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'Jen ways to appreciate a calendar that begins 
in September when you were perfectly 
happy beginning the year in January. 

I Finally the children 
• are back in school. 

2. Dove season starts 
with a bang. 

3. Your w ife starts her garden 
club mee tings again . 

4. Flounder, summer trout, red 
drum and king mackerel are 

being caught off the coast. 
5. Football season starts. 

6. Deer season begins in most 
zones across the state and 

hunters are scouting to get a 
shot at that trophy rack on 

their favorite game man
age ment area's opening day . 

7. Boy Scouts, Girl Scouts, 
dance , piano and guitar lesson s 

a ll s ta rt in September. 
8. It's time to s tock your farm 

pond for fantastic 
future fishing. 

9. Get "Ole Biscuit Ea ter" out 
of the pen for a few workouts 

Take the confus ion out of 
season openings and 

closings . They're all li s ted. 

Specia l tips and how- to 
information for hunters , 

fishermen and outdoor lovers . 

Want to catch more fish? 
Check the calendar 

fishing forecast. 
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so he'll convince the wife he's 
worth his keep during the 
coming quail or duck seasons. 
10. Use our calender and 
you'll know what's in season 
before the season 's out. 

Last year's calendar was such 
a tremendous success that we 
completely sold out! In fact , we 
sent many orders back. But, 
this year we are offering 
our new calendar early for those 
who want to reserve a copy ... 
or two. It runs from September 
1977 to September 1978. 

Use the enclosed order form or 
if it's gone send $5.00 to : 

South Carolina Wildlife 
P.O. Box 167 
Columbia, SC 29202 

Each month you will get 
a beautiful 11" x 14" color 
photograph - suitable 
for framing. 

Plenty of room for 
your own notes 

Moon phases 

Try to break the state and 
world fishing records . All 
are listed with the size of 
the catch. 
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A New Club 
That Makes Sense 

If you . are the right kind of fellow, you may 
qualify for C.A.T.S., the only club that pays 
you to be a member and doesn't ~II anything! 
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It was still dark. (That's a good way to signify 
morning. Just like "getting dark" most certainly 
means late afternoon.) When I drove up to the diner 
I could see Jack sitting inside on a stool , drinking 
coffee. It was a little cool , even though it was late 
May, and the diner was all yellow inside, with drops 
of condensation running down the window glass. 

" Bout time," he said, even though I was ten 
minutes early. I mounted a stool and ordered coffee . 

" Been havin ' some trouble with my mbtor," he 
said , " but I got it out of the shop yestiddy. It's gonna 
run good today, and we' re gonna kill some hawgs." 
jack always was good for knowin ' all the hip talk . It 
was tod early to be very sharp , but I did notice that 
his green jump suit with B.A.S.S. on the sleeve 
clashed with the yellow of the diner. 

We drained our cups and walked outside, where 
the yellow light cast an unreal glow on his rig, a 
15-foot fiberglass boat and 110-hoss Mere, complete . 
And I mean complete. Carpet on the floor, racks for 
holdin' rods, electric anchor putter outer and taker 
inner, electric motor, depth finder, steering wheel, 
built-in ice chests, captain 's chairs mounted on little 
masts so one could get above 'em , the whole works . 
An $8,000 rig pulled by a $400 Chevy, piloted by a 
man in a green jumpsuit with a one-track mind . 

We launched the boat and the race began. We tore 
off up the lake, ran about a minute, and Jack slowed 
down to about the speed of sound and began staring 
at his depth finder. "Here it is ," he yelled over the 
roar of the motor as he cut the switch, mashed a 
button to let the anchor down and make his first 
cast, all in one motion . By the time I was rigged up 
to make my first cast, Jack had cast about twenty 
times , caught two small bass and was letting the 
anchor up. " Ain ' t nothin ' here, " he yelled. Varoom! 
The motor started and we were off again. " If they' re 
there , they'll hit the worm. If they don't hit the 
worm , they ain ' t there." At least, I think that 's what 
he said. I ain ' t sure because I was hanging on for 
dear life. 

We repeated the performance all over that poor 
lake, literally whipping the water to a mild froth, but 
with slim result. "I don 't understand it," he said , 
lying down on the bottom of the boat. He was worn 
out from all that casting and operating his 
B.A.S.S.-approved equipment. By lunchtime we had 
five small bass , one worn out arm (Jack'.s) and one 
rapidly growing ulcer (mine) . After that mad dashing 
about, I knew I would never be afraid of anything 
else again . Ever. 

Since the bass in the lake didn 't seem to care ve ry 
much about us, even if all our equipment was 
offitially approved, we decided to take out and t ry 
the river, maybe the stripers were tearing it up. It 



wasn 't much trouble though - Jack had an approved 
trailer and an approved winch, and soon we were 
tooling down the highway: 

After we launched the boat in approved style, we 
ran up the river about five miles when suddenly the 
motor coughed, sputtered and died. We coasted to a 
stop. 11 Your motor stopped," I announced. 11 Betcha 
that guy didn 't fix it.11 

Jack sat there for a second or two, looking at 
nothing, then jumped up and fished his checklist out 
of the drywell. There was a tiny patch on the upper 
right hand corner of his clipboard . Jack ran his finger 
down the list. 11 Nope," he said, 11 all checked." 

11 Maybe we' re out of gas,11 I ventured , not knowing 
if common sense has anything to do with modern 
fishing or not. 11Cain ' t be,11 he said , 11 see, it's 
checked." The gas tank was in its proper place to my 
left, and I leaned over and looked in . Nothing but 
airy blackness. 11 Either your checklist is lying or this 
gas tank is," I said . 11 lt's empty." 

We were stranded five miles up the river. There 
was no sign of life in any directior,. 

I could see Jack was awfully upset, so I began to 
sing some of my most requested numbers. It didn 't 
do him much good. 

Presently another fisherman came around the 
bend. Well , a fellow couldn't really call him a 
fisherman-he had neither motor, depth finder or 
catbird seat. He was riding an old cypress bateau that 
had three inches of freeboard on each side, and he 
was the slowest moving fellow I had ever seen . 

11 We've got trouble," Jack yelled. " Can you help?" 
11Shore," the man said ; and paddled toward us. As 

he drew near I observed him carefully. You never can 
tell about strangers. He was wearing an old straw hat, 
air conditioned by two holes on one side, a pair of 
bib overalls, and a beat-up old pair of brogans. He 
sported neither shirt nor socks. 

As he drew alongside, I noticed a patch on the 
hat, another on the right strap of his overalls , and a 
third on the heel of his brogans. They all featured 
the same four letters: C.A.T.S. ! 

I watched for a minute, then could stand it no 
longer. 11What do those patches stand for? 11 I asked. 
"Why, he said, 11that is the official patch · of the 
Catfishing Association and Temperance Society. I'm a 
charter member. " 

He seemed serious. " What do you fellows do?" I 
asked, hoping I wasn't being too dumb. 

11We go after the big calves that swim deep." It was 
~ a straight enough answer. "What about the 

temperance part in your name. I don 't guess you 
fellows drink." I had yet to solve the puzzle. · 
11 Shecks, we ' ll drink just about anything," he said. 

~ The temperance in our name means self-constraint in 
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action. We exhibit self-control while fishing." 
There was a rusty old can of worms on the seat, 

and you guessed it, it proudly wore the patch, 
C.A.T.S. So did his old cane pole, his boat, and a can 
of sardines and soda crackers he had half finished. 
C.A.T.S.-approved lunch , it said. 

My next question was a model of decorum and 
intelligence. " Catchin ' any? 11 

11 Got five or six squealers and one small calf," he 
reached for a venetian cord stringer. Sure enough , 
C.A.T.S.-approved. " I missed a big calf tbis mornin ' . 
though. Had her on for a minute, but my hook · 
straightened .11 His paddle was of tupelo and constant 
use had almost obliterated the C.A.T.S. stamp, but it 
was still in good shape. His Tampa Nugget tackle box 
looked the worse for wear, though. 

Upon further questioning, he told of winning th~ 
big C.A.T.S . Catfishing Tournament the previous 
week . " It was a tough field," he said modestly. 
11Those fellows could paddle slow, I'm tellin' you. 
Five hours after the start wasn 't a single contestant 
more'n twenty yards from ·the startir,' line, and most 
of 'em had caught a pot full and hadn't even changed 
worms! T~e prizes wez great too. I won first, so I 
didn ' t have to take nothin', second man had to take a 
new tackle box, third place man had to go to Atlanta 
and watch a ball game, and the pore feller who won 
the booby prize had to take an all expense paid trip 
to Paris for two weeks." 

11What you fellers want me to do for you?" he 
asked. 11 We're out of worms, 11 1 said, " can you loan 
us a few? We wanted to drift down to the landin ' ; 
seems the current is slow enough." 

He gave us the worms, and a brick to drag behind 
if we moved too fast. I caught a few squealers and a 
small calf on the way back, but Jack didn't even fish. 
He was busy reading his B.A.S.5..-approved 11 ln case 
of emergency book." · John Culler 
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by Pete Laurie 
illustrations by David Williams 

Carolina 
Whales 

and 
po]phins 

The bottle-nosed dolphin is the most often 
seen of warm-blooded marine species in 

South Carolina, but its cousins, the whales, 
make frequent appearances in our waters ... 

for reasons we don't always understand. 

Earlier this year we received a ca ll at the office from a man who 
wanted to report a dead w hale on Seabrook Island, near Charl eston. 
" It's another o ne of t hem pilot w hales," he said matter of fact ly. 

Pi lot w hales , because they often come ashore in spectacular mass 
strandi ngs, enjoy a ve ry good press; so good, in fact, that any small 
w hale stranded on a South Caro lina beach often is automatica lly 
identified as a pilot w hale. Many peop le simply are unaware that 
other species exist. However, the Charl eston M use um, w hich keeps 
records on things li ke w hale strandings, says that just si nce 1968 at 
least 65 wha les and dolph ins of 13 species have stranded along the 
So uth Carol ina coast. Everyone knows about the pi lot w hales, but 
w hat are all these other animals that occas ionally end their days on 
our beaches? 

Whales, do lphins, and porpoises comprise that order of mammals 
ca lled cetaceans. Cetaceans are separated into two genera l groups 
the ba leen, or w halebone, w hales, and the toothed w hales . The 
toothed w hales, w hich include the dolphins and porpo ises, are gen
erally sma ller (only the sperm w hale exceeds 35 feet in length) and 
have true teeth. They are a large, diverse group contain ing many 
species distributed thro ughout the world. 

Baleen w hales have no teeth instead they have evo lved a 
mechanism to strain small fis h and inve rteb rates fro m the water using 
two rows of fingernai l-like p lates suspended from the roof of the 
mouth. These baleen p lates (some w hales have more than 300) hang 
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closely parallel , with a hairy fringe on the inside edges . Baleen whales 
feed by swimming, mouth open, into a school of fish or a group of 
invertebrate animals (called krill by the whalers) and capturing as 
many as possible. The mouth is then partially closed, the water 
strained out through the baleen and the small animals that remain 
trapped on the fringes are swallowed. 

Except for the sperm whale, made famous in Moby Dick, all the 
world's great whales are baleen whales, although several species of 
baleen whales do not exceed 25 or 30 feet. Compared to the toothed 
whales, the baleen whale group has fewer species, and many have 
been much reduced in number by commercial whaling operations. 

Most of the cetaceans that have been recorded as stranding in 
South Carolina over the years (the Charleston Museum lists 20 
species since 1860) are considered rare or at least infrequent visitors 
to our coast. In fact, only one cetacean actually inhabits the South
eastern coast. That animal is the well-known Atlantic bottle-nosed 
dolphin seen regularly just off the beach and in inshore waters, and 
often called "porpoise". Actually, the correct common name for this 
animal is dolphin, not porpoise, but it should not be confused with 
the popular sport fish also called dolphin. Scientists avoid the confu
sion of common names by referring to the bottle-nose by its generic 
name, Tursiops. 

Not surprisingly, since the bottle-nose occurs in large numbers 
close to shore, it is by far the most likely of the whales to be encoun
tered dead on a South Carolina beach, and is the only cetacean you 
normally can expect to see alive in state waters. The bottle-nose 
ranges from about three feet in length for a young calf to about eight 
or occasionally even ten feet for an adult. Normally those animals are , 
a light uniform gray, but color is never a good indicator of species 
since color can change quickly after the animal dies. Tursiops has a 
relatively short snout, with 18 to 26 pairs of teeth in each jaw. 

Several of the pelagic species of dolphins, those that live in the 
open ocean, have beached in South Carolina on rare occasions. 
These animals , which belong to the genus Stene/la, and include the 
spotted dolphin, spinner dolphin and striped dolphin, are slimmer 
than the more familiar Tursiops, with longer beaks and many more 
teeth, often 45 to 50 pairs in each jaw. Because these animals are so 
seldom seen on the coast, and because they resemble our native 
dolphin in general size and shape, they can be confused with Tursiops. 

About a year ago, a woman who lives on the front beach of Sulli
van's Island called to report a live "porpoise" that seemed to be 
trapped in a large shallow tidal pool in front of her home. Wors~ he 
said, the animal kept beaching itself at the edge of the pool. We drove 
over to the beach expecting to find an ill or befuddled Tursiops. 
Instead we found a small, slender dolphin with a long beak and 
several distinct dark stripes running through each eye and then later
ally along its silvery flanks. Each time the animal stranded, several 
teenagers who were on the beach gently pushed it back into deeper 
water. It then would swim around the pool quite freely for several 
minutes before beaching again in almost the same spot. Although the 
tide had ebbed and a good stream of water was draining from the 
pool, the dolphin appeared to ignore this opening and made no 
attempt to escape to the ocean. 

The animal clearly was not a Tursiops, nor did it appear to be either 
the spotted dolphin or the spinner dolphin. Our description over the 
phone to several people we thought might identify the animal 
suggested a striped dolphin, Stene/la coeruleoalba, a species never 
before recorded in South Carolina. When we returned to the beach 
several hours later, the dolphin was dead. We froze the carcass and 
shipped it to the Smithsonian Institution where it was positively 
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identified as a striped dolphin. Why this animal of the open ocean 
swam into a tidal pool , and why it died, remains a mystery. 

After the bottle-nosed dolphin, South Carolina's most commonly 
stranded cetacean is not the pilot whale as many people would guess, 
but an almost unknown (to the general public) little toothed whale 
called the pigmy sperm whale. The pigmy sperm superficially resem
bles its much larger relative, the sperm whale, but does not exceed 10 
or 12 feet in length. The museum has recorded 15 of these whales 
since 1968; most stranded alone, although several strandings in
volved a cow and a calf. 

Pigmy sperm whales have blunt heads with tiny underslung mouths 
containing 10 to 16 pairs of long pointed teeth in the lower jaw only. 
These whales generally are a uniform dark gray, with a small sickle
shaped dorsal fin. The squared-off head and recessed mouth give the 
pigmy sperm a somewhat shark-like look. Several years ago, during 
the anti-shark hysteria in the wake of the movie " Jaws" , bathers at a 
Florida beach beat and stabbed to death a stranded pigmy sperm 
whale, believing it to be a man-eating shark. 

Pigmy sperm whales are thought to travel fairly close to shore, 
which increases their chance of washing up on a beach. They cannot 
easily be confused with any other small whale except the very similar, 
but much rarer, dwarf sperm whale which has been recorded only 
once in the state, at Bull ' s Island in August of 1975. 

The pilot whale, despite all the hoopla this animal seems to gener
ate , is only the third most likely cetacean to strand in South Carolina. 
The museum has only seven or eight confirmed records of pilot whale 
strandings since 1860. Most of these strandings involved more than 
one animal, with the 65 that stranded on Bull's Island in 1944 the most 
spectacular. More recently, the 35 pilot whales that stranded on 
Kiawah Island in October of 1973 also generated a great deal of 
publicity (see South Carolina Wildlife March-April 1974) . Pilot whales 

, have rounded heads, with teeth in both upper and lower jaws of a 
mouth fixed in a permanent smile. Adults range from 12 to 18 feet and 
are shiny black' with a large dorsal fin and long, pointed flippers. 

Beyond these three species-the bottle-nosed dolphin, the pigmy 
sperm whale, and the pi lot whale - the only other cetacean to strand 
here more than two or three times is the rather strange-looking 
goose-beaked whale (Ziphius), which resembles a large dolphin . The 
first of this species in the state stranded in 1861; since that time six 
more of these medium-sized (15 to 20 foot) toothed whales have 
beached, with the latest (in December 1975) being a 15-foot male 
which beached near Georgetown . 

A confusing variety of related beaked whales inhabit the North 
Atlantic. Adult male beaked whales usually can be identified by their 
few teeth, often only one or two pairs which may occur at the tip of 
the lower jaw, the back of the lower jaw, or even at the midpoint of 
the jaw. Females and young males usually have no visible teeth . 
Beaked whales also often have no notch in the center of their tail 
flukes . In addition to the goose-beaked whale, two other beaked 
whales are known from South Carolina: True's beaked whale and 
Blainville's beaked whale. 

The really big whales generally have beached infrequently in South 
Carolina, although quite a variety of species have been recorded , 
many just once or twice . The largest whale known to have stranded in 
the state came ashore near Myrtle Beach in 1921 . A Charleston 
Museum photograph of several people viewing that carcass suggests 
the animal exceeded 70 feet and is thought to have been a fin whale. 
Fin whales are baleen whales , closely related to the blue whale, the 
world 's largest. The sei whale , a somewhat smaller cousin of the blue 



and the fin, has stranded once in the state: in December of 1972, a 
45-foot female sei whale was discovered dead on Cape Island near 
McClellanville. The still smaller minke whale, another close relative, 
also has been recorded but once: a 21-foot male minke died near 
Murrells Inlet in August of 1976. 

The blue, fin, sei, and minke whales all belong to a single genus and 
are often called rorquals. They are readily identified by their many 
pleated throat.grooves, relatively short flippers, and small dorsal fin. 
They are slender, with pointed snouts and, for their size, short baleen 
plates. The fastest of the big whales, the rorquals remained all but 
untouched by commercial whalers until the development of power
driven· catcher boats and exploding harpoons. Since that time they 
have been decimated. 

The humpback whale, which is somewhat similiar to the rorquals 
but riot as slender, and well known for its '(singing", has stranded but 
once in South Carolina. A young male of 25 feet was found on the 
back beach of Cape Island in Fe~ruary of 1970. The humpback has 
tf,roat grooves reminiscent of the rorquals but with very long white 
flippers, scalloped on the edges. · 

A visible link between land mammals and 
cetaceans is revealed in an X-ray of a flipper. 
Whales have the same bones which make 
up a man's arm, though proportionately 
smaller and modified for aquatic life. With 
the exception of _one group of whales, the 
rorquals, all cetaceans also have five "fin
gers," as well as " wrist" and " hand" bones. 
This series of bones in .the flipper represent 
all that remains of the leg appendages of 
land whales million ·of years ago. 

Perhaps the most famous episode involxing a big whale in South 
Carolina took place in 1880 when a 40-foot right whale entered 
Charleston Harbor. A whole army of the local citizeriry turned out in 
dozens of small boats to shoot, stab and finally ram the poor animal to 
death. It is interesting to note how our attitud~ toward whales has 
<::hanged since then. Today a large whale in Charleston Harbor might 
draw a curious crowd but propably no one would wish such an anim~I 
any harm. Moreover, all marine mammals are now protected by law. 
The ill-fated right whale's .entire skeleton ison display at the Charles- • 
ton Museum. ,----------------------, 

Although the right whale is not considered rare enough to be 
includeq on the endangered species list, ~hree live right whales were 
seen close to the South Carolina shore in 1976. Two passed together 
off Charleston in May, and another was seen in October atTrenchards 
Inlet near Beaufort (see South Carolina Wildlife, March-April 1977). 
All three were adults or young adults in the 35 to 45 foot range. In 
1974, a badly decomposed right whale calf was found on Edingsville 
Beach, north of Edisto Island. These recent records woulq suggest 
that this protected species may be making a slight comeback in the 
North Atlantic. Right whales, with their distinctive white "bonnets", 
and lacking a dorsal fin, generally are easy to identify. 

Only three sperm whales have been known to straf1d in the state
the largest a 33-foot female in 1961. In July of last year an immature 
sperm whale stranded alive near Georgetown. This animal, whi<::h 
later died, was firsMhought to be an adult pigmy sperm whale, but the 
very large head (about 1/3 of the body length) and lack of a distinct 
dorsal fin fdentified it as a young sperm whale. • 

Why whales sometimes die on the beach is an obvious question, 
but without any obvious answers . In most ca~es the cause of death is 
difficult or impossible to determine, although casual passersby often 
imagine that they see in whale carcasses evidence. of shark attack, 
boat propeller accidents, or even gunshot wounds. It should be kept 
in mind that, as mammals, these animals must come to the surface to 
breath, and during ·a storm, br if weakened by illness, they simply cari 
drown. Once they are on the beach their very delicate skin can 
quickly become scratched or sunburned, creating the appearance of 
serious wounds., · 

Moreover, a whale carcass that has lain in the hot sun for many 
~ hours may start to ooze a bloody liquid from around the mouth, eyes, 

blowhole, and even through the skin. An 18-footTrue's beaked whale 

Further proof that cetaceans had lanq an
cestors is evident in the skeletal similarities 
with present day land mammals such as 
men , horses and dogs. The spinal column 
and rib cage of a col)lmon dolphin resem
bles that of a dog. While the dolphin has the 
same seven neck bones found ih all mam
mals, these bones have been modified for 
aquatic life and are actually fused and no 
longer movable. Dolphins also have a bony 
vestige of a hind leg from a past'terrestrial 
ex istence. And, while there are other 
similarities between the land mammals and 
cetaceans, the special changes and adapta
tions demanded for life in water are. the 
most striking . 
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that died at Breach Inlet on a summer weekend in 1974, drew large 
crowds, including one concerned citizen who the next day wrote an 
irate letter to the editor of a local newspaper decrying that the whale 
had been "shot and tortured" and was "still pumping its life's blood 
onto the sand" while its plight went ignored. Actually, at the time she 
saw the animal it had been dead almost 24 hours and was merely 
cooking in its own juices, from the inside out. 

When a number of whales strand alive, the term ''.suicide" is often 
heard and, in fact, whales in a mass stranding, after being towed or 
pushed into deep water, will often turn around and swim right back 
up onto the beach. Many of the 35 pilot whales that beached at 
Kiawah in 1973 exhibited this behavior, although only 24 ultimately 
died in that spot. Others died on nearby beaches and some appar
ently survived. Such behavior appears to suggest suicide, but man is 
probably the only animal that willfully takes his own life. Animals that 
beach are usually ill or in some way incapacitated and seldom survive 
even when helped onto deeper water. 

In the Kiawah stranding, heavy infestations of round worms were 
discovered in the ear sinuses of almost all the dead animals. At the 
time, these parasites were thought to have contributed to the beach
ing by interfering with the normal operation of the whales' sonar-like 
navigational ability. But.since that time (1973), in other mass strand
ings that involved pilot whales and similiar species such as false killer 
whales, only a few parasites have been found. One problem with the 
parasite theory is that a "normal" load of parasites has not been 
clearly determined. Do pilot whales and related species normally 
have no internal parasites, a few, or a lot? No one knows. 

Early in 1977, some 140 pilot whales beached and died near 
Jacksonville, Florida. The skulls of all these animals were examined 
and none contained more than a few parasites in the ear sinuses. 
Several of the Jacksonville pilot whales were helped into deeper 
water after being tagged by the U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service. One of 
these animals, a male, along with another pilot whale, stranded again 
six days later at Rockville, S. C., behind Seabrook Island. A local 
resident removed the tag from the stranded whale which later was 
refloated with the aid of the incoming tide. However, the untagged 
animal, a female, died _and the next day washed up on Seabrook. 
Albert E. Sanders, curator of natural history at The Charleston 
Museum, examined this 13-foot animal's skull and found a handful of 
both round worms and flatworms. Although there is no way to know 
if this untagged whale also was involved in the Jacksonville stranding, 
it seems likely that it was. What prompted these two whales to travel 
some 250 miles in six days and then strand again in a shallow creek 
some three miles inland from the beach is anyone's guess. 

Our knowledge of the cetaceans contains many gaps. The smaller 
toothed whales have been studied in some detail in captivity, but their 
distribution, migrations and life histories are not well known. The big 
whales, on the other hand, have been studied in their natural envi
ronment, especially by the commercial whaling nations who profit 
from a knowledge of distribution and seasonal movements. But be
cause of their size, the big whales seldom have been captured alive or 
held successfully in captivity. 

The general public can contribute to the study of whales by 
promptly reporting any stranded marine mammal to the Charleston 
Museum or to the South Carolina Wildlife and Marine Resources 
Department. The Sullivan's Island woman who reported the "por
poise" in her tidal pool, the Seabrook man's ho-hum call about 
"another" pilot whale, and the many other coastal residents who 
took the time to report what they had seen all have added to our quest 
for knowledge of the cetaceans. 
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by Margaret Pridgen and Cassie Griffin 

DIPPING, DIGGING 
&DRAGGING 

illustrations by David Williams 

This summer, catch your 
own seafood platter and 

enjoy the gathering as 
much as the eating. 

Nothing tastes better in the sum
mer than a fresh seafood platter of 
shrimp, crabs, oysters and clams. 
Restaurants throughout the state, and 
especially on the coast, boast menus 

· of fresh seafood delicacies harvested 
· '-d'aily in coastal waters. But seafood 

'doesn' t have to be a strictly commer
al operation. 

.. .. The South Carolina coastal area of
"fe"'rsexcellent opportunities for recrea
tional shrimping , crabbing and 
shellfishing-and every member of 

. the family can participate in these 
, • _popular activities on the coast. With a 
_ ""basic knowledge of regulations and 

methods, and some inexpensive 
equipment, anyone can catch enough 
for his own fresh seafood platter. Here 
is a guide to help you and your family 
become participants in an entertain
i_ng and r~ arding outdoor recrea
tional actiVity: 



Shrimp 

One of South Carolina's most im
portant seafood industries is not lim
ited to commercial fishermen. For the 
weekend shrimper, bays, sounds, 
rivers and other sheltered waters can 
provide enormous quantities of 
shrimp. The regulations are few and 
the work is simple when using three 
common types of gear: seine, cast net 
or drop net. 

For sheer volume of catch, no recre
ational shrimping gear can match the 
seine. South Carolina law allows the 
use, without a license, of seines up to 
40 feet in length with a mesh no 
smaller than½ inch square (nylon) or 
9/ 16 inch mesh (cotton). Also, seines 
may not be pulled by a power boat 
nor block a creek, slough or waterway 
by more than one-half of its width on 
any stage of the tide. 

A good 40-foot seine can be expen
sive, costing up to $75 at bait and 
hardware stores near the coast. Two 
strong adults with good backs are re
quired to pull a seine of this size . But 
the amount they can catch on a good 
day is sometimes staggering, making 
it a worthwhile investment. 
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According to a survey by the Recre
ational Fisheries Section of this de
partment, cast nets are the preferred 
method of shrimping for two-thirds 
of the coastal fishermen/boaters con
tacted. They are standard equipment 
with most saltwater fishermen be
cause fresh live shrimp are just about 
the best bait around. But cast nets are 
also used by many people who fill 
their freezers for the winter. 

With a cast net, you can seek out the 
places where shrimp are most likely 
to be. Many fishermen recommend 
"dead end creeks ," short fingers of 
water that jut off into the marsh 
where small eddies form productive 
little fishing holes. Others like to 
shrimp on an incoming tide along the 
banks of larger rivers while some cast 
near the mouths of small tributaries 
or drains and around oyster beds . Be 
careful when casting near an oyster 
bed, though, as nothing will tear up a 
net quicker than sharp oyster shells. 

The trick here is learning how to 
use a cast net. Either obtain the in
struction from a salty old pro or try 
our instructions (see page 11) in your 
backyard until you have mastered the 
"cast" with no teeth lost . As cast nets 
are expensive also, ranging in price 
from $20 to $50, buy a nylon one 
which will give several years of ser
vice if treated properly. Also, learn to 
make you own repairs to avoid buy
ing a new net every year. 

A drop net is a shallow, funnel
shaped net attached to a metal loop 
measuring about three feet across . 

When pieces of smoked fish or 
· crushed crab are tied into the web
bing, this net does an excellent job of 
catching smaller quantities of 
shrimp. Drop nets are used every
where in the lowcountry, often at 
night, from docks, bridges, sea walls 
and other stationary structures . 

Less expensive than either seines 
or cast nets, drop nets can be pur
chased in most discount and sporting 
goods stores from $5 on up. But don't 
expect the nets with cotton webbing 
and non-galvanized rims to last more 
than one season in saltwater. 

For personal use, there is no closed 
season or catch limit on shrimp 
caught with these three recreational 
nets. Shrimping is best during late 
May through mid-October and your 
catch should be headed and put on ice 
as soon as possible. Frozen shrimp 
in the shell will maintain freshness 
for up to six months at 0° F. 

How To Throw a Cast Net 

1. Using the hand that feels most 
comfortable, place the end loop over 
your wrist and coil the hand line 
around your hand. Pick up the neck 
with the other hand. 

,~ 
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3. Put one leaa of the net in your 
mouth. Using the free hand, reach 
an arm's length down the lead line 
and grasp another lead. 

., .... ,.~.. . . .. 

5. Give a backward tug on the hand 
line to make the net fall in a circle. 

2. Grasp the net about half-way 
down using the hand holding the 
hand line . Leave about 2½- 3 feet 
below the fold. 

4. Swing the net to the rear and 
down and then cast it forward as 
you open the hand holding the 
hand line and your mouth at the 
same time. 

6. After the net settles to the bottom, 
pull toward you and empty by pul
ling the neck up the hand line as you 
hofd the net over a bucket. 
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Oysters and Clams 

Recreational shellfishing
gathering clams and oysters-is at 
once easier and more difficult than 
shrimping. Easier because no special 
gear or technique is required to 
gather shellfish . And more difficult 
because it is regulated by seasons, 
limits and areas . But these regula
tions have been made with the 
shellfisherman in mind. 

The majority of shellfish areas in 
South Carolina fall into three 
categories - leased commercial 
grounds, public oyster grounds and 
state shellfish grounds . Individuals 
may harvest shellfish from leased 
grounds if they have permission from 
the leaseholder. The public oyster 
grounds are coastal areas where legal 
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residents of South Carolina may 
gather shellfish for personal use. 
These fifteen areas are marked with 
metal signs which read "Public Oys
ter Grounds, Commercial Harvesting 
Prohibited, Marine Resources Divi
sion, S.C.WM.R.D." 

The state shellfish grounds are also 
open to recreational shellfishermen 
and , by permit , commercial 
shellfishermen. These seven areas are 
also marked with metal signs which 
read " State Shellfish Grounds , 
Public Harvesting Permitted , 
S.C.WM.R.D ." For further informa
tion and maps of these public beds, 

write for the " Recreational Shellfish 
Guide ," recently published by the 
South Carolina Wildlife and Marine 
Resources Department, P. 0 . Box 167, 
Columbia, S. C. 29202. 

Although the opening and closing 
dates may vary, the recreational 
shellfishing seasons correspond to 
the commercial seasons. Normally, 
the season for gathering oysters runs 
from September 15 to May 1, with 
clam season running from September 
1 to June l. The department may open 
the season fifteen days earlier or close 
the season fifteen days later if it is 
deemed to be in the best interest of 
the state . 

In any of the state's twenty-two 
shellfish grounds, there is an ample 
supply of both oysters and clams for 
the diligent digger. Most of South 
Carolina' s oysters grow between the 
low tide and high tide levels with the 
best and plumpest found nearest the 
water's edge at low tide. 

To harvest oysters, heavy gloves are 
necessary to protect hands from the 
sharp shells. Other essential items are 
a hammer or screwdriver to break up 
clusters and a bucket or basket in 
which to carry the oysters . To gather 
subtidal oysters, use a pair of long
handled oyster tongs or rakes which 
can be purchased at most hardware 
and sporting goods stores along the 
coast. If kept cool and moist, your 
harvest can be stored out of water for 
a couple of days. 

Several species of clams are found 
in South Carolina's waters , but the 
hardshell clam or quahog is the one 
most commonly harvested both 



commercially and recreationally. 
Clam diggers usually find their 
bounty at low tide along creek banks 
and in the bottoms of creeks and 
rivers. Clams are also often found 
associated with oysters in the same 
public beds . 

Clams are a little tougher to spot 
than oysters because they live under
ground and must be located and dug 
up with a shovel, rake or other sharp 
object. On sandy bottoms where 
there are no oyster shells around, 
clams can even be dug by hand. Look 
for the small " keyhole" shaped open
ing which shows where the clam has 
extended his siphon up through the 
mud or sand to gather in food from 
the surrounding water. 

If the keyhole test works , you will 
find clams an inch or two below the 
surface. Smaller clams are more ten
der and better for eating steamed. 
Larger clams are better for chowder. 

After you have successfully and 
safely gathered your shellfish, re
member the limits. The head of any 
household may gather for personal 
use not more than two bushels of oys
ters or one-half bushel of clams, or 
both, in any one day for not more 
than two days in any week. No li
cense is required for recreational har
vesting for personal use. 

To prepare shellfish for the table, 
the first step is to wash them 
thoroughly to remove all mud and 
sand. The next step is opening them 
and, for this, a heavy-bladed knife is 
required. Insert the knife between the 
two valves near the hinge and pry 
open the shell, cutting the muscle 
which joins the two valves . 

Oysters and clams can also be 
opened by placing them in a hot oven 
in a roaster with one-half inch of 
water in the bottom. Steam them for 5 
to 10 minutes until the shells gape 
open slightly. Holding them over 
another container, pry the shellfish 
open so that the meat and juices are 
saved. After straining the juice, pour 
it into a container with the meats and 
use immediately or freeze for later. 

A real lowcountry tradition is the 
oyster roast. A large sheet of heavy 
metal is heated-over an open fire and 
when the metal gets red hot, the oys
ters are placed on it and covered with 
a wet burlap bag. In a short time, the 
steamed oysters are shoveled onto a 
table for eager consumption. 

Crabs 

~ populM..types o f gear. There are no 

I n almost every saltwater creek in 
South Carolina, blue crabs can be 
caught by any member of the family 
with great leisure and with no special 
skills or strengths. Public boat ramps, 
docks and fishing platforms on many 
bridges are readily accessible spots 
on the coast for the best crabbing. Dip 
nets, hand lines, collapsible traps and 
commercial crab pots are the most 

mesh or size restrictions on hand 
lines, dip nets or collapsible traps . 

The simplest form of crabbing con
sists of wading in shallow water with 
a long-handled dip net scooping up 
any crabs you see. With a little more 
effort, you can use a baited hand line 
and dip net, keep your feet dry and 
probably catch more crabs. Bait a 
length of stout cord with a chicken 
neck or fish head and toss it in the 
water. When you feel a nibble, pull 
the iine very slowly to the surface , 
scooping the crab with your dip net. 
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Collapsible crab traps or basket 
traps are another inexpensive means 
of crabbing from a bridge or dock. 
Again, use chicken necks or oily fish 
pieces for bait, tying them securely to 
the center of the trap. Lower the trap 
into the water and check every three 
to five minutes for a basket full of 
crabs . Transfer all crabs to an empty 
bucket or basket. Do not put live crabs 
in wate-r as they will quickly use up 
the oxygen and die . 

Recreational crabbers are also al
lowed to use, without a license, two 
commercial wire crab pots as long as 
the trap or the plastic float is marked 
with the fisherman 's name . It is also 
unlawful to use a glass or metal float , 
set a trap so that it is exposed at low 
tide or set a trap within 100 yards of a 
public boat landing area. 

Although there is no closed season 
or catch limit on recreational crab
bing, there are a few restrictions to 
remember. Blue crabs must measure 
at least 5 inches across the back from 
tip of point. Also, female crabs bear
ing a visible orange egg mass (sponge 
crabs) are protected by law. If sponge 
crabs or undersized crabs are caught, 
return them immediately to the water. 

The best time to catch a " mess of 
crabs" is late spring (May) through 
late fall . Crabmeat, like shrimp, also 
freezes well and can be kept for six to 
nine months at 0° Fahrenheit . Never 
freeze whole crabs either cooked or 
uncooked. Only cooked crabmeat 
should be frozen. 

To cook crabs properly, place only 
the live ones in a large pot of boiling 
water seasoned with your favorite 
seafood seasoning mixture. Commer
cially prepared seafood seasoning 
mixtures or " crab boils" are also 
good. Let the water return to a boil 
and cook the crabs for approximately 
twenty minutes. 

While the crabbing and cooking is 
easy, there is a catch to cleaning them 
(see page 14) . All but the most impas
sioned crabmeat lover will become 
frustrated with the small amount of 
meat you get for your work. Try to 
limit your catch of crabs to those you 
can pick and eat at one sitting. 

So the next time you are on the 
coast, enjoy one of South Carolina's 
great recreations. With a minimum of 
equipment and experience, and a lit
tle luck, the next meal the family sits 
down to could be fresh shrimp, crabs, 
oysters and clams. Bon apetit! 
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Cleaning Crabs 

1. Remove the claws by pull
ing them away from the body. 
Save any meat attached to the 
end of the" arm". Holding the 
knife near the end of the 
handle, crack the claws and 
remove the meat . If the meat 
does not come out easily, pry 
it out with the knife . 

3. Once the back has been re
moved, the fat and the gills 
are clearly visible. Using the 
knife, scrape away the yel
lowish material, called the fat, 
lying in the middle of the 
crab . Some people relish the 
fat, •but most find it rather 
strong tasting . 

5. Cut away the walking legs 
and remove any bits of meat 
clinging to the cut ends. 

7. With the point of the knife 
remove the lump meat from 
the rear portion of the body. 
Now remove the meat from 
the remaining section by pry
ing upward with the knife. 

The secret to successful crab picking is 
using the crab knife. While special 
knives are available, any small, 
heavy knife can be used . 

2. Grasp the shell near one of 
the spines and pull up on it, 
removing the back. Discard 
the back, which has no meat 
in it. 

4. Once the fat has been re
moved, the next step is to cut 
away the gills, which are the 
gray feathery structures 
found on either side. The 9-ills 
are called the "dead man' in 
the low country and should 
not be eaten. 

6. Slice off the top right side of 
the body and set it aside. Do 
the same to the left side. 

8. Take one of the sides re
moved earlier and pick out 
the meat. Do the same to the 
other side. 

(reprinted from "Dipping & Picking: A Guide to Recreational 
Crabbing" by David C. Smith, published by South Carolina Sea Grant) 
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Fried Oysters 
1 quart oysters 
2 eggs, beaten 

2 tablespoons milk 

Drain oysters; mix eggs, milk , 
seasonings. Dip oysters in egg mix
ture and roll in crumbs. Fry in deep 
fat (375° Fahrenheit) about 2 min-

salt and pepper 
1 cup bread crumbs, cracker 
crumbs or com meal 

utes or until brown. Or fry in shal
low fat about 2 minutes on one side, 
tum and brown on other side . 
Serves 6. 

Shrimp Mold or Paste 
2 pounds shrimp 
¼ pound butter 

¼ teaspoon lemon juice 
mace 

Put shrimp through meat grinder 
twice . Then rub butter and shrimp 
together and add enough mayon
naise to soften slightly. Season well 
with ground mace, lemon juice, 
salt , pepper and sauces to taste. 

3 tablespoons mayonnaise 
1 teaspoon Worcestershire sauce 
few drops red pepper sauce 
salt and black pepper 

Chill mixture and serve with crack
ers or thin , crisp toast. Mayonnaise 
may be omitted and celery seed 
used instead of mace. This makes a 
delicious dish served with hominy 
for breakfast . 

Oyster Stew 
1 quart milk ½ teaspoon pepper 
1 cup cream 8 saltines, crumbled 

1 quart oysters 1 cup steamed, diced celery 
1 tablespoon butter a little whole mace, if desired 

1½ teaspoons salt 

Heat milk , cream, butter, saltine 
crumbs, soft celery and seasonings 

in top of double-boiler. Add oysters 
and cook until they curl on the 
edges. Serves 6. 

Boiled Shrimp 
Most recipes call for cooked or into pieces. Black pepper, celery, 

boiled shrimp . To cook shrimp: onion , or paprika can br boiled 
Wash the shrimp thoroughly and with shrimp for added flavor. Beer 
boil for 4 to 5 minutes in a covered is sometimes substituted for water 
pot, using just enough salted water in cooking shrimp. To pick a shrimp 
to cover them. As soon as they cool , any local person will tell you to 
they are " picked" or peeled. Large " pull , peel , pinch" - you pull off 
shrimp are cooked longer; the back the heads , peel shell off the body, 
line removed and the shrimp cut and pinch shrimp out of the tail. 
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OamChowder 
3 dozen clams in shell 4 cups milk 
, 3 cups of clam broth salt and pepper to taste 

4 slices bacon 2 tablespoons flour 
4 tablespoons butter 2 medium onions 

2½ cups diced raw potatoes 

Scrub clams clean with hard 
brush. Open with clam knife , being 
careful not to lose any of the liquor 
in the shell. Strain hquor through 
two thicknesses of cheese cloth. 
Grind clams . Chip bacon and on
ions and fry until brown. 

Put ground clams , potatoes , 

bacon and onions in kettle and 
cover with just enough water to 
cook potatoes and clams. When 
done , add clam liquor, milk and 
seasonings. If a thick chowder is de
sired, make a paste of melted butter 
and flour and thicken to desired 
consistency. Add butter, salt and 
pepper. Serves 8 to 10. 

Deviled Crabs 
Mix 1 pound crab meat with 1 cup 

mayonnaise (a commercial brand 
may be used); season with juice of 1 
lemon, ½ teaspoon Worcestershire 

sauce , 2 tablespoons chopped 
parsley, hot sauce, salt and pepper. 
Put in shells, cover with buttered 
crumbs, bake in 400° oven 30 min
utes . Serves 6 to 8. 

Carolina or She-Crab Soup 
1 pound white crab meat 2 tablespoons sherry 

1 pint milk 4 blades whole mace 
1 pint cream 2 pieces lemon peel 

½ stick of butter ¼ cup cracker crumbs 
salt and black pepper to taste 

Put milk in top of double-boiler 
with mace and lemon peel and allow 
to simmer for a few minutes. Then 
add crab, butter and cream and cook 
for 15 minutes . Thicken with 
cracker crumbs; season with salt 

and pepper and allow to stancl on 
back of stove for a few minutes to 
bring out the flavor. Just before 
serving, add sherry. This same soup 
can be made with shrimp, which 
should be ground. Serves 6. 

(reprinted from Charleston Receipts, compiled and edited by the Junior League of Charleston, Inc.) 
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The Forgotten Art 
of Unhurried Fishing 



Izaak Walton said that 
"God never did make a more calm, quiet, 

innocent recreation than angling." 

Some of its most 
apleasant aspects seem to have been 

lost in the modern pursuit 
of killing fish. 

by Mike Creel 

l:e old style of unhurried fishing has seemingly 
been lost in the propwash of today's dazzling parade 
of high-powered water craft and fish-finding gear. 

It's now commonplace on many rivers and lakes to 
witness the apparent majority of boats and fishermen 
equipped with the very latest sophistications to modem 
angling. These boats are being called fishing 
laboratories and their operators wear uniforms. Curi
ously enough, the prime ministers of advertising daily 
echo the message that a person can't catch fish until he 
buys all of this paraphernalia. 

The full story is not being told. People are catching fish 
today with basically the. same methods and equipment 
as they used twenty, thirty or even forty years ago. The 
major outdoor sports magazines and newspapers write 
profusely about the fishing world but in such a way that 
the non-fisherman could easily conclude that all fisher
men "blast-off" with 90-horsepower outboards once 
they leave the dock; that they all use casting reels, 
broomstick-stiff rods and only three lures-plastic 
worms, spinner baits and crank baits; that all anglers 
hop-scotch at high speed from one bass "honey hole" to 
the next, and that they are demonically possessed with 
the desire to drag in the most and the biggest fish in the 
least possible time at any and all costs. 

-This aspect of sportfishing today has been so highly 
publicized that the anglers who enjoy other types of 

fishing have become an invisible part of the fishing 
community. They should be granted equal time. The old 
school of unhurried angling still has many members and 
we could learn an invaluable lesson from them if the rest 
of the world would just slow down enough-to see what 
they're doing. 

A boat carrying two men glides silently along the 
wooded shore. A deft, underwater motion of the paddle 
in veteran hands holds the little jonboat motionless in 
the river's current. The man in the front of the boat 
moves his flyrod in what seems like slow motion and 
gently drops his cricket whisker-dose to a. cypress knee 
standing at the deepest part of a shady nook. A tiny 
piece of lead shot promptly submerges the bait three feet 
into dark water. The cork stands on end for a wink of the 
eye and disappears. 

These two anglers may never see themselves in the 
celebrity spotlight or in pro fishing's hall of fame, but 
their reward is more than sufficient through the special 
challenge and enjoyment they experience while fishing. 
These men have held true to the original intents behind 
angling and are ready to meet any monster fisfl in his 
private lair, matching their wits with the fish through 
the same simple, relaxing game of chess that'fishermen 
have played since the advent of hook and line. 

The forgotten art of unhurried fishing is a sport that 
never allows an angler to go home empty-handed, it 
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bridges the generation gap between father and son or 
grandfather and grandchild, it encourages lifelong 
friendships, and it cleanses a person of a multitude of 
worldly cares. The unhurried, relaxed angler has many 
qualities that set him apart from other fishermen. I 
recently talked with four such fishermen to discover 
those magical ingredients that make them different. 

'. 'My favorite way to fish is fly fishing," said Gene 
Bailey of Irmo. "The only thing about fly fishing is that 
you either have to go by yourself or with someone else 
who fishes the same way; otherwise, he won't get close 
enough to the bushes to suit you. I use popping bugs 
only never a big one; that way you catch a bream or 
bass . I like a white bug with long rubber legs best." 

"When you hook a bass on a small bug you've got one 
advantage over him, he can't th[ow it out of his mouth 
like he can a heavy plug," Bailey said. "It has no weight 
for the bass to knock his head against. The secret to 
catching a fish on a fly rod is being ready to set the hook 
the second he hits . I've had to set the hook on some 
while they were in the air, but it's easy to miss one in a 
situation like that." 

"I don't go fishing in a hurry," Bailey said. "I keep my 
fishing boat right on the bank at all times, so once I put it 
in the water I'm ready to fish in two minutes. My 
method is to sit in the front of the boat and paddle 
backwards and always have my motor set straight in the 
back. I use a one-handled paddle that my son bought 
me; even an electric trolling motor is just too fast. 

"Depth finders and such, I don't fool with that kind of 
stuff," Bailey said. "If I can't outsmart a fish with just the 
brains I've got, I don't des~rve to catch him. I can almost 
look at a place and tell where a fish ought to be. A lot of 
times he's not there but sometimes he is." 

"I don't rush a hooked fish in;' Bailey said. "People 
fishing with me always get anxious and say get him in 
the boat, get him in the boat. I get softhearted with fish 
lots of times . I hate to take a nice bass out of the water if 
he's not hooked too badly. I will just tum him loose and 
let him go back to his home." 

"Fishing is just relaxation to me, an enjoyment I don't 
get anywhere else," said Bailey. "It's not just catching 
fish but being out there right down next to nature, 
moving at its speed. It takes you back to seeing things 
like they probably were when the earth was just made."-

"Cut bait fishing in the spring was my biggest hobby 
24 years ago when I first came down here to the Santee
Cooper area," said W D. Thornhill, fish camp operator 
and retired guide near Eadytown. "Most people today 
go to live bait for rockfish. I used to rely heavily on the 

old bucktail, bumping the bottom, and I still don't be
lieve there's anybody that can beat me at that." 

"I knew the lakes before they were flooded and helped 
with the construction," Thornhill said. "I knew all the 
old fields, houses, fences and ditches. Remembering !J:le 
old road beds, pilings, bridges and little deep creeks has 
sure helped me while I was fishing over them. Now 
fishermen must rely on depth finders and they come to 
me right often to ask about the drop-offs and how to 
locate them." 

"When I was just getting started in the guiding busi
ness I would fish all day long, until dark, come in and eat 
supper and then g·o out seining for the next day's bait," 
Thornhill said. "Sometimes we might seine half the 
night and only catch ten or twelve minnows. To catch 
herring we used lift nets at the grates. If you used a 
throw net, you'd lose too many of the fish you caught. 
Bundled up in a net, the herring would have scales 
knocked off and probably wouldn't live through a day,. 

"I don't think people are enjoying fishing as much as 
we used to," Thornhill said. "When I was a boy I used 
to come down here with my granddaddy- he was as 
white-headed as a refrigerator- and we'd camp out on 
the sand among the logs by the canal. We didn't know 
what a motor was then. We'd paddle out from the shore 
a little ways in an old cypress boat." 

"Time and time again my granddaddy would hook 
something big and whatever it was fiercely stripped all 
the line off his cane. He'd say 'Boy, that was a big bass.' I 
guess it was really rockfish that were tearing up our 
fishing gear, but it was a good four years after the 
construction that we knew such fish were in the lakes." 

"The first motor I had was a Sears one and a quarter 
horse." Thornhill said. "It took an hour to go down the 
diversion canal to the lower lakes and three and one half 
hours tb come back. I could have counted anthills on the 
bank as I passed, the boat was moving so slow, but I 
wasn't in any hurry to get back." 

"Paddling out still in sight of the landing we caught 
just as many fish as people today who fish fast and far 
out;' Thornhill said. "A fisherman today when he puts 
in is thinking that he has to run a ways before he starts to 
fish. Not so. There are just as many fish to be caught 
right at the bank as up the lake." 

"Although people don't do it nearly as much as they 
used to, trolling is one of the best ways to catch fish on 
the lakes," Thornhill said. "The roar of a big motor may 
drive shallow-feeding fish into deeper water, but a fish 
will move right up to a slow moving boat. I've seen it 
happen too often-a fish biting four or five feet away 
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from the propeller. Just as fish seem to be attracted to air 
bubbles in a tank, they will come over to check on the 
gurgle created by a slowly running motor." 

"I grew up in a farming family in the Lake City area," 
Thornhill said. "On Monday morning my father would 
lay it on the line and say 'Boys, if you get caught up on 
your work this week, we'll take off and go fishing.' 
Needless to say, that was enough to speed up our per
formance of all we had to do. We'd often camp out on the 
Black River near Lanes, dig a mess of blue worms, get 
out on a sandbar and really catch the bream." 

"Young fellows today have too many conveniences; 
they rarely get a chance to enjoy roughing it, camping 
and paddling out to catch fish;' Thornhill said. "I like to 
tough it now and then, just carrying the essentials like 
grease and bread and catching my meat. It's no fun to go 
out and carry everything along that you need. To really 
enjoy the outdoors, people need to do like the old folk 
did and work for what they eat." 

"I've hooked a number of fish I would love to have 
seen," Thornhill said. "Some of those fish I don't think 
ever knew they were hooked and others always went 
around a stump and got off. A big fish is like a big deer; 
he didn't grow those horns by being dumb. He has 
protection all around him like stumps, brush and trees." 

"Fishing is a sport that fulfills a person's want-to," 
Thornhill said. "Once you get out there and cool that 
little bit of fever, you can come back and work a little 
better until you want to again. The urge to fish is too 
deeply imbedded into a person for anything to com
pletely destroy it." 

"My friend Lynch and I entered a fishing derby some 
four or five years ago," said Elmo Dunning, 69, a retired 
cabinetmaker from Huger. "It was some experience tak
ing out from the tailrace canal in the company of what 
must have been $10,000 fishing rigs. We were fishing in 
the Cooper river and its rice fields. My partner and I 
caught our limit of bass and came in third among that 
crowd. So many boats were leaving at one time that two 
of the smaller boats were swamped; we were lucky." 

"Last year I caught my biggest bass-twelve and a 
quarter pounds;' Dunning said. "I flipped a bug right to 
the same spot where a friend of mine and his wife had 
made several casts with a plug not too long before. That 
big bass slurped down my bug like he could have been a 
bream. People said later that I should have had him 
mounted, but I'm waiting to break the state record be
fore I make that large an investment." 

"In the summer I usually leave at 5:00 p.m. and fish 
through dark; that's when I catch the biggest shellcrack
ers and bream," Dunning said. "As dark starts falling I 

just sit back, pour a cup of coffee from my thermos, 
maybe eat a piece of cake and wait for full dark." 

"I drop anchor in a place where I hear the bream 
hitting;' Dunning said. "I pick an open spot and all I 
need is starlight to see what I'm doing enough to keep 
from getting hung on the bushes. Once the bug lights on 
the water, get ready. The minute you hear 'em slap, 
they've got a mouthful and you've got a fish on the line. 
I'm convinced that you ain't really fishing until you use a 
flyrod and once you master it nobody can say anything 
to stop you from using it." 

"I've been fishing since I was six or eight when I 
started out in swamp holes and I've kept learning since," 
Dunning said. One of my secrets is to locate rice beds in 
the rice fields when the water is down. I stand up in my 
boat and pole it along. When I find a scooped-out bed, I 
drive a long stake down into the bottom. At high water 
I'll come back, cast to the stake and catch the bream." 

"The relaxation is what fishing is all about," Dunning 
said. "t've seen the time that I'd come home, not even 
stop to eat but go out to the creek behind the house and 
fish ti! dark with my wife on the bank hollering to me 
that it's time to come in. It's like medicine to me; it'll cure 
a headache quicker than anything. 

"The biggest change there has been in fishing is the 
people," Dunning said. "The fishing is just as good as it 
ever was. Back in the old days it was a quiet undertak
ing, just paddling a canoe from Summerville and fishing 
and jumpshooting duck all day. It seems now that some 
people's idea of it all is drinking a while, fishing a while 
and tearing up and down the river." 

"I don't think people enjoy fishing as much when they 
use too much gear," Dunning said. "To me a fishfinder 
makes it like going to the butcher shop; I like to find' em 
on my own. I enjoy being out there if I don't catch a fish." 

"When you get out there and fish for a long time not 
catching anything and then you suddenly find 'em; it 
means something," Dunning said. "I've been fishing 
and duck hunting on this river for the past thirty years 
and I can fish like I had a fish finder. Most fishermen 
could probably do the same if they concentrated and 
took more time with what they were doing." 

. "I took two little boys fishing, Tommy and John," said 
Arthur Humphries, 86, a retired Columbia merchant. 
"After we found two bream beds and caught a nice 
number, we stopped and loaded everything back into 
the car. On the way home Tommy looked up at me and 
said 'Pops, we had more fun today than we've had all 
year.' 'That's fine; I said, 'but I had more fun today than 
you, Tommy.' His eyes opened like question marks. I 
said: 'You went fishing, caught fish and had fun.' 'Yes 
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sir.' 'Well, I went fishing, caught fish and had fun.' 'Yes 
sir.' 'But Tommy, I took you fishing!' He got the message. 
This is a simple parable that applies to everyone's life." 

"Growing up on a farm about four miles east of Cam
den, I knew fishing in my boyhood days as a long pole, a 
long line and earthworms. The bob was popular for bass 
then," Humphries said. "From my college days on I 
worked and didn't take much time to fish. I really started 
fishing when I retired. 

"Fishing is the most unselfish thing I know," Hum
phries said. "When I take someone fishing, I mak~ all 
the preparations, carry· the refreshments, put my partner 
to the front seat and give him first chance at the fish. I 
want to share the ideas that will help the other fellow to 
enjoy his fishing more." 

"The most relaxing pleasant thing I can do right now 
is fishing, possibly by myself," Humphries said. "You're 
trying to learn how to do it better each time you go and 
you do every time you catch a fish. The best thing that I 
have ever learned about fishing is that if you take some
one else for an outing and if they have a good time you 
have an even better time." 

"When I go fishing by myself I sit facing over the stern 
and run my electric motor in reverse," Humphries said. 
"If gentle breezes are blowing, I run into the breeze. 
This avoids bad swinging by the front end of the boat. 
Anchoring over the stern is easy and with a longer rape 
you can drop over the-bow. This is deluxe fishing." 

"If you are using crickets or worms, get a large new tin 
can, a glass pitcher, a plastic cup or a bucket with slick 
sides," Humphries said. "Put one to two inches of water 
in the bottom of this container and drop in several 
crickets; they will survive many hours. At the same time 
you can drop in some worms and they will live on the 
bottom during an afternoon of fishing. When the bream 
are biting good, it takes more time to catch a frisky 
cricket or a worm than it does the fish. There is no lost 
time when you put them in water and your hands don't 
get dirty searching for a. worm. Any unused bait can 
easily be retrieved and put back into the original con
tainer without harm." 

"After fishing two hours or more I like;to go ashore 
and exercise by rocking or swinging on a ·limber tree," 
Humphries said. "It relaxes the muscles, especially in 
the back, and this way I can enjoy fishing for many more 
hours. I discovered this form of exercise by accident 
about four years ago when a sleet storm caused a little 
tree in my yard to bend over. While trying to break off 
the ice, I got carried away and had a workout on the tree 
for better than ten minutes." 

"I can hit a golfball today 15 yards farther than before I 
started rocking on a tree," Humphries said. "That's 
proof that you don't need all the miracle gadgets that 
they advertise on television. There's probably a tree or 
shrub· in each person's back yard that will fit them just 
right and serve the same purpose." 

"One thing about fishing is that you can always blame 
a poor catch on the weather or the fish;' Humphries 
said. "Then too, you can always say 'we' caught the fish 
even if your partner caught all of them. I was fishing the 
rockfish on the Congaree with Bobby DesPortes once, he 
had caught five fish and, as yet, I had none. He said to 
me, 'Mr. Humphries what are we going to tell 'em when 
we get back?' I replied, 'You fill up the boat and I know 
what I'll say: Boys, we really caught the fish'." 

"When I'm fishing I just don't think about anything 
else; I'm concentrating," Humphries said:'If the bream 
are biting good, you never get too hot or too cold, the 
wind is never blowing too hard and you forget to eat." 

"You can enjoy fishing if you do it casually, slow," 
Humphries said. "Slower fishing catches you larger fish. 
People usually fish too fast with a plastic worm. Some
times I wait a good five minutes before ever moving it. I 
believe that when a lure first enters a fish's domain, he 
may at first be scared of it, but once he gets used to it 
being there, and is curious enough to investigate, he 
may just gobble it down." 

"Though most people fish solely during the morning 
and afternoon, I've found that you catch more bass from 
11:00 a.m. until 2:00 p.m. thanany other time. The angle 
of the sun at nine in the morning and three in the 
afternoon bothers fish." 

"Catching a big bass or killing a large gobbler is like 
candid camera. Something happens when you least ex
pect it!" Humphries said. "With a big bass, your thrill 
and anxiety is after you hook him. With a gobbler all the 
anxiety is before you shoot." 

Today's angler must clearly pledge that the essence of 
old-timey unhurried fishing will not be listed one day 
among the endangered or extinct species. It's worth 
keeping and passing on, generation to generation, old
ster to youngster. The too-fast pace of today's living has 
already had too many ill effects; let's keep its pollution 
out of the fishing hole. 

There is nothing basically wrong with making im
provements in our forms of outdoor recreation, but we 
must be careful not to depart so far away from the 
original pattern that one generation of our youth grows 
old without ever knowing that fishing at its best is a 
relaxing, unhurried experience-watching a cork twitch 
precariously on the surface of unknown water and won
dering what's down there messing with your bait and 
how big it is. 

Herbert Hoover, our fishing president, said "Fishing 
is not so much getting fish as it is a state of mind and a 
lure for the human soul into refreshment. A fisherman 
must be of contemplative mind, for it is often a long time 
between bites. Those interregnums emanate patience, 
reserve and calm reflection - for no one can catch a fish 
in anger, or in malice. He is by nature an optimist or he 
would not go fishing; for we are always going to have 
better luck in a few minutes or tomorrow." 
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T he reign of mass production is marked by the loss of 
creativity and individual initiative in much of the 
world's work. But almost hidden in that world are a 

number of people who have found an alternative-work in 
which there is room for self-expression and joy in 
the use of one's hands. 

Working in the tradition of craftsmen whose once common
place products filled the domestic demand for utilitarian 
ware, today's handcrafters have a somewhat different role: 
the creation of objects that technology cannot provide. Each of 
their works is skillfully and lovingly wrought, and 
each is unique. 

Among handcrafters in South Carolina there is an amazing 
diversity. Some work at their crafts for livelihood, others for 
pleasure to themselves and those around them. Some are 
self-taught and some have academic training. Many are very 
productive, others make only a few pieces each year. Some of 
their work is purely functional, some purely aesthetic. But all 
challenge the boundary that once existed between art and 
craft, and find gratification on both sides. 

The pleasure and solace of creation add inestimably to the 
quality of life. Working in traditional materials and tech
niques is not an attempt to live in the past, but an effort to 
find a more essential relationship between hand and 
material, between human being and the natural world. 

For the handcrafter, perhaps more than for the worker in 
other arts, the enjoyment and appreciation of nature are an 
integral and active part of daily life. Like nature, theirs is 
the habit of beauty, a source of happiness in creation 
and in contemplation. 

CREATIVE HAND , 
For a variety of motives, from by Carol Speight Photographs by Art Carter and Ted Borg 

livelihood to aesthetics, 
handcrafters all over South 
Carolina continue to create 

1 beautiful and practical objects 
by traditional techniques. 
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Roxcine Brimmage 
Quilt and Rug Maker 

R oxcine Brimmage makes quilts 
and braided rugs in her small 
frame house in St. Stephen. Her 
brilliantly-colored quilts have found 
a place in folk art collections all 
over the co untry . 

I was born in Andrews 83 years 
ago. We didn't have nothin' like 
hospitals then; we go get the 
granny and give her a five-cerit 
basket of groceries and some 
tobacco, and that's her pay. 

I married at 16 and my husband 
brought me here to his home. I 
raised my children here - and 
buried some, too. I ain't ever been 
in a hospital or lay down five 
minutes in my life - that's just the 
mind I got. I got a good life and 
that's what's keepin' me. 

The woman taught me to make 
these spreads is my cousin Daisy. 
She sewed til she went stone blind 
- but I can see yet. I tell the Lord 
"Please let me keep doin' this; and 
as I draw out the needle, I'll talk to 
you." My sight ain't too good, but I 
can still thread the needle. 

I been makin' these spreads .. . 
oh, I can't tell you how long. I 
learned in New York. My 
son-in-law was carrying a bundle of 
old clothes to the junk man, and 
when -he passed my door, I said, 
"Give'em to me. I'm the junk 
woman." I cut 'em up and made my 
first quilt. Daisy learned me good. 
After I could make 'em perfect, I 
come· back down here. 

I sell 'em and make 'em for my 
family. I tried to teach some young 
folks to make 'em, but they couldn't 
do it. Or they didn't want to. I don't 
work by a pattern; I just put them 
all together the way I feel they 
should be. 

I just pray my sight holds. I can 
sew all day, forget about food and 
everything else way into the night. 
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Jeff Greene 
Potter 

Jeff Greene lives and makes pots 
in his isolated mountainside shop 
near Travelers Rest. He likes the 
simplicity of living away from 
urban confusion, and the peacefulness 
of his surroundings is reflected in 
his work. 

I started out as an art major, and 
it got into my blood. I taught school 
for awhile, and worked on my shop. 
Been working at pottery full-time 
now for almost six years. 

A lot of the romanticism about 
being up here in the mountains 
throwing pots is gone. I went 
through a period not too long ago 
when I began to question what I 
was doing - beating my brains out 

for the little bit of money I make. 
But, you know, you're only here for 
a short time, and if you find some
thing you like to do, you should 
give it all you've got. 

There're too many people _jn their 
SO's or 60's who say "Hey, I wish 
I'd done so-and-so when I was 25 
or 30," but they didn't and they 
regret it. 

So I take it a day at a time. I'm 
not saying I won't change. But it 
would be mighty hard for me to go 
back to livin' on somebody else's 
schedule. Still, I don't ever feel like 
I've arrived - I just accept that 
security isn't one of the rewards of 
throwing pots. 

I almost never keep my own pots 
- if there's one I especially like , 
that's the one I want to sell. I like · 
to throw, and I like to fire, then I'm 
through with it . Besides, pots are 
sort of a means to an end. Selling 
this bunch enables you to make 
some more. Making pots is why 
you're here. And that's the real 
reward. 

When you finish a pot and it's 
wet and it's on the wheel, it still 
looks like it's alive; you're still 
involved with it. But when you set 
it aside on the rack and it dries , it 
really dries to a terrible deadness. 
Sometimes the hardest thing to do 
is go back and finish it. 

But when you put it in the kiln, 
it's reborn. Some people say they 
can't understand what the fire has 
to do with art, because you're 
getting into science, but that's not 
true. You're playing with the 
burners, and adjusting the damper, 
and you're very much involved 
with that pot, just as when it was 
on the wheel, because the least 
variation in your kiln might make 
a tremendous difference. 

I have the freedom to do the 
things I want to do first and the 
things I have to do later on. 
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Phillip Simmons 
Blacksmith 

Working out of his backyard shop 
in Charleston, Phillip Simmons 
carries on the tradition of black
smithing. The excellent decorative 
ironwork of Simmons and his two 
apprentices is in great demand in 
this restoration - conscious city. 

I went to the blacksmith shop as 
an apprentice at the age of 13. I 
worked as an apprentice for four 
years - and it took that long just 
to learn my way around the shop. 

I'm 64 years old now and I'm still 
learning. When people ask how 
long it takes to learn the trade, I 
say, "All your life." 

The old man who taught me (he 
was about 70 when I started) was 
interested in teaching young men 
the trade. He died at the age of 98. 
At that time we didn't do the 
wrought iron work and porches. We 
stuck to the wagon wheels and 
farmer's tools . No factories to make 
'em up those days. 

Back then, there was something 
in every trade to make a kid love it 
other than the money. I went in the 
blacksmith shop and see the sparks 
flying. They'd pull an iron out the 
fire and start beating it and the 
sparks would fly all over. I stayed 
around just to see those sparks and 
finally I learned how to do things. 
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Those days most of the old 
decorative iron work was imported 
and the blacksmiths were repairing 
it. Now there's a big demand and 
there's just a few of us. I've trained 
about ten boys in blacksmithing. 
Two of them in their thirties are 
still here. I hope they'll stay with 
it. There~re not too many around to 
teach the young people. I think of 
that as a responsibility, but it's also 
the thing I enjoy most. 

I like to remind kids that things 
didn't always come from factories. I 
don't enjoy something that's just 
thrown together when it could be 
well done by hand. I have the 
satisfaction of knowing my pieces 
are well-crafted. When I talk to the 
kids about blacksmithing, I keep 
that right in the front. 

I had a chance to go into an 
agency for wrought-iron work and 
make a lot of money. But, you see, 
I've practiced my craft for so long 
it's become a part of me. Money 
don't mean everything, you know. 
This is something I love . I tell folks 
I don't have too much money, but I 
got a pretty good reputation. 

My favorite design is the circle 
scroll. It's tied to historic Charles
ton architecture, and that's one 
reason I like to do it. It keeps part 
of an old tradition alive and it t ells 
us something about the past. 





Dean Eades 
Dulcimer Maker 

Dean Eades is music director of 
the First Baptist Church in Pickens. 
His interest in the dulcimer is only 
part of his love and respect of 
mountain people and their culture. 

My real interest is sharing the 
dulcimer, at least as much as 
constructing it. Learning to play is 
very easy. A musician can play well 
immediately. A non-musician takes 
longer-five or ten minutes. So it's 
a great social tool as well as a fine 
musical instrument. 

The dulcimer is an instrument of 
love for the mountain people. For 
instance, if a mountain woman was 
pregnant, she would often make an 
instrument herself, from scraps 
laying around, with the imag
ination of the coming child in 
mind. If she thought it would be a 
loving child, she would carve 

heart-shaped sound holes. For a 
daydreamer, stars and moon. If she 
expected her child to be a gambler 
like his father, she carved clubs or 
diamonds, and so on. 

The strings were made of catgut 
or groundhog gut. One man self
righteously announced that he 
never took a neighbor's last cat. 

The first thing I ever made was a 
bookcase I had to nail to the wall 
so it would stand. But I never 
really worked with wood until I 
started with the dulcimers. I don't 
consider myself a craftsman 
now-I'm a builder. One of these 
days I hope to be very good, and 
I'm learning as I go. 

With a dulcimer, when someone 
comes in, you can explain what it 
is , sit down and play it, and then 
invite them to play it - anyone 
can do it. It's a very friendly 
instrument. 
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Juanita English 
Natural Dyer 

Juanita Eng lish of Greenville 
colors her yarns with natural dyes . 
She also weaves, makes candles and 
pottery and hammocks, hook rugs 
and "never stops. There's always 
something _ more to learn, to do." 

I became involved in vegetable 
dying in Ohio, but when I moved to 

. A, 

J , / ~ -=r ~c: , . , , ';!l'"i" . \~ . ' j,;." ,I . . ' . ~- ..... . : • . 

, ~._ ' .,-~-. r .•. ~~ ,, -ti 
\ -~~· , ,,. . . . . ·A.''. ' ·. r;.;,~,.'°'r· "' · , { ·~\s- I'~, .... . ,,.-. -: -~ ,;, . -•· 

-: '' -iE' ... -~:,. ·., ,,,. . ?~ 
• '-,< ~ ~ • •. • , . '. :, /~t,U '· -.~ .. ,. ... .. ·. ~ ·- 'f. ~-•. ; . 

, , ,"'l"/ ·i',,,,, ~ 
... ... · .. - . -"~ , .: ,'.,,:, ,_ r .. •· {· .. ..I,. -?:... ' / ' . . .. . . ·~;• ..,.. '. ' 
;, ,. ... ~ ,. . ·. . .. 
. ·., '. t -. Ji!f': .. ·_·. ·._·, :'.it ,·.-· \,i',·.· .'.'·· .. <· · ' , . ~j~ r ,,_ .. ·•· ~~ ~~.-". . 
~~- •.1 • ~ .• \ • -'. ,..., ~ 
'·r, 

South Carolina, I found there was 
much more interest in natural 
dying here. I had to learn a great 
deal about horticulture because, in 
a different climate, and different 
soils, you get different colors. 

I took some workshops in natural 
dying and the time it took to go out 
to the woods and dig up everything 
we used was a blow to me, because 
I was taking weaving and pottery 
courses at the same time. 

I gather marigolds and goldenrod 
and Queen Anne's lace, poplar leaves 
and apple buds, walnut and pecan 
hulls, blood root and yellow~.root. 

Everything I've ever learned to 
do is tied to the natural world -
everything gets back to earth again. 
And most of the work I do is 
utilitarian. I don't weave just to 
pile up weaving. 

Too many people say "Well, I'm 
just not creative." I think they just 
need for somebody to pull it out of 
them. I was lucky to be around a 
lot of stimulating people throughout 
my life, and I'm a good brain-picker. 

The overiding joy in this and all 
the other crafts in which I'm 
engaged is a sense of discovery, 
learning, searching for the secrets, 
the meaning and order in God's 
creation. Plants, birds, weather, 
animals, and people - all complex, 
but interdependent. We, according 
to Genesis, are supposed to have 
dominion of all the earth. I, 
personally, need to know more 
about its usage, care and 
preservation. If I do not pass this 
interest, and the little that I have 
learned along to younger people, 
my efforts stop with me, in the 
little world around me. 
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Mary Jane Bennett 
Coil Basket Maker 

Mary Jane Bennett sells her 
baskets on Highway 17 north of Mt. 
Pleasant, and travels to craft shows 
all over the Southeast. Sometimes, 
she says, she answers the same 
questions so many times, she chants 
"Sweetgrass, palm, and pine straw" 
in her sleep. 

I learned to make baskets as a 
child, back before I can remember. 

It's handed down, you know, from 
generation to generation. You be 
playin' around on the floor and just 
pick it up from your mother or 
grandmother, and pretty soon you 
be makin' baskets. 

Then when you grow up, you do 
something else, 'cause you can't 
make a livin' this way. I was a 
midwife 'till I raised all my kids. 
Then I go back to makin' baskets. 

Now the young people - my kids 
know how · to make the baskets -
but we make 'bout 20 cents an hour 
doin' it. And you gotta go back in 
the swamp, 'round all the bees and 
the snakes to gather the material. 
(I just always ask the Lord to go 
before me and keep them from me, 
and he does because he knows I got 
to have the sweetgrass.) And you 
can't cut it, you gotta pull it. After 
that you gotta spread it out in the 
sun for three or four days t0 let it 
dry, and you have to gather enough 
sweetgrass in the summer to last 
you all winter. Now the palm we 
can always get and the pine 
needles, but sweetgrass is hard to 
get. And it's getting scarce. Some 
people don't want you to come 
gather on their land. 

But we've been lucky. I travel 
and everywhere I go I keep my 
eyes peeled for a clump of sweet
grass. So I have enough for myself 
and for some older weavers who 
can't gather their own any more. 

The tradition of Gullah basket 
weaving is in great danger of going 
out. Right now, we try to keep the 
price low because as long as we can 
sell baskets, we can keep it alive. 
But if we can't make a living doing 
it, it will die, no matter how proud 
we are of it. It was handed down, 
you know, from slaves. It's come all 
the way from West Africa; through 
slave times, when they made them 
of bullrush to fan their rice; until 
today. Just handin' down and 
handin' down. So the most impor
tant thing is keepin' it goin'. 

And the sales are so undepend
able, you gotta be out on the 
highway every day. You have to be 
proud of it, and every stitch be a 
stitch of love, or you just can't do 
it. It's not something can ever be 
done with a machine; it has to be 
hands, you see. 

I just hope and pray that my kids 
will make baskets when they get 
old and settle down. I like to do it; 
I've done my time out there 
workin'. Now the basket in my 
hand helps me. I try to make every 
stitch the best stitch I can make. 

33 



Don Haskell 
Wood Sculptor 

Don Haskell of Simpsonville 
makes wood sculptures and 
furniture, as well as many of his 
own woodworking tools. As the 
price for teaching him about wood, 
his grandfather made him promise 
to teach someone else . 

My granddaddy was an interior 
cabinet maker - complete with 
scroll-work and hewn beams. A 
real old-time, super carpenter. 

He taught me about wood; how to 
know a species by the grain 
structure. And when I was in 
college I absorbed everything I 
possibly could about wood. Now, if I 
don't go down to my shop every day 
and at least pick up something, I 
feel like there's a great big gap, a 
void, you know? I have to just go 
down and make shavings, if 
nothing else. 

As a child I was fa scinated by my 
grandfather's skill, and I was 
involved in the whole process from 
the tree to the finished product. 

I could cry when I see trees 
wasted - I've seen enough timber 
cleared and burned for one 
shopping center to last me 15 years. 

Now sometimes people will bring 
me a special piece of wood. I'm 
saving a big hunk of black walnut 
for a raven I saw on the Blue Ridge 
Parkway. He was big and beautiful 
and jet black; that piece of walnut 
is perfect for a life-sized raven. 

I do electrical work for GE now 
- really disassociated from my 
woodworking. My degree is in 
engineering. But the people I 
admire are the ones with third 
grade educations who figure out 
how to make things work. 

Right now I don't have the 
facilities to make a living with 
wood. When I get all the tools I 
want, I'll probably try it. 

I don't know exactly why I work 
with wood; I know that if I don't, I 
feel like part of me's missing. Like 
I've left my head somewhere. It's 
like it has absorbed me. Why I do 
it? Just because it's so much fun. 
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Scrape Nelson 
Net Maker 

An Edisto Island fisherman, 
S crape Nelson started making nets 
for his own use and now makes fish 
and shrimp nets on commission. At 
77, he's "not gettin' any older now;' 
but he's concerned about the 
careless ways we use the earth 
and its creatures. 

I learned how to make nets from 
a spider. My daddy made nets with 
a needle and such, but I didn't 
learn by no needle. I knitted them 
with my hands until I learned to 
make them with a needle. But a 
spider can make a web to get from 
here to that corner when you 
got to walk. 

You can learn a lot from all the 
animals. Little turtles come out of 
the sand, but they don't head up to
ward land, they head right for the 
water, dumb as you think they is. 

You look at the birds. Every one 
do he own thing. You should take 
the time enough to set down or 
.stand and listen to what the birds 
do. Hear that bird? A mockingbird 
can sing every song any bird can 
sing. Can you do that? 

A blackbird come next. A crow 
go he own way. Every bird you see 
got he own to do, every one. The 
Lord put everything down here on 
this earth to do he own work. 

I can show you a net I made for 
myself 15 years ago, in better 
shape than one you just made now. 
You got to take care of what you 
have. Don't think now, 'cause I 
make nets, I'm gonna tear 'em up. I 
take care of mine so I have a 
chance to make one for you. 

There's a lot we overlook. What 
other people need. That's why the 

Bible's so hard against a miJl
ionaire - millionaire don't ·see that 
you're hungry, 'cause his stomach 
full. He ought not to wait 'till he 
brother come and ask him for a 
crumb off the table - he should 
send it 'cause he got too much. 

We're way wrong in this world. 
Now here, we take care of each 
other-we have to, what else? We 
come that-a-way. I remember years 
back when my daddy or the next 
person's daddy need a little rice or 
a little grits. They share . 

Y'all gon' live to see us go back 
to the old ways. It done start. We 
gon' run out all our energy. Just 
like we runnin' out of other things 
'cause people try to get all. You see 
your net gettin' too full of fish , you 
dump 'em out. No use takin' more 
than you can use. No sense in it. 
God charge you for that. 

Man told me I sell fish too cheap, 
but I see better than that. Other 
folks got their way of livin', I 
got mine. 

You see this tree? I set this tree 
out in 1911 - that same tree -
and I enjoy that tree. I brought it 
back from a storm in August. And 
every place I been since that tree 
been growin' up, in every single 
place I think of that tree and God 
save me to come back here and sit 
under it - now I be satisfied. I can 
talk to anybody - I don't owe 
nobody nuthin'. I got all I want -
give me a chew of tobacco and a 
roll of cord and I be right here 
tomorrow. 

In the summertime now, see this 
tree keep a lazy boy on top. He 
come down, get in your hands, get 
in your eyes, put you to sleep. 
Every tree got a lazy boy in it. 
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Alice Schlein 
Weaver 

Alu:e Schlein weaves and teaches 
weaving in Greenville. She is 
fascinated by pattern structure, and 
her interest shows in the range 
and inventiveness of imagery in her 
colorful work. 

I learned to knit and crochet 
almost before I learned to read. My 
grandmother took a great interest 
in teaching me; we were very close. 
Then when I was in the sixth 
grade, my teacher brought a loom 
to class. Each of us had a chance to 
weave on it, and I never forgot 
the experience. 

I don't know what it was about 
the loom that was so exciting. It 
was partly that I responded to the 
materials, I know. I love the 
materials, especially wool. But the 
other thing was the mechanics of 
the four-harness loom and the 
structure of the weave. Even today 
when I'm working on things that 
are very free in form, and very 
organic, I always find myself 
coming back to the four or even the 
eight-harness loom because the 
structure is so fascinating. 

There's a lot of tedious work 
involved in weaving - work I'd 
give to an apprentice ifl had one: 
winding the skeins onto the 
shuttles, making the skeins for 
dying, or unwinding the yarn from 
the shuttles, threading the loom. 
But you get into a rhythm when 
you're working and sometimes 
setting up can be just as enjoyable 
as the weaving. Your mind is 
always going ahead to this project 
or the next, so that even when 
you're involved in a fairly 
monotonous aspect of the work, the 
creative process is going on. Just 
sitting at the loom and having the 
materials in your hands can be 
very stimulating. 

The rewards of weaving? Well, 
just working with the materials is 
enough of a reward - it's so 
pleasant. And, of course, I like to 
see people respond to my work -
their enjoyment means a lot to me. 
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Elbert Brown 
Oak Basket Maker 

Elbert Brown of Pendleton has 
made white oak baskets for 75 
years. He can "look out across the 
woods and tell if there's any white 
oak there'll make splits ." 

I cut the trees myself and do all 
of the work by hand, every bit of it. 
No machine can do this. I make 
baskets of all kinds - flower 
baskets, fish baskets, biscuit 
baskets. 

I been doin' this for 75 years. 
Yep, I been on this job a long time. 
I can't say anybody taught me how 
to do it - I just taked it up myself. 

First baskets I made, as a child, I 
made 'em just to play with. I seed 
it done, and when I was a little boy, 
eight years old, I started. Then 
when I got about 10 or 12, I 
commenced makin' 'em and sellin' 
em'. Ain't been a year passed since 
when I didn't make baskets. 

The first baskets I made and sold 
was in 1908. One was a fish basket 
and one was a little square hamper. 
I remember the fellow I made 'em 
for. He gave me 25 cents for the 
fish basket and 35 cents for 
the hamper. 

As I came on up, every time I see 
a basket, well, I make one like it. 
Now the first time I make some 
kind of basket, it won't be perfect. 
Next time it will be. 

We used to use a lot of big 
baskets to gather cotton. I'd make 
25 or 30 at a time way back yonder. 
'Round 1910, 1915, I made that 
basket for 50 cents. 

'Bout 1925, a man came outta 
South Georgia and showed me how 
to make this little round basket the 
way I do it now. 

Got to get down on your knees to 
make these baskets, to hold them 
together. Got to lay 'em just right, 
or they won't work. When I was 
young, I put my foot down. Now 
I'm 82, and my knees take over. 

But I'm more active in my limbs 
now than when I was young. After 
I passed 55, I got like a young man 
again and been that way ever 
since. I can take my shotgun out 

and walk over hills all d&y huntin' 
rabbits 'n' squirrels 'n' birds. 

I work most every day when the 
weather's warm. Generally work 
warm days during the winter, but 
this one was so rough, I didn't have 
no weather to work. 1907 was a 
hard winter, but it wasn't nothin' 
like this was. Now I'll be workin' 
every day, at least a little. 

I think some people gonna keep 
on makin' these baskets. Folks call 
it a lost art, but some young folks'll 
take it up. 

Now these three boys over at 
Williamston - I taught them how 
to make baskets. Took 'em to the 
woods and showed 'em how to 
choose the timber. That's been five 
years and now they makin' just as 
good a basket as I am. They come 
over and help me. 

I've taught a good many people 
since I got started. One lady came 
here from Idaho. But the white oak 
timber don't grow everywhere. 

I don't have to think about the 
baskets when I'm makin' 'eni. It 
just comes handy to me. The white 
oak comes handy. Every time I split 
a piece of white oak, time I see the 
grain, I can tell just exactly how to 
work it. Well, I can tell when it's 
standin' up in the woods how fine 
it'll work. I know lookin' out across 
the woods whether there's any 
white oak there'll make splits. 

I studied white oak - know 'mos' 
every oak in the woods. When I get 
in sight of the place, I know if 
there's any good splittin' oak. And 
on a tree, I can tell by lookin' at 
the bark exactly what kind of grain 
is inside, fine or coarse . 

They won't all work - there's 
workin' oak and ones won't work. 

Now there's one grade of white 
oak in the woods you don't find 
much what they call blackbark 
white oak. You gotta go out on 
mountain land for it. The heart, 
sap, all of it'll work, but most oak, 
just the sap work. 

Now any tree, you know how to 
pick 'em and work 'em, you can·get 
a lotta baskets out of 'em. The 
important thing is knowin' the oak 
so's you never waste none. 
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by John Davis 

For a little work. raising your own 
worms and crickets rewards 
you with an always accessible 
and nearly limitless supply of 
free natural bait. · 

Beneath the log all was blackness. In cool shadow 
hidden from blinding sun rays the thick fish hung mo
tionless. Transparent sweeping pectoral fins and slow 
pumping gill covers were all that might expose her. 
Several seasons had made her wary of both predator and 
prey for caution meant survival. 

Lidless eyes bulged forward at faint waves caught by 
lateral line sensors running the length of her sides . 
Something much smaller than her bulk had broken the 
surface and now drifted down the log's rotting girth 
above her lair. 

Turning slightly, the bluegill studied the wriggling 
silhouette. In one reflexive tail thrust she was on the 
prey, but checked her charge at the victim's failure to 
attempt escape. Then, sensing it could not move, she 
rose, slowly inhaling in a soft kiss . 

Warning came too late from the hook's metallic sting. 
Line seared water as the heavy fish dove sharply, turned 
broadside against rod pull. 

In swirling darkness she strained for the log's rooted 
end. Run followed run but each was checked until the 
bream lay spent in the angler's net, victim of that age old 
deceiver, the earthworm. 

While many sportsmen do not like to admit it, natural 
baits offer the most success on nearly all species of 
freshwater gamefish. v\brms and crickets provide more 
hours of fishing fun and take more trophy fish than any 
two artificial lures. But finding an ample and affordable 
supply of live bait often presents problems. For the 
angler who fishes often or with friends, raising his own 
bait can offer a solution. 

Perhaps the most popular bait is the common earth
worm. It is also one of the easiest to raise. Depending 
upon the angler's needs and resources, worms can be 
grown in almost any type or size container, or under 
piles of leaves and compost. 

Illustrations: 
By Duncan Grant 
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WormBed 
Lief proil.ct~ ,vor~ from 7,m and rain. 

Cutaway ~1-vw, buildup 
of laya-r.s of fa,~d. 

A covered bed four feet long by three feet wide should produce enough bait to keep three anglers 
supplied throughout the peak fishing season. Boxes should be well drained or covered. 

If the garden or compost pile already contains worms., 
one of the simplest ways of rearing them is by keeping 
the spot moist with dishwater. Dishwater contains nut
rients which will attract and hold the worms. Covering 
the area with plywood or flat boards will decrease evap
oration and protect the worms against fro :iit , or heavy 
rains. (In nonporous clay soils, the area should be built 
up slightly above ground level.) 

When one is ready to gather the worms, the ground 
should be saturated with more dishwater or tap water. In 
a few minutes, all worms will come to the surface be
neath the board and can easily be picked when the 
board is lifted. 

For a more plentiful supply of bait at a modest invest
ment of time and funds, a special worm bed is suggested 
as the best solution. 

Concrete blocks, bricks, pine boards, plywood, or a 
concrete slab may be used for the bed's flooring . These 
are placed on top of the ground in poor draining soil, or 
may be partially sunken in sandy land. Constructing the 
bed inside a building will protect it against winter tem
peratures, and outside beds may be heated by placing a 
low wattage light bulb over the bed. Plastic sheeting 
may also be used to cover the bed sides and prevent heat 
loss to the outside air or earth. 

Width of the bed should be kept to a maximum of 
about three feet for ease in reaching worms during har
vesting. Length of the area is determined by the amount 
of bait needed. 

Beds should produce an average of 1,000 worms per 
square foot \:luring a six to eight month period. For most 
anglers fishing with one OF two partners, a bed four feet 
by three feet should be more than adequate. Sides need 

not be more than 12 inches in height, unless the grower 
wants to enclose the area completely. 

To prevent losses during heavy rains, the bed should 
be covered with a shed roof or a plywood sheet hinged 
to the bed's side. This will also protect the area from 
sunlight. v\brms will not grow in a bed exposed to direct 
sun. If the bed is not covered, most of the worm crop will 
be lost to heavy rains in one year out of three. 

Earthworms take in soil particles when burrowing 
and feeding. While they make good bait when filled 
with earth, the worms will be more active, translucent 
and tougher if a decaying feed mix is substituted for soil 
in the bed. Harvesting is also easier from a feed mix bed. 

Clemson University recommends several different 
mixes for raising earthworms. Perhaps the easiest of 
these to obtain consists of a mixture of ground peanut 
hay, com and cob meal, and cottonseed meal. The 
ground peanut hay mixed with molasses is sold for cattle 
feed . Fifty pounds of ground peanut hay with molasses, 
25 pounds of ground com and cob meal, and 10 pounds 
of 30 to 40 percent protein cottonseed meal are recom
mended. All of these materials can be bought at most 
feed stores in the state. 

When starting a new bed, the slab or bottom should 
be covered with feed mix to a depth of one half to one 
inch. The bed should be thoroughly watered twice a day 
for the first five days. As the mix begins to decay, heat 
will build up and may bum the feed, turning it a gray 
color. If this happens the mixture is ruined and must be 
replaced. To prevent this waste, the bed temperature 
should be checked and waterings increased when exces
sive heat buildup is noticed. 

Watering also forms a protective crust that seals the 
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Young worms hatch about one month after the 
small brown or greenish egg cases are laid . 

surface against evaporation. Beds should always be kept 
moist, but not soggy. During hot weather waterings may 
have to be increased. 

When the new bed cools near the end of the first week, 
about 300 to 350 worms (for a four foot by three foot bed) 
may be added. Bed waterings may be cut to once a day 
and an additional one half inch of feed should be added 
weekly to the bed. 

Small brown or greenish cases should begin to appear 
shortly after stocking. These are filled with three to 10 
eggs each . Incubation takes about one month. As soon 
as young worms are noticed in the bed, feed mix should 
be dusted over the bed surface and watered once weekly. 
Regular watering should continue daily. If holes appear 
in the protective crust, the worms should be fed imme
diately to maintain maximum production. 

When bedding material exceeds three inches, a spad
ing fork should be used to turn and mix the bed just 
prior to feedings . Watering after turning reforms the 
protective crust. 

v\brms should be ready for harvesting about six 
months after hatching. Bedding material may be turned 
by hand or with a spading fork and the larger worms 
picked out by hand as needed. 

Older beds gradually fill with decayed feed material. 
When this mix begins to blacken it is no longer suitable 
for worm reproduction and growth. This old bedding 
should be removed and the bed restarted. While this 
process is necessary approximately every eight months, 
the discarded bedding is excellent for flowers and vege
table gardens. 

Old beds will contain many thousands of immature 
worms. To prevent their loss when discarding material, 

the bed should be spaded and left for about one half 
hour. Worms will travel downward after spading and 
the top mixture can be removed and the bed respaded 
until only an inch of mixture is left. New mixture is then 
added as when starting a new bed. 

Several pests which the worm grower may encounter 
are rats, mice and moles, flies and the earthworm mite. 

The first three of these may be stopped from entering 
the bed by covering the area with hardware cloth. Beds 
on top of the ground should have a cloth sunk into the 
ground for a depth of 18 inches around the bed. 

If the bed becomes too hot or protein content is too 
high, flies may lay in the mixture. This can be solved by 
reducing feeding and increasing water. 

Earthworm mites appear as a grayish or brownish 
color on the top crust of the bed. The mites feed on the 
feed mixture being fed to the worms. Heavy infestations 
of earthworm mites can cause the worm grower to in
crease his feeding requirements to seven times its nor
mal amount. Clemson recommends treating an infested 
bed with 15 percent wettable powder parathion. 

Two days after feeding, the bed should be wet down 
thoroughly and allowed to stand for one half hour. The 
top inch of mix should then be removed and scattered in 
an area of full sunlight. 

About one hour after beds have been soaked, one 
tablespoon of parathion dust per gallon of water for each 
15 square feet of bed surface should be sprinkled over 
the bed and left for two days. If mites are still present at 
this time the process should be repeated in five days. 
Feeding may be resumed three days after treatment. 

While earthworms are the number one natural bait, 
game fish such as bluegill bream, redbreast and 
shellcrackers also have a natural taste for crickets. Rais
ing these small insects can produce big dividends in 
spring and summer fishing . 

Although common black field crickets can be grown, 
they are more cannibalistic and have a longer growing 
period than the commercially sold house cricket (some
times called the Australian gray cricket) . 

While most bait shops carry the house cricket, it is 
advisable to purchase initial breeder stock from one of 
the large cricket farms listed in national magazines and 
farm bulletins. These must be young adult crickets 
which have not laid. 

Crickets may be grown in buckets or large cans, but 
the most satisfactory containers are of box type construc
tion. Boxes may be constructed of metal or wood. 

Commercial growers use one box for hatching and 
rearing and another for holding adult crickets. For the 
average angler, these may be combined into one unit by 
constructing a box with a partition down the center. For 
raising and holding- approximately 4,000 crickets, the 
box should be two feet wide by six feet long, with a 
depth of 18 inches. This may then be divided into two 
compartments of two feet by three feet. 

Each section should have its own hinged screen wire 
top to prevent entry by ants , spiders and other pests. 
The upper four inches of the box wall's inner surface 
should be sanded smooth and painted with several coats 
of high gloss enamel to prevent the crickets' escape. 
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Cricket Box "' . 

Br<t.4dinq S<Ution ha~ 
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A two sectioned box six feet long by two feet wide and 18 inches high will raise and hold about 4,000 
crickets. Both sections should have hinged screen tops and smooth inside walls. 

The section to be used for 1:>reeding and rearing 
should also contain a 60 watt light bulb regulated by a 
chick brooder thermostat as 86 degrees F. is the op
timum teqiperature for hatching and raising crickets. 
This setting should not vary more than t}vo degrees 
either way. 

For temperature control and protection against sun 
and rain, the cdckets can be kept in a shed or building. 
However, car~ should be taken that such areas do not 
become too high in humidity as this is thought to be a 
major factor in many cricket diseases. If humidity be
comes a problem, a small fan can be used to circulate the 
air throughout the building. 

Both young and adult crickets need extra crawling 
space other than the floor and walls of the boxes. Wide 
cut wood excelsior which is available commercially is 
ideal for this purpose. Flattened egg cartons are also 
used by some commercial growers . 

Fruit jar waterers used for poultry make ideal water
ing Stations for crickets if the base is filled with a sponge 
of cellulose or rubber. Rubber sponges should be 
washed thoroughly and rinsed before using. 

Cutting the sponge ·to fit the waterer's base prevents 
young crickets from drowning. Cotton batting should 
not be used for this purpose as the insect become en
tangled in this substance. 

To prevent crushing when changing and cleaning the 
waterer, a 'two inch square frame of wood can be nailed 
together to fit beneath the waterer's outside base lip. 
This also provides extra hiding space. 

Chick Sti:"!rter mash with 20 percent protein, but un
medicated, is ah ideal food. Feed should always be 
sterilized before using by cooking in a 200 degree F. 

oven for two hours. After cooling the feed can be placed 
in roughened cake pans or old cigar boxes with the tops 
removed from the boxes. 

The number of crickets to be stocked depends upon 
the amount of fishing desired and the season. If breeders 
are purchased in April the angler should buy enough to 
see him through the prime bream bedding season of 
May and June. One thousand breeders should be 
sufficient and are about the correct number for the rear
ing and holding box described earlier, as each side 
should hold or rear in excess of 2,000 crickets . 

Breeders should be placed in the rearing or breeding 
section with two aluminum cake pans for egg laying. 
Pan sizes should be about two inches deep, six inches 
wide and twelve inches long. The inner walls, as with 
feed pans, should be roughened with course emery 
paper to allow newly hatched crickets to crawl out. 

Loamy soil, well-rotted sawdust, or peat moss may be 
used for laying material. This should be sterilized in the 
same manner as used for feed . After the material cools it 
may be placed in the laying pans and moistened until it 
feels damp. Moisture should be maintained throughout 
the entire 12 day laying period. 

Adult breeders should be moved from the rearing box 
into the holding section at the end of the 12 days. They 
may now be used when needed as bait. Since the adult 
house cricket's life span is from one to three months, the 
angler should have plenty of bait from May through June 
if the breeders were purchased in April. 

Young crickets should begin hatching approximately 
14 days after egg laying begins . Seven molts (shedding 
of old skin) occur before the young insects reach their 
adult stage, about six weeks after eggs hatch. 
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Quart fruit jars with a sponge filled metal 
trough make ideal waterers for crickets. 

As these adult crickets appear they should be placed 
in the holding area with the other mature crickets to 
prevent cannibalism of young. For this process, the 
grower will need some method of separating (grading) 
immature and adults. 

A two gallon can with top and sides cut away so that 
only two inches remain around the bottom and top of 
the sides and along weld seam may be covered with 
hardware cloth to form a grader. As many holes as possi
ble should be punched in the cloth with a 20-penny nail. 

Crickets of various sizes may then be captured from 
the rearing section and placed into the grader. Immature 
crickets will crawl through the punched holes leaving 
adults in the grader for deposit into the holding section. 
Young crickets may be brushed off the grader with a 
chicken feather. 

By using a section of tin can to keep the grader above 
the rearing box floor, the young are prevented from 
crawling back into the grader after they are brushed off. 

Crickets may be collected more easily if burned cans 
are placed in the rearing box before grading begins. The 
insects will use the cans to hide in and can be captured 
by placing a hand over the can tops. 

As the prime fishing months draw to a close and fewer 
crickets are needed, fewer adult breeders may be placed 
into the rearing section and the egg laying period may 
be shortened to one or two days. This will eliminate the 
problem of grading. Production can be kept at a low 
number through the winter months and picked up again 
in early spring. 

Thus with a little effort and a minimum of initial cost 
the angler is always assured of a plentiful supply of 
natural bait for the peak fishing season. 

Keeping natural baits alive and active becomes a 
major problem as the weather warms. Direct sun
light's high temperatures can quickly kill earthworms 
and crickets. 

Earthworms may be kept in a container with a top 
to prevent moisture evaporation from the soil, spag
num moss or other material in which they are being 
transported. The container should never be left in 
direct sunlight. 

For ~pecies such as nightcrawlers, which are par
ticularly susceptible to heat, the container may be 
kept -in a cooler. The WOf!11S will lose activity when 
cooled, but regain liveliness in the water. 

Crickets may be kept longer if slices of apple or 
potato are placed in the box with them. Like worms, 
crickets should also be kept out of direct sunlight. A 
white handkerchief placed over the box's top pro
vides shade and reflects heat. 

Unused bait may be returned to the holdi~g box or 
bed for future trips. If the angler isn't involved in 
raising his own crickets or worms, a five gallon 
bucket will hold o~e hup.qred or more worms or 
crickets until the next trip. 

\i\brms may be kept in alternating layers of loamy 
soil and leaves. The can should be kept moist and in a 
shaded area. Cornmeal or chicken mash mixed with 
vegetable shortening may be used as feed. 

For crickets the inside of the can should be painted 
along its top edge and a screened top addeq. \i\bod 
excelsior may be placed in the can for crawling space. 
A small waterer and a jar lid for chicken mash will 
provide water and feed. 
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"It has often occurred to me that 
the English language, in spite of the 
opulence of its vocabulary, is unequal 
to portraying three of the most exciting 
sounds in nature: the smashing assault 
of a bass on a topwater plug, the 
clamorous takeoff of a bevy of quail, 
and the marrow-chilling whir of a cor
nered rattlesnake." (Excerpt from 
"Monofilament Hates People"). 

Perhaps the above lines, taken from a 
story in his last book, "Jaybirds Go To 
Hell On Friday," represent one of the 
few times Dr. Havilah Babcock was off 
the mark in his writings. Go back and 

read the passage again. Could anyone 
have described those three experiences 
afield any better? 

The professor was modest, particu
larly in the company of other estab
lished writers, and this humbleness 
caused Archibald Rutledge to chide 
him mildly once in a letter to Dr. Bab
cock. But, however modest he was, he 
certainly ranks among the very few 
good writers in the popular outdoor 
writing field this century. During the 
'40s, '50s and early '60s, he was a regu
lar contributor to the major outdoor 
journals, and those articles assuredly 
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are in the same league as the ones of
fered by the better known Corey Ford 
and Robert Ruark. 

Dr. Babcock was a student of the En
glish language, a lover of the well 
turned phrase and the word used just 
exactly right. He made this study and 
the communication of it to his students 
the prime endeavor of his life . At the 
same time, he was a product of God's 
Good Earth, and his appreciation and 
love of the outdoors have been surpas
sed only rarely. Fortunately for all who 
knew him, he was never able to sepa
rate his vocation and avocation. 

Some would say this goes too far in 
praise of the man. After all, he was just 
a professor of English who made his 
extra dollars writing in a field better 
known for its proliferation of dead fish 
pictures and endless " Me and Joe" 
stories. Even some of his constituents 
- the more pedantic, of course -
thought little of his stories. They said 
he was just a somewhat educated coun
try boy. Could that have been the green 
tongue of jealousy wagging? 

But, there are others, some respected 
educators among those who would de
bate the value of the Babcock outdoors 
collections on the positive side . They 
believe Havilah Babcock ranks high on 
the list of good American writers, and 
his fellow English professor at the 
University of South Carolina, Claude 
H . Neuffer, claims that his good 
friend's works " ... will ultimately 
take a quiet place in our literature com
parable to Izaak Walton's The Comp/eat 
Angler in English literature." 

But the best indication of the appeal 
and value of Babcock is located in the 
very people the articles were written 
for. Since his death of lung cancer a 
dozen years ago, "Reader's Digest" has 
bought several of the stories from his 
estate 'for reprinting. His last book, 
"Jaybirds Go To Hell On Friday," is 
now out of print and the asking price 
for a copy at a New York bookstore 
recently was 50 dollars. Three years 
ago, his widow, Mrs. Alice Babcock, 
authorized Holt, Rhinehart and 
Winston to publish a collection of his 
stories, entitled "The Best Of Babcock." 

I remember those pre-adolescent 
days in the late ' 40s and early '50s when 
the family would go avisiting to the 
homes of relatives and I'd find a copy of 
"Outdoor Life," "Field And Stream" or 
"Sports Afield" and go to a quiet comer 
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for the afternoon. Once I'd devoured 
such regular features as "The Lower 
Forty" by Corey Ford and "The Old 
Man and the Boy" by Robert Ruark (I 
didn ' t catch up with Ruark, the 
novelist, until some years later, and I 
still believe he did some of his best 
writing in these columns about his 
growing up days in North Carolina) , 
I'd skip on to the other features, and 
read about how to catch bigger bass or 
more catfish, or how to hunt quail. 
What a delight it was to find a gem by 
Havilah Babcock in that month's issue! 
And what understanding uncles I had 
to give me their copies of those good 
magazines when they'd finished read
ing them. 

I suppose it could be said that be
sides his good wife, Alice, whom he 
loved dearly, Havilah Babcock had sev
eral other enduring love affairs during 
his lifetime. He loved his garden. It was 
a source of great pride to give the Good 
Lord some help in growing something 
useful like the grapefruit-sized to
matoes he gave his friends each sum
mer. He loved the outdoors, for here it 
was that he communed with Nature, 
and few knew her better or could ex
press so eloquently her relationship 
with man. He loved his friends , for it 
was often with their eyes and thoughts 
that he enjoyed Nature's bounty. 

He loved his classroom, too, for here 
were the bright young faces of tomor
row's world, a world he helped shape 
in many ways, and occasionally, here 
was a young hunting or fishing com
panion. (His students loved him, too. 

When the University population 
exploded in the late 'S0's and early '60's, 
students often had to sign up a year in 
advance for his vocabulary course. And 
what other professor or administrator 
ever existed on that campus who could 
channel the time and effort of students 
into laying the brick walk on the Old 
Horseshoe at a time - during the De
pression - when the University could 
not afford the wages of a good brick
mason?) 

Oh, he loved his native Virginia, and 
he was buried there, but he chose to 
live in South Carolina where the par
tridges were plentiful-although 
'political' -the bream dearly loved 
drone bee larvae and " catawba" 
worms, and there was plenty of oppor
tunity to tease a big old bass to a 
slightly-twitched topwater plug. And it 
must be said that he loved to write, 
despite his authorial modesty. His love 
affair with the English language is ap
parent in every sentence he penned. 
Each of his many stories is a classic • 
unto itself, a jewel of authorship in a 
style many have tried to copy . 

I t is a hot April afternoon, one of the 
few really warm days we have had in 
this Spring of 1977 following the coldest 
winter in memory, and I am standing 
on the stoop of the big, two-story brick 
home near the top of the hill on Devine 
Street. Punching the doorbell, I wipe a 
drop of welcome spring sweat from the 
tip of my nose and wait for the door to 
open. When it does, a nice-looking lit
tle lady with white hair peers at me 
momentarily through thick glasses, 
then graciously invites me in. We go to 
a distinctively decorated living room 
and sit down to discuss her late hus
band, Havilah Babcock, who was head 
of the English Department at the Uni
versity of South Carolina for twenty
five years before his death. 

Mrs. Alice Babcock is keen-minded 
in a way that belies her 78 years, and, 
though less well-known than her hus
band, many a Columbian's education 
was marked at some point in his public 
school years by an association with her. 
She began teaching in Columbia dur
ing the Great Depression, and when 
she retired during the turbulent '60s 
she was assistant principal at Columbia 
High School and had served on the 
State Board of Education under three 
governors. Today, she studies antique 



glass as a hobby and works in the gar
den she and her husband started when 
they moved to Devine Street. 

"We came down here in 1929, both of 
us on leave from William and Mary 
College in Virginia. Havilah was look
ing for a better hunting ground and I 
wanted to get out of teaching French. 
We liked it here and we stayed. Havilah 
always said we'd go back to Virginia to 
retire. (She pronounces it H'vi'lah, 
which I soon learned is the way some of 
his closest friends pronounced his 
name. I had always heard and pro
nounced his name as Have-ila, with 
the accent on the first syllable.) 

"He wouldn't build a house here. He 
always planned to return to Virginia. 
So, we lived on the University campus 
for twenty years. Then I built this 
house here. He was tickled to death 
after we moved in. He really loved to 
garden here." 

So the two Virginians came to settle 
in South Carolina. "Two things have 
happened in the history of Appomatox 
County," says Mrs. Alice with a 
twinkle in her eye, "Lee surrendered 
and Havilah and I were born there." 

The early years in Columbia were not 
easy. Mrs. Alice taught school - as a 
substitute teacher only; married 
women were not allowed to teach full
time in Columbia's public schools at 
the time - and Dr. Babcock tried to 
instill proper usage of the English lan
guage into the heads of his students 
over at the University. To make ends 
meet, they drove around the state buy
ing up bushels of blackeyed peas . 

"The house we lived in had a big 
room - it was supposed to be the 
study, but we didn't use it for a study
that we stored the peas in. We dumped 
them out on the floor, and when we 
had a carload, we'd ship them north to 
Virginia. The farmers up there planted 
them to improve their land. We made a 
little profit on the transaction and 
Havilah got to know a lot of farmers 
down here who would let him come 
back and hunt on their land. 

"He always wrote as a way of making 
a living. We couldn't live on the level 
we did without his writing. If we 
needed money, he'd write a story; he 
wrote until his death." 

And write he did. Two dozen articles 
for "Field And Stream" alone in 30 
years, no telling how many others for 
the other magazines he contributed 
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c;p/{,.you read a Ba~ sto,y you wm always be entertained, but, 
whether you realize it or not, you will also absorb some of the Babcock 
philosophy. The title line of his article is a prime example. Quoted from 
"When A Man's Thoughts Are Pure," this line could be considered Bab
cock's epitaph. 

Throughout his writing he expressed opinions on just about everything 
worth considering. 

No presentation on the folklorist-writer would be complete without 
hearing from Babcock himself. Let's go back and look at some "Babcock
isms" about some of those important things in life: 

Sportsmen - "Sportsmen are divided into two tribes: the hithers and 
the thithers. The former are content to cultivate their own neighborhoods, 
while the latter have an unshakable conviction that birds fly faster and bass 
hit harder in some other commonwealth." - From "Calling On My 
Neighbors" 

Chiggers - "There are two things about chiggers: first they are always 
funny - on the other fellow, and second, everybody has a favorite rem
edy." - From "How To Get Rid Of Chiggers" 

Fishermen - "South Carolinians don't pick a day to go fishing; they 
pick a day now and then to stay at home and look after their business or 
reinstate themselves with their families." - From "Bass Are Dumber Than 
People" . 

Buying Dogs - "Even the mighty Achilles, quoth the legend, was 
vulnerable in the heel, the mighty Siegfried in the back. There is one 
vulnerable spot in t~e armor of my sales-resistance; one weakness that has 
brought me within two-whoops-and-a-holler of the poorhouse and 
threatened to loosen the blessed ties that bind; that has at times warmed 
the cockles of my heart and at times filled me with the bile of disillusion
ment. I can't help buying bird dogs." - From "I'm A Sucker That Way" 



regularly. Four collections of these 
stories were gathered into books dur
ing his lifetime, and a fifth was pub
lished a decade after he died. The first 
of these collections was "My Health Is 
Better In November," published first in 
1947. Later came "I Don't Want To 
Shoot An Elephant," "Tales Of Quails 
'n Such," and his last book, "Jaybirds 
Go To Hell On Friday," which one re
viewer termed " ... a novel that artfully 
recaptures the lost art of the good old
fashioned yam." He also published a 
heartwarming novel about a boy and a 
dog, "The Education Of Pretty Boy," for 
young readers. In addition, he pub
lished two text-like books in pamphlet 
form . The first was "According To 
Hoyle; ' which explained the derivation 
of idioms, and the second was the text 
used in his immensely popular voc
abulary course of the same name at the 
University, "I Want A \t\brd." 

"He always had an ambition to 
write," continues Mrs. Babcock. "He 
started out back in Virginia, writing 
editorials for the newspapers. Once, he 
was offered the editorship of the Au
gusta, Ga., newspaper, but I discour
aged him. He was always interested in 
politics, too. But he had other interests. 
He stopped studying law to teach . He 
liked archaeology, and he was inter
ested in wildlife conservation. 

,;-Who were his hunting compan
ions?" I ask. 

"Well, of course there was Bernard 
Baruch. He and 'Vilah hunted birds to
gether a lot. If I can find it I have a letter 
put away here somewhere in Mr. 
Baruch's own handwriting. It was one 
of the last letters he wrote to 'Vilah, and 
in it he tells him that he's looking for
ward to bird season, even though he 
doesn' t think he'll be strong enough to 
shoot. .He said he wanted to go along 
just to watch the covey rise. 

"Then, there was Dr. Ben Miller, here 
in Colurribia, and Dr. James Earl 
Copenhaver (chemist and educator) 
who has retired now and is living in 
Hartsville. And, you might talk to Paul 
Gravely, if he's still living. He used to 
be a school superintendent up in Spar
tanburg County, and he taught at Fur
man, but I'm sure he's retired now." 

Lis a hot mid-April night and I have 
finally located Paul Gravely. He's been 
in Columbia for tests to see if anything 
can be done to regain the hearing he 
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lost as the result of an infectious disease 
and/or the medication prescribed for it 
while visiting his daughter and son
in-law in Puerto Rico . 

"You'll have to write down your 
questions because I can't hear a thing," 
he instructs me, adding, "If I get too 
loud, just signal me to tone it down 
some. I can't hear enough to tell how 
loud I'm talking." 

First, say I, tell me about your hunt
ing and fishing days with Dr. Babcock, 
how you met him, and so on. Were you 
ever a student of his? 

"I guess that for about six or seven 
years we hunted and fished the year 
round, three or four times a week. He 
loved hunting and fishing as much as 
any man ever did. It was in 1927 that I 
first met him. I was a student at the 
University and he stopped me on the 
campus one day and asked me to come 
over to his house and help him build a 
boat. He had found out that I was just 
an old country boy who liked to hunt 
and fish and build things . No, I never 
did have him for any classes. I was 
almost through school when he came 
there. But I taught there for six years 
after getting my masters degree, and 
that's when we did most of our hunting 
and fishing." 

'" Vilah and I started out just about 
the time they finished Lake Murray, 
and I've got to say that he caught his 

part of the bass out of there. We'd go up 
and fish until dark, then go home and 
get a bit of supper, and then we'd check 
out somewhere and gig frogs 'til 10 or 
12 o'clock that night." 

He pauses for a moment, then grins: 
"You know, Alice was a wonderful per
son to put up with the way we did." 

"One time we went bird hunting and 
didn' t have any luck at all. So, we 
stopped by a farmer's house on the way 
back and bought a guinea fowl from 
him. Picked it on the way home and 
tossed the feathers into the back of my 
car. I was single then and kept my 
fishing equipment and shotgun in the 
back seat, and it stayed so full of feath
ers and stuff no one could sit back 
there. Anyway, when we got home 
Alice wanted to know what it was that 
we'd brought in. He told her it was a 
'spruce hen .' So, she cooked it and we 
ate it for supper. She told 'Vilah why 
didn't we hunt spruce hens more 
often, that it was good." 

Was he a good fisherman? 
"I remember one time we went to a 

lake near Bishopville . I always called 
him Doc. Well, this man had heard me 
calling him that so he came up to us and 
said, 'Doc, I've got a boy that's kind of 
puny. What can I do for him?' Well, 
'Vilah told the man to give his boy 
plenty of fruit juice and let him rest for a 
few days and he'd be all right. The next 
time we went fishing over there the 
man came up to us and told Doc he 
certainly appreciated the advice, that 
his son was much better." 

"One night we decided we'd go and 
catch some really big bullfrogs alive. 
We got four or five and put them in a 
little pool he had there in the yard . We 
put a wire fence around it and covered 
it so they couldn' t get out. We'd go out 
in the yard at night and those big frogs 
would be sitting there , going , 
' Grrrrmmmp , grrrrrmmmmp , 
grrrrmmmmp,' like they were still on 
the river. One day a police car drove up 
and two policemen got out. 'Do you 
have any frogs in your back yard,' they 
asked him, and he said, yes, he did. 
'Well,' said the policeman, 'we can't 
imagine anyone complaining about 
frogs , but some of your neighbors say 
they are keeping them awake at night.' 
So, he had to get rid of the frogs." 

"One time I was staying over at Pro
fessor McCutcheon's house on the 
campus and we wanted to check out 



about 4:30 in the morning to go hunt
ing. I stayed in an upstairs room and I 
told 'Vilah I couldn't wake up that early 
in the morning and I didn't want him 
coming through the house to get me 
and waking everybody else up. He 
solved the problem, though. That 
night, at his suggestion, I tied a string 
on my big toe and dropped the end of 
the string out my window. 'Vilah came 
by that morning, pulled on the string, 
and woke me up." 

His philosophy seemed to be that of 
a conservationist as expressed in his 
short stories and articles. What kind of 
sportsman was he? 

"He didn't go out to see how many 
quail he could kill. He just enjoyed the 
sport. It was the same way with 
fishing . He didn' t care who caught the 
fish, it was just the sport of doing it." 

What kind of teacher was he? 
"The students loved his courses. He 

could say more in ten minutes than 
most of us say in an hour." 

How about his writing? 
"One day he asked me to tell him 

something about possum hunting. He 
didn' t know a thing about possum 
hunting, so I told him some stories I'd 
heard about while I was growing up in 
Pickens County. Well, he put all that 
into a story and sold it to a magazine for 
a hundred and fifty or two hundred 
dollars. I told him, 'I want that. That 
was my material.' He told me, 'You 
can't have it. You were not smart 
enough to put it down." 

It is getting late now, and I have to 
go, so I write a note that Mr. Gravely 
has given me just the material I need. 
Before I leave, he produces the Febru
ary 1957 issue of "Field And Stream." 
Inside is a Babcock article entitled, "I 
Don't Want To Shoot An Elephant." In 
the margin is this penned inscription: 
"To Paul Gravely - one of the best 
friends I ever had. Havilah Babcock." 

Ru1 Gravely has told me that Ken 
Powell, chief judge of Spartanburg 
County's Civil and Criminal Court, 
was one of Dr. Babcock's favorite stu
dents in the early '50s, so I make an 
appointment with the judge for a late 
afternoon. We go into his office and I 
mention the fact that his younger 
brother, Dr. Don Powell of the Veteran's 
Hospital in Columbia, was a classmate 
of mine in high school and at USC 
Like me, Judge Powell was a journalism 

Cooking - "If it's the lot of you husbands to be Skinners and Scalers, 
why not go the whole hog and cook your own game? And put some poetry 
and imagination into it. If you don't like the result, just cover it with 
gravy." - From "Just Cover It With Gravy" 

Bass Fishing - "There are few thrills in this workaday world like the 
resounding crack of a big bass at a top-water minnow. Maybe he misses 
and comes back with redoubled fury, intent on annihilating that brazen 
brat above him. When this happens, my heart cuts a pigeon-wing in my 
not-so-manly bosom, and my metabolic processes do a somersault. I'd . 
rather have a rambunctious bass hit an injured minnow and miss than to 
land him any other way. Unless I'm awfully hungry, of course." - From 
"I'm A Top-Water Man, Myself" 

Bird Hunting- "Have you ever noticed the similarity in the behavior of 
quail and chickens? If you want to know whether conditions are propitious, 
for a quail hunt, go into the backyard and consult your barred rocks and 
leghorns. If they are spiritedly scratching around for ration points, quail 
are probably doing the same thing. If they are disposed to remain inside, 
or stand droopily and lackadaisically around, stay at home and eat your 
chickens, for birds are probably not abroad. But please note that I said 
probably. I am too old a sinner to guarantee anything." - From "Some
times You Can't Find Them" 

Modem Life - "Farmers seldom have nervous break-downs. They 
haven't time. People who lead a brisk outdoor existence don't go in for 
neuroses, pyschoses, and other expensive and fashionable complaints. For 
a stirring day in the field purges the mind. There is such a thing as mental 
constipation too, you know. What this country needs right now is a mental 
laxative." - From "My Health Is Better In November" 

Liars- "The ability to lie is said to set man apart from the lower animals. 
When I say man I also include woman, because man embraces woman and 
because the weaker vessels have added certain refinements of their own. 
They have, so to speak, imparted to the art the polish of perfection .. . . 
Anthropologists do not know when man learned to lie, but certain it is that 
he has achieved a proficiency which leaves him unchallenged in the the 
field . Man is admittedly the biggest liar because he is the most civilized of 
beings. It might be argued, indeed, that the intention of the lie marked a 
milestone in the progress of civilization." - From "Liars Should Have 
Good Memories" 

Boyhood - "It ought to be against the law to let a boy grow up in a 
city."- From "The Bug In The Clock." 

Bad Habits - "Now a bird-eating dog is worse than an egg-sucking 
hound or a stump-sucking mule." - From "The Reformation Of Bo" 

On Being A Husband - "(1) Men who hunt and fish make better 
husbands than those who don't; (2) A man who is not hunting or fishing is 
probably doing something worse; (3) A man is by nature a delicate and 
sometime thing (Count the widows on your street!) and should be handled 
with patience and understanding; (4) Thoughtful wives will now and then 
surprise their husbands by the bestowal of such adjuncts to their hap
piness as fishing rods and shotguns."- From "Still Better In November." 

Havilah Babcock lived the good life because he made his life a good one. 
His passing was felt by all who knew him, and their feelings were best 
expressed by the headline over a column written by a former student, M. 
Carl Andrews, who then was editor of the "Roanoke V\brld News:" 

"Professor Went Hunting and Forgot To Come Back." 

NOTE-These excerpts were taken from "My Health Is Better In November," 
first printed in 1947, and "Jaybirds Go To Hell On Friday," printed in 1974, both 
of which were published by Holt, Rinehart and Winston. 



student at the University and he was a 
newspaper reporter before attending 
law school. 

"A lot of professors will pick out a 
student in each class and I was the one 
he picked out in my 'I Want A \t\brd' 
class . At that time I was campus editor 
of 'The Gamecock' (USC's student 
newspaper) and I wrote a regular col
umn. Dr. Babcock would furnish me 
with news sources that other students 
didn' t have access to. 

"IJ was about 1952 that he told me 
about blacks attending university 
classes. (This was ten years before the 
first black actually attended classes on 
the USC campus) . The blacks were 
really attending classes taught by USC 
professors at Shaw Air Force Base. 
Well, AP and UPI both picked that 
story up ... it really created a hubbub. 
The head of the Education Department 
summoned me to come over. When I 
got there, he said, 'We know your 
source, we just want you to tell us .' He 
said if I told my source nothing would 
happen to me. But I wouldn' t tell him. 

"The next day I was summoned to 
the University president's office. I still 
wouldn't reveal my source. They (some 
members of the faculty and administra
tion) were jealous of his friendship 
with the students. They wanted to get 
rid of him. At the end of the semester, 
Dr. Babcock called me in and said he 
appreciated my protecting him. He 
gave me an autographed copy of one of 
his books." 

We digress for a brief moment on the 
rights of a newsman to protect his 
source, then Judge Powell adds the fol
lowing to his story: 

"My average at that time missed 
being an A by forty-four one
hundredths. After averaging grades 
for th~_semester, I told him I'd missed 
by forty-four-one-hundredths, and 
added, 'You will give me an A, won't 
you?' I thought he would. But he told 
me, 'Mr. Powell, I hope you don't miss 
heaven by that much. ' I got a B-plus . 

(My own experience with Dr. Bab
cock in 1960 was quite different. En
glish 129 was required for Journalism 
majors and we had to maintain a C 
average. Much to my regret, I was so 
much in awe of this man who wrote 
regularly for the big magazines, that 
my mind often blanked the moment he 
strode into the classroom. As we 
neared semester's end, I was struggling 
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just to maintain a D average, even with 
tutoring by a student who had passed 
the course with ease the year before. 
Away from the classroom I could recite 
the lessons forwards and backwards, 
but in the sight of Dr. Babcock I became 
a moron . Fortunately for me, he 
realized my plight-though probably 
not the reason for it-and offered to 
raise my grade if I'd do extra work. I 
eagerly did the work and turned it in. 
But my spirits fell when I saw the final 
grades posted and there was a D beside 
Robertson. I caught up with the Profes
sor just as he was leaving to go some
where, in a hurry to get after a big bass, 
I suspect. 

"Dr. Babcock," I pleaded, "you prom
ised me a C if I did the work, and I did 
do the work." 

" I promised you that?" he queried. 
"Yessir," I replied. 
"Then, Mr. Robertson, a C it is . I'll 

change the grade." 
I breathed a big sigh of relief and 

walked out of the office on a cloud. 

I t is now late April and I am on my 
way for the last interview I can squeeze 
in on Dr. Babcock. Professor Claude 
Neuffer of the University English De
partment has agreed to see me when 
his class lets out at 11 o'clock. The tem
perature has soared into the 90s and I 
have a seven-weeks-old Boykin Spaniel 
that morning. I can't leave her in the hot 
car, so I tuck her under my arm and off 
the both of us go to see the professor. 

The puppy creates a little stir as 
we walk through the crowds on cam
pus, but once in Professor Neuffer's 
office, she settles into my lap and goes 
to sleep. A decade ago, Mr. Neuffer 
published a short biography on Dr. 
Babcock in the " Georgia Review". We 
discuss the late writer at length and it is 
from the "Georgia Review" article that 
most of Professor Neuffer's comments 
on his late friend are taken: 

"As a teacher he was incomparable 
and unpredictable and happily incapa
ble of pedantry or dullness. He might 
begin a class by saying, 'I'll give 
twenty-five cents to anyone who can 
spell Houyhnhnm (a race of horses in 
'Gulliver's Travels') ." On the day after a 
rare Southern snowfall , he greeted his 
arriving students with a fusillade of 
snowballs. His classes resembled 
Robert Frost's poems: they began in 
delight and ended in wisdom. 

"Even though Havilah Babcock was 
an excellent teacher and referred to 
school-teaching as his trade, his partic
ular genius was writing, and from his 
first school composition to his final 
prose tale he worked hard to attain per
fection ... In his undergraduate days 
at Elon College and the University of 
Virginia he absorbed Poe and was de
termined to be a writer. However, it 
was some years later that he perfected 
his unique prose genre, the informal, 
essay-like tale of hunting and fishing 
in the Carolina Lowcountry. 

" . . Babcock found his 'briar patch' 
and ideal authorial habitat in South 
Carolina, where bird hunting and 
bream fishing are passions as well as 
pastimes. Like William Faulkner he 
drew his strength as writer and man 
from the soil, preferring also the com
pany of hunters, farmers , and fisher
men to writers , critics or professors ." 

"Havilah Babcock was the master of 
the hunting and fishing tale which 
transcended the limits of such stories to 
be enjoyed and relished by people who 
never shot a covey of partridges or cast 
a flyrod for a redbreasted brim or a 
rainbow trout. The style, the humor, 
the disarming simplicity, and the es
sential humanity of these writings will 
insure their permanence in our litera
ture among our minor classics." 

I t's been ·a dozen years or so since the 
amiable professor strode into a class
room at the University, tossed a quarter 
to an underclassman, and sent him for 
a milkshake. Then he'd bum a cigarette 



from somebody, light it and hold it be
tween his lips-he never inhaled-as 
he conducted the class. 

There were no bored students in a 
Babcock classroom, nor will any reader 
ever be bored by any of the professor's 
good works. We started out talking 
about how good a writer he was and 
how much he enjoyed being a " guest of 
nature." The following lines from 
"When A Man's Thoughts Are Pure," 
one of the last things he ever wrote, 
may be the best ever penned by anyone 
on several of life's simple pleasures: 

" No dissertation on the pleasures of 
hunting and fishing should leave out 
the titillating effects of good conversa
tion. A great beguiler of time and 
abridger of distances is conversation, 
for what so shortens a trip as good talk? 
The charm of good conversation lies in 
its spontaneity and disrespectfulness, 
the way it rambles without apology 
from one topic to another. Lay down 
rules for the conduct of a conversation 
and you wind up with a conference, 
which is a swapping of ignorance and 
an exercise in mutual boredom. The 
first requirement of good conversation 
is that nobody should know what is 
coming next. 

" Good conversation, of course, 
demands good companionship. A 
man may work alone, but it is im
probable he will get much playing 
done without the companionship of 
others. Bird-hunting is one such so
cial pastime. Companionship is , in 
fact, half the hunt and may go far to
ward redeeming a bad day. Certainly 
it should be among the pleasures of 
hunting, but tastes in companionship 
may vary. 

"I want a companion to be friendly, 
but not too friendly; to be talkative, but 
not too talkative; to have a good dog, 
but not quite as good as mine; to have a 
sense of humor without being a 
humorist-and for God's sake, not a 
punster! I also want a companion who 
is a good shot, but not too damned 
good. The first rule of companionship 
in hunting is not to embarass the other 
fellow. 

"Surely, not the least of my pleasures 
in hunting and fishing is getting back 
home. And having somebody there 
who is glad I'm back and is interested 
in the kind of day I've had, someone to 
call out, 'Any luck?" 

Who could ask for more? 
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Readers 
Forum 

I write to object to the article enti
tled " Pesticide Do's and Don 'ts" by 
Ian C. T. Nisbet which appeared in 
your January-February issue of South 
Carolina Wildlife. 

It appears that this article is 
strongly biased against the use of 
chemical pesticides and contains 
statements of doubtful validity. 

If your publication is supported or 
subsidized by South Carolina citizens 
taxes, I would think it encumbent 
upon you to present a factual view
point ·· of pesticides. Certainly the 
beneficial side of pesticides must at 
least be acknowledged. I suspect that 
the health of our wildlife can in some 
instances be attributed to proper use 
of pesticides. Indeed, the levels of 
nutrition , quality of food, and health 
enjoyed by most citizens of this na
tion are directly attributable to the 
chemical pesticides and fertilizers. 

I urge you to seek out a competent 
authority on pesticides and to 
present a balanced view . 

Julian E. Keil, Or.P.H. 
Charleston 
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I want you to know how much 
three South Carolinians away from 
home enjoy South Carolina Wildlife , 
especially the beautiful photographs 
of familiar places. It is sent to us by a 
friend, and Sister Kathryn , Sister 
Rose, and I all look forward to its 
coming. Sister Josephine, O.S.H. 

Vails Gate, N. Y. 
I had dropped my subscription to 

South Carolina Wildlife because I 
thoroughly agree with Mrs. W. F. Wil
liams in your Readers Forum of the 
March issue. My wife thought she 
was doing me a favor by resubscrib
ing. Your magazine used to · have 
more wildlife and less hunting. I have 
a nice collection of bird and animal 
paintings from your magazine. 

I suppose we must have hunters 
because people love to kill , and it is 
better to kill animals than human be
ings; but why not soft peddle it a little 
more. Kindness should include all 
creatures. Walter Schneider 

Chicago, Ill. 
I wish to express my appreciation 

for the inspiration that your wonder
ful magazine provided me, in starting 
the search for information about my 
South Carolina ancestors. 

The mention of an historical land
mark, Vander Horst, in the Heritage 
Trust i111sert, in your January
February, 1975 issue, set me on the 
track of something that none of my 
family had previously known any
thing about. Then to later find that 
the picture on page 33 , was indeed 
the ancestral home of my great-great 
grandfather, Gov. Arnoldus Vander 
Horst, was the ultimate. 

Your magazine has given insight 
into the state 's many interesting 
facets , it's historical value, and the 
many natural beauties. Cir
cumstances may prevent me from 
ever visiting my ancestor's home and 
your beautiful state , but I will have 
seen something of it through your 
most informative publication. 

If this letter could be published in 
your Readers Forum section , possi
bly someone could provide me with 
more information about the descen
dants who may still reside in the 
state, and give me answers to many 
unanswered questions. Any help will 
be greatly appreciated . 

Frances Miller Davis 
Otis Orchards, Washington 

As a long time reader and admirer 
of your magazine, I write in construc
tive criticism of Mr. Bob Campbell's 
literary efforts in " Somebody's 
Watching Black Creek" which ap
peared in March-April 1977. 

Mr. Campbell ' s snide reference to 
engineers in general and Mr. Miley in 
particular, were totally unprofes
sional. As a fellow practitioner in en
vironmental engineering, it has been 
my privilege to work with Mr. Miley 
and know some of his accomplish
ments. He is undeserving of his por
trayal by Mr. Campbell . 

One of the marvels of our govern
mental foundation is the sensitive 
but profound system of checks and 
balances comprising many forms of 
authoritative and vested interests. 
How well this system works is subjec
tive , while reporting about it should 
be objective. 

Until Mr. Campbell has actively 
worked in pollution abatement 
under the enormous political, reg
ulatory, environmental , social, and 
economic constraints pertaining 
thereto , I would question Mr. 
Campbell's credentials to objectively 
"assert ... (what) the wont of en
gineers" really is . 

As a former Florence resident, and 
one who swam and fished in the wa
ters of Black Creek , and hunted its 
swamps and tributaries, I share 
deeply in the concerns of those who 
wish to see its return to an earlier 
pollution free condition. The realities 
of practice , however, dictate that I 
and my fellow consulting engineers 
walk the tight rope held by diverse 
and singular interests just as attor
neys must represent either the guilty 
or innocent before the law and doc
tors must treat the body, not the mor
als of a patient. While some of us are 
not worthy of accolades and most of 
us do not receive any, neither are 
most of us deserving of the blanket 
indictment depicted by Mr. Camp
bell's portrayal. 

Let me close with congratulations 
of your entry into a much ignored 
area of journalistic coverage. We 
need more well written articles si mi
lar to this . If Mr. Campbell will con
tact me, I would be delighted to offer 
assistance and, perhaps, contribute 
to his enlightenment. James L. Polk 

Spartanburg 



Just received my March-April issue 
at South Carolina Wildlife. I usually 
read " Readers Forum" first, then 
browse thru and look at pictures and 
pick out some article to read later. 
After a nights work its nice to read 
and relax before bed . 

I am sorry for Mrs. W. F. Williams of 
Michigan, as she is not renewing her 
subscription because our magazine is 
no longer a South Carolina Wildlife 
but a South Carolina Wild Death. 

I do not hunt or fish and my desire 
for dogs is not very high . They are too 
noisy. My desire for knives and guns 
is not high either. I love baseball, 
golf, etc. 

However, your magazine has many 
other articles to satisfy a person like 
me. It is not possible for you folks to 
please every reader with every issue. 
You win some and you lose some. 

Mrs. Williams of Michigan, you will 
miss us-so renew your subscription 
before it is too late. 

South Carolina Wildlife keep up 
the good work. Hope the president 
holds up the money for the Russell 
Dam, which is not needed. 

God Bless You and Yours. 
Paul W Maybay 

Columbia 
I have been taking South Carolina 

Wildlife for two years now and I find it 
to be the very best magazine I have 
ever received. I would like to thank 
all of the people who work on the 
magazine for the fine job they do 
each issue. And, thank you for all that 
your magazine has given both me 
and my family. George Bundrick 

Columbia 
Since moving to Aiken four years 

ago, I have enjoyed your magazine 
very much. The pictures and writings 
are very well done. 

I particularly enjoyed " The Point
ing Breeds ." Pat Robertson's tale of 
Phil Brousseau was very entertaining. 
However, my birthplace Poplarville, 
Mississippi is not Poplarville County 
as Phil refers to it. Poplarville is the 
County Seat of Pearl River County, 
Mississippi. As Phil said, the next 
stop is Lumberton, Mississippi in 
Lamar County. 

I want to thank you for such an 
excellent magazine. It is the finest of 
its type that I have ever seen. 

Elmer E. Dickson 
Aiken 

Since I was born and lived the first 
twenty years of my life in South 
Carolina, I am still interested in some 
of the happenings in that state. One 
of my sisters has given me a subscrip
tion to South Carolina Wildlife that I 
find very interesting. 

The reproductions of the paintings 
of Mr. Jim Harrison were tremendous 
in the March-April issue, and bring 
back many vivid memories of the yes
terday years of my life in the state. 

The only sour note in this issue was 
the letter from Mrs. W. F. Williams of 
Plymouth , Michigan who was com
plaining about your showing guns 
and hunters in previous issues of this 
magazine. I assume that she is strictly 
a vegetarian, never eats meat in any 
form, either fresh or canned, and 
never eats a sandwich with any type 
of meat filling. Or else, how can she 
pan your articles or pictures? I would 
assume that she never uses a fly swat
ter or puts out poison for ants or 
roaches when they may appear in her 
home. I would assume, also, that she 
never uses any antibiotic drugs, since 
these are also a form of life, how
ever small. 

I am looking forward to future is
sues of this magazine since it is the 
most refreshing one of its type I have 
had the privilege of reading. 

P. B. Lewis 
Asheboro, N. C. 

As a citizen of South Carolina and a 
resident of Calhoun Falls, I wish to 
call your hand on statements made in 
the March-April issue under " Suit 
Filed to Halt Dam." 

True, you have only been printing 
the critics point of view and justi
fiably so, for this is the nature of our 
magazine. But the statement of " local 
residents consider a prime fishing, 
hunting, canoeing and hiking area" is 
not faithfully a true statement. I can 
only name less than a dozen of three 
thousand plus residents who have 
this attitude. For everyone here in 
this area knows of the danger in
volved in fishing the river from the 
head waters of Clark Hill to the tail 
race of the Hartwell project. I per
sonally have helped to recover five 
victims from our local stretch of the 
river. I also helped to recover two 
separate groups of canoeists from 
out of state, who were caught by ris
ing waters . 

The local people who know the 
river, know to stay out of it. The 
Savannah has not been a free flowing 
stream since Clark Hill and Hartwell 
projects were built. 

As for the cost of the Russell 
project, it will go higher if delayed . 
Our President has cancelled out nu
clear power, so our area will suffer 
another 10% power cut back next 
term of bad weather. 

As for the timber revenue nothing 
was cut off the old Calhoun Estate 
until Crescent Land and Timber 
bought it. The pulp wooders started 
cutting about a year ago when the 
Corps started construction or Jhere 
would be no money return now. 
That's another false statement of the 
article. You are not presenting all 
the facts! Visit us now for a look at the 
clear-cutting of the hills above the 
Savannah. With the rains we have 
been having for the last two months , 
the river is a soupy mud hole; this will 
be true for years to come . 

The 300,000 kilowatts of power 
would be better than none. 

The environmental groups seem to 
want this state to go back to candles 
and out houses. This is not possible 
for an industrial and agricultural state 
as ours. I have seen movies pre
sented by these groups and if they 
were selling a product, the govern
ment would charge the critical 
groups with fraud . 
- Please, the National Wildlife Fed
eration does not know what is best 
for our state. We do not owe them 
anything, we are the ones who have 
to live here. We are not supposed to 
furnish their wants . 

A. T. Hagood 
Calhoun Falls 

I think South Carolina Wildlife is a 
beautiful and enjoyable magazine 
and have taken it and also have given 
it as gifts at Christmas. I am disap
pointed in it lately though, since 
you've begun putting printec;i infor
mation on the beautiful inside back 
cover picture. I especially enjoyed 
the bird prints and saved and framed 
them but can no longer do this be
cause of the printing. I'm sure lots of 
other people must feel this same way 
but do not bother to write. 

Elizabeth B. Johnson 
Newberry 
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Answering 
Environmental - . 

Backlash 
A small endangered bird 

and a large Sout'1 Carolina 
. swamp may offer answer. 

To save the endangered three-inch 
snail darter, a federal court stopped work 
in Tennessee on the $120 million Tellico 
Dam six years after construction began . 
Construction of the proposed $1.3 billion 
Dickey-Lincoln hydroelectric project may 
be blocked in Maine to save the furbish 
lousewort, an endangered plant. 

"Misty-eyed environmentalists" is 
what The Washington Post labelled op
ponents of the two projects. Environmen
talists received a barrage of criticism from 
these two cases, according to the Na
tional Wildlife Federation . 

Opposition to the two projects for the 
sake of the endangered species has also 
caused Congress to take a new hard look 
at Section VII of the Endangered Species 
Act. This act protects the habitat of en
dangered creatures. 

Encouraged by the dam builders, 
ridicule of the minnow-sized fish and the 
lowly lousewort has obscured the fact 
that there are sound environmental ar
guments against both projects. 

Fearing that a darter-lousewort 
backlash now threatens the whole en
vironmental movement, some environ-

mentalists are asking: Isn' t there some 
other way to settle disputes over the use 
of land occupied by endangered species? 
Can such arguments be resolved without 
going to court or without gutting the En
dangered Species Act? 

Settlement of a recent case involving an 
endangered songbird in a South Carolina 
swamp suggests that the answers to both 
of these questions is " Yes. " Reached in a 
Charleston motel conference room in 
March, that settlement may save from ex
tinction the Bach man's warbler. This en
dangered warbler once was described by 
John James Audubon as "the rarest 
songbird in North America." 

Without lawsuit and without any 
changes in existing law, the settlement 
was reached by a time-honored process 
known as arbitration. It is worth studying, 
says the wildlife federation. 

A tiny yellow bird, Bachman's warbler 
was discovered in South Carolina in 1832 
by the Rev. John Bachman. After being 
recognized as a species, it wasn't seen for 
53 years and has since been elusive . 

Best known habitat of this endangered 
bird is the l'on Swamp, now a part of the 



Bachman's warbler habitat, l'on Swamp in Francis Marion National Forest 

Francis Marion National Forest north of 
Charleston. There in the first third of this 
century a professional bird collector, Ar
thur T. Wayne, found 32 of the 40 
Bachman's known warbler nests. It is 
known to nest in only five states. 

The recently-settled Bachman's war
bler dispute began in the spring of ·1976 
when Jay Shuler, a McClellanville 
filmmaker and birdwatcher, charged that 
the U.S. Forest Service was destroying 
th e warbler's habitat by clear-cutting in 
the 6,500-acre l'on Swamp. 

Ready to file a lawsuit, Shuler and the 
Santee Preservation Society called on the 
National Wildlife Federation for help in 
April, 1976. Robert J. Golten, a 
Washington attorney for the federation , 
flew to South Carolina primed for a legal 
battle and a lengthy suit. 

When he found, however, that reason
able men disagreed over some of the key 
points in the warbler dispute, he decided 
to try mediation instead of litigation. 

Colten persuaded Shuler and John 
Orr, supervisor of national forests in 
South Carolina, to submit their argu
ments to a three-man arbitration panel 

consisting of wildlife experts from the 
U.S. Forest Service, the U.S. Fish and 
Wildlife Service and the Wildlife Society. 
Meanwhile, they agreed to a moratorium 
under which there would be no lawsuits 
and no cutting of timber. 

Complicated indeed was the dispute, 
the panelists found . Members of the 
panel accepted that the l'on Swamp was 
an adequate habitat for the Bachman's 
warbler at the time Arthur T. Wayne 
found all those nests. Forest Service wit
nesses, however, maintained that the 
swamp was not " primeval" when the 
warblers were there as Shuler contended, 
but an area with some new growth. 

If the Forest Service is right, then some 
cutting in the densely-wooded bottom
lands of the swamp might make it a more 
desirable environment for the seldom
seen warblers. 

In the end, the panel was guided by the 
views of dispassionate scientists
biologists , ornithologists, and foresters 
rather than legal technicalities. It sought 
to accommodate timber interests with 
those of the government and the en
vironmental activists . 

It found that bottornland hardwoods 
along the Wando River should be pro
tected against any cutting; that upland 
loblolly and long-leaf pines could be 
safely cut, and some other stands of 
hardwoods should be cut selectively with 
fallen trees left in the forest to try to repl i
cate what may have been the , habitat I in 
the early ·1900s. 

While not binding, the recommenda
t1ons were accepted by both sides for a 
period of three years . Meantime, Clem
son University scientists will continue to 
study Bachman 's warbler . They will try to 
define the surroundings that the warbler 
finds most congenial. This is a large job 
but one that stands a better chance of 
solution in the hands of the scientists 
than on the docket of a fe9eral judge. 

While not applicable td all conserva
tion problems, the l'on Swamp approach 
is one answer to the darter-lousewort 
backlash. If environmentalists are going 
to blunt this backlash and save en
dangered species, they are going to have 
to temper zeal with common sense in ap
plying the law and be prepared to answer 
ridicule with reason. 
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Two Sites 
Nominated 

for Trust 

Capers Island and StP.vens Creek 
Natural Area were voted unani
mously for inclusion in the land trust 
administered by the South Carolina 
Heritage Trust Program in April. 

The action was taken during the 
first organizational meeting of the 
Heritage Trust Advisory Board, which 
selected these two unique areas as 
priority candidates for preservation. 

Legally known as the Heritage 
Trust, the land trust was created 
under the Heritage Trust Act of 1976 
to preserve significant natural areas 
forever . Under the act, lands in state 
ownership are protected by a set of 
legal steps culminating in the place
ment of land in the trust "for the 
benefit of present and future genera
tions of South Carolina." 

"With the creation of the Heritage 
Trust Advisory Board," said Dr . H. 
Wayne Beam, director of the wildlife 
department division responsible for 
the program, "these and other lands 
of great natural and historic value wi II 
receive the legal protection they de
serve under the Heritage Trust." The 
lands will be administered by the 
wildlife commission and other des
ignated agencies. 

Whil.e the advisory board has sole 
authority to initiate land preserva
tion , their vote must now be recom
mended to the wildlife commission 
for further action. Once the commis
sion approves the vote, lands can be 
incorporated officially into the Herit
age Trust only with the consent of the 
governor and legislature. 

The Heritage Advisory Board is 
composed of 17 members, including 
six citizen experts appointed by the 
governor to represent each congres
sional district in the state. 

Advisory Board members are: Mrs . 
Constance Armitage of Spartanburg, 
Dr. Wade Batson of Columbia, Mrs. 
Ethel Jane Bunting of Charleston , 
Philip L. Edwards of Sumter, Dr. Sid 
Gautheaux of Clemson, and Benja
min Williamson of Darlington. Other 
members include two legislators and 
heads of nine related state agencies. 

Joseph W . Hudson of Spartanburg 
was elected chairman of the advisory 
board . Hudson is also chairman of 
the South Carolina Wildlife and 
Marine Resources Commission. 

Capers Island 

Literature 
Available 

Two brochures are available that 
should be of interest to the readers of 
South Carolina Wildlife. 

" Natural Areas of Charleston , 
S.C. " is available from the South
eastern Regional Office of the 
National Audubon Society in 
Charleston. Included in the brochure 
are tips on where the visitor might go 
for canoeing, nature trail walks , shell 
collecting, camping or for excellent 
outdoor photography opportunities. 

Copies are free by writing The Na
tional Audubon Society, P. 0. Box 
786, Charleston, 5. C. 29402. 

For those who may worry about 
snakes while enjoying Charleston 
area natural sites , or anywhere else , 
the South Carolina Museum Com
mission has published an excellent 
full-color brochure on South Caroli
na's snakes. 

In addition to full color photo
graphs of the state's more common 
species the brochure also covers the 
natural history of snakes , what to do 
for snake bite, identification and how 
to avoid poisonous species. 

To receive this publication send 50 
cents (for printing costs and mailing) 
per copy to Snakes, South Carolina 
Museum Commission, P. 0. Box 
11296, Columbia, S.C. 29201. 



Rediversion and Striped Bass: 
Many Questions, Few Answers 

Although the striped bass fishing 
industry in South Carolina has en
joyed a glamorous past and a suc
cessful present, its future may be in 
jeopardy, according to the state 
fisheries biologists. 

The move to ease the silting prob
lem in Charleston Harbor by redivert
ing the flow of the Santee River out of 
the Santee-Cooper Lakes could re
sult in a dark future for the state's 
internationally famous landlocked 
striped bass fishery, note state 
wildlife officials. 

A major concern is the hatchery 
operation now located on the 
Cooper River and the annual herring 
run up the Cooper, which is impor
tant in maintaining the quality striper 
fishery. 

Built in 1961, the state hatchery 
now produces striped bass fry. These 
fry are raised to fingerlings at state 
hatcheries and distributed to South 
Carolina reservoirs. Fry are also dis
tributed to other states with striped 
bass stocking programs. 

Hatchery production at the 
Moncks Corner hatchery depends on 
the striped bass population in the 
Cooper River. Here females are 
caught and stripped of their eggs for 
fertilization at the hatchery. Produc
tion of fry is the key to the state's 
striped bass stocking program for in
land reservoirs. 

Rediversion is an approved Army 
Corps of Engineers project to redi
vert a major portion of the flow com
ing out of the Santee-Cooper Lakes 
from the Cooper to Santee. The 
Cooper runs into Charleston Harbor 
while the Santee empties into the At
lantic south of Georgetown. 

By rediverting this flow into the 
Santee, with the _construction of an 
extensive canal, the Corps of En
gineers plans to reduce the silt load 
now being dumped into the harbor. 
Dredging the harbor to alleviate the 

silting problem is costly, but the big 
problem is a shortage of spoil areas 
for the dredge material. 

The Corps plans to construct a new 
hatchery on the Santee so the wildlife 
department may continue with the 
striped bass program. It is not 
known, however, if there is enough 
of a striper population in the Santee 
to support the hatchery operation . 
Stripers are now being stocked in 
Santee in hopes of establishing a suf
ficient population to run the hatch
ery. But this remains an unknown . 

Another unknown: will the herring 
run of the Santee match that of the 
Cooper? Herring passed into the 
lakes from the Cooper n9w provide 
an important food link in the ~triped 
bass growth cycle . It is this " injec
tion" of herring that makes the San
tee Cooper lakes and the landlocked 
striped bass population there supe
rior to the other lakes where stripers 
have been introduced. 

The South Carolina Wildlife and 
Marine Resources Department has 
voiced concern for the project's im
pact on wildlife and fisheries re
sources throughout the history of 
project's planning. Recently 1he de
partment produced an evaluation of 
the expected impact on the project 
on fisheries habitat, water quality, 
recreation and other factors related 
to the conservation of wildlife and 
fisheries resources. 

In a letter to the State Water Re
sources Commission, wildlife de
partment executive director Dr . 
James A. Timmerman, Jr. empha
sized the many unknowns about the 
project. Said Timmerman: 

-"The construction of a replace
ment hatchery on the St. Stephen 
canal does not insure South Caroli
na's striped bass program. 

-"Establishment on the Santee 
River of a striped bass population of 
sufficient size to support the hatch
ery is uncertain . 
. - " Genetic and other biological 
characteristics of the Santee River 
striped bass currently are unknown. 

-"The success of substituting this 
brood stock in the established hatch
ing, rearing and stocking techniques 
is uncertain . 

-"Developing and testing the new 
brook stock and techniques will be 
costly, time consuming and a loss to 
our fishery resource." 

Timmerman's letter expressed 
other concerns for the project. 
Among them: loss of valuable wet
land and bottomland wildlife habitat, 
loss of timberland, loss of important 
shallow water fish spawning 
grounds, loss of endangered species 
habitat, damage to two estuarine 
areas and shellfish resources, the 
shrimp fishery in Charleston Harbor 
and the impact on the herring run 
each spring which is important to the 
Santee-Cooper striped bass fishery. 
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Gator taken from reflection pool at the University of South Carolina. 

If You Know An Alli~tor 
You Might Be lnterestect In This 

By far the most common complaint 
from the public about nuisance al
ligators is what wildlife biologists call 
" a simple sighting." Rarely is a gator a 
real threat to humankind. 
" But _ gators can be dangerous, 

especially those animals that become 
accustomed to hand feeding. Once 
they get used to handouts and be
come familiar with humans, they 
sometimes become aggressive. 

Feeding gators i s not recom
mended. Once an animal becomes 
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aggressive it also becomes a problem 
for the South Carolina Wildlife and 
Marine Resources Department. But 
these cases are more infrequent than 
simple sightings. 

From the public's point of view, 
other complaints might include 
gators in urban or suburban areas or 
in areas where they are simply not 
wanted. As alligator numbers in
crease throughout its range, more 
alligator-human encounters are 
bound to occur. 

Through a new procedure for re
sponding to nuisance alligator re
ports, department biologists and 
conservation officers will take ap
propriate action. This action could 
include destroying or removal of the 
animal or it might involve simply an 
investigation of the circumstances. 

Ken Stansell, a wildlife department 
non-game biologist who supervises 
the department ' s Endangered 
Species Section, said that new pro
cedure will standardize the action 
taken by department officers answer
ing complaints about alligators. "We 
developed this procedure," Stansell 
explained, " to respond more effec
tively to the persons who have a gen
uine alligator problem." 

All the categories of the new pro
cedure require the investigating of
ficer to file a report of the incident. 
The report will bear the name, ad
dress and telephone number of the 
complaining party. Also included in 
the report wi 11 be a description of the 
incident and the evaluation of the in
vestigating officer. The person who 
files the complaint must sign the re
port. Before this system was set up, 
Stansell added, answering alligator 
complaints posed a problem to the 
department. In the past , he 
explained, the department would get 
a complaint about a troublesome 
animal and the call could be routed 
through a numberofchannels, delay
ing handling of the problem. · 

Under the new system, anyone 
with a problem alligator can expect 
immediate assistance from the de
partment. " With this program," 
Stansell said, " we already know what 
we will do before we get into the 
field . It provides uniformity for the 
officers handling these cases. But the 
major advantage is providing imme
diate response to the public. " 

Stansell pointed out that alligators 
are listed as endangered or threat
ened in South Carolina. While the 
gator is listed as "endangered" 
throughout most of the state by the 
U.S. Interior Department, its status 
was changed recently to " threat
ened" in part of certain counties. Ei
ther designation provides for the full 
protection of the alligator from 
human molestation . 



Steel Shot 
Zones Reduced 

Only two South Carolina counties 
will be restricted to steel or "non
toxic" shot for waterfowl hunters 
next seasqn, according to regulations 
set by the United States Fish and 
Wildlife Service. 

Next season waterfowl hunters in 
Georgetown and Colleton Counties 
will be required to use only steel or 
non-toxic shot while hunting water
fowl. The regulations are in effect be
cause of severe lead poisoning 
among waterfowl species in critical 
areas nationwide. 

Originally the federal wildlife ser
vice had proposed that Georgetown 
and Colleton Counties as well as 
Charleston, Beaufort Counties and 
the Santee-Cooper Lakes including a 
150-yard zone around the two lakes 
be restricted to steel shot only. 

Put Something Wild 
in Your Life 

And Something Neat 
on Your Body_ 

Support the 
wildlife of 

South Carolina . 
by wearing this good 

looking t-shirt from 
South Carolina Wildlife . 

T-shirts are perfect 
for leisure outings . 

Choose from navy, light 
blue, kelly green or 

orange - all with white 
lettering and the SOUTH 

CAROLINA WILDLIFE 
logo on the back. Sizes S, 

Sea Island Ecology Studied 
The uunique and irreplaceable" sea 
islands of South Carolina and Geor
gia are the subject of an ecological 
characterization study now under
way by the South Carolina Wildlife 
and Marine Resources Department. 

Dr. Edwin B. Joseph, director of the 
department's Marine Resources Di
vision, said that the study will seek to 
"develop a detailed ecological pic
ture of a large section of coastline 
that can be used to evaluate man
induced impacts such as offshore oil 
exploration and development." 

A grant of $387,098 was awarded 
the department by the United States 
Fish and Wildlife Service to conduct 
the study. Very little fieldwork will be 
involved; the study will assemble and 

review all published and unpub
lished information on the coastline of 
the two states. 

Joseph said the marine division 
was the only non-commercial firm to 
bid on the contract which was 
awarded on the basis of the "best 
value bid" rather than a low oid. 

Involving more than 20 department 
marine staff personnel, the study will 
run for 21 months. Personnel from 
the Georgia Department of Natural 
Resources and consultants from col
leges and universities of both states 
will also be involved. 

Three similar studies of sections of 
coastline · in Texas and Louisiana, 
Maine and the Pacific Northwest 
have also been funded recently. 

Preseive 
Wtldlife 

Order our new custom 
brown leather-like binder 
today. It's so handsome, 
you'll want to display it in 
a prominent place in 
your home. The front cover 
is attractive enough for any 
coffee table. Our binder 
holds one year of 
the magazine and has 
easy-to-insert metal rods to 
secure each issue in place. 
It's a great gift to 

accompany a subscription to 
SOUTH CAROLINA WILDLIFE 

too - birthdays, anniver

M, L, XL $5.00. Use the enclosed order form in 
this magazine or send check or money order to : 

saries, graduation. 
Order yours today! Only $6 including postage and 
handling. Please use the enclosed order form or, if it's 
gone, send $6 to: South Carolina Wildlife, South Carolina Wildlife, P.O . Box 167, Columbia, 

SC 29202 Please designate a second color choice. P.O. Box 167, Columbia, SC 29202 
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Rediversion 
This move to ease the silting 
problem in Charleston Harbor 
may be in the public interest, 
but it could portend a dark 
future for South Carolina's 
internationally famous land
locked striped bass fishery. 

Allhough the Wiped baM lpOtTfW.,ng .nduSlfy ,n Soulh 
Co,ol,no l'OI en,oved o glomo,o,n pos1 ond o wccesdul 
prflet't, itsfutu<emoybe,n;ec,po,dy, 

" The b:k of adequate sp:,w,,,ng grounds, paucity of 
lo,c,g,e, ond the generol dereriorgriQn of WOTer quoltty w ill 
,educe lhe Cooper River slriped bass populo1,on," Soulh 
C.orohno Wildl,fe ond Morine RflOU,ees ~ nment 
hecuriYe Oire<1or Or . Jomes A. Timmermon J< . wrcre 
,ecenil,-. 

T1mmfimon'1 wo,n,ng come in o leher 10 the South 
Cc,olino w_, Resources Commiuion conc:em'"!il the 
Wildl,fe Oeponmer11·s concern o,,er pc..., ,iol effec;:i,; of 
the p,oposed Coope, River Redi..- Projecl . Rediwe<
soon is p,oposed a. 0 meons cf redvc:ing 1ilkJlion 1n lhe 
O-lu1onHorbot. c-,,,..,.donl'oqeJ 

LET'S GET 
DOWN TO 

SOME SERIOUS · 
HUNTIN' 

AND FISHIN' 
If you can appreciate an afternoon 

with a double-barreled shotgun, a 
good,,singles dog and a covey of quail 
fanned out in the b roomsedge , a big 
buck with a rocking chair on his head 
wending a trail toward your stand, or 
a deep-fighting striper-who knows 
how big! - taking your line with him 
and you doing everything in your 
power to s top him -- You'll ap
predate The Resource . 

Every month we' ll tell you How To, 
When To and Where To enjoy the 
very bes t hunting, fishing, etc . that 
South Carolina has to offer. You'll 
personally feel every tug on the line 
w hen a big fish is fighting, every anx
ious moment before that first gobbler 
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of the ~eason is enticed into gun 
range . The stories and pictures in The 
Resource will chronicle the outdoors 
of South Carolina, looking at the 
present, the future and the past. 

The Resource is your newspaper. 
All your hard questions will be an
swered in the Inquiry section. Your 
opinions will be printed in the Letters 
section. Free of charge you can place 
advertisements in the Outdoor Mar
ket to buy or sell any item related to 
the out-of-doors. A special Outdoor 
Heritage Section will take you back in 
time to the people, the stories and the 
crafts that give South Carolina out
doorsmen such rich memories . 

All of this can be yours for only $3 a 
year. So get serious and order now. 

Send your order to: 

The Resource 
P. 0 . Box 167 

Columbia , S. C. 29202 
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Either we've 
produced a fantastic 
book or we've fooled 

a lot of people1 

Judge for yourself! SOUTH CAROLINA WILDLIFE 
magazine has been named the best of its kind in 
North America for the past three years . Subscribers 
have tripled during that time . Complimentary letters 
pour in each day. 
Yes, the magazine has achieved fame and continues 
to grow and improve . BUT what about 
the fantastic book? 
Well, A CAROLINA PROFILE is a collection of the 
best articles, photographs and paintings from 
SOUTH CAROLINA WILDLIFE magazine -160 
high quality pages of unbeatable color and 
excitement. It' s a priceless collection from the 
heritage, culture and natural beauty of South 
Carolina - presented in a beautiful hard-bound 8½ " 
x 11" volume . 
Here we can give you only a small taste of what you 
can expect. For instance you will open the book and 
see "Mountain Greening" - the beauty of upcountry 

, Carolina spring with photographs by Eliot Porter; 
"The Bright Gifts of Autumn" - a portfolio of 
wildlife paintings by Larry Toschik . You'll see the 
splendor of "Mountain Cascades" - South Carolina 
waterfalls photographed by Art Carter. You'll visit 
South Carolina's sea islands with 
photographers Ted Borg and Art Carter 
in "A Priceless Place" and see 
the natural beauty 
of Capers Island or 
explore Daufuskie 
Island with artist 
Robert Mills . 
You see much, 
much more of the 
beauty that IS 
South Carolina . 
An exclusive offer 
- only $15 for this 
exciting book! 
Order your copy 
today and treasure 
the beauty of our state 
for years to come. 
Use the enclosed order 
form and envelope to re
serve your copy today. 

If it's gone ,send .order to : 

South Carolina Wildlife 
P.O. Box 167 , Columbia, S.C. 29202 




