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•,r,·,~ 1t bo1<s e the jumping-off place," I 
.i ~ · ought to myself. · i The road seemed to just stop, and 

;(I/ since I did know that the only thing 
f- · worse than being lost was being stupid, I 

leaned out the window and asked the 
white lightnin' character what the name 
of the town was. 

"This here's the Jumping-Off Place," he 
said through yellow teeth. 

ev~-• - _ 
Wit , tn1?i rQ . 

one path ti{~;, t er, with the same 

There are some people we all expect 
to be wise guys; New York cab drivers, 
IRS men, and people you happen to be 
asking a favor from, but ain't no hick in 

result eveiyooe1';- s gets. I still didn't 
know where to go. 

The difference between failure After a minute or two the spirit of 
and success is often just a little in- wisdom had yet to appear, so I 

. . s ·r I I confidently took the left fork. I soon had 

the world gonna sit on a orange crate 
and cut me down for the fun of it, 
particularly in the mood I was in then. 

"That did it! " I said in a loud voice, and 
made a great show of jumping out of the 
car, slamming the door and stomping 
around in the dust while I rolled up my 

sptrat,on. o I you re ever ,ost on doubts, however, as the road got smaller 
your way to a hot bass pond and and smaller and there was no place to 
wind up in a little nothing of a town, turn around. 
don't let some smart a/eek coax you After five or six miles, at about five 
off the edge. miles an hour, I was wishing I had stayed 

My friend Jimmy seemed to know 
what he was talking about when he gave 
me directions, but I didn't trust my 
memory so I made him draw me a map. 
You kn'ow how it is when you go 
somewhere new, you just don't want to 
fool around. 

Jimmy had been promising for two or 
three years to tell me how to get to what 
he described as the "number one bass 
pond in the world" but up until now he 
always managed to find an excuse. I 
don't know what came over him, but 
right out of the blue he came over to the 
house, told me everything about it and 
drew me a map. 

So here I was on this little dirt road, 
pulling the boat, when the road forked 
and Jimmy's map didn't . I did what 
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home. I was hot, tired and becoming 
increasingly frustrated at having to keep 
my eyes on the road all the time so I 
could stay on the ruts, when suddenly I 
looked up and there was a town! 

Just to keep the record straight it 
wasn 't much of a town, just an old 
Sinclair filling station, which was closed , 
a railroad depot but no tracks, and a 
general store with a piece of cotton 
hairpinned on the screen to keep the 
flies off. Far as I could tell there was only 
one living soul there-a hillbilly wearing 
bib overalls and brogans with no socks. 

He hadn't shaved in about a week and 
the tobacco in his cheek gave him the 
appearance of a contented milk cow. He 
sat blissful! , on the depot platform on an 
old Nehi orange crate as he surveyed 
his domain. 

sleeves. "Come on down offen that 
Nehi crate!" 

Slowly he raised a tobacco stained 
finger and pointed to the sign on the 
depot. "That's what the sign says. Been 
sayin' it ever since I been here," he 
drawled. 

It was rusty, but sure enough, I could 
make it out-"Jumping-Off Place." 

To tell the truth I was still mad but 
kinda glad I didn't have to fight. You 
never know when a fellow is a biter. 

" It's a crazy name for a town! " I was 
still a little belligerent. 

"Yep," I guess it is," he said . "'Cept it 
ain 't really a town. It's a mightly useful 
place though." 

" If it ain 't a town, what do you do 
here?" 

"This is where people come who 
realize they have made a mess out of 
their lives and jump off the edge of the 
earth ." He never changed his expression. 



That did it! I kicked that crate about 
twenty feet and grabbed him before his 
hind end hit the splinters. 

11 Hold on! " he said . "Look around you . 
There ain't no road leading outta here. 
The road you came in on is gone! Don't 
that strike you strange? Look at that line 
of trees. See anything unusual? That's the 
edge of the earth! " 

He was right. The road was gone and 
the only thing on the other side of the 
trees was sky. All the way down to 
the grass. 

"How do you think you came to be 
here?" he screamed, "You think that fork 
in the road was there yesterday? You 
think you can ride five miles on any road 
and not find a place to turn around?" 

The awful truth slowly seeped through 
my mind. Something was bad wrong. 

I turned him loose and stepped back, 
but even though the Nehi crate was 
gone, he never changed positions. He 
just continued sitting there just like the 
crate was under him, chewing his cud. 

"Uh huh. You ain't as dumb as you 
look," he said . "You's seeing the light. " 

I was plenty scared, but I was a lot 
more curious. 11What do you mean, the 
ones who have made a mess of their 
lives come here to jump off the edge of 
the earth? You don't look like you have 
done so much with your life, and you 
ain 't jumped." 

"Well , I wouldn't say that now," he 
looked like he was gaining confidence 
with every word. " I been sittin' right here 
doin' exactly this for over a thousand 
years, and as long as I'm doing exactly 
what I want to do, I' ll never have to take 
the big leap." 

He went on to explain that the 
Jumping-Off Place was for those who 
had always intended to do something 
different with their lives, but for some 
reason or other had never got around to 
doing it. 

"They don't come until they get 
somewhere between forty and sixty-five 
years old, that's when they finally realize 
that they ain 't never goin' to do whatever 
it is that they been wantin' to do all their 
lives, and it's too much of a shock. That's 
when they just don't feel like resistin' any 
more, and fate sends them here." 

"You oughta see 'em. The younger 
ones, why, they take a runnin' jump out 
into the big misty, while some of the old 
codgers just sort of toddle off the edge." 

11 Had a housewife down here last 
week. Always wanted to be some sort of 

interior decorator. Kept puttin ' it off until 
it was too late. Then she came down 
here and jumped. Did a swan dive. Day 
before that I had a doctor who always 
wanted to be a forester. Said to himself 
he was goin' to doctor until he had 
enough money to quit and take to the 
woods. He realized on his sixty-third 
birthday he wasn't never goin to do it. 
Drove his little Caddy right off the edge. 
"Boy, but that was something to see," he 
laughed a downright disgustin' laugh. 

Finally he regained control of himself 
and continued. "Those would-be book 
writers. Get a lot of them. Seems they 
always think way back in the back of 
their minds they are going to write a 
book and get rich and famous. That's sort 
of a crutch they lean on. When they 
finally realize they ain't gonna do it, they 
can't face life without the crutch, so they 
come here to me. 

" 'Course, I get all kinds. 
Schoolteachers who want to start a 
nursery, grocery clerks who intend to 
start their own business one day, 
carpenters who plan to be contractors, 
farmers who one day plan to add on a 
little fertilizer business, the list goes on 
and on. ' 

"They all have one thing in common, 
he said. "They keep putting if off and 
find ing excuses and saying 'before long 
I'm gonna' .... . but they never do, and 
then it's too late." 

"What happens to them when they 
jump off?" I asked. 

"They turn into shooting stars, boy. 
Gives 'em a second or two of glory, then 
it's all over." 

We sat in silence for a minute, then he 
looked me straight in the face. "O . K. 
now it's your turn. Sure would appreciate 
it if you would try to do something 
spectacular-maybe you could climb 
one of those trees and jump off. Ain't 
nobody done that in a year or so." 

I had to be brave and I knew it. " I ain't 
jumpin' into the big misty now, next 
week or ever! There are a lot of things I 
intend to do, and I ain't give up yet! I 
must have come here by mistake! " 

His eyes grew cold . "Ain't no mistake 
boy. Fate don't send you here but for 
one reason. Now get on with it!" 

I began grasping at straws. "You got it 
all wrong! The Jumping-Off Plac_.:: doesn't 
necessarily mean the ending place-it 
could mean the beginning." 

He looked a little confused and I 
pressed harder-"When folks are 

discouraged and come here, you could 
give them some words of encourage
ment convince them it's not too late and 
send them back! You know as well as I do 
it ain't never too late. You been sittin' here 
a thousand years doing the wrong thing! " 

He looked like he was about to cry, 
and I knew the momentum had shifted 
to my side. 

" Instead of doing something terrible, 
you could do something positive for 
mankind, something that would ma~e 
you proud of yourself. You don't seem 
too proud now." I could see that my 
argument was getting through to him. 

He hung his head, then suddenly 
raised up and looked me right in tbe eye. 
"You are right! I'm full of magic. I know 
what to say to them to give 'em renewed 
hope. I can do it. " 

We shook hands, and I was right 
proud of myself as I drove away on the 
narrow road. Suddenly, I was confronted 
by a hayseed riding a mule toward the 
Jumping-Off Place. 

11 Please move outen the way," he said. 
" I got to get to that town up there. 
Somethin' is pulling me." 

"Hold on there a minute, buddy. Why 
do you look so despondent?" As if I 
didn't know. 

" I been diggin' taters all my life, but I 
always had hopes of runnin ' for office 
and goin' to Columbia and gettin ' out of 
the dirt. Today I dropped five big taters 
as I came out of the field , and I left 
them. Never bothered to pick them up. 
That's when I realized I'd never be a 
politician." 

I asked him his name. 
"Caleb Auntsy. " 
11Caleb, you go on down there to that 

town," I told him. "You are going to 
make a fine politician. " 

I let him by and drove on outa there 
proud as a fella could be. 

Never did get to Jimmy's bass hole, but 
I kept his map in case ~ .,1. t, 
I ever found my ,t· 

dreams running .\ \~,J 
out of gas. 1~-
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ight birds-minions of darkness-omens of evil-we've all heard of 

wls and whippoorwills. Far fewer have made an acquaintance with these 
asters of the night, birds that are more in their element after dark than in 
e daytime. Their habits and camouflage must keep them shrouded in 

• ...:__-r· ,,,ystery, for few of us can take the time, or have the inclination, to rise with 
,.1 ... them at sunset and go to our beds at dawn . 

The nocturnal habits of these creatures have stimulated a variety of 
. ,. - legends and myths. The legend that "When the hoot owl calls in the 

1e C ~~iill es daytime, someone nearby has died" is a common notion. Another attri-
- ~ • • - 1 16 <-.- butes wisdom to the bird with a somewhat human countenance that 1~.J!lV<l the ~. · patiently surveys its domain in the daylight. One such legend has become 

. ':~.:;; 11,;/ .4.LJi~f1.//\''fflI t institutionalized. European goatherds centuries ago noticed long-winged 
C:..f 1:zraai1t1~ {Pr ~•~1~,-..-r~nejjL1 birds with big heads flying around the herds at dusk. Perhaps the goats 
.~11,;'.;x _ .f o£J ~ --· · , ~ l • .h- ~,..J ' h ':.- -/2 gave less milk the following day than the herders expected; the herders ~- ..;_;;:~~ . e .t3§Cl:Ll3 tg t an - J blamed the low yield on the birds. Thus the name Caprimulgus, Latin 

, ::--- / : meaning "sucker of goats", has become the common name for the 
_J_ '!l -/1. ~ends t&t ltave grown whippoorwill group. Linnaeus also called them Caprimulgus in his 

;. 0- <t:,_ Y--11 h Systema Naturae. So our birdbooks will always refer to these birds as 
<v -~~ . .z_ ~c..u' > -u.p . ,ut t em. _ goatsuckers, although they have never lived up to their name. ,;~v );,., > · L, . - <-{ s 

N ., . j· _.-C: l· \ . ---. ~ '-- \_ "' . V t 
..._ 0 -~ 1l\1t-_- - -{~ 1~ ,-.., . 



In numerous respects the whippoorwills and owls are alike. Both 
groups have soft feathers which permit silent flight. Both groups are 
plain-colored; the tans, grays and browns of their plumage make them 
nearly invisible as they sit motionless in the daytime, sleeping. Both 
groups are more well-known by voice than by appearance. Both have 
been subject to superstition. These common features in their biology and 
in our response to them no doubt reflect the fact that they belong to the 
world of darkness, and that world is a mysterious one for human beings. 
Striking as these similarities appear, however, the differences in adaptation 
to night life are far more notable. 

,, Owls are better known than goatsuckers, perhaps because they are 
_ ;: predators and achieve larger size. Everything about owls is geared for swift , 

--?_:> capture of prey in darkness. Three such adaptations are obvious. 
_/_--'::;:.::_-,';;~///,/ ... First, owls have big eyes and extraordinary ability to see in dim light. 

_£.~«:_ t::''::.:;_,-. 1 ~,_0,_ /'--~• 1 ' ,, Several studies ?n different species have sh?wn_ that owls can see ~ell . 
___..2"'~:-~::.:: ·0,/,',,,// ·-,,, - ;, 1., ... enough to hunt in less than10 percent of the hght 1ttakes us to see. Unhke 

~;-4 -- - ✓ _ '-,,.;-~-

41
•-~ -,:,: . ✓✓, / J' "t\ -~•; those of other birds, owls' eyes are in the front of their faces. This permits 

_::.:;;f_--- ., ' ,l ~.::4,;· ,;" Jt. ljt ~"JI owls to see objects with both eyes at the same time. However, the eyes are 
_,.,~ ~~ · .:1.,-;:-';~- · ,,_l ~•:,,;:r~1 \\ fixed in the sockets and cannot move. So owls move their heads instead of 

~ /.1/._,, ,, , "' , -1 · :r, \I' their eyes, rotating their heads as much as 270 degrees. They can look over 
~ P--

1 1 • ;-- · · J fJI ~ \ 1 their left shoulder by turning their heads to the right. The reflex of turning , 
/ , t~ f1' , the head back around is lightning fast, as you can learn by walking around · 

1 an owl in a cage. The other obvious modifications are the strong beak and 

Like other owls, the great horned owl is one of the 
most efficient predators of the night. The great 
homed owl's foot (shown lifesized) is adapted so that 
the outer toe is capable of grasping in a forward or 
rear position. This aids in holding the prey. The owl is 
a silent flyer because of fine hair-like projections on 
the lead edge of its primaries which reduce friction 
against the air thereby muffling sound. 
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talons, the hunting and dining equipment of birds that kill to eat. 
Owls have other adaptations for life at night that aren't so obvious. Their 

ears are very sensitive, especially to such high pitched sounds as those 
made by mice. The ear openings themselves are not symmetrical, but 
differ in shape and relative location. The specific function of this asym
metry has not been determined. Very probably it aids in locating the 
sources of sounds. Experiments with barn owls have shown that these 
birds can locate prey in total darkness using only their ears. 

Finally, owls have very soft, fluffy plumage. The edges of the primary 
flight feathers have tiny projections which break the flow of air over the 
wing in such a way that the birds fly silently. 

Food habits of most owls are quite well-known for two reasons. First, 
owls have no crop for food storage and bolt their food whole. The , 
indigestible parts of the food, bones, teeth, exoskeletons, and hair and 
feathers, are regurgitated as felted pellets of characteristic size. Second, 1 
owls frequently roost in the same place for extended periods of time. 
Having found such a roost, a researcher, can gather the pellets, dissect 
them, match up the skulls and jaws, and determine how many of what 
kinds of animals a particular owl has eaten. 



~ . 
FACIAL DISC 

A facial disc of skin and feathers is common to most 
owls and acts as a parabolic antenna in capturing and 
concentrating sound. Sound waves are channeled 
toward the inner ear through the thickened skin flap 

, (operculum) so that the prey may be located. Studies 
of the barn owl have shown a further adaptation for 

1 
this owl in the asymmetrical location of the oper-

' cu/um and external ear openings. It is believed that 
having one ear opening higher on the skull than 
the other may aid in pinpointing the elevation of 
the target. 

The result of patient gathering and analysis of hundreds of such pellets 
form a good outline of the food habits of the various species. Primary 
foods of all the species are small mammals, supplemented by birds, 
snakes and other prey. 

South Carolina is home to four owls, in two sizes. The screech owl is our 
small breeding owl, and the barn, great horned, and barred owls are the 
large ones. In winter several other species enter the state, including at 
times the huge white snowy owl which breeds in Arctic tundra habitats. 

More often heard than seen, the diminutive screech or squinch owl is 
common throughout the state. A resident of woodlands, it is very much a 
nocturnal creature, and hence seldom seen. Squinches aren't shy and will 
approach quite closely to a whistled imitation of their tremolo call. How
ever, screech is a most inappropriate name for the plaintive wailing notes. 
This species nests in hollow trees usually, but wood duck boxes are 
becoming increasingly popular nest sites. 

If screech is an inappropriate name, hoot owl is very much an apt 
designation for the barred owl, the common swamp owl of the low 
country. Under moss-draped cypress and gum trees, their calls are certain 
to be heard at night, and are a frequent daytime sound. But they do more 
than hoot. They wail, scream and chuckle as well. When one individual 
starts up its "Hoo-hoo-hoo-hoo, hoo-hoo-hoo-hooaw," another may very 
well answer, and then another. 

Join in the chorus yourself; the call is quite easy to mimic. One of the 
owls may approach close enough to give you a very good look at it. This 
species often nests in hollow trees and may enter a bird box big enough to 
accommodate its large (20 inch long) size. 

The barred owl's counterpart in upland woods is the other hoot owl, the 
great horned owl. No bird in eastern North America can lay claim to its title 
of "King of the Forest." 

Almost all animals smaller than the great horned owl appear in its diet, 
including skunks, rabbits, crows, red-tailed hawks, and barred owls, 
although mice form the largest proportion of its food. These owls are very 
well-equipped to capture larger prey, as they have enormous talons and a 
very strong beak. The gripping force of their feet is about as strong as or 
stronger than that of a man's hand. Understandably, a homed owl's nest is 
often the only nest of a large bird in its woodlot. 

The third large owl, the barn or monkey-faced owl, has a nearly 
worldwide distribution. This is the species commonly figured in folktales 
such as the "Owl and the Pussycat." Unlike the other owls, this one is 
virtually silent. The combination of silence and strictly nocturnal habits 
makes this a very inconspicuous creature. This species is found around 
abandoned buildings, even in relatively populated areas. It hunts in open 
areas. Breeding can occur in almost any month in South Carolina and 
seems not to be concentrated in any one season. 

7 



NIGHTHAWK 

SCREECH OWL 
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Owls are powerful killers, goatsuckers (nightjars) are not. The approach 
to night existence that evolved with nightjars is a much different, more 
subtle one. All are graceful long-winged flyers that maneuver silently 
about in the nocturnal world. 

The contrast between the powerful owls and delicate goatsuckers is 
./JP most apparent in the eyes, feet and bills. Nightjar eyes are huge translu-

~ ~ - cent spheres on the sides of the skull. The eyes are able to focus together 
., :: ~-,; 6t ·;, on objects behind as well as those in front of the bird. Nightjar feet are 

/ 

small and weak with short legs. Althougb capable of perching in the usual 
cross-wise manner on limbs, the typical nightjar pose is perching along 
limbs. This trait aids in making them nearly invisible as they sleep. The bills 
are relatively small, but very wide, and open to form cavernous mouths. 
The "upper lip" or rictus of these birds sports a moustache of long bristles. 
The huge mouth and tactile bristles are the equipment these birds use to 
capture the large, juicy night-flying insects that form the mainstay of their 
fare. Rather than sucking milk, those birds long ago were catching insects 
that were flying around the goats. 

Three nightjars breed in South Carolina, and one of them winters here 
as well. The whippoorwill and the chuck-will's widow, are forest birds that 
roost on the forest floor, looking for all the world like sticks lying on the 
leaf litter: The third species, the nighthawk, is more common about cities 
and towns. 

Whippoorwills and chuck-will's widows, called whips and chucks by 
avid birdwatchers, are very similar in their habits and habitats. Both are 
strictly nocturnal, beginning their searches for food around forest edges 
only late in the twilight. Both nest on the ground, and will carry their eggs 
in their mouths to a new spot if the eggs are discovered and handled. Both 
are named for their calls. Whippoorwills give a ringing three-note call 
which may be repeated 1,000 times in succession without a pause. The call 
ends on an upbeat. Chuck-will's widows give a four-note call that ends on 
a downbeat. Both in its tempo and persistence the chuck's call is more 
leisurely than the whip's. 

The two species are ecological replacements of each other. Whippoor
wills spend the winter in South Carolina, and migrate north at the same 
time as chuck-will's widows arrive from the South in the spring. Chucks 
are larger and commonly eat large beetles and moths, as well as small 
birds the size of warblers. Their huge mouths may be as much as two 
inches wide. Whips eat slightly smaller prey and have been known to 
clean up the hordes of mosquitoes hovering around sleeping campers. In 
the upper piedmont and foothills of the South Carolina mountains, both 
species can be heard at the same time on calm April and May nights, 
inviting the listener to linger awhile outside before retiring. 

The nighthawk, or bullbat, is not as strictly nocturnal as its cousins, but 
begins its aerial feeding before sunset. "Bullbat time" has come to mean 
the time to quit work for the day and head home to supper. Flying high 
above town they wheel, drive, and soar in a fascinating display of aerial 
skill. Long after dark has masked the rooftops where they nest, their 
"paent ... paent" calls can be heard as they continue feasting. The call is 
not memorable enough to have become their names; nighthawk refers to 

~~~~E~~~~~-~ their appearance and feeding habits. Perhaps they are called "bullbats• 
. . . .. because of their large size when compared to the bats which may also fly t'-'~? at the same hours. 
,~~. Night and day are less distinct in our world than in an older South 
~~,2:·:-;·-. Carolina. Electricity has extended our days and allowed people to work on 

into darkness. The night has become a nuisance instead of a time to 
unwind. Too easily we can forget the mystery, the slight fear, the feeling 
that we are tiny, that almost always comes when we enter the world of 

CHUCK-WILLS-WIDOW darkness. No electrical substitute exists for an hour spent in the darkening 
forest, nor for the excitement that the call of the chuck-will's widow and 
the tremolo of the screech owl bring to a work-weary spirit. 





Lightning is most likely to strike tall 
objects such as trees as they furnish a 
shorter path between the ground and 
cloud. Forest fires are often caused by 
"hot" charges that may exceed five times 
the surface temperature of the sun . "Cold" 
charges rarely start fires, but may blast a 
tree apart by rapid expansion of trapped 
gases within the wood. 

squirming deeper into the slime. I 
would have gladly switched places with 
any clam on earth at that moment. If 
you've been in the middle of an electric 
storm you know the feeling. 

Our age-old predicament-call it 
"Huma_n Beings, Helpless in the Face of 
Natural Fury," the outrage of arbitrary 
chance, quick last-minute prayer and 
emotional nakedness, stark drooling 
terror. Our luck held, our prayers were 
answered, and the storm finally moved 
on. Shaken and muddy from head to 
toe, we decided to forget oysters 
altogether and go out to eat. We heard 
later that a woman had been struck and 
killed by lightning just a half-mile down 
the beach. 

Lightning is the most frequently
encountered natural bomb with which 
mankind has to deal. Our fear of it 
is deep and primeval and it takes us 
back to the cave. 
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Throughout history, men have been so 
disturbed by the presence of lightning in 
their world that they've usually 
endowed it with supernatural 
importance. The ancient Greeks, for 
example, considered thunder and 
lightning omens of Zeus. They easily 
imagined him tossing lightning with his 
bare hands and designated any place 
struck by lightning as sacred. The 
Romans felt the same way about the 
bolts supposedly hurled by their Jupiter. 
The Persians interpreted lightning as a 
gesture of divine wrath, noting that 
lightning usually strikes the highest and 
mightiest thing around. And so on, 
down to the Indians of North America, 
who believed that lightning is the flash 
of the thunderbird's eye as he winks. 

Today, we modem sophisticates still 
marvel at newspaper accounts of some 
person's miraculous survival of a 
lightning strike, or a number of strikes, 

and may add a note of sincerity to a tale 
by taking the familiar oath about 
lightning striking us down (until it's 
nearby, of course.) For reasons both 
practical and religious, man has always 
given lightning a measure of respect. 

And for good reason. Lightning 
strikes the earth about eight million 
times everyday. It is estimated that some 
1800 thunderstorms are in progress over 
the earth's surface at any given moment, 
and that lightning strikes the planet 100 
times each second. During the period of 
one year, strikes in the United States 
alone kill some 150 people and injure 
another 250. 

Property loss-fire and other damage 
to structures, aircraft damage, livestock 
deaths and injuries-is estimated at 
more than $100 million. Each year 
lightning sets an estimated 10,000 forest 
fires that destroy $30 million worth of 
timber and cost $100 million to control. 



(Not all lightning damage occurs on the 
ground. Some 60-70 percent of 
weather-related Air Force aircraft 
accidents are caused by lightning. 
Commercial airplanes are struck about 
once in every 5,000 flying hours. In most 
cases, nothing bad happens; the 
lightning simply flows over the outside 
shell of the plane, and when damage 
does occur, it is usually slight.) 
Lightning causes almost twice as many 
deaths as hurricanes and about the same 
amount of property damage and 
fatalities as tornadoes. 

And even today, although our study of 
lightning is more scientific than 
mystical, there remains at the heart of 
the matter a basic unsolved mystery. 
Lightning continues to puzzle the 
experts, and the process by which 
thunderclouds become electrified 
remains uncertain. 

Most scientists believe that lightning 

is an electrical discharge-an enormous 
spark-that occurs as the by-product of 
electrification within a thunderstorm 
cloud system. Basically, it happens like 
this: updrafts of warm, moist air rising 
into cold air cause small cumulus clouds 
to grow into the large cumulonimbus 
cloud systems we associate with 
thunderstorms. These turbulent cloud 
systems tower above their companions 
and dominate the atmospheric 
circulation and electrical field over a 
wide area. This transition from a small 
cloud to a turbulent, electrified monster 
can occur in as little as 30 minutes. 
. As a thunderstorm cumulonimbus 
develops, a complex interaction of 
raindrops, ice crystals, charged particles, 
and complicated energy exchanges 
produce an electrical field within the 
cloud: a net positive charge in the upper 
regions and a net negative charge in the 
lower ones. There are at least a dozen 

theories floating around scientific 
corridors to explain just why this 
happens. Most of them are too 
complicated and technical to explain 
here, but most experts believe that 
electrical charge is related to the 
formation of raindrops and ice crystals, 
and that thunderstorm electrification 
closely follows precipitation. 

Fact: Positive and negative electric 
charges always attract each other. The 
earth is normally negatively charged 
with respect to the atmosphere. But as a 
thunderstorm passes over the ground, 
the negative charge in the base of the 
cloud attracts a positive charge on the 
ground below and for several miles 
around the storm. This positive ground 
charge follows the storm like an electrical 
shadow, growing stronger as the 
negative cloud charge increases with the 
building storm. 

The charges in the ground ( +) and 
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cloud ( - ) try desperately to come 
together, but the air between them 
prevents this at first, because air is an 
insulator, a poor conductor of electricity 
As the positive charge in the earth 
moves along under the storm, it swarms 
up trees, buildings, chimneys, and 
steeples in its path in an effort to reach 
the negative cloud. 

Lightning occurs when the positive 
and negative electrical charges have built 
to a level that overcomes the resistance 
of the insulating air. First, the charge in 
the cloud begins to send down a short 
spurt of electricity, a "pilot leader," too 
faint to be visible, that sets up the initial 
portion of the lightning "stroke" path. 
This shoots down about 80 feet below 
the cloud, breaking apart ("ionizing") 
the atoms of air in its way. When air 
atoms are broken apart like this, they 
become better conductors of electricity. 

Next, a surge of current called a "step 
leader " follows the pilot, moving 100 feet 
or more at a time toward the ground, 
pausing, then repeating the sequence as 
the conductive path of ionized particles 
is established toward the ground. 
Meanwhile, the positive electric charge 
in the ground is being attracted and 
concentrated by the downward-flashing 
step leader. Then, when the leader 
almost reaches the ground, the ground 
charge may send up a leader of its own, 
a single or multiple "streamer," trying to 
connect with the leader from the cloud. 

All t~is happens in about a hundredth 
of a second. When the leaders from the 
ground and cloud, positive and 
negative, finally meet- look out. 

An unbroken pathway of ionized air 
now extends from cloud to ground. 
Along this path, a terrific flow of current 
rushes and lightning occurs. The flash 
we see is the return stroke from the 
ground, leaping upward at speeds 
approaching that of light, illuminating 
the branches of the descending leader 
track. Because these tracks point 
downward, the stroke appears to come 
from the cloud. The brilliant flash 
of the return stroke is the result of 
glowing atoms and molecules of air 
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energized by the stroke. 
The stroke itself follows a path of 

ionized air that may be as thin as a hair 
or about two inches wide. After the 
main stroke, several minor ones may 
rush up and down the path between 
ground and cloud, but so fast that they 
all appear as part of the one big flash. 
Once the channel has been established 
and the return stroke has ended, "dart" 
leaders from the cloud initiate secondary 
returns, until the opposing charges are 
dissipated or the channel is broken up 
by air movement. Even when lightning 
is not visible, current may continue to 
flow along the ionized channel set up by 
the initial step leader. 

Lightning's eagerness to flow between 
cloud and ground explains most of the 
seemingly bizarre things it does. It is 
more likely to strike tall objects, such as 
trees, buildings, steeples and towers, 
because they are full of positive charge 
and furnish a shorter path between 
cloud and ground. It smashes brick 
chimneys, wooden walls and plaster 
because such materials offer resistance to 
its progress. In forcing its way, it builds 
up internal pressures in the materials 
that expand with explosive force . 

The terms "hot" and "cold" lightning 
refer to those ground discharges that 
cause forest fires and those that do not. 
Flashes composed of strokes with 
currents of a few hundred amperes that 
last for at least a tenth of a second after 
their greatest intensity are capable of 
starting forest fires and are consequently 
called "hot." (Temperature estimates 
range from 27,000° F to 30,000° K, or five 
times hotter than the surface of the sun.) 
Flashes with shorter-lived currents cause 
only explosive damage to trees and are 
known as "cold." 'frees ripped apart by 
cold lightning are literally blasted by 
gases formed within the wood by the 
lightning's passage. 

Thunder is the crash and rumble 
associated with lightning, caused by the 
rapid expansion of air heated by the 
stroke. When lightning strikes nearby, it 
is usually a sharp explosion. More 
distant strokes produce the familiar 

Sheet ligh tning and "air discharges" 
sometimes accompany forked lightning. 
Discharges that light up the cloud with no 
visable channel to the ground are termed 
sheet lightning, while intracloud flashes 
that extend into the air around the cloud 
are called "air discharges ." 

growl and rumble of thunder, a result of 
sound being refracted and modified by 
the turbulent internal environment of a 
thunderstorm. Because the speed of light 
is about a million times that of sound, 
the distance (in miles) to a lightning 
stroke can be estimated by counting the 
number of seconds between lightning 
and thunder, and dividing by five . (5 
seconds = 1 mile.) 

Lightning takes many different forms . 
Some are dangerous; others harmless. A 
few are even downright weird. But all of 
them are beautiful in their own 
awesome way, and spectacular to the 
human eye. 

Sheet lightning is the result of 
discharges within the cloud that light up 
the cloud with no visible lightning 
channel, giving the cloud the brief 
appearance of a white sheet. (Flashes 
between a cloud and the surrounding air 
are called "air discharges." These occur 
when a flash moving toward the ground 
fails to reach it or when intracloud 
discharges extend into the air 
surrounding a cloud .) 

Forked lightning refers to a 
many-branched cloud-to-ground 
lightning flash. The familiar bolt-like 
discharge without these branches is 
called streak lightning. 

Sultry summer evening porch-sitters 
are no doubt familiar with the beauty of 
heat lightning, a distant cloud-to-ground 
or intracloud flash. Because of the great 
distance to the cloud, blue light is 
scattered from the flash and it appears to 
us characteristically red or orange like 
the setting sun or a distant battle in 
progress. Because of this distance, we 
rarely hear thunder with heat lightning. 

Chances are good that you've never 
seen either ribbon or bead lightning, 
additional forms of ground discharges. If 
a strong wind is blowing perpendicular 
to the line of sight during a multi-stroke 
flash, the lightning channel and 
following strokes may be blown 
sideways. Due to the residual image on 
the retina of the eye, a flash composed of 
several strokes may resemble a ribbon. 

Bead lightning is even less common 





than ribbon lightning. In this type of 
flash, the main channel breaks into 
luminous sections, or beads, as the light 
intensity of the channel decays. Some 
sections of the channel last longer than 
the rest, either because they are seen 
end-on or because they are larger in 
diameter and take longer to cool. 

Ball lightning is the strangest and 
most mysterious form of lightning. 
These 'tballs of fire" may appear as a 
moving, luminous globe, or a doughnut 
shape, or an ellipse, with a lifetime of a 
few seconds. They are often the size of 
an orange or grapefruit, with a red, 
orange, or yellow glow, and hiss as they 
hurtle from cloud to earth, move 
horizontally at a slow pace, roll along 
structures, or hang suspended in the air. 
Many of these balls do not rise, as a 
sphere of gas might be expected to do, 
and there is not yet an acceptable 
scientific theory to explain this bizarre 
phenomenon. 

The electromagnetic impulses of a 
lightning stroke sometimes produce 
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"whistlers," gliding tones which travel 
along lines of force in the earth' s 
magnetic field from their source in one 
hemisphere to a similar point in the 
opposite hemisphere, often echoing 
back and forth . They sound like bombs 
dropping in a World War II movie and 
sometimes even whistle an eerie tune . 

But all this is really beside the point. 
Because in spite of its beauty, awesome 
natural power, freakish behavior and 
strange forms, lightning is most of all 
dangerous to us earthlings. 
Thunderstorms always raise the 
question of practical safety; if you've 
ever been out on a boat, or hunting a 
ridge, or in an open field or marsh when 
lightning was popping all around-you 
remember what it's like. There are a few 
basic rules of survival during a heavy 
thunderstorm, for everyone-indoors or 
out, cruising down the highway or 
toting a backpack up the Appalachian 
'Ii-ail-and most of them are just good 
common sense. 

Most important: if at all possible, get 

indoors. A house, a barn, a shed, 
whatever's available and the bigger the 
better. Roofs and walls provide an easier 
path than the human body for lightning 
to follow to the ground. 

When a thunderstorm threatens, keep 
away from beaches, fields, golf courses 
and other open places. Don't go 
swimming; you may be electrocuted by 
lightning current that has travelled some 
distance. Even if it only stuns you, you 
could drown. Don't ride a bicycle or a 
horse, and stay off machinery. 

Avoid exposed hilltops, high masts 
and isolated tall trees. A tree is a triple 
threat: if the tree is struck, lightning may 
jump from it to your body; it may enter 
your body from the ground after striking 
the tree; or the tree may explode, 
injuring you with flying fragments. 
Don't go near wire fences, or any other 
wires. Lightning may travel long 
distances along barbed-wire fences, far 
from the place it originally struck. 

If you do get caught away from 
shelter, out in the open, take refuge in a 



ditch or cave or beneath an enbankment. 
If there's no shelter of any kind it's safer 
to lie on the ground than to stand. 

Fishermen are more likely to be killed 
by lightning than almost any other 
outdoor group. Boats in the water 
during a storm are hazardous to begin 
with, and wet fishing rods held aloft are 
particularly so. All tall objects-radio 
antennas, masts, fishing outriggers-are 
vulnerable. If you're caught in a small 
open boat when a storm comes up and 
you can't reach land, lay down your 
fishing rod and get low in the boat to 
wait out the storm. (You'll be happy to 
know that your chance of being struck 
under those circumstances is almost nil.) 

Most modem sailboats have metallic 
standing rigging, and lightning 
protection is relatively simple. The 
backstays, forestays and shrouds serve 
as conductors. You can rig up a 
make-shift lightning rod by clamping a 
length of #8 AWG copper wire to the 
lower end and grounding it over the 
side. (Do this right away when a storm 

appears; don't ever be caught "bridging" 
metal objects with your hands during a 
thunderstorm.) If the boat has a cabin or 
cuddy, you are better off inside. 

Indoors, the center of the room is the 
safest place. Beware of the fireplace, 
though. Since the chimney is usually the 
highest part of a house, lightning may 
strike there and follow down into the 
fireplace or stove. Wiring systems, water 
pipes, electric switches, open doors and 
windows, radiators, sinks, and plug-in 
appliances like hair dryers, razors and 
electric toothbrushes are all dangerous 
during an electrical storm. Some people 
like to use the interlude of a 
thunderstorm to telephone friends . 
Don't. Lightning may strike the wires 
outside and give you an earful. 

One of the safest places you can be 
during a storm is in your car, if it's an 
all-steel closed model. If the car is struck, 
the steel body will conduct the current 
around you to the ground. 

If someone is struck by lightning in 
your presence, don't hesitate to give aid 

Perhaps the most familiar form of 
lightning is the single bolt or streak. 
Forked lightning occurs when one or more 
branches split off from the main streak. 

for fear of electic shock. A victim, 
although burned, carries no electrical 
charge and can be handled safely. A 
person apparently "killed" by lightning 
can often be revived by prompt 
mouth-to-mouth resuscitation, cardiac 
massage and prolonged artifical 
respiration. In any group struck by 
lightning, the apparently "dead" people 
should be treated first; those who show 
vital signs will probably recover 
spontaneously, although burns and 
other injuries may require treatment. 

Recovery from lightning strikes is 
usually complete, except for possible 
impairment or loss of sight or hearing. 

So there you have it. Lightning. 
Respect it for what it is: an electrical 
connection between the heavens and 
earth. Enjoy its beauty. Fear it. It's 
okay-it's one of mankind's oldest and 
most profound fears. Feel the fear and 
reflect. But know the precautions to take 
when lightning happens, know the first 
aid, and know lightning for the natural 
miracle that if is. 
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AC()ASTAL 
PRIMER 

South Carolina's inlets, bays, coastline and offshore waters 
provide the angler with an almost endless variety of sportfishing 

throughout the seasons. The recipe for success begins with being in 
the right place at the right time and using the correct bait. 

by Donald Millus 

The Atlantic Ocean may appear overwhelming when seen for 
the first time. One can still walk mile upon mile of its beaches 
along the South Carolina coast without encountering a fence . 

Add the miles of South Carolina inlets and bays that are still 
accessible to a wading angler, walk out on the old or new piers 
that stretch from our beaches, or extend one's range with any 
craft from a rowboat to a yacht and the opportunities for saltwa
ter angling experience are innumerable. 

The variety of fishing on this coast is multiplied by the seasons 
as well as the place. In the inlets and bays flounder, croaker, spot, 
bluefish, summer and winter trout (weakfish), red 'and bl~ck 
drum, and sheepshead are some of the fish that will be taken at 
various times of the year. Many of these same fish will be caught 
from the piers or in the surf, but the additional range of the long 
coastal piers will also provide bigger game such as Spanish and 
king mackerel, cobia, sharks, and even tarpon on occasion. 
There is much from which to choose . 

For all of the food and game fish mentioned above no boat is 
needed, but even a fourteen-foot craft with oars, pole, or the 
smallest and most economical outboard motor will extend one's 
fishing possibilities in the brackish rivers, the bays, and the 
inlets of coastal Carolina. Add an eighteen-foot boat with a 
dependable motor and one can fish the many artificial reefs 
located within a few miles of shore for black sea bass, trout and 
other bottom fish or troll (drag a lure or bait) for Spanish or king 
mackerel in summer and early fall. 

Go to a larger boat and one has the Gulf Stream at his com
mand for bottom feeders such as grouper, as well as silver or red 
snapper, while dolphin and wahoo of over fifty pounds may 
attack trolled lures and baits near the surface. Sailfish, blue 
marlin and even broadbill swordfish are also brought into South 
Carolina marinas by sportfishermen with the means to tackle big 
game fishing far out at sea. 

But a big investment is not necessary for saltwater angling. 
One sunny autumn day I found an old black woman standing in 
six inches of still warm water in the creek behind the south end of 
Pawleys Island. The tide was coming in. She wore a white dress 
that had not even gotten wet, and a pair of tennis shoes protected 
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her feet, although there were no shells nor rocks on the sandy 
bottom she was fishing. With small pieces of shrimp for bait and 
the tiniest of freshwater corks to signal the bites, the woman had 
filled a pail with palm-sized spot during the incoming tide. Her 
gentle touch with fine hook, feather-light cork, and supple pole 
would have made Izaak Walton smile, for he too knew the 
pleasure and art of using natural baits for panfish. 

But most people who fish for sport and relaxation today use 
rods and reels . The first-time visitor to the South Carolina coastal 
plain need only a freshwater spinning or baitcasting outfit to be 
well-equipped to catch fish during every season of the year. 
Lines of from six to fifteen-pound test are suitable for most of the 
fishing that is available in bays and inlets, or even in the surf and 
especially from the piers. 

Terminal tackle-lures,sinkers, leaders and hooks-will vary 
slightly, but the basic freshwater rod and reel is all that one needs 
to start with for saltwater fishing along the coast. Perhaps the 
most common and useful rig used by light-tackle anglers consists 
of a pyramid-shaped sinker of an ounce or two with wire or 
monofilament leader and two hooks attached a few inches and a 
foot above the sinker. These rigs may be purchased in coastal 
tackle shops or at the piers for well under a dollar each and with 
adjustments in hook size and bait they will produce fish all year 
around. Just check with the local bait and tackle shops to find out 
what's biting on what kind of rig. 

In the summer months anglers will take croaker, whiting, 
bluefish and an occasional spot while fishing on bottom with 
these two-hook rigs . Let the bait get next to the pier and even a 
flounder may pounce on it, although a single eagle-claw style 
hook of about size 2/0 with a live mullet bait fished on a foot or 
more of leader below a cigar-shaped sinker of an ounce or two 
may be more effective for the flounder. Small pieces of shrimp are 
the most common bait for the bottom fish, with hook sizes of 
about 2 or 4 (freshwater sizes) most common. In the inlets, 
anglers will troll live mud minnows for flounder. 

A party boat heads out for a day of fishing for grouper, 
snapper and other bottom feeders. 
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In the fall, w hen the bluefish are biting in the surf or from the 
piers, cut pieces of mullet and slightly larger hooks should be 
used, but a lot of pan-sized blues are taken by summertime 
anglers using small hooks and tiny pieces of shrimp. Broiling 
bluefish with lemon, or baking them with a stuffing of Ritz 
crackers and shrimp, will convince the most demanding gour
met that the bluefish is more than just a fighting gamefish. 

Pier and surf anglers with light monofilarnent leaders arid 
small hooks will also take good numbers of pompano during the 
summer months. When the pompano, one of the finest tasting 
bottom feeders in the world, are running, anglers will be shoul
der to shoulder on the piers. 

There is more elbow room for surfcasters. Many will dig their 
own baits by hand from the surf at low tide. The sand flea or sand 
bug will be found burrowing in the sand in a few inches of water. 
With its shell peeled off, the sand bug makes an excellent bait for 
pompano or whiting from surf or pier. Sand bugs also make good 
bait for sheepshead around piers or the rocks of jetties, but even 
experienced anglers have problems hooking the sheepshead and 
the rocks off Charleston or at the mouth of Winyah Bay are not 
suited to inexperienced anglers . 

Through the fall the angler with freshwater rod and reel with 
double-hook rig will take croaker and spot in the inlets and from 
the piers. In September and October the piers will be filled with 
young and old, men, women and children, fishing for spot, a 
silvery bottom feeder with an eager appetite. 

Shrimp, bloodworms and even the earthworms familiar to 
lake and river fishermen will take the spot, both from the piers 
and m Carolina's many inlets and bays. Last fall the state record 
for spot was tied and then broken during a run of good fish that 
began in September and continued late into the autumn. 

Summer trout, also known as weakfish, will be caught by pier 
anglers throughout most of the year, but perhaps more abun
dantly in the winter months. Anglers will switch from shrimp 
baits to "grubs" in late November and catch trout until March 
with these artificial lures. The Fb is a long-shank hook with a 
lead head. A tail of soft plastic m colors such as yellow, green or 
orange is attached to the hook and the lure is cast out and reeled 
slowly along the bottom near the piers or in the inlets. 

Night and pre-dawn are the best times for the summer trout 
which average barely a pound in size but on occasion go to ten 
pounds. One has to like fishing to get up at three in the morning 
to cast a grub or a plug for trout from the piers, or to stay out there 
from dusk to midnight, but many fish are taken this way Any 
warm spell in the winter months will usually produce good 
catches of summer trout, and the angler who knows how to dress 
for cold or rainy weather will be rewarded for his efforts. 

Perhaps one of the greatest rewards for saltwater anglers in 
South Carolina is the winter trout or spotted sea trout. Starting in 
the fall and running until Christmas, and at times continuing to 
hit well into March, these silvery blue and copper colored 
garnefish, with their distinct black spots, are highly prized by 
both anglers and gourmets. 

The most popular method of fishing for them is with live 
shrimp which are fished beneath a moveable float rig from a boat 
in the inlet or even from the piers. Fish of four and five pounds 
are not uncommon, especially in Murrells Inlet, but an abun
dance of one and two pound fish are taken in the Beaufort area 
and along the rest of the coast. 

Perhaps the ultimate in accessible sportfishing along the South 
Carolina coastal plain is to wade in the surf or inlet and fish for 
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Photo by Charles Moore 

Far left: In summer small boats crowd 
the sounds of Beaufort County in search of 
the powerful cobia. 
Left: A hefty grouper is ample 
reward for a day aboard a party boat. 
Above: Marlin, sailfish and swordfish are the 
top trophies of the Gulf Stream 
charter boat angler. 
Below: Channel bass, bluefish, 
trout and flounder are available to 
surf and inlet anglers. 
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winter trout with artificial lures. Mirror-like plugs, brightly col
ored grubs, or red-headed bucktails are the most productive 
lures when fished by experienced anglers . 

Since wading in surf or inlet requires a good deal of caution, 
this is not a sport for first-time anglers . But if one is willing to 
invest in a good pair of chest-high rubber waders and long 
underwear to fight off the chill of late fall, and is patient enough 
to find the right hole or sandbar and the right tide, a stringer of 
winter trout perhaps with a spottail (channel bass or red drum), 
some bluefish or even a flounder may be the reward of a late 
afternoon or early morning trip . Solitude, fresh air, and the 
occasional sight of diving pelicans are included. 

The same plugs that work in the inlet will also take fish from 
the piers. The old Second Avenue Pier in Myrtle Beach annually 
produces numbers of large trout for its pre-dawn occupants. 

By spring the bluefish are back along the South Carolina coast, 
and an abundance of small blues will be taken by anglers casting 
jigs and spoons from the piers at Easter time. The bigger blues, 
those running to fifteen pounds or so, usually pass by our coast 
quite quickly on their way to Chesapeake Bay or the New Eng
land coast, but good numbers of blues weighing ten pounds or 
more are caught off Hilton Head Island, Fripp Island, Charleston 
and over offshore wrecks like that of the Hector off Georgetown. 
As late as last May big blues were being taken from the Ten Mile 
Reef off Murrells Inlet, one of many well-marked artificial reefs 
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constructed and maintained by the Wildlife Department. 
Some big blues, as well as king mackerel, cobia, sharks and 

few tarpon, are taken by anglers on the piers. Starting in late 
April they fish with "trolley rigs" which allow them to slide a live 
bait down an anchored line to await a passing gamefish. One 
needs two outfits to fish this away, usually a surfcasting outfit to 
snag the bottom a few hundred feet from the pier, and a deep sea 
gamefishing outfit consisting of a 4/0 reel and medium to heavy 
rod. Live bluefish, croaker, mullet or menhaden is used for bait. 
The live bait is attached to a wire leader and the clip attaching the 
leader to the line of the heavy rod and reel is held by a clothespin 
which is slid down the taut line of the anchored rig deliberately 
snagged on bottom. 

This_kind of big-game fishing on a small budget goes on from 
late April to October on many of the piers along the coast. It's also 
a great spectator sport at piers such as Springmaid in Myrtle 
Beach. Since the trolley-rig anglers sometimes have to wait for 
hours between runs or strikes, one can learn about this unique 
method from the experts. Fish with a bottom fishing rig nearby 
and give them an occasional small bluefish for bait and you'll get 
all the information you want. 

Some pier anglers will use saltwater surfcasting rods and reels 
in preference to the freshwater rigs, because one can throw a two 
or three ounce sinker greater distances with a larger outfit. The 
heavier rig is also better suited to fishing in the surf for spottail ' 

bass which may be taken on strips of mullet or on whole live 
"finger" mullet from early spring until the fall . 

At low tide find a trough or hole in the beach, preferably near 
an inlet. As the tide starts to come in, the spottails will move into 
those holes to feed and if one is persistent and at the right place at 
the right time a ten or twenty-pound fish with unbelievable 
fighting ability may become the high point of an angling season. 

But according to many coastal anglers, the spottail have be
come scarce in recent years. One has to be very knowledgeable or 
very lucky to catch them. But the fish are also taken by trout 
anglers using plugs or jigs, and by pier anglers fishing live mullet 
for flounder, as well as by surfcasters. 

The many islands on the South Carolina coast are good places 
to fish if one has the boat to get there and the patience to wait for 
the gentle tap of the hardy spottail. That initial tap is all that is 
gentle, for even the power of a striped bass cannot match that of a 
spottail of equal size. 

Late summer and early-fall surfacasting along the coast will 
bring bluefish, plus an occasional Spanish or king mackeral. 
Sometimes a big flounder will surprise an angler, even while he 
or she is using an artificial lure. But most flounder will be caught 
in the inlets. Since the surf stays warm into the fall, one can fish 
wearing just a bathing suit and sneakers even in early October ii 
the day is warm. 

One word of caution: while the waters are warm, sharks may 

Often called the saltwater angler 's panfish, spots are plentiful for 
those who prefer the piers, inlets and marsh creeks along our coast. 

still be around. Although I know of no recent attacks on surf 
anglers along our coast, it would be foolish to have a stringer of 
bleeding fish near one's legs while the water temperatures were 
60 degrees or higher. A float rig to keep the stringer down-tide 
from the angler, and a cautious eye on the waters are in order. 

It should be noted that the world record tiger shark, weighing 
close to a ton when first beached, was taken by a rod and reel 
angler fishing from a pier near Cherry Grove at the northeast tip 
of the South Carolina coast. Some anglers along the coast even 
run a bloody baitfish out into the surf with a small boat and then 
wait with big game rod in a sandspike for a big shark to hit. The 
occasional success of shark fishermen should remind all surf 
anglers to exercise caution when wading from shore. 

There is a whole other world to South Carolina coastal fishing 
when one goes beyond the breakers of our inlets in small or large 
boats. The king mackerel, whether caught by drifting live bait or 
by the more common method of trolling, is the favorite gamefish 
for private and charter boats which sail from the dozens of 
marinas along the length of the coast. Bottom fishing on the 
offshore reefs and wrecks is also popular for both private boats 
and the many headboats or party boats that take individual 
passengers for a half-day or a full day of deep sea fishing. 

The headboats provide bait and tackle, which is included in 
the fare. Costs range from 10 dollars or so for a half day of black 
sea bass fishing to 30 dollars for a day of bottom fishing some 60 
miles out near the Gulf Stream. The boats provide deckhands 
who will show the first-time angler how to handle his tackle and 
help him land his fish and put them on ice for the trip back. 

For those prone to motion sickness, it's a good idea to start 
with a half day trip, perhaps even taking a motion-sickness pill 
an hour before sailing. A cap and long sleeved shirt are essential 
on a hot day, but in the fall and spring one should also take some 
warm clothes for early morning or late afternoon when it may be 
chilly, even on the usually mild coast. If in doubt about the 
weather, wait for a calm, clear day for that first deep-sea trip. 

Charter boats will take a group of a half-dozen anglers out from 
200 to 500 dollars depending on the length of the trip and the 
amount of bait needed. Especially with blue marlin or the newly 
discovered sport fishery for broadbill swordfish, the big squid, 
mullet, ladyfish, Spanish mackerel and other baits that are rigged 
for trolling or drift fishing are very costly. Although this kind of 
big game fishing is very expensive, it is also extremely exciting. 
If one doesn't tie into a big billfish out in the Gulf Stream, there 
may be dozens of brilliantly-hued dolphin or wahoo up to 90 
pounds or more to take the trolled baits. But like the apostles, one 
may at times fish all day and catch nothing, whether from a 
beach, a pier or a chartered yacht. 

The variety of angling experiences along the South Carolina 
coast still seems inexhaustible. But no fish or game will continue 
to be available without the proper environment. Along the South 
Carolina coastal plain, the waters and estuaries to support an 
abundance of saltwater fish still exist. Neither will continue 
without careful planning of the development of coastal Carolina. 

Anyone who has ever fished these waters or dined on what 
they provide for the table will agree that such planning is well 
worth our efforts. Fortunately for South Carolina anglers, it is not 
a matter of restoration but of preservation. The fish are still there, 
even for beginners. 
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THE EDISTO: 
A PORTRAIT IN 
BLACKWATER 
Masses of live oak hung with Spanish moss, 
screeching birds flashing through a jungl,e of 
green, rrJOre fish - especially redbreast - than 
you could imagine: these and the dancing 
dark water Jann the magic of Edisto, the 
longest blnck water river in the world. 

by don belt S een on a map, just frozen there on paper with no 
streams nmning, the Edisto River in South Carolina is a 
simple forked blue line drawn across the state's midsection. 
With a finger, you can trace the origins of the river as long 
twin threads which wiggle southeast in a "V" shape until 
they finally join at Branchville. From there, your river 
finger sketches southeast for a few more inches, then turns 
sharply down near Givhans, towards Edisto Island and 
the sea. 

Seen from a plane at 20,000 feet, the Edisto begins as 
two tiny black lines etched in green land, each growing 
slightly thicker as it loops and curlicues along. The river 
doubles in thickness when the lines meet and continues 
growing until, at the coast, the Edisto looks like a huge 
black snake sliding into the Atlantic. 

photography 
bytedborg, 
art carter and 
phi.lli.p jones 

Seen face to face, the longest black water rive r in the 
world is something else altogether- a poem, a mystery, a 
murmuring wilderness. Bearded trees line its edges like 
solemn philosophers. Frogs blink from its banks. Enormous 
birds creak away in slow motion, midget birds fidget in the 
bushes. There are moist fems, waving delicately .. . 
peifectly still. There is a peacefi..il dipping of limbs . .. a 
dripping of leaves ... a shaded opaque pool. 

Seen on another level, the Edisto River is most of all a 
plunge of imagination, a trip to the jungle in our mind. Soft 
jungle noises in the near distance, hissing serpe nts , voodoo 
dnuns, soft cottonmouth speech, whispering vines, 
cougars, ghosts, swamp bears, "allimigators" -the jungle 
you slither into and never slithe r out of. The jungle where 
you sleep with one eye open ... if you sleep at all. 
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The Beginning: 
South Fork 

It's usually just turning light around Johnston, South 
Carolina when Euluis Robinson leaves his gray duplex 
down by the oil company for work in the morning. He 
routinely cuts across his front yard, hops the little ditch 
next to the road, and walks up McQueen Street carrying his 
lunch in a paper bag, to meet his boss for a day on the 
lumber truck. 

Now there is nothing unusual about this ditch and not 
much to notice about a quarter-inch of rust-colored water 
on a dry day, just creeping along over the clay. So Euluis is 
understandably skeptical when I tell him that he crosses 
the source of the South Edisto River every time he leaves 
his yard. 

He is sitting on the porch of his house with his bare feet 
propped on the railing. An old TV set inside is crackling 
ominously, as if about to explode. 

"You know, seems like I heard that from somebody one 
time," he says slowly, his deep black eyes measuring mine 
for evidence of a put-on. He nods toward a thicket of kudzu 
and sticker bushes that trails around behind his house to 
where the ice house used to be. 
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"Think that water comes from a spring back in there ." 
His eyes follow the course of the little stream, back out to 
the road. "Sure is a trickly little thing to be the stait of a 
river, ain't it? But you right, I definitely heard that 
somewheres." 

Robinson is the first person around here I've talked to 
who isn't dead ceitain about the source of the South Fork. 
Peach farmers descended from cotton farmers are, among 
other things, practical. They were practical enough to name 
their town after the railroad man who swung the line 
around to catch the town's cotton crop. And they are 
ceitainly practical enough to know where their water comes 
from, because the number one problem facing a local 
farmer is the fact that Johnston sits on a north-south ridge 
of red soil that doesn't hold much rain. Both B. C. Berry 
(who gave me a whirlwind tour of the secondary roads 
around town) and Luke Aull, editor of the town paper, "The 
Ridge-Citizen," use the same illustration. 

"A raindrop that falls on top of the ridge," Aull explains, 
slowly lowering his circled hand in a way that expresses to 
me how precious that raindrop is, "breaks into three drops." 
He opens his hand and I can almost see the raindrop 
splatter into three drops out on that red ridge. 

"One drop goes to the Saluda, on the other side of the 
hill. One drop winds up in the Savannah. And the other 
one-our drop, as we say-becomes pait of the Edisto." 

Left: Edisto Falls , near Johnston . 
Above the falls , a tumbling spring is the 
soun:e of the Edisto. Spring flowers like 
yellow Jessamine and brilliant fall leaves 
add touches of color throughout 
the year. 

Simply put, human life depends on fresh water. We drink 
it, we bathe in it, we clean with it, we camp near it 
whenever possible and people settled Johnston because of 
the South Edisto River. The farmers depended upon it for 
survival and worked hard to accumulate it in a series of 
ponds. From those early days up until a few years ago, 
when the Savannah Pipeline was completed, the river 
supplied Johnston with all its fresh water. 

In 1972, for example , the city drew some 370,000 gallons 
a day out of the old reservoir, Town Pond, and it's always 
paid to keep an eye on the little tributaries during a dry 
spell. Today the old waterworks building on Edisto Street 
sits deserted and peeling white paint, an unkempt 
monument to the well-being that Johnston has drawn over 
the years from the meager headwaters of this river. 

If Luke Aull's one theoretical drop tumbles into the 
rivulet that runs in front of Euluis Robinson's house, it will 
eventually cross under McQueen Street and join another 
little stream in the thicket behind the Quarles' place. 
Dammed briefly to form a lake, that drop will escape 
through a concrete pipe into Courtney Lake. From there it 
will drop into Town Pond, the old reservoir, and finally 

1 tumble out into a full-fledged stream that crosses under 
Edisto Street to emerge free of Johnston and hustle into the 
woods behind the water works as the infant South Fork of 

1 the Edisto River, heading southeast. 
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Sparkling water of the North Fork begins to 
take on the dark coloration characteristic of 
the lower river. A sleepy frog emerges for an 
unblinking look around. 

The Beginning: 
North Fork 
A car heading north on 391 to Batesburg bumps along 
through some pretty good country. Coming over from [ 
Johnston, it takes about thirty minutes and the drive is slow 
and peaceful (split-rail fences and three cows standing in a 
field). It's easy, because of this, to miss the fact that you are 
descending from the Ridge, a change in topography that is 1 

as insignificant to an outsider in an automobile as it is 
profound to one who works the land. It's also easy to miss 
the evidence of a greener and less severe South Carolina: 
the moisture, the dark soil, the casual affluence of people 
who like to keep a few old Cadillacs out by the barn to 
tinker with and leave a '59 Chevy to rust in a cornfield. 

A few miles out of Bates burg, the highway curls up a 
short wooded hill and bridges out over some rapids. Just 
beyond this bridge, there's a little sandy spot off the 
shoulder-custom made for you to pull ove1~ climb down 
the bank, and explore, first-hand, the source of the North 
Edisto River. 

To the north, a network of streams rises from the water 
table back up in the low hills northwest of Bates burg and 
flows into Davis' Pond. The little ton-ent that escapes on 
the low side of this pond bobs men-ily along over brown 
sand and rock; five miles downstream it broadens to 20 feet 
as it sweeps around a bend and begins to fall. 

By the time it crosses under the 391 bridge, this stream 
is known as Chinquapin Creek ("chinquapin" the poetic 
Algonquin word for "big root or berry") and the steep 
outcrop of crystalline rock beneath the bridge is locally 
famous as Chinquapin Falls. 

Chinquapin Falls is a picnic spot, a water hole, a source 
of pleasure. The drop is long and fairly steep; one huge 
rock dips at a 30 degree angle and runs nearly the entire 
length of the rapids. It is smooth and slick as a frog's belly. 

The ladies back at Kneece's store still chuckle about the 
time Billy, showing off for Emily, slipped and slid the entire 
squirming length of this rock on his rear end. They said 
that Emily was huly impressed by that, but Billy was no 
longer in the mood for romance. 

At the bottom of Chinquapin Falls, on the right bank, an 
old mill house rises on huge, rotting timbers above the 
rapids . Mose Kneece, who once owned most of the land on 
this side of the creek, built the mill and water wheel to 
grind his grain over 100 years ago. Kneece. ::i.n industrious 
and enterprising man, also built a dam across the rapids to 
divert water to his wheel. Things were going along just fine 
until a minor feud about the dam and the touchy question 
of water rights developed between Kneece and Elijah Hall, 
who farmed the other side of the creek. The situation 
deteriorated. One night while Kneece slept, his dam was 
blown up-veiy mysterious. 



A mallard swims in a peaceful pool near 
Chinquapin Falls where Mose Kneece built 

his grain mill over 100 years ago. 

I poked around the falls for awhile and found huge, 
rusted bolts anchored in the gneiss bedrock, the only 
remains of Mose Kneece's once-proud dam. The rest has 
been washed downstream; running water has a permanence 
that dams and iron bolts and even rock does not have. 

Water will always win the battle of erosion. Chinquapin 
Falls is itself evidence of this process. 

It's hard for us to imagine the Atlantic Ocean this far 
inland, but during the Paleozoic Era it once covered the 
bottom half of the state, depositing soft layers of 
sedimentary material, like sand. Eons later, after the ocean 
had receded, streams carrying runoff water cut down into 
their beds. When the stream reaches the point where 

~ bedrock meets the softer material deposited by the ocean, 
the water wears away the soft stuff, usually creating a drop 
in elevation and rapids. This is commonly known as the fall 
line (or fall "zone.") South Carolina's fall zone is a rough 
northeast-southwest diagonal through the center of 
the state. 

Below Chinquapin Falls, the creek levels out again and 
calms down. I follow the stream down aways, until it moves 
off into a heavy thicket of brush. I can see a little beyond 
where it enters heavy pine forest. A few miles below here, 
Chinquapin Creek and Mill Creek, coming in from the 
southeast, will join to become the North Fork of the Edisto 

1 River. The roar of Chinquapin Falls behind me is a merry 
accompaniment to the antics of two Carolina chickadees, 
tumbling acrobats, whooping it up in the alder thicket 

1 growing next to the creek. 



Bright-hued mushrooms poking 
through rich green moss and a 

leaf strewn pool contrast with the 
stark rock ledges of Edisto Falls 
where light-filled water tumbles 

gracefully down 15 feet 
in 100 yards. 

South Fork: 
Edisto Falls 
One of the grade A countrified Sunday afternoon delights 

for just plain folks around Johnston is to pile the wife and 
kids, Uncle Billy and Momma and old Jabbo into the 
station wagon, plus about 10 pounds of fried chicken and 
potato salad, along with a few cane poles and a can of 6-12, 
just in case, and juke it on out the Mt. Calvary Church 
Road about eight miles to the little dirt road that angles 
past old man Clark's hog farm and stops where the bridge 
washed out. Homefolks call this place Edisto Falls, and it's 
pe1fect for a picnic or a nap or a little romance, mainly 
because it's just about the prettiest spot this side of Little 
Mountain. 

Yet Edisto Falls is no falls. It is rather a series of mild 
ledges that tumble gracefully down 15 feet in 100 yards. 
The water is the light, air-filled milky green of rapids and 
tends to choke with long strands of algae this time of year. 

A footpath worn by generations of nature lovers wanders 
through the woods on the right bank. A pile of rnsty beer 
cans and a few sets of star-crossed initials carved on trees 
mark the path. I'm again surprised to find rapids on the 
Edisto, considering what I know of the river and its flat, 
black wfiter tranquility farther downstream. Yet I suppose 
that all things are relative and that maybe the name Edisto 
Falls isn 't too far-fetched after all. 

The bridge, which spans about 30 feet and sits some 12 . 
feet above the river, is not looking too good. In fact, it looks 
a little like it's been hit by a meteorite, dead center. The 
man in a porkpie hat fishing from the edge, (sitting closer to 
the buckled section than I would) nods at the wreckage. 
"Hard to believe that river comes up so high, ain't it?" 

"You mean the river did that?" 
He doesn't answe1~ but instead points vaguely up stream, 

out there somewhere. His sleeve rides up to reveal tattoos 
on the inside of his forearm. He has the arms of a 
bricklayer, and the right one Indian wrestles the whole 
countryside into submission with a broad gesture. 
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"Bo, we get a good, heavy rain and you can just about 
hear it coming off that ridge and all them little hills up 
yonder. It floods the creeks and puts fish in the trees. Man, 
I been down here times you couldn't hardly see this bridge 
for the water. " 

Somehow it's really difficult to picture this calm, little 
stream as the killer river that washes out bridges. 

There is a beauty in the way the bridge is disarranged, 
the buckled midsection and the chaos of uprooted planks. 
The knowledge that the river caused this gives the whole 
destruction an organic quality of wholeness, like a sculpture 
in progress. 

I rejoin the fellow on the bridge . 
"Having any luck?" 
"Naw." 
"Redbreast?" 
"Drownin' worms, mostly. I mainly come out here for a 

little peace and quiet," he adds, as if he's telling me a 
secret. 

My new buddy re-baits his hook and swings it upstream 
over to the left side. It sits for just an instant, then slowly 
moves with the current to a little whirlpool under a willow. 
It goes round and round. 





North Fork: Somewhere 
Below 215 Bridge 

I t is very dark here-no moon. A deep spray of stars 
seems to follow above the path of the river, between the 
trees. We are watching them carefully, and I am thinking 
about infinity-the space those stars represent-the 
swamp that surrounds us-the black water beneath 
our canoe. 

There is true and everlasting beauty in such 
symbols-stars, trees, water-especially at night, although 
I could probably appreciate them better if it weren't winter, 
if the temperature weren't sinking toward freezing, if it 
weren't dark, if we weren't tired in the arms and sore in the 
back and hungry and wet and scratched up and just plumb 
confounded lost on the north fork of the Edisto River. 

There is some consolation in the fact that we' re not 
infinitely lost . . . . that is, we know for sure that we' re 
somewhere between the highway 215 bridge (back where 
my truck sits beside the bright green store where the 
Saturday afternoon beer club took the news that we 
intended to just paddle the river, not fish, with straight
faced amusement) and the highway 3 bridge six miles down 
the road, where Harry's car sits, waiting-we hope. 

Of course, what we didn 't know was that the Edisto 
River carefully twists and turns at least three miles to every 
road mile; so when we playfully shoved off at noon, our 
destination was some 18 miles away, by river. 

Our infinity of darkness is intem-1pted only by the stars 
above and the fast-fading yellow of Hany's flashlight up in 
the bow as he tries to navigate this black puzzle. I haven't 
said anything about it to him yet, partly because he's 
concentrating so hard on finding the river channel through 
this mess of fallen logs and brush and mainly because it 
wouldn't do any good-but I'm getting infinitely won-ied. 

Hany turns around to check on things behind us. By the 
dim flashlight, I notice a certain g1im look on his face that 
I've seen somewhere before . 

Where have I seen that look? The Chattooga? That's it. 
First it was Hany hy ing to hold Reg in the boat by his 
ankle while they were losing it all in the first big ledge at 
Bull Sluice; then it was the whole mess-Reggie, Hany, 
the raft, life preservers, two paddles, and an 
innertube-being sucked under in a tangled heap by the 
hydraulic. They finally popped up, spinning. And that's the 
same grim, analytical look fastened on his face now. Hany, 
I gathe1~ is getting w01Tied, too. 

The Chattooga is another world, compared to this . It is a 
world of rocks and boulders and roaring water and people 
shouting to one anothe1~ a regular frenzy. The only noise 
here (besides that banshee owl or river ghost, whichever, 
hooting back in the swamp) is the dip of paddles on still 
water and our whispered instructions to one another, 
practically thoughts. 



There is something else, too. The Chattooga is an active 
daytime experience-you paddle hard to reach a spot in 
the rapids, you muscle over rocks and shoals with all your 
might. There is the feeling, perhaps an illusion, that you 
are in control. 

Harry shines the light back and forth , to either side, 
trying to de termine where the channel has disappeared this 
time. I can see water, gray trunks of trees, darkness, more 
water. The river is flooded and the swamp is foll. 

The channel seems to separate three or four ways at 
once, around an island or little clumps of trees to rejoin 
downstream. We are past the point now of trying to control 
things. We are making guesses and riding them out. 

It may be that there is a certain wisdom in this: 
acceptance of being lost and confused, or feeling the 
Spanish moss down your back, the weariness, because the 
river only flows one way, and it's only a matter of time and 
balance before you an-ive. With this in mind, it's a lot easier 
to see beyond the momentaiy obstacle-this particular 
branch rapping on your head, this thorn tearing at 
your hide. 

We balance on into the night. The eeriness, the delicacy 
of this immovable gray swamp around us becomes more 
and more overwhelming, even beautiful. Black wate1; 
yellow beam of flashlight, gray cypress standing 

1 everywhere: some naked and skeletal, some in shrouds of 
1 moss, all of them watching. Somewhere far away, back in 

the deep black silent unseen swamp, a ban-ed owl wails out 
I 

like a banshee, a ghost, a spirit. 

The face of the river changes in winter. Far left: Naked, skeletal 
trees, some hung with 11Wss, are visible at this time. 
Above: Spring shad fishermen are m1Wng the first hardy souls to 
venture forth on the North Edisto's icy waters. 
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South Fork: Near 
Aiken State Park 
L's spring, and eve1ything's in living color: remember 

how it is sometimes when eve1ything's clear and in focus for 
a change, like just after it's rained and the sun's out again? 
Well, that's how it is right now. I can see eve1y leaf on the 
cypress trees that tower over me in pe1fect detail; they 
shimmer in the morning light. Thanks to Roger Tory 
Peterson, I know that bird- prothonotary warbler-and 
his gold shines right through me, the most peifect gold I've 
ever seen. I put the binoculars on him and watch him tug 
at the damsel fly he's caught for breakfast. The warblers are 
out in force today, jumping from one joy to another. 

Paddling upstream in a canoe is surprisingly easy. The 
river is flowing two or three miles an hour, I would guess, 
and anyway, this is the kind of day when you want to take it 
slow. Especially now that the snakes are out, there is 
wisdom in approaching fallen trees discreetly, from the 
downstream side. (The Water Resources Commission 
report on the South Edisto reads simply: "snakes-too 
numerous to count.") 

The river channel is 20 to 30 yards wide, bordered on the 
left (going upstream) by relatively high , sandy ground 
where pines, hardwoods and other highland trees 
can smvive. 

Through an opening in the trees I can see a pasture with 
cows grazing, the one nearest to me looking quizzically in 
my direction. On the right lies the land of water-loving 
cypress and tupelo, water oak and lily-pad. Standing water ' 
stretches as far as I can see in that direction. Both banks are 
crowded with ferns and rushes and sedges and alders, 
thicket-like, and an occasional stump is fair territory for all 
varieties of moss and liverworts-both primitive, pragmatic 
smvivors of the plant kingdom . 

I paddle against the channel, which is coiling and looping 
back upon itself constantly. The river which lies several 
hundred yards ahead, py the channel, is often seen through 
the trees only a few yards away. The sun is pouring down. 

He is right in front ~f me before I even see him: a snake 
on a branch, asleep. I speak to him and he doesn't stir. A 
little bolder now, I swing the canoe closer and give his 
branch a tap with my paddle. Nothing. I edge up to within 
a few feet of him, my mind ready reflexively to hit the 
panic button. I fully expect him to suddenly wake up and 
bite me. Or nightmarishly drop into the boat. 
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Above: Spring transforms the river into a jungle of intense col.or. 
Wading birds such as the American egret abound, while sluggish 
cottonmouths and water snakes absorb the sun. 
Left: The inky water, thick with plants and giant cypress, seems 
to teem with fish. 

33 



Right : Knobby cypress knees present a grotesque yet 
fascinating picture. Far right: This mysterious dark 

river, crowded with overhanging trees , shimmers in 
the morning light. 

Now I know what we aH know about snakes. Most of 
them aren't poisonous and are basically shy creatures, 
ten-ified of man. Many snakes are actually man's helpers, 
you know, eating harmful insects and keeping the rats 
around the henhouse honest. I even had a couple of snakes 
as pets when I was younger. But when I see a snake these 
facts get swallowed up by deep-down, instinctive, gut fear 
bubbling up out of my primeval mind. SNAKE! 

I can't tell you much about this particular snake except 
that he is alive and somewhat beautiful. About four feet 
long, his posture on the branch is relaxed and curved in the 
manner of snakes. He looks like he just wiggled out there 
and made himself comfortable, stretching a little to reach 
the very end of the branch. He is mostly brown, with a 
pattern of faint black triangles running his length and his 
belly is milky butterscotch. His hea:d, propped face-up on a 
knot at the end of the branch, has a poisonous look about 
it-heavy, lidded, triangular-although he doesn't look like 
much of a menace while asleep. 

He is so much a part of this total river picture, the sun 
shining on his face, the branch nodding slightly with the 
cun-ent, that I imagine him peaceful and benevolent, a 
good snake, and leave him in peace. 

I have been paddling for over an hour, still upstream, 
and all signs of high ground, the park, and the river 
channel have gradually disappeared. The river here is a 
moving flood through the swamp. 

A few minutes ago I heard a knocking noise, like 
someone hacking at a stump or beating two pieces of wood 
together:· I was curious. 

Now I'm tangled up in too many trees and not enough 
water, poling the canoe through openings, and I just heard 
the noise again. Only this time it was different, much closer 
and more like a deep cough made by a very large throat. 

Every gator story I've ever heard is flashing through my 
head: "Eleven Dog Collars Found In Alligator's Stomach!" 
"Man Loses Arm to Alligator!" "Alligator Attacks Cow!" I 
know a little about alligators. I know they don't attack 
people, they are essentially peaceful, harmless 
creatures-even to their own peril, since they are still 
hovering on endangered species lists. (I also know that this 
is spring and that no creature on earth is more dangerous 
than a mother with young.) 
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I once heard a grizzly bear growl in Yellowstone National ) 

Park and it was the same type of sound-deep throated and e· 
ten-ible, as if the earth had just spoken. The voice I just 
heard is telling me to leave. I battle for a split second with 
the paralysis of fear, then scramble the canoe out of its 
predicament and back onto the river channel with amazing, 
adrenalin-powered speed. 

Someone has defined wilderness as a place "where man 
has the rare privilege of being devoured by wild beasts." 
There are places on the Edisto River where it qualifies. 
And wilderness always affects people-it enriches lives and 
makes them more precious. It gives us a fresh awareness of 
the life and death process and hones up the old instincts 
that lie dormant in everyday existence; our senses sharpen, 
we see new things. 

Floating back downstream, I am more sensitive to the 
quiet, insistent tug of the river, the way it pushes things to 
the outside of a bend-the white sand on the bottom, 
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floating sticks, particles suspended in the water. lli 
A flick of movement back in the trees becomes a pileated d. 

woodpecker, bold and flapping enormous, looking for ly 
lunch. I come to the branch of the snake and he's gone. The 
wood is now shaded from the afternoon sun and there is a 
faint line of dampness near the end, slowly drying in 
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North Fork: Near Rowesville 
With Laddy Boone 
L addy Boone is a lawman, a state wildlife officer. His 
ten-itory straddles the area where the two forks of the 
Edisto River nan-ow closer and finally join. He enforces the 
fishing laws, the hunting laws, the laws about registered 
boats and life preservers, and all the laws in between, no 
kidding. But you just wouldn't know much about Laddy if 
you didn't also know that he lives a jump and a half from 
the river bank, tells his stories river-style-slow and easy, 
flowing along, hitting snags, hiding punchlines in still water 
just around the bend-and is perhaps most famous, 
state-wide, for his unforgettable secret-recipe catfish stew. 

So Laddy is no Kojak or Marshall Dillon or John 
Wayne-there's just too much of the river in him. His 
series would be more of a situation comedy. The way he 
tells it, catching poachers on the river is a long, drawn-out 
process, mostly a cat and mouse game with lots of comic 
near-misses. Will he get his man? 

"Well, we've had our eye on this one character for a good 
while now. We' re to the point where we know his traps, we 
know his moves, we know his boat. Even saw the guy last 
Saturday. We pulled up two of his traps the other day
great big ol' things, three feet by six, made of chicken wire 
and steel rods welded together. Must have spent 100 dollars 
apiece on 'em. 

"But like I say, we know this fella. I just believe I'm 
gonna sneak up and shake his hand next Saturday 
morning." 

He laughs. Laddy is a long, drawn-out man with a long, 
expressive face . He wears his hair in an old-fashioned 
crewcut, pelt-like, black with a little gray shine to it. He is 
deeply tanned. When he is serious, he looks ve1y serious. 
And when he laughs, which is often, his gray eyes open 
wide, his shoulders rare back, his teeth radiate, and the 
entire man laughs. It is totally impossible not to laugh 
along. The woods laugh. We are out on his little hog farm, 
and I swear the pigs are laughing, too. 

"What do you say to somebody like that?" I asked him, 
"You're under an-est?" 

"Nope. I generally say: 'Good mornin!' " 
The hogs are especially joyous tonight. It's a clear 

Sunday evening and things are finally cooling off. Laddy 
is still wearing his uniform. We're leaning against his 
state car, and the official radio is on, tuned in for sudden 
emergencies. His long, brown fingers drum on the hood 
of the car. I sense that Laddy is always on duty. 

"God sure gave 'em the right name," he says as we watch 
one big old sow lying in the mud, gnawing leaves off a 
tree branch. 

Laddy spends eve1y day on or around the Edisto Rive1; 
and he knows it as well as anyone does-he lives with it. 
He is proud of the river and still affected by it. 
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Above: Stalks of golden club rise from the water while 
brilliant red cardinal flowers and mushrooms thrive in this 
damp, cool area. Right and below: Orangeburg's Edisto Gardens, 
one of the most spectacular areas of the state, is open to the public 
at no charge. 

"I wish more people appreciated the Edisto," he says, 
"beauty-wise, that is. When it comes to scenery, I mean, 
the river is just like art sometimes." 

He is proud of the river's purity, of the fact that the 
whole rive1; with the exception of one little stretch below 
Orangeburg, is Class A water, nearly pollution-free. He is 
proud of the engineers for clearing the north fork channel 
from Embrey to the 301 bridge. He is proud of the 
Sportsman's Club of Orangeburg for giving boat rides on 
the river and donating the proceeds to crippled children. 
He is especially proud of the critters that still run wild back 
on the Edisto Swamp, the otters, beavers, wildcats, mink, 
bears and maybe even the cougars, if they're out there, as 
some claim. And proud of the human wisdom that 
conceived of Edisto Gardens and hung the sign: 

Welcome to Edisto Gardens 
Owned and maintained by the City of Orangeburg for the 

spiritual enrichment of its citizens and their guests. 
"The earth is the Lord's, 
And the fulness thereof." 

Perhaps Laddy appreciates these things because he sees 
the other side of it so often. An average of 25 people drown 
on the river through here every summer and Laddy Boone 
is one of those whose job means dragging the river. He 
knows all about the feel of grappling hooks when they snag 
a body, as opposed to a stump; how far downriver to search 
for a drowning victim (no more than 20 yards, he tells me, 
as most bodies just sink to the bottom and sit in one place); 
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how long before they rise to the smface, swollen, and pop 
but of the water (four or five days during the warm 
months) . 

"That must take some getting used to," I say. 
"I've been doin ' it for 17 years now, and I'm still not used 

to it," he says slowly. "I usually recover from the shock 
after six or seven days. 

"Carelessness .... People usually underestimate the 
power of the river. The cmTent is four or five miles an horn~ 
an<l there are some tricky little places on a river that wind 
back and forth so much. Most of'em just get a little crazy, 
the way folks do sometimes, and wind up doing something 
stupid. Too much power on a little boat, no life jacket, that 
kind of stuff. It's careless thin kin '." 

But even in this, there is some comic relief. Laddy was 
one of the crew that searched for a man a few years back: 

"All we found was his boat, you know, and right away I 
was suspicious," he says, giving me his most suspicious 
look. You can hear the wheels turning. 

"There was no way for the boat to get back in that little 
stillwater unless somebody pushed it there . Then, we 
never found the body. Everybody got real excited and all. 

· They flnally found him over in Georgia somewheres, living 
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with some young gal. Said he just wanted his freedom or 
something. Fella's practically a legend around here." 

The sun is sinking, it's time to leave. Laddy cautions me 
against leaking too much information about how he stalks 
those fish poachers. He says that the clean water, the 
running stream, the cool water temperature make redbreast 
too tasty for most men to resist setting a trap now and then. 

I say okay, wouldn't think of it, but while we' re on the 
subject-why do people take the risk of getting caught? 

"Son, say you want some fish-redbreast. Now you can 
sit out there on the river all day in the hot sun and maybe 
catch one or two, usin' all your brains and know-how, cause 
they're smart, you know? Or you can spend half an hour on 
the wate1~ reach down and pull up a fish trap with 75 
redbreast in it. " He pauses. 

"You ever seen 75 redbreast in one place?" Another 
pause, letting that one sink in. 

"No," I say, "can't say that I have ... " The crickets are 
starting up in the gray light, the hogs are listening. 

"Pretty, son. Awful doggone pretty. Yessir, I can 
understand that fella, but don't mean I won't catch him!" 
Laddy Boone laughs, the woods laugh, and I swear those 
hogs are laughing, too. 

Above top: In spring the garden's azaleas bring a riot 
of color to the river's east bank. 

Above and right: Laddy Boone, a long, drawn-out man 
with an unfailing sense of humor, has a special love for the 

river, its people and the sporty redbreast. 
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Sunday afternoons, innertubes and a rope, or fresh fried fish 
and good friends around a riverside fire shape special memories 
of the Edisto. 

Main Branch:Down 
From Branc1wille 
fie reason I love the Edisto River is that it was the 

scene of my first adventure. Everyone must have the same 
sort of memory tucked away, secure and fresh as the day it 
happened. We can pull it out and savor it on those days 
when life is just too dull and predictable, when all the 
territory has been explored. For some it may be the 
memory of a first hunting trip, or a member of the opposite 
sex, or the decision to set out on some precarious career. 
For me, the Edisto River was a beginning, a moment in my 
history when a whole new world of possibilities unfolded . 

It was summer, what month I don't remembe1~ but all 
that mattered was that high school was over and we had 
time on our hands. Someone suggested a river trip, 
someone else bought topographic maps of the Edisto, and 
so it began. I remember studying those maps in finite 
detail, fascinated by the coils of the river on paper. We 
laid plans. 

The river itself was ominous. We parked one car at 
Branchville and the men at the service station told long and 

terrifying stories about bears and swamp cougars , 
rattlesnakes and water moccasins, wildcats and polecats . It 
was nearly dark before we finally got organized and set out 
in our 16-foot powerboat borrowed from a boy scout troop. 
We camped on the first high ground we saw, a few hundred 
yards downstream; if those weren't real bears and cougars 
and snakes sneaking around our tent, then they were 
almost real. 

We were ready for something to happen. At first, we 
were all rightfully amazed at this new playground we had 
found. The black water, 50 feet across, seemed slow, thick 
and mysterious. We scooped handfuls of it and wondered. 

How could the water be black as crude oil and clear at 
the same time? Why did a paddle or a leg under water 
appear amber? I imagine that if someone had told us then 
that it was caused by the presence of tannin, a chemical 
found in all leafy plants and soaked out of bark- the 
substance gives tea or coffee its color-that we would have 
found the answer far less interesting than asking the 
question. 

Dick was the leader. I have often thought of him since as 
a born leader. As with all good leaders , Dick was not 
playing the part-he was simply doing what he wanted to, 
with an exceptional amount of enthusiasm . 

His natural place was the bow of the boat, and that's 
where he stayed the entire trip . Sometimes he lay flat on 
his stomach, watching water break across the bow. 
Sometimes on his feet, legs spread, he sniffed the breeze 

and kept an eye out for trouble. At other times, when we 
swung wide around a turn and ended up tangled in brush 
and Spanish moss, Dick would pull his camouflage bush hat 
down on his forehead and fight it out alone, flailing and 
hacking with his ever-present machete. 

It was foolish and dangerous to approach him during 
those moments, so the rest of us usually stood back and 
watched. I don't know whether the Edisto was his first 
adventure or not, but from the rear it was obvious that 
Dick was in heaven. 

If the bow of the boat belonged to Dick, then the stern 
was all Stuart's. That's where the motor was. My lasting 
image of him will be Stuait exploring an engine, parts 
strewn everyv1here , his glasses slipped down on his nose 
and his hands covered with grease. He loved to take things 
apart and fix them, and he got a good workout on our river 
trip- the engine was broken nearly all the time. 

Stuart would no sooner get all the innards back in place 
and the thing finally started, just beginning to relax, before 
something else would go wrong and the engine would 
sputter out . I wonder now if he saw much of the river. 
Anyway, Stuart was a rock. It's perfect that he's now 
interning for orthopedic surgery. He told me recently that 
repairing a knee or an ankle is just like working on a boat 
motor: you take it apart, you fix it. 

Dave and Edmund and I were in between. Eve1y river 
trip should have a Dave; he is the spirit of scouting
prepared. After one camping trip with him, you may as 
well forget about bringing toilet paper, pots and pans, 
matches, silve1ware and a first aid kit, because Dave had it 
all covered. As one would expect, he was also a very strong 
voice for common sense. 

Edmund had the right idea: Huck Finn. I swear he spent 
as much time dozing with his straw hat down over his face 
as Stuart did working on the motor. But Edmund had this 
wonderful redeeming characteristic. 

He'd be snoozing away under that hat and one of us 
would say something like, "Gee, I wonder what kind of 
bird that is?" and Edmund would lift the hat a little and 
peep out and say "Great blue heron," just like that, then 
lower his hat and go back to sleep. 

Not knowing a warbler from a whooping crane myself'. I 
was truly impressed by Edmund. He was like that about 
everything-birds, trees, insects, flowers , butterflies-he 
knew them all. A regular education. 

By the second day, we noticed that the river was 
widening out; it had grown from 50 to maybe 100 feet 
across and seemed to be slowing down . We were spending 
a lot of time in the river, floating along next to the boat on 
life preservers. The water was just perfect: cold at first and 
then good. You could touch bottom most of the time, if you 
really wanted to. 

There were places where the river shallowed out over a 
sand bar and we could wade. In other places cypress logs 
had fallen and jammed up under water and we had to float 
with our feet up in front of us for protection. 
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The third day the river widened even more, now to 50 
yards, and the maps told us that Four Holes Swamp floods 
into the Edisto near the big turn in the river. Stuart had 
completely given up on the motor by then, and we were all 
skinny-dipping along, just letting the river take us, pushing 
the boat from the water to keep it away from the bank. 
Some girl scouts saw us from the big bluff at Givhans Ferry 
Park, and we had to duck underwater and get around on 
the other side of the boat since we were naked. 

The fourth day was when the motorboats really began, 
and it was the first time since we'd started that the river 
wasn't completely ours. Some people were even 
water-skiing, which seemed a little strange because it 
shattered the whole peace of the river. 

We were all itching, as it later turned out, from poison 
ivy and mosquito and red bug bites. We were scratched up 
from having nm into so many bushes and tree limbs. We 
were waterlogged from spending nearly four days in the 
river. And we weren't entirely sony to see the Jacksonboro 
bridge swing into sight around that huge benrl. But 
most of all, as we still agree, we were changed and 
supremely happy. 

As the river widens below Branchville, canoeists and other 
boaters are greeted by occasional splashes of color from the 
water lilies and other flowers which line the quiet sloughs. 
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Coastal Plain: 
The Final Miles 
By the time the Edisto River reaches Jacksonboro, it has 
grown from h'lo tiny streams, mere wet spots, to a massive 
river discharging over 2,600 cubic feet per second. In two 
hundred miles, it has drained an area of roughly 3,000 
square miles and dropped 650 feet. It has given its water to 
a half-dozen cities, including Orangeburg and Charleston. 

Then gradually, below Jacksonboro, the river begins a 
slow metamorphosis. High ground becomes scarce. The 
cypress, tupelo and Spanish moss are replaced by the 
vegetation of saltwater marsh: giant cutgrass, cattail, 
pickerelweed. The water becomes much wider and more 
ponderous. Never in much of a hmry, it slows down and 
begins to rise and fall with the tide . It even runs backwards 
when the tide is corning in. Skin divers surface with sharks' 
teeth, people see porpoises now and then. 

This is the land of the flooded rice field , the Negro 
spiritual, the old mill chimney seen from a distance, the 
plantation, the 15-foot alligat01~ the shad returning to his 
home stream, the broad grasses, the broad water. 

Willtown Bluff, one of the earliest settlements by the 
English pioneers who eventually moved to Charleston, is 
five miles south of Jacksonboro . Today it is an historical 
marker, a plantation, and in a way, still a settlement. 

The settlers are a retired couple from Indiana named 
Theodore and Marie Banhidi. Their shelter is a little house 
fashioned piecemeal from whatever building material 
comes their way: aluminum siding, scrap lumber, pieces of 
old billboards. It sits, slightly elevated, in the tidal zone of 
the Edisto River, at the base of the public boat landing. 

Banhidi is a retired tool and die maker with the chesty 
bearing, the gray beard and browned face of a sea captain. 
There is a certain ferocity to the man, at first. He is 
someone who will fight. 

"We got sick of the people looking down at the sidewalk 
all the time," he tells me. "Nobody ever saying anything to 
you, nobody willing to help you out. So we came here. 

"We came here once on vacation. We liked it. We're 
staying." 

Times are good, and the Banhidi ~ are adding a new wing 
to their house-a room to sit out over the water. He and 
his slender black friend, Tom (who simultaneously smokes 
a pipe and shovels more gracefully than anyone I've ever 
seen) have finished the pilings and are laying out floor 
joists. They are building the room around a big, old juniper 
that provides a foundation for the original house. 

"You like that?" Banhidi asks . "We're going to use it as a 
clothes closet." 

The river flows by, always the same. The view from the 
Banhidi's front yard is enormous and soft, all creation is out 
there. Mrs. Banhidi watches it in her bathrobe, on a lawn 
chair. She is a slight woman, and wears a large sun hat. A 
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recent stroke has left her speaking very slowly, and eve1y 
belabored word seems to (and does) caITy great importance. 

"Sometimes I sit out here all day long, I watch people in 
boats. I watch the sun and the clouds. I watch the river. I 
watch. " 

"What do you see?" I ask 
She thinks for a long time. "I see the Lord," she says 

finally. She points to the sun setting across the water. 
"See?" 

Beyond Mrs. Banhidi's views at Willtown Bluff, the 
massive waters of the slow, thick Edisto flow eternally past 
the changing land. Beneath the high ceremonial ground of 
the Indian tribe that once called the river simply "Adusta" 
... black . .. and was in turn named Edisto by English 
explorers. Through the rice fie lds, economic gold mines of 
another time, now abandoned to the will of seasons. 
Parting to flow around Edisto Island, where isolated 
pockets of civilization exist as they have for hundreds of 
years-bartering, living off the land, and speaking a strange 
dialect of the language called gullah. 

Past all tempora1y humanity, the Edisto flows deeply and 
outside of time-a beautiful river on a dying planet, 
springing from the inland sand, moving along, aITiving, 
mingling its fertile waters with the sea. 

The long, twistingjoumey of 
the river ends in a broad 

expanse of marsh grass and 
tidal creeks. Shrimpers and 

others who make their living 
from the sea depend upon the 

river marshes as a spawning 
ground for marine life. 
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Ancient Greeks revered these 
mighty fish with their broad 
swords as the lost soldiers of 
Ulysses, cast into the sea and 
changed by the gods. Their 
fighting ability, strength and 
stamina rival those of the most 
fearsome warriors and the 
broadbill swordfish is still 
honored by all who fish the 
blue water. by Dean Poucher 

The blue marlin has topped the South Carolina blue water 
fisherman's prize list since June 1967 when Virginia Pingree 
landed a 395-pounder out of Beaufort and started a craze of 
marlin tournaments that has engulfed the state since. And it 
would seem with all those lines in the water, somebody would 
have hooked and landed at least one broadbill swordfish in that 
time. But, to my knowledge, none has been recorded since the 
broadbill brigade started last spring following the phenomenal 
success of the Miami Swordfish Tournament which produced 60 
on the dock. 

This was an early spring tournament and it shivered the tim
bers of every blue water boat along the South Carolina coastline 
for two reasons. One was the almost certain likelihood that the 
broadbill swordfish migrated to northern waters much the same 
as blue marlin; and two, a unique fishing method was employed 
to catch the swordfish that also accounted for none being taken 
during the classic skip-bait methods for blue marlin. 

Swordfish were taken deep ... in hundreds of feet of water, 
and a light device was used to attract the fish to the bait. In fact, 
almost all of the fish were taken at night, using a life-saving 
device commonly called "cold fire" attached just above the bait. 
"Cold fire" was employed years ago on life boats and even 
individual life jackets. It is a pair of chemicals they simply twist 
in a tube. When the chemicals mix, an eerie but bright lumines
cent glow is produced that will last up to 12 hours, even sub
merged overlOO fathoms along the curve of the continental shelf. 

One specific brand of this "cold fire" was sold along the coast 
of South Carolina years ago under the name Cyalume and it was 
made to save lives, not catch broadbill swordfish. 

As a member of the Advisory Panel of the South Atlantic 
Fishery Management Council, I've seen the first reports on the 
broadbill swordfish which will eventually lead to a Fisheries 
Management Plan for the species. Plans will also be made for all 
other significant recreational and commercial species with the 
200-mile limit now in effect. We are working closely with the 
Caribbean Council where swordfish is considered a staple food 
commodity, despite the mercury-content ban that either has or 
will be lifted soon. 
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These studies show a consistent migratory pattern for the 
broadbill that carries this great game fish from the West Indies in 
winter, where it is presumed they spawn, to the waters off 
Montauk Point, New York and northwards. This route brings 
this highly desirable sportfishing species right past the 261 miles 
of South Carolina coast starting in late April, peaking in May and 
June, and even leaving a resident population, like the blue 
marlin, until the waters grow cold again in November. 

But what is the process? How do you catch this gladiator so 
aptly named that his sword may account for 37 percent of his 
entire body length? And what are the cold, hard risks in the dark 
of landing a huge fish that is well known to attack a boat violently 
with that wicked sword? 

At least a half-dozen blue water skippers in South Carolina 
know that answer now. They took the methods of Miami anglers 
and found the mighty broadbill to be every inch and more of all 
they'd heard and read about him. 

This is no species of game fish to take lightly. He roams the 
seven seas. Iquique, Chili holds many records including a 1,182 
pounder taken in 1953. Aristotle wrote about this splendid 
species 2,300 years ago. And noble fisherman-adventurer-writer, 
Zane Grey, did battle with one off Catalina for eleven and one
half hours in the darkness until the skipper broke the fish off 
upon discovery of the strange noises around the boat coming 
from the hooked broadbill, calmly feeding on flying fish. 

Swordfish have been observed at depths of over 2,000 feet, 
seemingly immune to pressure or numbing cold. One bathy
scape was hauled up from enormous depths following a radio 
call that something had struck the craft violently. When the 
yellow, steel sphere was lifted dripping out of the sea, a broadbill 

swordfish was hanging off the middle seam with its sword 
embedded deeply into the clamshell-like structure . 

A gentleman I shall call Captain Dan told me he made his first 
money from the sea by harpooning swordfish off Montauk many 
years ago. He said the huge fish would bask just under the 
surface and would invariably attack the boat violently unless hit 
in a vital spot. He also said Mako shark steaks have long been 
sold commercially under the name of swordfish steaks and are 
nearly identical in taste and texture. The mercury pollution ban 
on swordfish gave both broadbills and Mako sharks a breather 
according to him. 

But if they bask on the surface off Montauk, why must they be 
found along the depths of the continental shelf anywhere from 
400 to 800 feet deep? Is this why the bluefin tuna migrates from 
Bimini to Nova Scotia during the same approximate time of year 
and yet none are taken by anglers from South Carolina? Perhaps 
the "cold fire" will fill even more blue water angling secrets. 

Charleston anglers produced the first of the broadbills last 
spring and Hilton Head anglers were close behind. And it seems 
that almost everyone went out for swordfish at one time or 
another during the supposed peak migration season. One boat 
out of Beaufort hooked up about midnight and the battle ranged 
in the damp darkness for over three hours. 

Finally the fish was coming in and the crew sprang to their 
posts. There was a relative newcomer assigned to the flying gaff. 
As the double line appeared, meaning the fish was 30 feet away, 
the skipper, Bruce Welden, snapped on the floodlights on the 
flying bridge. The mate was now handling the wire and the man 
with the flying gaff was beside him, hoping for a good strike on 
this large fish. 

DIRECTION OF DRIFT ---

Downrigger used for Night Swordfishing 

48 

The Florida method for 
catching broadbill sword
fish at night has proven 
equally successful for South 
Carolina waters. Basically, a 
downrigger with seven
pound lead cannonball 
Weight carries the fishing 
line to a specified depth of 
several hundred feet and 
keeps it there while the boat 
drifts. A luminous light is 

taped to the line a few feet 
above the squid or other 
baitfish and 12/0 hook. The 
eerie glow of the light at
tracts swordfish up from the 
depths to strike the bait. 
When the fish strikes, the 
line is pulled free from a 
quick release device above 
the weight and the angler 
then fights the fish on a free, 
unweighted line. 

FISHING LINE -

SQUID AND HOOK 

\ 
LUMINOUS CHEMICAL LIGHT 

/ QUICK-RELEASE DEVICE 
...... 

-WIRE LINE 

-CANNONBALL 



But he wasn't prepared for what suddenly loomed out of the 
sea and into the glare of the floodlights. An enormous sword-like 
bill slashed out of the water and across the transom like a scythe. 
The huge head carried the same saucer-like, black eyes of the 
great white shark and the entire apparition was just too much. 
The gaff clattered to the deck and its would-be wielder scattered 
for cover like a condensed covey of quail going into a cypress 
swamp. The big swordfish then rolled and thrashed, wrapping 
the steel leader around the formidable sword. The hapless mate 
was left standing there with only broken wire in his hands to 
show for the sweat, anticipation, aching muscles and jangled 
nerves of the past three hours, not to mention the long trip out 
and the wait for the strike. 

Bruce said it was a beautiful sunrise and they boated a wahoo 
and five dolphin while trolling back. Everyone on board who 
saw what was coming into the boat that night had the pants 
scared half off him. But they're eager to go back and try again. 

The rigging for the broad bill swordfish is about the same as for 
blue marlin but variations are already in the making. The tackle 

'. I is usually in the 80-pound class but the terminal rig differs 
t slightly. Fifteen feet of double line and fifteen feet of wire leader 
I must be rigged to carry the "cold fire" and the bait down as 

deeply as the angler dares to allow running room for the terribly 
powerful swordfish. 

A 12/0 hook is rigged with a squid as large as you can get. Some 
; I skippers won't use a squid under a foot long. It is carefully sewn 
~ to the wire so that it won't slip down into a ball around the hook. 
t I The steel leader is threaded through the squid so that the hook is 
t hanging inside the tentacles and the sewing is done upper body, 

allowing the "wings" and tentacles to appear natural. 

Six-inch sticks sold under the name Cyalume con
tain a glass vial of chemicals. When the plastic 
tube is bent, the vial is broken and the chemicals 
mix to produce a greenish glow which lasts for 
three or more hours. Cyalume may imitate the 
natural luminescence of squid or other baltflsh. 

A large squid or other baitfish is threaded onto a 
12/0 hook with a steel leader and egg sinker at
tached. The squid is then sewn onto the hook 
through its mantle and head to allow it to ride 
naturally in the water: 

"Cold fire" is a plastic tube about a foot long. It is attached 
about a foot above the bait to the wire and when the plastic tube 
is twisted, the two chemicals mix and lo - there is light. To allow 
for drift, 20 ounces or more of lead is attached, usually with a 
thin, copper break-away wire on the strike. Many anglers this 
season are going to use ten-pound downriggers which also break 
away on the strike, leaving the angler free to fight the fish and 
nothing else. 

But there is this note. The International Game Fish Association 
has this fishing method under close study and there is talk of 
disqualifying fish taken with the "cold fire" method. So far it's 
just talk. If you want a record broadfish, this season is the time to 
go after him. But put a good man on the flying gaff. 

On July 31, 1977, Malcolm Drennon landed the state's first swordfish taken 
on rod and reel while fishing on the "Mr. Clean." The following day Miles 
Haneke/ on the "Princess V" brought in a 481 pound broadbill to take the 
state record away from Drennon. Photo by Don Hammond. 
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The black gnat is a common small 
fly most active in early morning or 
evening hours. Primarily just a 
nuisance, this insect is often 
attracted to eye secretions and , 
transmits pinkeye. • 
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Protecting yourself from the stings and bites 
of the little six- and eight-legged outdoor beasties 

is a sometime affair. With due respect to the potions of 
modem science, Fr,anklin's ,✓ounce of prevention" 

is still wol-th/ -R?und of _,c:,_ • 

Anyone who has spent much time in 
the outdoors has had hand combat with 
the six-and eight-legged kind. And while 
there are many fairly effective insect repel
lents on the market today, modern 
technology has not brought us much 
closer to defeating our tormentors. 

There is stuff you can fog, smear on like 
grease, bum like incense, spray, dab as in 
"a little dab'll do you" and drink that 
claims have it will protect you from bugs. 

You should note, however, that prob
lems with stinging and nuisance insects 
generally are not overwhelming. Few per
sons who come to love the outdoors sel
dom entertain much of a notion to stay 
inside simply because of a few insects. 
Once you accept this premise, you can go 
about the business of enjoying the South 
Carolina summer outdoors. We might not 
be winning the war, but we can fight back, 
and with fair effect. 

Some of the most pesky of South 
Carolina's six-legged beasties include 
deerflies, horseflies and biting blackflies, 
mosquitoes, wasps, yellowjackets and 
hornets, biting and nonbiting midges, 
fire ants and gnats. These are the insects. 

, Among the eight-legged tormentors, 
more closely akin to spiders than insects, 

c- l 'C,~✓/,, 
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OU? 
by Bob Campbell 

are the chigger or "red bug" and ticks that 
can transmit the dreaded Rocky Mountain 
Spotted Fever. 

These "bugs" weren't invented yester
day, as a practical joke on humankind by a 
demented diety Rather we humans have 
been at odds with the insect world 
throughout our history. They are indeed a 
part of the human condition. 

Our ancestors with their primitive 
methods were about as well able to ward 
off the insect tormentors as we are today. 
At least that's my opinion after a cursory 
historical reconnaissance of the matter. 
Some of their methods included avoiding 
the devils in mass movements away from 
the coast during the summertime, smoke 
both from smudge pots or pits and pipes 
or cigars, and various potions which as 
often as not caused more grief than the 
insects themselves. 

Bill Wodraska writing in a recent issue 
of FIELD AND STREAM magazine de-

photographs courtesy of 

scribed an old fashioned recipe for "fly 
dope." If it didn't smell like a cross "be
tween a railroad tie and Doc Fulner ' s 
apothecary, it just wouldn't work. " 

His medicine, he allowed "might well 
include three parts of pine tar, two parts 
olive or castor oil, one part each of oil 
pennyroyal, oil citronella, creosote and 
pulverized camphor, plus a tube of carbo
lated vaseline. For ladies' use, the pine tar 
can be omitted ." 

That potion is more sophisticated than 
most that were used by our ancestors. 
They probably viewed coping with in
sects as somewhat similar to coping with 
the weather - it was a foct of life, there 
was little that could be done about it. This 
remains true today but it is an attitude that 
allows us to cope with the bothersome 
critters on a philosophical basis . 

Lawson in his travels through the 
Carolinas in the early 1700's had little to 
say about insects except that he mis
labeled reptiles as insects. In one of the 
few references, however, speaking of the 
Indians and their living conditions, he 
wrote: "They are troubled with a mul
titude of Fleas, especially near the Places 
where they dress their Deer Skins, be
cause that Hair Harbours them; yet I never 
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felt any ill, unsavory Smell in their Cab
ins, whereas, should we live in our 
Houses as they do, we should be poison' d 
with our own Nastiness . . . which con
firms these Indians to be some of the 
sweetest People in the World." 

This leads me to believe that one of our 
problems with insects is that maybe we 
modem folks bathe too often. Perhaps 
there is a natural protective factor in our 
juices which we daily wash away 

Peter Wood in his 1974 book "Black 
Majority, Negroes in Colonial South 
Carolina," said "logically but ironically, 
these biting insects come to rival the rat
tler as the natural enemy which most de
tracted from the colony's reputation in the 
eighteenth century." Wood quotes "a 
traveler" in the mid-1700's as saying, 
"Muskettos are long sharp flys, whose 
venom, I believe, according to their bulk, 
is as baleful as that of a rattlesnake." 

While modem science would hardly 
allow me to compare mosquitoes with 
vipers (unless you consider the deadly 
fevers they are capable of carrying), mod
em authorities do point out that some in
sects shouldn't be viewed too lightly On a 
volume for volume basis, for example, the 
venom of the wasps and bees is equal to 
that of snake venom. Stinging insects, in 
fact, kill more persons in this country than 
do poisonous reptiles. 

Not everyone is fatally sensitive to bee 
or wasp stings but enough of us are to pile 
up these statistics. If there is any doubt as 
to your own sensitivity, it is best to check 
with an allergist. 

If you should be unfortunate enough to 
be stung by a bee or wasp, yellowjacket or 
hornet, a household potion of baking soda 
mixed with water into a paste is usually 
effective in neutralizing the venom. Un
like wasps and yellowjackets, honeybees 
usually leave their stinger ai1d poison sac 
in the victim. If stung by a honeybee, it is 
important to first remove the stinger by 
scraping it out as you would a splinter. 
Mud packs and ammonia are ineffective 
for the treatment of these stings, but ice 
applied will keep the swelling down and 
the spread of the poison to a minimum. 
Anyone suffering multiple stings should 
see a doctor. 

Wearing light-colored, loose-fitting 
clothing can help you avoid the stinging 
insects and the nuisance insects as well . 
Dark clothing for some reason seems to 
attract all of the little beasties and even 
seems to cause honeybees to become ag
gressive. Wearing a hat in deerfly and 
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Left and Right: These 
close- ups of the deer fly and horse 
fly, respectively, show the pointed 
beak mouthparts used by the fe male 
in the painful, bloodsucking bite. 
Closely related, deer and horseflies 
are widespread, but only active in 
the day time. 

Below: Infa mous in the Southeast, 
fire ants are so-called because of the 
fierce, burning pain associated with 
their stings. 

mosquito country will lessen the nuisance 
of these troublesome little fellows . A mos
quito head net and light gloves are useful 
when the swarms are particularly thick. 

Chemical insect repellents are also help
ful. Many brands are on the market, but it 
takes a little experimentation to find the 
right one for you. You will find that some 
will have little effect. 

According to the U. S. Department of 
Agriculture, an agency that can trot out an 
expert on just about anything, the most 
effective ingredient in any general repel
lent is N, N-diethy-m-toluamide or DEET 
for short (maybe you can figure how this 
was derived), or a substance called In
dalone which is not widely available. 
These commercial potions have advan
tages as well as disadvantages. They come 
in aerosol sprays that are good for apply
ing to clothing, sticks, liquids or oils and 
jellies that are good for applying to the 
skin because they are washed off by sweat 
as often. Some of these commercial po
tions are designed to be applied to 
clothing only Some stain or tend to dis
solve some plastics and paints. If your 
plastic sun shades begin to melt before 
your very eyes, you might have applied 
the wrong bug medicine to your face. 

Campfire smoke can be used effectively 
to protect yourself from most if not all of 
the flying pests, if you can stand the 

smoke. Sometimes it's a toss up which is 
worse, the smoke or the pest. But a small 
fire with simmering hardwood coals par
tially smothered with moss or some other 
green, vegetative material will create 
smog that will run almost anything out of 
camp, even the children. 

Obviously the use of smoke to control 
clouds of flying insects was not lost on the 
Indians. My friend Leland Ferguson, an 
anthropologist with the University of 
South Carolina, told me over a cup of cof
fee it is not uncommon to find small cylin
drical pits filled with charred com cobs at 
Indian dig-sites in the Carolinas. This is 
an archaic idea (clever people those In
dians) , but it certainly has not lost its use
fulness . These small pits loosely filled 
with corncobs or some other material 
would smolder for hours. Several of these 
pits at strategic points around a campsite 
might provide adequate protection from 
the beasties. I should tell you, I've never 
tried this. 

Proper selection of a campsite is also 
important. Your best protection against 
flying insects is a steady breeze which will 
keep them hunkered in the bushes. (I've 
found that my presence in the camp will 
calm a tornado) . When you pitch your 
tent, face the opening into the breeze. 

Perhaps the most feared of South 
Carolina's summer pests is the tick, which 
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Right: Actually the size of a small 
speck of black pepper, sandflies or 
no-see- urns are tiny bloodsucking 
flies that are most active in evening 
or morning hours. 

Below: This close-up view of a cat 
flea's head shows part of the 
flattened body which enables the 
insect to travel rapidly by jumping 
and move easily between the hairs 
on an animal's body. 
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unlike most of these other pests, is not an g 
insect, but rather is more closely related to F 
spiders. Chiggers (really mites) are also c 
more closely related to spiders. a 

Of the several varieties of ticks common i 
to South Carolina, one or two are thought " 
to transmit the dreaded Rocky Mountain 
Spotted Fever. While the odds of not con- r 
tracting the fever are much in your favor, it t 
is nevertheless something to consider. s 

Actually the name for this fever is mis- t 
leading as authorities say more persons in c 
South Carolina contract the disease each f, 
year than in all of the Rocky Mountain a 
states combined. Only about 5 percent of t 
the few species that can carry the disease 
are infected. Even if an infected tick bites d 
it must remain attached for at least six t; 

hours before the disease is transmitted. t 
Those who spend anytime in the sum- f, 

mer outdoors should be mindful of ticks v 
and check themselves at every opportu- l: 
nity, especially if there has been much g 
activity in brush or heavy vegetation. i: 
Commercial chemical repellents are e 
somewhat effective but shouldn't be re- k 
lied upon for total protection. a 

Pets, particularly dogs, are frequent col- d 
lectors of ticks as well as fleas and these iJ 
pests can easily be coveyed to you. A good a 
flea-tick collar for the dog is useful in your b 
campaign to protect yourself from these 
two critters. Making the dog sleep outside y 
the tent is also a good preventive rule . a 

While there are various methods to re- sl 
move ticks from the skin, the use of nail ti 
polish, gasoline, benzine or burning ti 
cigarettes is not recommended. The best ti 
method for removal is to grasp the tick tl 
with tweezers or with the fingers and pull 
gently straight out. Don' t twist or jerk the fE 
tick when attempting to remove it, since 1J 
this is likely to break off the mouth parts, a v. 
deposit which could lead to a secondary le 
infection. If the mouth parts are in the d 
skin, they should be treated as any cl 
splinter. If the tick has not already done so, b 
the mouth parts will not transmit the tl 
fever. 

Chiggers, and a kindred spirit, the itch g 
mite, may not inflict you with deadly fe- tl 
vers, but these tiny bloodsuckers can I tl 
make you think you've contacted the St. tl 
Vitus or something worse. With common n, 

sense and precaution, however, you can ai 

easily outfigure the Southern chigger. s, 



Like ticks, chiggers live in brush and 
high grass and the best way to avoid chig
gers is to stay out of such areas. Chiggers, 
also like ticks, must remain in contact with 
their intended victim for a time before 
doing their mischief. Brushing against 

1 grass or shrubs gives the chigger an op
) portunity to invade your person, and the 
) 

1 opportunity is seldom ignored by these 
artful tiny beasts. Sitting or lying around 

1 in such areas is not recommended for ob
t vious reasons. 
1 Once the little red devils get aboard they 
- move to the warmer more moist areas of 
t the body to fix themselves to the skin for a 

steady meal. They commonly end up in 
- the region of the belt where the tightness 
1 of clothing stops their migration. When 
1 feeding, the chigger burrows into the skin 
1 and releases a toxin that dissolves the skin 
f tissue and causes itching and swelling. 
~ Proper clothing worn effectively will 
s defeat the chigger. It is particularly impor
" tant to stop them at the "foot" of the situa-

tion. Most folks are inflicted with chiggers 
- from the ground up. Wear long trousers 
s with the cuffs tucked into the tops of the 
- boots. Spray that area liberally with a 
1 good insect repellent. Powdered sulphur 

is an old standing chigger remedy that is 
~ effective if dusted freely around the an-
- kles, wrists, neckline and other exposed 

areas. Someone has suggested also that a 
- dog flea-tick collar is very useful in retard
e ing the activities of chiggers. Put the thing 
:l around the boot top though and not on the 
r bare skin. 
e Bath time is also a good time to recheck 
e yourself for ticks. Check especially well 

around the hairline. By this time you 
- should already have thoroughly inspected 
ll the children and the dog, but it's a good 
5 time for a final check if you can get close to 
,t the tub without a dousing. If the dog's in 
K the tub too, that's your business. 
11 Well you say, despite your best efforts, a 
e few got through your preventive screen. 
e liy not to scratch the wounds. Scratching 
a will only make the itch worse and could 
y lead to a secondary infection, much no 
e doubt to the delight of the chiggers. For 
f chiggers as well as for most other insect 
, bites, calamine lotion is useful in treating 
e the itch. 

Mosquitoes, flies, ants, midges and 
1 gnats (no-see-urns) are more of a nuisance 
- than a cause to run up the red flag. But 
1 ' there are some notable exceptions among 

them that command considerable respect; 
1 namely the blackfly or deerfly, fire ants, 
1 and what is known along the coast as the 

sand flea, sand gnat or no-see-um. 

Right: 1. Closely related to spiders, 
the American dog tick is a bloodsucker 
capable of transmitting serious 
diseases such as spotted fever and 
paralysis to both animals and humans. 

2. A close-up of the under-
side of this tick reveals the bloodsucking 
mouthparts which attach to the skin. 

3. Like horse flies, stable 
flies are active only during the daytime 
and especially around livestock. 

4. The most distinguishing 
characteristic of stable flies is their 
sharp and stiletto-like mouthparts 
which produce a painful, bloodsucking 
bite, generally around the ankles . 

Once while taking a trawl sample for 
research purposes on the Santee River, my 
partner and I were attacked by an un
usually vicious bloodsucker that resem
bled a deerfly. During the skirmish I came 
to acknowledge that we were about to be 
eaten alive by these flying piranhas and 
thinking "Oh gawd, what's momma 
gonna tell the relatives at the funeral." 
Being consumed by voracious insects is 
not something you want inscribed on 
your tombstone. 

Recently I've asked about these flies and 
the consensus of my respondents agreed 
that there is little you can do to protect 
yourself from these particular beasts, ex
cept guard the jugular. They puncture 
rather than bite and blood flows freely 
from the wound . So you might need a 
tourniquet. 

Another aggressive exception to the 
nuisance insects is what could be called 
"the bite without a body." Commonly re
ferred to as sand flies, sand gnats or no
see-ums it is neither flea nor gnat, but a 
midge. The bite of these nearly invisible 
bugs is far greater than their size would 
reveal. But we've got the medicine to 
combat these phantoms of the air. 

For the information of those who don't 
live near the coast, a well-touted dope for 
midges (works for the biting and nonbit
ing varieties) is, believe it or not, Avon's 
"Skin So Soft" lotion. While the potion 
obviously was not designed for such 
mundane work, it nevertheless works 
fine . Conservation officers with the South 
Carolina Wildlife and Marine Resources 
Department in the coastal area use it 
freely. Sometimes this draws careful stares 
from some of the more grubby fishermen 
they encounter. 



Right: This extreme close-up 
reveals the spiky barbs of the 
stinger of a honeybee. Located at 
the end of the abdomen, the stinger 
is connected to the poison gland and 
released when the bee wants to 
defend itself. After the stinger is 
used, the bee usually dies. 
Inset: The mouthparts of the 
honeybee are essential in both the 
gathering of nectar and pollen . 

Those who allow themselves to be at
tacked by fire ants probably deserve what 
they get. The large mounds of ant colonies 
are conspicuous and easily avoided. The 
individual ants are not so noticeable, 
however. They are small and harmless in 
appearance, but their sting may convince 
you of their purpose. 

Sensitivity to the stings and venom of 
any of the insects mentioned in this article 
varies greatly among people. The fire ant 
sting is no exception. Some will hardly 
notice while others may become ill from a 
single sting. 

These ants get a large amount of bad 
press from the government since they are 
an exotic breed that has inundated the 
southeast in recent years. All attempts by 
the government, using an awesome arse
nal of weapons, have to date failed to do 
much damage to the spreading fire ant 
population. 

If fire ants are present where you camp 
or otherwise do your outdoor thing, just 
avoid them. If stung, apply a baking soda 
paste or a commercial remedy. If unusual 
swelling or other symptoms occur, see a 
doctor as soon as possible. 

While insects are measured in mean
ness according to their nuisance potential 
rather than to their size and weight, true 
outdoorspeople realize that sometimes 
obnoxious or dangerous insects will be 
encountered. Occasionally the bugs will 
cause some discomfort and inconveni
ence, but rarely to the point where an 
outing is ruined. Once you are able to 
convince yourself that most insect prob
lems are a product of the mind, more so 
than of the bug, you are set to fully enjoy 
the great South Carolina outdoors. 

A special thanks to Dr. T. R. Adkins, Jr., Dr. 
Gerald Carner, Heyward Douglass and Joan 
Hudson of the Entomology Department at 
Clemson University and Dr. Peter Armstrong of 
the Department of Zoology at the University 
of California. 
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Parasitic Pests 
That Bite And Suck Blood 

These pests depend upon man and other warm-blooded animals for part of 
their life cycles. Although difficult to avoid, their bites are seldom severe and 
usually cause no complications. The various available insect repellents are 
our best defense. After coming in contact with these bugs or with areas ' 
where they may be encountered, wash thoroughly with soap and water and 
treat bites with a cream to relieve itching. 

CHIGGERS: Most often encountered in grass, straw or FLIES AND GNATS: Abundantaroundmoistwood
underbrush in localized areas; bite irritates skin and causes lands, beaches, stables and fields; bites may be very painful 
red welts that itch intensely for a week or more; best preventa- and irritating; preventative - same as mosquitoes. 
tive - repellant around belt, ankles and other openings of MOSQUITOES• • ·· 
clothing and washing with soap and water after possi- • Especially prevalei:it ~u1:1d w~d-
ble exposure. !an~s and low places wh~re water stands; bite is pain~ with 

itching welt often resulting and may rarely spread disease; 

FLEAS: Usually found only where there are dogs and cats, 
but may also be carried by mice and other warm-blooded 
animals; bites usually occur around the legs and are not im
mediately painful, but become irritating for several days after 
initial contact; may occasionally spread disease; best preven
tative - ridding pet and its bedding area of fleas. 

best preventative - spray or stick repellent. 

TICKS: Widespread in woodlands and areas similar to 
habitat of chiggers; attach to skin and must be carefully re
moved to avoid later infection; bite often not felt but fatal tick 
paralysis and/or fever may develop if tick is not removed; 
preventative - same as chiggers. 

Pests That 
ting Or Bite In Self Defense 
~ this group of bugs is more easily avoided than the previous one, their 

sting or bite is generally more severe and often may produce complications. To 
individuals with a higher sensitivity to their venom, an attack may prove fatal 
if not treated immediately by a physician. The best preventative against all of 
these pests is avoidance. 

BEES, HORNETS, WASPS AND YELLOW 
JACKETS: Nest in bushes, trees, ground or on buildings 
in woodlands, fields and residential areas; their stings pro
duce sharp localized pain with swelling; in honeybees, 
poison sac and stinger are usually left in the wound and must 
be removed before treatment; in non-sensitive individuals 
medication or ice packs may be applied to the sting site, 
although if severe stings are received a physician should be 
consulted immediately. 

BLACK WIDOW AND BROWN RECLUSE 
SPIDERS: Widespread around buildings (brown recluse 
is limited in South Carolina); bite of black widow produces 
dull pain, redness and swelling, abdomen becomes rigid in 
15-20 minutes and pain increases along with weakness and 
sweating; convulsions may occur; brown recluse bite pro
duces mild sting and blister with mild to severe pain in 2-8 
hours; star-shaped area develops in 3-4 days; both of these 
spider bites may be fatal, especially in small children; consult 
a physician immediately for treatment. 

FIRE ANTS: Conical-shaped mounds are widespread 
throughout fields and in suburbs and may contain several 
thousand ants which attack when disturbed; sting is painful, 
small blister and pustule develop within a few hours and may 
become infected if opened; wound should be cleaned and an 
ice pack applied. 

NE1TLING CATERPILLARS AND CEN-
TIPEDES: Widespread in brushy areas and underground 
debris; caterpillar's hollow hairs connected to poison sacs 
may cause serious skin irritation, itching and internal distur
bances; centipede's fangs cause painful area around bite; 
wound should be cleaned and swelling controlled with ice 
pack; if symptoms persist consult a physician. 

SCORPIONS: Fairly common under ground debris in 
woodlands and around buildings; sting causes sharp pain 
followed by prickly feeling, speech may become slurred with 
numbness and weakness in affected limb; severe reactions 
produce pain and twitching with nausea and convulsions; 
consult a physician for treatment. 
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I 'm new in the area having moved from 
Indiana in January of this year. A friend of 
mine here gave me this subscription order 
envelope after I had a chance to see your 
latest issue. I enjoyed it very much and 
would like to add my name to your list of 
satisfied subscribers. 

Every day I've found something new and 
exciting about my new home and I hope 
your publication will aid me in my dis
coveries. Had I known about South 
Carolina sooner I'm sure I'd be saying hey 
by now naturally instead of how-dee. 

Wayne Hettenback 
Spartanburg 

A s usual, I enjoy reading my copy of 
South Carolina Wildlife; however, I must 
take exception to an error in the article 
"Ghoulies, Ghosties and Things That Go 
Bump In the Night," by Pat Robertson, in 
the March-April 1978 issue. 

Information referring to the bear that 
was killed ir'i the Francis Marion National 
Forest was incorrect. Since the incident, 
there have been many versions of what 
really happened . The following are facts 
from the hunter that was there. 

The bear was estimated to weigh be
tween 250 and 275 lbs. The hunter made 
no claim the bear was attacking him nor 
that he even thought that it might. The 
bear was approaching from downwind, 
probably following the buck scent that the 
hunter had deployed. The bear did not see 
the hunter. The hunter knew there was a 
scheduled season on bear in the upper 
part of the state, but was unaware that 
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there was no season in the Francis Marion 
National Forest. 

Upon returning home, to solicit help in 
retrieving the bear, the hunter learned that 
the kill was illegal and promptly informed 
wildlife officials. He was subsequently 
fined $50 for the act. The hunter is a con
servationist and states he shot the bear 
because it was a fine trophy and the meat is 
edible, and that he -was not aware of a 
violation. L. W. Ammann 

Hanahan 

Since I am a native of South Carolina and 
lived there until I was able to get out on my 
own, I am still very interested in all hap
penings in the state. I was very disap
pointed, however, in your March-April 
issue where you devoted more than half of 
the magazine to various things about trout 
fishing. 

I did get some kick out of this in that, as a 
child some sixty years ago, I spent a sum
mer or two with an uncle who lived just a 
stone's throw from the Eastatoe River in 
Pickens County. There was an apple or
chard between his dwelling and the creek 
and we took our weekly bath in the creek 
with a bar of Octagon soap to remove the 
week's accumulation of sweat. The water 
at that time was pure enough to drink 
without any fear of disease. 

No one knew anything about trout at 
that time and I guess that the natives never 
were interested, but I am sure there must 
have been many present. 

Please give us more variety in your fu
ture issues and not devote the whole 
magazine to a subject where only a few are 
really interested. P. B. Lewis 

Asheboro, N. C. 

Congratulations on a well-written and 
handsomely presented publication! We 
received our copy of your March-April 1978 
issue a few days ago and were both im
pressed by its quality and delighted to be 
included in the article "Trout Tackle." 

We found the article interesting and ac
curate and the photography captured the 
romance and beauty of cane and ac
coutrement items to perfection. Photos of 
our mutual friend Jon Jicha were excellent 
also .. .. pass along our greetings if you 
see him! 

D. M. Wiesenberger 
C. Buckley Juhasz 

Anglersmail 
Cleveland, Ohio 

11 thoroughly enjoyed reading your 
March-April edition of South Carolina 
Wildlife. The mountain fishing articles 
were excellent and were beautifully com
plimented by the outstanding artwork of 
Jon Jicha. Our state can be proud of the 
fine fishing areas of upstate South Carblina 
featured in your article. 

We at Coker College would like to salute 
the work of Jon Jicha. An art professor at 
Coker, Jicha has contributed greatly to our 
art department, and we are extremely 
proud of his accomplishments. We com
mend you for featuring Jon Jicha's work in 
your excellent publication. Thank you for 
sharing his talents with our fellow South 
Carolinians. Ray Davis 

Hartsville 

We still get the South Carolina Wildlife 
magazine, thanks to a generous Charles-
ton friend, Julian Goode. 

It is indeed a beautiful publication, one 
that entices me to the South Carolina coast 
especially. Beautiful photography and 
paintings! Our copies are shared with in
terested young people. We also have Na
tional Wildlife and Tennessee Conser
vationist and the Living Wilderness. 

The growing use of solar power gives us 
hope. And uses of sludge as fertilizer. Even 
Congress may wake up in time! 

A. J. Wier 
Sevierville, Tn. 

I misplaced the last issue of the 
magazine, but did see where you wel
comed suggestions for controls on the 
wild dogs. · 

It has been my observation that most 
packs of wild dogs range in areas where 
there are poultry, hog and cattle farms, 
where the dead animals are hauled into 
the woods and not disposed of properly. 

I believe it would help if the local au
thorities would enforce the disposal of 
dead animals. Dogs would have a hard 
time living in the wild without this food. 

E. W. Nettles, Jr. 
Sumter 

We appreciate the opportunity to sub
scribe to this magazine. It was enclbsed in 
our South Carolina tax refund and is a 
great idea. Wishing all the best for1978 and 
I know our family will enjoy this magazine! 

The McE/ray's 
West Columbia 



What 200 Miles Means To 
Saltwater Anglers 

If there was ever any doubt 
as to our marine fisheries re
sources being limited, it has 
been removed by the Fishery 
Conservation and Manage
ment Act of 1976. 

This act established a 200-
mile " fishing conservation 
zone" surrounding the United 
States coast and its territorial 
waters and it requires that 
some hard and fast decisions 
be made. 

These decisions are going to 
affect directly the saltwater an
gler. In many instances, he is 
going to be regulated just as 
commercial and foreign 
fishermen and will be given an 
allocation as to the number of 
fish he may harvest. 

The saltwater angler can no 
longer afford to remain 
anonymous and take for 
granted the right to fish in salt
water as a God-given right. He 
must stand up and be counted, 
he must identify himself and 
demand his proper share of 
America's fisheries. 

The decisions as to which 
group gets what portion of our 
marine fisheries resources are 
being made by eight Regional 
Fisheries Management Coun
cils established by the 1976 act. 
Although these councils are 
funded by the Federal Gov
ernment (Department of 
Commerce), they are not arms 
of the federal or any state gov
ernment. 

Each council is composed of 
representatives from two to six 
coastal states or United States' 
territories and include the 
principal state official with 
marine fisheries management 
responsibilities from each 
state. At least one additional 

representative is appointed by 
the governor of each state or 
territory. 

These councils are required 
by law to develop fisheries 
management plans using the 
best scientific information now 
available. These councils must 
decide among other things 
how many fish should be har
vested by a particular fishery or 
what is the optimum yield of 
the fishery. 

In other words, "that part of 
the fishery that will provide the 
greatest overall benefit to the 
nation, with particular refer
ence to food production and 
recreational opportunities. " 

Once they have determined 
what the optimum yield is, (not 
an easy task) they must then 
decide what portion commer
cial and recreational American 
fishermen will be allowed to 
harvest, if there will be a 
surplus for foreign vessels, and 
if there is a surplus how many 
pounds or tons will foreigners 
be allowed to harvest in that 
fishery. 

These decisions may be 
amended in the future but they 
require real numbers to be as
signed now as to what portion 
will be harvested by these dif
ferent interest groups. 

The marine recreational an
gler finds himself in a precari
ous position with little or no 
documented information 
available concerning his num
bers, harvest or economic im
portance to our marine 
fisheries. 

Most anglers, and non
anglers too, underestimate the 
harvest and economic impor
tance of the saltwater fisher
men. Any angler who has 

South Carolina's offshore anglers will have to stand up 
and be counted. 

watched a commercial fisher
man pile literally thousands of 
fish on the deck of his boat for 
market cannot believe that his 
Saturday outings with his fam
ily could possibly account for a 
measurable portion of the har
vest of a fishery. 

However, for each fish piled 
high on that commercial boat 
there is a sport fisherman out 
there taking home his day's 
catch of three or four fish. 

It may be hard to believe but 
according to a recent survey by 
the National Marine Fisheries 
Service, the recreational angler 
now catches nearly one-half of 
the total harvest of finfish used 
for food in the United States. 

The most recent participa
tion survey of marine recrea
tional fishing estimates that 
there were more than seven 
million saltwater anglers dur
ing 1974 in the Southeastern 
United States. 
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Of the 673,000 saltwater 
anglers who were estimated to 
have fished in South Carolina 
during 1974, 326,000 were resi
dents of one of the other seven 
southeastern states. It is inter
esting that only 26,000 South 
Carolina residents were esti
mated to have fished in North 
Carolina while more than ten 
times that number (261,000) of 
North Carolina residents were 
estimated to have fished in 
South Carolina during 1974. 
These numbers, however, are 
only estimates and are subject 
to serious sampling errors due 
to the size of the population 
which must be sampled. 

This is in many respects, the 
basis for the lack of docu
mented information on the 
significance of the saltwater 
angler. Any survey of saltwater 
fishermen must take into ac
count every person within the 
area to be surveyed as each is a 
possible saltwater angler. 

In South Carolina alone, 
with a population of more than 
2.5 million, such a survey 
would necessitate contacting 
25,000 persons just to sample 
one percent of the population 
and 250,000 persons to sample 
ten percent of the potential 

The saltwater 
angler can no 
longer take for 

granted the right 
to fish in 
saltwater. 

saltwater anglers. This would 
not include out-of-state sport 
fishermen fishing in South 
Carolina. 

In the 1974 survey cited 
above which represents the 
most recent and complete in
formation available, 19,000 
households were sampled 
from eight states with a com
bined population of more than 
39 million. 
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Thus it is easy to see why few 
surveys have been attempted 
and those that have are subject 
to large sampling errors due to 
the relative small percentage of 
anglers surveyed. 

Several states (Louisiana, 
Texas, California, Oregon, 
Washington and Alaska) have 
solved many of these informa
tion problems with the im
plementation of some type of 
license or permit for saltwater 
fishing. 

During recent years, many of 
the most influential fishery and 
wildlife organizations (National 
Wildlife Federation, Izaak Wal
ton League, Sport Fishing lnsti
t ute and the American 
Fisheries Society) have 
adopted resolutions calling for 
the implementation of a saltwa
ter fishing license by all coastal 
states. 

Valid information relative to 
the number, harvest and eco
nomic importance of saltwater 
anglers is not available in many 
cases. It is evident that where 
Regional Fisheries Manage
ment Councils find it necessary 
to make fishery allocations be
tween commercial arid recrea
tional interests, as is certainly 
going to be the case with sev
eral fisheries such as the 
swordfish and snapper
grouper fisheries, some type of 
system will have to be 
employed to monitor the rec
reational catch as well as the 
commercial harvest. 

It is to every saltwater sport 
fisherman's advantage to stay 
informed as to the activities to 
these Regional Fisheries Man
agement Councils. 

Public hearings are required 
to obtain comments on the de
velopment of fishery manage
ment plans and amendments 
to these plans. 

Attend these meetings and 
let the councils know that salt
water anglers are interested, 
concerned and want their fair 
share of America's saltwater 
fishery resources. 

- Charles Moore. 

Guide Books Available 
for Summer Fun 

Persons interested in en
hancing their outdoor fun this 
summer may be interested in 
writing for the guide books 
listed below. All of the guide 
books are free. 

u A Guide to Saltwater Recre
ational Fisheries in South 
Carolina," 51 pages. A com
prehensive guide to all aspects 
of coastal fishing including 
charter boats and boat rentals, 
piers , reefs, marinas and 
facilities, record fish, tide ta
bles and maps. Write Saltwater 
Guide, P. 0. Box 12559, 
Charleston, S. C. 29412. 

"South Carolina Boater's 
Handbook," 109 pages. A com
prehensive guide to safe, legal 
and enjoyable recreational 
boating. Write Boater's Hand
book, P. 0. Box 12559, Charles
ton, S. C. 29412. 

u A Guide to South Carolina's 
Artificial Reefs," 30 pages. Con-

tains detailed diagrams of each 
reef along with the locations of 
the reefs and tips on how to 
fish them. Write Reef Guide, 
P. 0. Box 12559, Charleston, 
s. C. 29412. 

"River Trails in South 
Carolina," 32 pages. This guide 
features 12 rivers considered 
the most outstanding for float
ing based on their accessibility, 
navigability, and natural and 
scenic beauty. Maps tell 
mileages, access points and 
roads and safety tips are in
cluded. Write River Trails, 1116 
Bankers Trust Tower, Colum
bia; S. C. 29201. 

"Recreational Shellfish 
Guide," 32 pages. Describes 
the state's public oyster and 
clam beds with maps, 
techniques for gathering and 
regulations. Write Shellfish 
Guide, P. 0. Box 12559, 
Charleston, S. C. 29412. 

WILDLIFE VIOLATORS 
TO LEARN ARITHMETIC 

A point system for wildlife 
violations similar to what the 
state highway department ad
ministers for traffic violations 
will go into effect next year. The 
law is aimed at the chronic or 
repeat violator of the state's 
game fish laws. 

To be administered by the 
state Wildlife Department, the 
law provides that the Wildlife 
Department assess points for 
certain violations as set by the 
legislation. Once 18 points are 
assessed against a person, his 
or her hunting and fishing priv
ileges will be suspended for 
one year. 

Assessment of points follow
ing conviction of these viola-

tions is additional to whatever 
penalties are levied by the 
court. Points range from 18 for 
resisting arrest for night hunt
ing deer to 6 points for trespas
sing to hunt, fish or trap. 

A person who violates the 
suspension may be fined up to 
$500, jailed for 90 days and 
awarded an additional year's 
suspension of privileges. 

The law also provides for 
removal of points following a 
calendar year free of convic
tions and a process of review 
by the Wildlife Department if 
requested within 10 days of 
notification of the suspension. 

The new law goes into effect 
July 1, 1979. 



Tom Samworth and the plaque designating the Samworth Game Management Area. 

SAMWORTH HONORED 
Pee Dee Waterfowl Area Renamed 
For Lifelong Conservationists 

Thomas C. Samworth, who 
has been a wildlife conser
vationist for longer than most 
folks live, had the Pee Dee 
Game Management Area near 
Georgetown renamed for him 
recently. Samworth gave the 
state the property in 1962. 

Samworth was also given the 
state's highest awacd . . . The 
Order of the Palmetto ... by 
Governor James B. Edwards in 
ceremonies this spring held on 
the property which is also 
known as Dirleton Plantation. 

The dedicated conser
vationist gave the 1,275-acre 
plantation to the sportsmen of 
South Carolina as a public 
hunting area for migratory 
birds. Since the time of his gift, 
department officials say the 
plantation has provided 4,640 
days of public duck hunting. 

A native of Delaware, Sam
worth formerly was editor of 
The American Rifleman, the of
ficial publication of the Na
tional Rifle Association. While 
editor he gave the magazine its 
current name. He left the NRA 
to form his own publishing 
company and in the following 
years published more than 45 
books on firearms, ballistics 
and hunting. Some of his 
books on gunsmithing are 
classics in the firearm business 
and are still being used in 
textbooks. 

In 1941, Samworth came to 
South Carolina and settled on 
Dirleton Plantation near 
Georgetown, an established 
place that goes back to the rice 
planting days and which was 
part of an original grant from 
the King of England. 

When he deeded his prop
erty to the department 16 years 
ago, Samworth, now 91, said he 
had made his living from 
sportsmen for many years and 
wanted to do something in re
turn especially for people with 
no place of their own to hunt. 

Samworth continues to live 
on the property and is active in 
the area's management. 

MORE 
WETLANDS 

A new survey of South 
Carolina coastal wetlands by 
the South Carolina Wildlife and 
Marine Resources Department 

personnel is turning up more 
of this important habitat than 
previously was thought to 
exist. 

Part of a national effort 
funded by the U. S. Fish and 
Wildlife Service, the study is 
using aerial photographs to 
classify and map all coastal wet
lands, both forested and non
forested. 

"The South Carolina coastal 
region is dotted with a variety 
of wetland types that can be 
identified from high altitude 
black and white and color in
frared photographs,''.. accord
ing to geographer Robert H. 
Dunlap. Dunlap heads up the 
department's Environmental 
Evaluation Section within the 
Office of Conservation and 
Management. 

"A similar inventory was 
conducted nationwide in the 
early 1950's by the U. S. Fish 
and Wildlife Service but be
cause we now have better 
techniques the current inven
tory is discovering additional 
wetlands overlooked in the 
earlier survey," said Dunlap. 

South Carolina's coast is 
being conducted in conjunc
tion with the department's Sea 
Island Ecological Characteriza
tion Study which is also funded 
by the U. S. Fish and Wildlife 
Service. 

The inventory is based upon 
high altitude photographs 
supplied by NASA and the U.S. 
Geological Survey. Two or 
three photos of each area are 
used to compensate for differ
ences in seasons, sun angle 
and atmospheric conditions. 

Once completed the inven
tory will be valuable for re
gional and resource planning 
and in assessing the environ
mental impact of construction 
projects. 

"lidal wetlands are impor
tant because of the critical 
habitat they provide for 
numerous specialized forms of 
wildlife," Dunlap said. "Wet
lands support aquatic animals 
and provide food and water for 
many terrestrial animals. 
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First Woman Among Turkey 
Calling Champions 

Tweedie Nichols of Union, South Carolina's Wild Turkey Calling 
Champion. 

Tweedie Nichols of Union 
defeated a field of 26 wild tur
key callers during the ninth an
nual South Carolina Wild Tur
key Calling Championship 
held in Edgefield, South 
Carolina in March. She is the 
first woman to enter the con
test and the first to be named 
the South Carolina Champion. 

Ms. Nichols also won the 
open competition, competing 
with non-residents in this 
event. Open competition is for 
everybody including out-of
state callers, while the South 
Carolina championship is for 
residents only. 

Sam Crouch, coordinator for 
the annual event for the 
Edgefield Game and Fish As
sociation which sponsors the 
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championship, said it was one 
of the best contests held since 
the beginning in 1970. 

"We had a fantastic day," 
Crouch said in an interview, 
"You wouldn't believe the 
turnout we had even with the 
rain and everything." Crouch 
said 350 persons turned out for 
the event "which was a 
hundred or two more than we 
expected with the rain and all." 

Thirty-nine persons com
peted in the various events, 
Crouch said, "almost twice as 
many as we've had in past con
tests." 

Runners-up in the state 
competition were: Eddie 
Glance of Union and John Sex
ton of Lyman who is a former 
South Carolina champion. 

Lewis Stowe of Gastonia, N. C., 
was runner-up in the open 
competition. 

Crouch said he expects the 
open contest to become more 
important in the future. "It's re
ally going to grow," he .said, 
"but we don't get enough pub
licity." There were only seven 
entries this year. 

Winner in the youth compe
tition was Steve Cobb of Car
lisle, S. C. Runners up were 
Scott Padgett also of Carlisle 
and Michael Chapman of 
Clearwater, S. C. 

Ms. Ronda Murrell of 
Edgefield was named Miss 
South Carolina Turkey Calling 
Queen for 1978. 

Judges were Tom Rodgers of 
Edgefield, the executive vice 
president of the National Wild 
Turkey Federation with head
quarters in Edgefield; Rob 
Keck also with the federation in 
Edgefield; Bill O'Daniel of Car
lisle, last year's champion; Bill 
McBride of Edgefield, winner 
two years ago; and Neal Cost 
of Greenwood. 

USE OF 
STEEL SHOT 
SUPPORTED 
BY STATE 
STUDY 

The National Wildlife Federa
tion (NWF) has appealed to 
sportsmen to "stop fighting 
and work together for more 
and better wildlife habitat." 
The appeal came in the wake of 
a federal appeals court ruling 
upholding the Interior De
partment's decision to phase 
out lead shot in favor of steel 
shot in waterfowl hunting. 

"The time for divisive quar
reling and name-calling has 
passed," said Thomas L. Kim
ball, executive vice president 
of the NWF, commenting on 
the January 27 judgment of the 

U. S. Court of Appeals for the 
District of Columbia. "Two fed
eral courts have now affirmed 
regulations that will save mil
lions of ducks a year from 
needless deaths by lead 
poisoning. Now there's more 
constructive work to be done 
- like saving what's left of our 
wetlands." 

The appellate court in 
Washington rejected an appeal 
by the National Rifle Associa
tion (NRA), which had sought 
unsuccessfully in a lower court 
to stop the Interior from en
forcing its steel shot regula
tions. After receiving briefs and 
hearing oral arguments, three 
judges of the appeals court 
upheld a lower court finding 
that the regulations were legal 
and proper. 

The Interior Department's 
decision to rule out lead shot, 
flyway by flyway, in "hot spots" 
where accumulations of lead 
shot posed a threat to water
fowl eating off the bottom in 
wetlands was announced in 
March 1976, at a National 
Wildlife Federation conven
tion. The NRA filed suit, asking 
for an injunction against the 
regulations, in October 1976. 

The NWF, which had favored 
the switch to steel shot for 
many years, intervened in the 
case as a co-defendant with the 
Interior Department and the 
U. S. Fish and Wildlife Service 
in order to present in court its 
case for non-toxic shot, based 
on 25 years of field studies and 
ballistic tests. 

Steel shot may not be the 
crippler of ducks that many 
hunters believe, according to 
statistics compiled during the 
past waterfowl season by a 
state waterfowl biologist. At 
two public hunting areas the 
number of ducks crippled and 
lost this past season was down 
about 6 percent from the seven 
year average, Tommy Strange, 
a waterfowl biologist with the 
state Wildlife Department, told 
a group of hunters and water
fowl managers during a recent 
waterfowl workshop. 



Strange said that about 65 
percent of the hunters in
volved in the study used steel 
rather than lead shot. The crip
pling rate was down despite 
the fact that more shots were 
fired and more ducks bagged 
in the two areas this past sea
son. But many of the 100 
hunters and waterfowl man
agers present at the workshop 
expressed dissatisfaction with 
the effectiveness as well as the 
cost of steel shot shells. 

During the past waterfowl 
season federal law required the 
use of steel shot for 12-gauge 
guns in Georgetown and Colle
ton counties. 

As many as two million 
ducks a year are thought to die 
from ingesting lead shot from 
the bottom of streams and 
ponds. Steel shot, while not 
toxic if accidentally eaten by 
waterfowl, is also lighter in 
weight and often costs twice as 
much as lead shot. 

Strange said this year's lower 
crippling rate could be due in 
part to hunters letting ducks 
approach closer and firing 
fewer shots because of higher 
costs of steel ammunition. 

Brock Conrad, department 
Chief of Wildlife Management, 
warned hunters that continued 
opposition to the adoption of 
steel shot could be used 
against them by anti-hunting 
groups. 

Kimball lamented the fact 
that some opponents of steel 
shot tried to pin an "anti
hunting" label on advocates of 
the new rules. "If we had not 
solved the lead shot poisoning 
problem, which was getting 
worse year by year, then hunt
ing really would have been 
threatened," he said. "We 
would have literally handed the 
anti-hunters ammunition with 
which to attack us as bad en
vironmentalists and bad con
servationists. Now we have a 
set of regulations, backed by 
two court rulings, that are good 
for the environment and there
fore, in the long run, good for 
the sport of hunting." 
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South Caro lina Wild life, P.O. 
Box 167, Columbia, S.C. 29202. 
Please be sure to state s ize and a 
second color choice . 

SOUTH CAROCINA 
WILDLIFE 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 - Father's Day, 
birthdays, anniversaries, graduation. 

Order today! Only $6 including 
postage and handling. Please use the 
enclosed order form or, if it's gone, 
send $6 to: South Carolina Wildlife, 
P. 0. Box 167 Columbia, S.C. 29202. 
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AVAILABLE A 

CAROLINA 
PROFILE! 

A CAROLINA PROFILE-a collection of 
the best articles, photographs and paint
ings from SOUTI-I CAROLINA WILD
LIFE magazine-is available again! The 
demand was so great that we had to re
print to fill all our orders. 
A CAROLINA PROFILE features 160 high 
quality pages of unbeatable color and 
excitement-a priceless collection from 
South Carolina's award-winning maga
zine-presented in a beautiful hard
bound 8½ xll volume. This isa book your 
family and friends will treasure for years 
to come. We are happy to be able to offer it 
to you again. Use the order form on this 
page and send your $15 today!! Your copy 
of A CAROLINA PROFILE will arrive by 
return mail. 
If the order form is gone, send your order 
to South Carolina Wildlife, P.O. Box 167, 
Columb'ia, SC 29202. 

----·-----------·------ . ---·------- -----------= . . 

YOUR S ORDER. . 

Please send me: __ copies of CAROUNXS HUNTING . 
__ copies of A AROUNA PROFILE at $15.00 e 

Please send me: O one calendar at -$6.95 
· O three calendar$ at $17.95-a special discount! 

0 __ caleridars (four or more) at $6.00 each-another s~ 

Please send me: __ binders at $6.00 each. 

Please send me: __ t-shirts at $5.00 each. 
Color: Navy_ Lt. Blue __ Orarige _ReQ ..,.._lan,,..._ 
Please state lat and 2nd <X>lor choice. • 
S~:S_:_M_L_XL_ 

Name _____________ .,...;,;.,,,__ __________ _ 
Address _________ ....,... _______________ _ 

City • State • Zip -----------------

□ Payment Endoae4 
0 Bill to Master Charge*-------
□ Bill to BACMSA # _______ _ 

For gift otdei's, please attach another sheet 
Make checks payable to South Carolina Wildlife 



CAROLINA'S HUNTING HERITAGE is 
a book dedicated to those who have shared 
the woods, fields and marshes. It's so real 
,you will almost relive the excitement of 
1your first hunt. 

CAROLINA'S HUNTING HERITAGE is 
'a collection of the best articles on hunting 
:ever published in the award winning 
SOUTH CAROLINA WILDLIFE maga
!zine presented together in a beautifully 
bound 8½ xll volume with the look of 
hand-tooled leather. 

A special section on waterfowl heritage 
features famous art and photography on 
everything from dogs to decoys and a nos
talgic bow to "how it used to be." "The 
Wings of Winter"-a portfolio of paint
ings by America's great waterfowl artists is 
also included. But waterfowl aren't the 
only game. There are articles on deer hunt
ing from whitetail strategy to venison 
cookery, and on quail hunting and turkey 
hunting. Articles on sporting dogs include 
the pointing breeds, the golden retriever 
and the Boykin spaniel. And don't over
look the special features on the legendary 
Kentucky rifle and the prized possession 
of every sportsman-the handcrafted 
knife . 

CAROLINA'S HUNTING HERITAGE is 
the perfect book for every outdoorsman 
who cherishes the hunt and the wild 
things of South Carolina. 

CAROLINA'S HUNTING HERITAGE 
will be available in late summer. Order 
your copy today for only $19. 95. Use the 
order form on the opposite page. If it's 
gone, send your order to South Carolina 
Wildlife, P. 0 . Box 167, Columbia, S. C. 
29202. 
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