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Skippy Jackson 
Most everyone knows that ants are hard workers. But if you 

ain't taken a little white pill from an old bottle, you got no idea of 
what goes on in a fire ant hill when the sun goes down. 

You know how it is when you sit on 
deer stand. When you first get off the 
truck, there is so much to see you don't 
notice much, but the longer you sit, the 
more you notice the little things, the 
things that really count. 

This little adventure started out that 
way, a deer stand in the lowcountry, two 
hours past the time I should have been 
picked up. I had noticed an old bottle 
half-buried in the dirt several hours 
earlier, but hadn't been bored enough to 
investigate. Finally, with nothing better to 
do, I picked it up. 

It was an interesting old bottle, no 
marking of any kind , but being a man of 
the world I could tell it had been 
hand-bJown, somewhere around 1840, I 
guessed. The more I looked at the little 
bottle, the more interested I became, 
finally reaching the point of taking it over 
to the ditch and washing it out. 

It was about half-full of dirt, which 
washed out easily enough. But to my 
surprise there remained a single, 
gleaming little white pill , about the size of 
a pea but seemingly with a hard coating. I 
wiped it off on my britches leg and put it 
on a nearby stump, and there it sat, 
gleaming white. 

After a bit I began to lose interest in the 
bottle and gain interest in the little white 
pill. (I'm telling you all this so you' ll know 
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exactly what happened). However, there 
ain't much a fellow can do with a little 
white pill. I picked it up and looked at it 
two or three times, then put it back. And 
there it sat. 

I don't know if you have them or not, 
but there are two little guys in my head 
that always take opposite sides on every 
issue. Little voices, some folks call them, 
and mine will take advantage of any op
portunity to get in their two cents worth. 
So they started up about that dang pill. 

"Swallow that pill ," the first one said. 
"Are you crazy?" the other countered. 

"We don 't know nothin' about that pill. It 
might as well be poison . Some Yankee 
might have dropped it! " 

"Nothing ventured, nothing gained," 
first voice argued. "You ain't a pure-tee 
Southern gentleman iffen ' you don't 
swallow that little pill. 'Sides, it ain't 
bigger'n nothin'. 11 

I had to stop the voices. They were 
driving me crazy. On sudden impulse, I 

snatched up the little white pill and 
swallowed it. At first, nothing happened ; 
then this strange feeling of well-being 
began to come over me. 

"Must have been some sort of 
tranquilizer," I thought. Then I noticed 
something really weird begin to happen. I 
was slowly, but surely, getting smaller and 
smaller! I guess I shou ld have been 
terrified, but I had this great calm feeling 
at the time, and I really didn't get too 
excited about it. 

Smaller and smaller I shrank. The log 
on which I was previously sitting was now 
head high, and still I was getting smaller. A 
few more seconds and the grass, formerly 
at my feet, was up to my chest, and on 
down I went. Finally, at about an eighth of 
an inch tall , I stopped. 

"That was one helluva diet pill ," first 
voice started to say, but I was in no mood 
for him, and yelled at him to get out of my 
head and shut up. 

The grass had turned into a formidable 
jungle and there were creatures, some 
smaller than me, some not, scurrying 
about. Believe me, it's another world 
down there in that grass. 

I wandered about for awhi le, my short 
legs clearly not made for the terrain , 
when sudden ly I came face to face with a 
large ant who was sitting quietly, giving 
me the fisheye. 



"Boo! " I yelled , but it didn't frighten 
him a bit. 

I jumped at him and stomped my feet 
and made all kinds of threatening 
gestures but he just watched in 
amazement. You can 't believe my surprise 
when he spoke! 

"What's a matter with you boy. You 
don't feel so good?" 

"Slap him ," the first little voice said, but 
I had learned my lesson about listening to 
him by now! 

"What are you doing talking?" I asked . 
"Ants can 't talk, least, I didn't know they 
could," I said as I looked for an avenue of 
escape nearby. 

"Aw, we can do a lot of things that 
people don't know we can do," he said . 

"What kind of ant are you?" 
" I'm a fire ant. Go by the name of 

Skippy Jackson," he said. "How did you 
get so tiny? I ain 't never seen a human as 
small as you." 

" I took a little white pill I found. I'm 
hoping it will soon wear off and I'll get 
back to regular." I felt a little silly talking to 
an ant. "A fire ant, huh? You guys have a 
bad reputation in the regular world. " 

"Well , we ain 't as bad as you think," he 
said. " I know we get a little carried away 
when our home is being destroyed, and 
some of you folks get stung, but we could 
all live together if ya'II would show some 
common sense." That ant even had a 
Southern accent. 

We talked some more, and for an ant, 
he really wasn't a bad guy. I got to liking 
him pretty good, and he invited me home 
with him to meet all of his friends . He 
seemed to think my reduced size cou ld 
be a great opportunity for increased 
communication between ant and man . 

I didn't see what I could lose, so I 
climbed on his back and away we went. 
Boy, he could really run. With all those 
legs it didn't matter what we had to go 
over, there was always two or three legs 
on the ground steady runnin'. I know it 
couldn 't have been more than 50 or 60 
feet, but it was miles at my tiny size to the 
fire ant hill. He covered it in nothing flat. 

As we neared the hill , I began to notice 
other fire ants, all carrying something, 
alone or in teams, some carrying things 

many times larger than their own bodies. 
We ran right up the side of the hill and 
through an opening. I immediately 
became aware of how cool it was inside, 
even though the sun was bearing down. 

Everywhere there was furious activity. 
Lihing, moving, cutting, building, running 
to and fro. 

"We work awful hard," Skippy said . 
"Everybody in a fire ant hill has to work, 
but unlike you humans, you never hear 
any griping about it." 

In every room there was a fascinating 
display of teamwork and discipline. I 
asked Skippy what they ate. "We are meat 
eaters, primarily boll weevil larvae and 
grasshoppers, but a lot of insects are 
good stuff," he said. 

" I've never seen anyone work so hard," 
I remarked , and it was true. 

"Well , it ain't all work. We do work hard 
during the day, but have you ever, 
wondered what goes on in an ant hill 
when the sun goes down? Boy, do we 
have a party! There's a stage show every 
night, the greatest music you ever heard 
and a different kind of dance for every 
night in the week. We party until about 
three, hit the sack for a couple of hours 
and are ready to go again at daylight. " He 
seemed proud of the whole thing. 

I asked if they ever ran out of food, and 
he said they stored up in the summer for 
the winter, stockpiling grasshoppers and 
boll weevils in holes under the mound. 

"There was one time though , when we 
had more food than we knew what to do 
with-a real time of plenty. It was during 
your agriculture department's efforts to 
drop poison on us out of airplanes. 
Seems like they managed to poison 
almost everything around but us. " He 
seemed a bit sad. "They killed birds by the 
jillion, especially quail, in fact they killed 
just about everything around that had 
been killing us." 

"That might be so," I told him, "but 
there are times when people don't want 
you guys around, like in yards and 
pastures and such. " 

"We know about that, in fact, you 
fellows do all kinds of things to get rid of 
us. Most of them don't work." He started 
to laugh. "Awhile back little Ridie Goforth 

came running in to tell us of a fellow who 
was pouring gasoline on a neighboring 
hill and setting it on fire . We immediately 
ran down to our storerooms and brought 
all our grasshoppers and boll weevils up 
to the top of the mound where the guy 
barbecued them medium rare. Aher 
everything cooled off, we took them back 
to the storerooms, and our kitchen crews 
took six months off, their cooking done." 

"Well , what do you recommend we do 
to let you know we don't want you 
around? We can't just let you have the run 
of the place," I asked. 

He said there were several types of 
poisons around that worked, did not 
harm other wildlife, and were always 
effective if they were applied directly to 
each ant hill. 

Suddenly I began growing! 
"Quick," I shouted, "let's get outside! " 
We ran outside just in time. Another 

few seconds and I would have been 
bursting through the ceiling. I shook 
hands with Skippy. It was a tearful 
goodbye. " I'm afraid I won't be seeing 
you anymore," I said, "there was only one 
pill in the bottle." 
· I was several inches high by that time, 

and could barely hear him. "Try to get 
them to spray some more of that stuff out 
of airplanes," he shouted. 

Soon I was back to normal size , and as I 
picked up my gun, I saw a pickup coming 
up the road. 

" I sure am sorry," the driver apologized. 
"We forgot all about you over here. What 
have you been doing all this time?" 

" I went down in that ant hill." 
He didn't say another word all the way 

back to tkie house. 
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Snakebirds or anhingas are one of nature's fascinating enigmas, 
repelling in their snake-like features while fascinating in their habits. 

With a bit of imagination, the wide-spread wings drying in the sun, 
long serpentine neck and sharp beak might be those of a long extinct 

pterodactyl perched in wait over a murky primeval swamp. 
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few creatures roaming the earth today can convey the uniquely haunt
ing phenomenon of eons past, when colossal reptilian monsters lum
bered through murky waters of primeval swamps, and mammoth lizards 
stood on scaly legs challenging all who had the misfortune to blunder into 
their realm. From the skies the awesome and fearless pterodactyl 
swooped down on unsuspecting prey, spreading terror and panic among 
the ravaged creatures, leaving in its wake the instinctive horror that comes 
from knowing all too well the familiar shadow of destruction. 

The towering behemoths of previous evolutions are gone. The di
nosaurs no longer plod the vast reaches of the American Southwest; the 
great lizards have been reduced to so many iguanas and scampering 
chameleons which co-exist with man in indifferent harmony. The 
pterodactyl , too, is gone forever from our skies. That mighty soaring 
reptile is now nothing but a memory, fossilized and buried deep within the 
layers with which Mother Earth protects her past. However, unlike the 
majority of the other mammoths of the dinosaur age, it has left among us 
an unearthly reminder of its previous existence. 

There seems little, if any, doubt that modern birds are the direct de
scendants ofthe reptile group, and this theory is generally accepted. Thus, 
the glorious flying carnivore of old appears to be some sort of biological 
cousin, millions of years removed, from the spectral creature known 
today as the anhinga. This eerie resident of the backwater swamps and 
abandoned ricefields of the Carolina lowcountry cannot help but give rise 
to reflections of a time ages past when an enormous flying fortress with a 
w ing span measuring18 feet or better sat in lordly splendor surrounded by 
dense swamp growth waiting silently for its prey. 

Few sights in nature remind me more clearly of the pre-history of our 
planet than a view of the anhinga, sitting silently on a gnarled cypress snag 
deep within the backwaters of a lowcountry swamp. If one is fortunate 
enough to come upon such a sight late in the day when the swamp's 
normally inky surface is heating up with the reflected colors of the rapidly 
setting sun, and the atmosphere is permeated with the mystically translu
cent light which foreshadows the end of another spring day, the effect is 
doubly magical. 
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Like an arrow, the anhinga drops from a perch into the water. 
Only the snakelike neck reappears. Without a ripple, the large 
bird then dives from the surface and swims underwater to spear 
its food. The anhinga and the human prefer some of the same 
fish, but the bird takes most prey in swamps where no 
commercial fishing takes place. 
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If a sudden confrontation with the mature anhinga is unsettling, an 
unexpected sight of two immature fledglings is that much more so. I 
initially became aware of the existence of these creatures while photo
graphing a nest of little blue herons. The anhinga's nest was a colossal 
jumble of sticks cradled precariously in a mediocre cypress not more than 
eight feet above the water. Out of this sprawling aerie popped two spectral 
heads attached to a pair of writhing, serpentine necks, so long they 
appeared to have no end. They intertwined, bobbed, ducked, and twisted 
together in so many indescribable ways it seemed they must surely tie 
themselves in knots. But just when it appeared there was no possible way 
for them to unravel, they would draw apart and peer curiously about. 

They were the babies from which stuffed animals are made. They were 
positively plushy. They were also close to bursting from the confines of 
their nest, spacious though it was. The juveniles peered over the rim at me 
a few times but apparently didn't consider me one iota as tantalizing as I 
found them. They simply resumed their neck wrestling .match, which 
continued unabated for the remainder of my stay. 

Upon returning home, I pored over various works of ornithological 
literature, and was elated to discover set forth between their pages haunt
ingly familiar reproductions of the inhabitants of the nest. I had indeed 
made my first acquaintance with the anhinga and from that instant I was a 
convert to their fan club. 

The anhinga occupies a peculiar position in the avian world. Although a 
member of the bird family, it has the intriguing capacity of bearing a 
compelling resemblance to the reptile world. I, for one, cannot abide 
snakes. Anhingas incorporate into their anatomy, for good or evil, a 
unique reminder of slinky, slithery beings. The peculiar undulations which 
they are capable of contriving with their necks alone, along with their 
ability to telescopically extend them, suddenly and without warning, 
brings to mind visions of cobras, weaving hypnotically before the mes
merized eyes of the beholder. And perhaps this is the true fascination of 
the anhinga, its ability to alternately repel and intrigue the viewer. There 
can be no doubt that the anhinga is a magnificent bird, flamboyant , jaunty, 
even gaudy in its own personal way, and yet retaining all the while that 
aura of a seductive serpentoid aspect in its character. Man, it seems, is 
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always intrigued by the enigmas of nature, Sharks hold this position , and 
so do anhingas. They are to the winged world what sharks are to the 
finned world. Forever beckoning; forever repelling ; and in that eternal 
contradiction I believe is the answer to their fascination. 

During the next few weeks I played master spy .diligently, keeping close 
tabs on the nestlings and their parents. This rare treat was an opportunity I 
was not about to pass up, and I was already planning my strategy for the 
following season when I would get in at the beginning of the mating 
season. 

My patience was rewarded almost instantly with remarkable sights of 
the male and female birds. Initially I was surprised by the size of the 
mature birds. In spite of having read up on their specifications, I was 
simply not prepared for seeing them up close. They were breathtaking. 
They are approximately.three feet in length and have a wing span of about 
four feet, though they appear far larger when viewed for the first time. 

Their essence of power and cunning, combined with their grace and 
unique beauty captivated me to their rare charms, 

The female appeared first, flying in over the far end of the swamp 
toward the east, and making two full circuits of the area to check it out. 
She was apparently satisfied that all was satisfactory and that my presence 
poking out of the lush marsh grass was only worthy of a cursory glance, 
The babies perked up excitedly, straining their elastic little necks to keep 
her in constant view as she jetted around the area. She came in suddenly, 
with those great wings spread to break her speed in landing and aid in 
balancing on the topmost branch of that meager little cypress, 

There followed a gutteral exchange of rapid-fire communication, the 
babies obviously demanding food; the female preening and beautifying 
herself for the anticipated arrival of the male. When he did not show, she 
made her way carefully down the tree's skimpy branches, hopping deftly 
from one scraggly limb to the next, until she reached the nest. Carefully 
she stepped within, her great webbed feet appearing ungainly and 
clumsy, but proving most efficient. The babies subsided gratefully and she 
lovingly fussed over them. Anhinga babies are fed second hand by the 
female's regurgitation of a prior meal, and this she proceeded to do until 
their seemingly insatiable appetites were satisfied. 

I sat, meanwhile , running mentally over what I had read concerning the 
courting habits of these odd creatures. This spacious aerie would have 
been initially commenced by the male during early courtship, as his role in 
luring a passing female to share it with him for the season. How quaint and 
charming it seemed. The poor guy flying back and forth would be franti
cally building a nest in order to make a good impression on his future 
bride. And nest building was not enough as he also regaled his intended 
with a magnificent display of physical undulations of neck and head, 
complete with wing waving and kink throated motions, all accompanied 
by a plaintive cry, a low, muted gutteral sound. 

Provided his ambitious and extroverted display succeeded in captivat
ing the female, she would then aid in the completion of the nest, and, like 
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The gray tone of the female anhinga 
camouflages her beauty. 

women everywhere, add the finishing touches to make it her personal 
home. Small twigs and branches are used to build the nest structure, and it 
is lined with moss and cypress leaves until it is a far superior work of art 
than that of the herons with whom the anhingas often share nesting 
habitat. 

In this cozy abode the female would eventually lay three to five eggs, 
but the most fledglings I have seen successfully raised at one time were 
three . The nest is decidedly spacious, but even two juveniles nearing 
adolescence cram it to near capacity. I find it hard to imagine a nest 
supporting a successful hatching of five anhingas. 

As I sat patiently observing the charming threesome, the male returned, 
and the excitement of those in the nest again peaked. He returned muchas 
she had, with a flashy flyover prior to landing, whether to impress the 
swamp residents with his aerial acrobatics or as a cautionary check, I have 
no idea, but he too must have felt satisfied with the setting for he zoomed 
on in also landing on the topmost branch. 

Seeing the two parents together impressed upon me the basic differ
ences, and yet startling similarities, of these two birds. The male is strik
ingly dominant with his jet-black plumage, broken only by a streaking of 
white on the backs of his wings, and a small tip of brownish-white on the 
end of his distinctive, fan-shaped tail. The female, on the other hand, is 
gorgeous with her underplayed grayish-buff head, neck and breast. 
Viewed head on they were easy to distinguish, but with their backs turned , 
they were twins themselves. 

In this particular pair I observed, the female was the larger of the two· 
and seemed extremely liberated. In their responsibilities the anhingas 
share equally in all duties. A little ceremony accompanied the changing of 
the guard, when one parent returned to relieve the sitter. Each greeted the 
other with much vocalization and kink throated display, and once they had 
exchanged small talk and information, the sitting bird flew off, presumably 
to feed, while the recently returned bird took its turn on the nest. 

The anhinga is perhaps better known to some by its more common local 
- ~ names. The name, "Snakebird", is easy to understand and best describes 

The male has jet-black plumage with 
white-streaked wings. 

After constructing a nest foundation of twigs, the 
male anhinga attracts a nestmate through a series of 
wing flapping, neck twisting and low gutteral cries . 
Once lured to the nest, the female will add finishing 
touches before laying several chalky white eggs in 
the spring. 
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the eerie, reptilian appearance of this creature with its slithery, snake-like 
movements. It is also called a "Water Turkey", no doubt for the re
semblance of its fan-shaped tail to that of the turkey; rather than for any 
other similarity. 

One of the most impressive abilities of the anhinga is its dexterity as a 
swimmer. Water is their element and they thrive in it. Here every serpen
tine aspect of their character merges to create the most ghostly and 
uncanny spectre of all. Their bodies slink through murky waters, black as 
the bird itself, with only phantom heads and necks visible as they slither 
along the surface, rapier-like beak slashing this way and that, primed for 
fishing. Their great amber eyes glow fervently through the gloom. Disem
bodied, like this, they present a chilling sight with that viperish image 
cruising languidly through the supernatural setting. 

The anhinga subsists almost entirely on fish, for which it dives into the 
inky depths. So adapted are they to water that even newly-hatched babies 
are able to swim instinctively. Because a disturbed or unduly frightened 
fledgling will fearlessly jump from its nest into the water and instantly 
swim away, it is best to avoid approaching too close to the young in nests. 
The adolescents are impossible to recapture for return to the aerie and 
therefore fall prey to marauding predators or slow starvation. 

I often observed the mature birds standing in the shallows, bathed in 
the warm spring sunshine, holding out their magnificent wings to dry 
slowly in the sun. They reminded me then of eerie guardians of the 
swamp, peculiar echoes of the past, spooky reincarnations of a previous 
time returned once again to watch over the backwaters of the lowcountry, 
with one major difference-they had once been reptiles in the guise of 
birds, now they were birds in the guise of reptiles. The marvelous product 
of evolution had come full circle . 



A veteran New England hunter takes his first 
crack at America's most popular game bird and 
discovers that a Carolina dove shoot involves much more 
than the sport of hunting. 

First Time 
For Doves 

Long shadows reached out from the pines at the western 
edge of the dove field and the shotgun fusillades that earlier had 
dominated the 200-acre area had died away. Only occasionally, 
when one or two of the little, fast-flying birds chose to run the 
gauntlet of perhaps 50 gunners, did any sound save the barking 
of a distant dog break the shimmering silence of the late 
September afternoon near Camden, South Carolina. 

At two o'clock, the blazing sun had made the open field an 
inferno where the shadows now fell. A single dove hurtled out 
from the trees ahead, then turned and flew past about 45 yards 
away. It was a shot I would normally pass up, but I decided to 
try, reasoning that it was probably my last chance of the day. 

At the report, the bird dropped behind a long row of brush 
that had been piled up by a bulldozer when the field was 
cleared. Not knowing precisely where it fell I climbed the brush 
pile-even though I had been warned that rattlesnakes might 
lurk there-with little hope of finding my quarry. If one is 
without a dog, one has little chance of locating a downed 
dove-they blend so perfectly with the earth-unless one 
marks exactly where it fell. 

After 10 minutes of searching, I was about to quit when a 
boy's voice came from behind me. 

"Get any birds, mister?" he asked. 
His hair was yellow and the shiny, new 12 gauge automatic 

shotgun he carried reached nearly to his eyes when he rested 
the butt on the ground. 

"A few," I responded. "How about you?" 
"I got three last evening," he said, then asked, "Are you 

looking for one now?" 
He joined in the hunt and 30 seconds later found the dove 

and brought it to me. 
I thanked him and he moved off, shotgun at ready, and I 

thought of the time more than 40 years before when I used to 
sneak down to a salt pond where several of the men of my 
seacoast New England town had duck blinds. From my hiding 

by Nelson Bryant 
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place in the bayberry bushes 300 yards distant I would watch 
them put out their decoys. I marvelled at their ability to call in 
wary black ducks, and sometimes when one escaped their 
guns, it would fly up the pond past the place where I was 
hidden. If I were lucky, I would at least be able to bring a bird 
home to my mother. 

I didn't shoot very often in those days, not only because I had 
no decoys and was taking stray ducks that happened by-as 
well as a few I jumped from pools in a nearby trout brook-but 
also because I never seemed to scrape the money together to 
buy a full box of shells. I would buy them, three or four or a 
half-dozen at a time, for a nickel each at the general store that is 
hard by the Congregational Church whose bell tolled out the 
hours to me across the valley and over the fields as I hunted or 
fished or tended my trapline . 

The boy who had helped me was doing the same thing, albeit 
with a more sophisticated weapon than my single-barrelled Iver 
Johnson. I had the feeling that he visited the dove field most 
afternoons after the men had left. Perhaps he was hunting 

, without permission, perhaps not; it made no difference-the 
• urge had not changed in nearly half a century and he was doing 

no harm to anyone. 
Hunting is most important to many in South Carolina, and it 

takes an Easterner, which I am, a day or two to adjust to the 
general acceptance of the sport by both men and women. 

Oftentimes this acceptance of hunting is startling, as when I 
j waited outside a motel in Camden at high noon with a shotgun 

over my arm and none of the people walking seemed to pay me 
any attention. 

There was also an occasion when one of our party of visitors 
from the East was, with the rest of us, including the local 
gunners, being transported across a dove field in a large, 
four-wheel-drive vehicle equipped with rows of open seats. 
The man, Francis Golden, an artist from Weston, Connecticut, 
carried nothing but a camera, but he was seated behind the 
driver who could not see that Golden had no gun. After about 
half of the men had been dropped off at their shooting posts, 
Golden spoke up and asked if he could "shoot" the other 
gunners from a certain vantage point. 

The driver 's head snapped around, and with a troubled 
expression, he said he didn't think it would be a good idea to 
shoot anyone from any location. Clearly, "shooting" means 
precisely that in South Carolina. 

Attitudes toward hunting are largely a matter of 
environment. Most rural people hunt, most urbanites don't. 
Those accustomed to defending their hunting at virtually every 
gathering will find the average South Carolinian' s attitude 
toward it a welcome relief. 

Dove hunting is also a social event in South Carolina. Men 
often maintain dove fields at considerable expense just for the 
pleasure of inviting friends and guests to shoot. Most dove 
fields are hunted less than once a week-more than that and 
the birds would depart. And it seems that a South Carolina 
hunter will drop whatever he is doing if offered the chance to 
shoot on a good dove field . 

My first indication of this came when three other Easterners 
and I loitered in the county seat community of Edgefield 
waiting for Tom Rodgers, who heads the National Wild Turkey 
Federation which is headquartered there, to gather together 
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enough gunners for a shoot on a nearby field. Every few 
minutes Rodgers would dart from his office into the street until 
he had assembled a small convoy of men driving everything 
from pickup trucks to Jeeps. 

I took advantage of this brief break to glean all the knowledge 
I could concerning the mechanics of a dove shoot. 

One thing the experienced hunters impressed upon me _was 
that doves are a difficult target. Otherwise accomplished wing 
shots have been known to go through a box of shells without 
touching a feather. 

Pressing harder, I gained the impression that a good shot 
hunting doves for the first time would do well to get one bird 
for every three shots. This ratio, they cautioned, applied to early 
season shoots (which ours were} when most of the birds are 
neither as wary nor as strong as they will be later. 

With this in mind, I was a little nervous as we reached the 
field and I was placed along a ridge overlooking a valley beyond 
which a mixed pine and hardwood forest loomed. 

Huddled behind a clump of ripening poke berries, I also was 
troubled that I had no camouflaged jacket as did many of the 
others, but they had assured me that any drab garments were 
good enough. Such clothing should be light-weight in 
September and even so garbed those accustomed to the bitter 
cold of a duck blind or crisp, sparkling days in grouse cover will 
find it disconcerting to be wiping sweat out of their eyes as they 
scan the skies for birds. 

The first problem I encountered on that shoot was judging 
distance on so small a bird-it is slightly larger than a 
robin-and after missing the first three doves I decided to shoot 
only when I could discern their eyes. So disciplined, my 
shooting improved and by the end of the hunt I had taken 10 
birds-two short of my limit-with 22 shells. Two of the doves 
fell when I made a double on them-one on my left, the other 
on my right-and this was gratifying because most of the 
regulars, having shot their limits, were gathered at the vehicles 
to enjoy a cold drink, and they could clearly see how the Yankee 
was faring. 

One soon realizes that a traditional South Carolina dove hunt 
is truly a social affair, as hunts do not normally begin until late 
afternoon. Cold drinks either follow the hunt or may be 
delivered to the hunters midway during the affair. Barbecue or 
other foods also often precede or follow the hunt. 

I did not do as well on the next two shoots on different fields. 
One reason for this was that on one of them my shooting post 
was only 200 yards from a barn and large flights of barn 
swallows mixed with the doves. A dove doesn't have much in 
common with a swallow, but when birds come wheeling by 
over one shoulder or another there is no substitute for long 
experience in instantly identifying them. 

The beginning dove hunter need not despair, however, for he 
will see more doves in a single day than he would ducks in 10 
seasons. Some 49 million mourning doves are shot each year in 
the United States and the total annual filll population of the 
birds is estimated at 500 million. It is, obviously, the nation's 
most popular game bird. 

When a flight of doves, or even a single or a pair, zips over a 
field of gunners, the number of shots fired is astonishing, and 
there is, as one might expect, a good deal of joshing from 
neighboring guns when a shot is missed. In such a situation, 
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South Carolina's traditional late 
afternoon dove shoots are truly social 
affairs complete with good-natured 
ribbing among hunters, cold drinks 
and sandwiches or barbecue . The 
hard working dogs , necessary for 
retrieving downed birds, are usually 
the most serious participants of 
the hunt. 

~. 
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Pokeberries are among the dove's 
favorite wild foods while corn, millet 

and dove proso are top cultivated 
crops. On a well-managed field, 

hunters may see several hundreds of 
the sleek grey speedsters in one 
afternoon as the birds come in 

to feed . 
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one's shooting ability cannot be improved in a later telling, as 
when one spends a day alone in a duck blind. 

I did my dove shooting with a 20 gauge over and under 
bored improved cylinder and modified, but I am inclined to 
think that I will go to a full-choke .12 when I try the sport again. 
More pattern density at longer ranges might improve one's ratio 
of shells fired to birds taken. 

There are a few hunters of both big game and small game 
who do not eat the creatures they kill. To avoid this logical 
culmination of the effort is to miss much of its essence. 

Our doves-plus many given us by those with whom we had 
hunted-went into a large pot with other wild birds, including 
ducks, to be transformed into a thick soup, or stew, described as 
a "bog." The bog, which pleased me greatly, was served along 
with huge quantities of rice, coleslaw and pastries prepared by 
some of the local ladies of Camden. 

The breast meat of the doves is dark, as it is in all birds 
capable of long, sustained flight (as contrasted, for example, to 
the white flesh of the quail or the ruffed grouse). One way to 
prepare a dove breast is to place them on skewers with pieces of 
bacon in between. Cook them over an open fire, baste them 
frequently with a mixture of melted butter, lemon or lime juice 
and salt and pepper and keep them on the rare side, for nothing 
ruins a wild duck or a dove as thoroughly as over-cooking. 

If you wish a more elaborate recipe, I can vouch for the 
following which I have tried with pigeons, as the pigeon and 
the dove are much alike in texture and flavor. The recipe comes 
from Harriet and James Barnett's Game and Fish Cookbook 
(Grossman) which I recommend highly to those interested in 
extracting the utmost eating pleasure from their days afield. 

Mince 50 mint leaves and chop 50 more. Skin six doves and 
rub them with the chopped mint. Combine three cups of sour 
cream and the minced mint with three-quarters of a teaspoon 
each of allspice, cinnamon, nutmeg, salt and pepper and six 
chopped shallots. Cut six pieces of tinfoil and place a portion of 
the mixture on the foil. Place the doves on the foil, put the rest 
of the mixture over each bird, crimp each packet tightly and 
bake at 375 degrees for 40 minutes. 

The Barnetts suggest serving this with juniper berry 
preserve, but lacking that, beach plum or currant jelly will do 
very well. The juniper they are referring to is the evergreen 
shrub or shrubby tree that grows from Alaska to Labrador and 
as far south as New Mexico and California. 

The berries ofJuniperus communus provide the essential 
flavoring in gin and are used to make tea, coffee substitutes, 
sauces, jellies and spreads. Two or three crushed juniper berries 
added to a stew, soup or gravy impart a piquant flavor. The 
berries, available all year around, are about the size of peas. 
This juniper is the low, sprawling shrub one finds in exposed 
places on dry slopes and rocky ridges. 

What follows is an aside, but when so strong an impression 
is received, it should be shared, even at the risk of skirting 
banality. 

There is a warmth about South Carolinians that, when I first 
encountered it, made me wary. It did not seem possible that so 
many people from so many walks of life could be so genuinely 
pleased to meet a stranger. But it soon became clear that 
Southern hospitality is a tradition that is alive and well, and 
entertaining a visiting hunter on the dove field and off is but 
one manifestation of it. 
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To most of us the shrimp~, 
a colorful romantic individualist, a 
vagabond of the sea. But the 

r1mp1ng 
A Risky Business 

reality of commercial 
shrimping is a tough 
business which demands 
more than dragging nets 
through gentle swells 
to return home with 
a hold full of shrimp. 
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by Pete Laurie 
Wally Shaffer leans back in the old auto 

bucket seat on its long stem, props his feet 
on the spokes of the wooden wheel and 
gazes through the open wheel house win
dow at the tangle of shrimp boats roped in 
rafts along narrow Shem Creek. "I know 
the world's changing, and I know I'm not," 
he says with the conviction of a man who 
has thought that idea through carefully 
and is quite secure in it. 

Shaffer looks comfortable in a fading, 
red chamois cloth shirt that might have 
been purchased from L. L. Bean, gray cor
duroy slacks, a small black cap, white 
socks and an old pair of non-descript 
rubber-soled shoes. His neatly trimmed 
white beard and clear, wide-set eyes re
minds one of Hemingway. With his large 
eyeglasses with modern , expensive
looking frames, he might be any success
ful business or professional man in the 
cabin of his yacht. 

But this boat is no weekend toy, it is 
Shaffer's livelihood. A successful shrimper 
of 27 years experience, he had returned 
late the previous evening from a scallop 

fishing trip. Now he keeps one ear on his 
crew repairing a net on the aft deck. 

" I guess my younger crew doesn't un
derstand me when I talk about socialism 
taking over this business," he says pop
ping restlessly out of the cabin door to 
balance on the rail while he gives some 
advice on how to splice a line. The cool 
spring breeze from across the creek smells 
strongly of scallops. 

"Most of the shrimpers around here 
don't agree with me," he says settling his 
large frame back into the bucket seat, "but 
this business of disaster relief loans makes 
no sense." The conversation changes to 
the Small Business Administration's (SBA) 
3 percent interest loans designed to allow 
shrimpers hard hit economically by the 
poor shrimp crop of 1977 to remain in the 
business. 

"Why should the taxpayers support an 
industry that the resource, the shrimp it
self, can 't support? This idea of a disaster is 
ridiculous. Bad years are bound to hap
pen; shrimping is a risky business. When 
you go to the ocean you better have your 
head and your pocketbook right. When 
we had bad shrimping years in the 1960's 
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some of the marginal shrimpers were 
forced out of business. Now the taxpayers 
are asked to keep these people in a busi
ness that can 't support them. Where does 
it end?" 

Proud of weathering the bad years and 
making "a comfortable living" during the 
good years with no help from anyone, 
Shaffer views the SBA program as unnec
essary government interference and 
creeping socialism , signs of the times he 
could do without. 

Shaffer is at once typical and atypical of 
today's South Carolina shrimper. Old
fashioned and conservative enough to de
plore government intervention, at the 
same time he was among the first local 
shrimpers to harvest scallops after Flor
ida-based boats began in January of 1978 
to land huge catches of these mollusks. 

The traditionally fished penaeid shrimp 
resource, while considerable - 5 million 
pounds in 1976-is finite. As more and 
more shrimpers attempt to harvest this 
crop, the profit that any one of them can 
make begins to diminish. Currently there 
are almost twice as many licensed shrimp
ers (about1100) in South Carolina than ten 
years .ago, yet annual shrimp landings have 
not changed significantly. 

Shrimp prices of course have climbed 
steadily but so have shrimping costs. The 
value of the shrimp harvest reached an all 
time high in 1976 at not quite $11 million. 
Spread over the entire industry, South 
Carolina shrimpers grossed an average of 
$10,000 in 1976. In 1977 they did about half 
that well, with 1978 expected to closely 
approximate 1977. 

These figures are somewhat misleading 
since many of the 1100 licensed shrimpers 
are part-timers who fish with small boats 
when the inshore trawling areas open in 
late summer. Part-timers generally have 
other sources of income and enter the 
fishery strictly as opportunists during 
those times when they can make a few 
dollars with a small amount of equipment. 

Only about 300 South Carolina shrimp
ers own boats equivalent to Shaffer 's 355 
horsepower, 70-foot "Carol El." These 
shrimpers trawl almost exclusively 
offshore, usually with a double rig of two 
80-to 100-footwide nets. Only a small per
centage of these relatively big operators, 
men like Shaffer with years of accumulated 
know-how,regularly make Shaffer 's "com
fortable living. " To the man on the street, 
shrimping involves nothing more than tak
ing a boat out on the water, dragging some 
nets around and returning to port with a 
hold full of shrimp. But successful shrimp-
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The captain 's knowledge 
and skill plus a flavoring of 
luck determine whether the 
sea will provide a hold full 
of shrimp or empty nets. A 
faithful fan club of gulls 
swirls behind the boats, 
scooping up leavings from 
the nets. 

'" 

ing involves knowing where shrimp are 
likely to be on any day under any weather 
and tide conditions, the location of sub
merged obstacles that could snag a net, 
how to maneuver boats and nets, not to 
mention all the economics of running a 
small business. That a handful of shrimp
ers consistently do well at this trade while 
others come and go, or hang on by the 
tiniest of margins, attests to the skill in
volved in catching shrimp. 

Although shrimping is the major com
mercial fishery in South Carolina, com
pared to agriculture, shrimping is hardly 
big business. In 1976 the total value of agri
cultural crops in the state exceeded $660 
million, 66 times the value of the shrimp 
crop. Of the three major crops, tobacco 
was worth $172 million , soybeans $155 
million and corn $114 million. 

But few South Carolinians think of the 
shrimping industry in dollars and cents. To 
the average person, tied to a nine-to-five 
job, the shrimper leads an independent, 
romantic, exciting life. People outside the 
industry seldom look at shrimping as a way 
to make money. 

Instead, it is the kind of activity often 
associated with a vacation on the coast, 
and as a result, draws a great deal more 
popular and press interest than any seg
ment of the state's much more econom
ically important agriculture. The concen
tration of trawlers in Shem Creek adjacent 
to several restaurants and a major highway 
to the popular beaches on Sullivans Island 
and the Isle of Palms is said to be the most 
photographed spot in the state . 

f ~ ~---

' /' 

When the white shrimp were wiped out 
by the cold winter of 1977, it was front-page 
news, not just along the coast but all across 
the state. A similar natural disaster to the 
soybean crop would go almost unnoticed. 

Despite this great popular interest in 
shrimping it would be news to many South 
Carolinians, even those who consider 
themselves connoisseurs of local shrimp, 
that the trawlers pursue two separate but 
related species of shrimp. Swimming in a 
thick lowcountry creole sauce or even 
draped from the rim of a cocktail dish , the 
tails of these two animals are all but indis
tinguishable, especially to the palate. And, 
in fact, the two species, which the shrimp
ers call white shrimp and brown shrimp, 
although the color differences are as slight 
as the taste differences, if held in the same 
hand could be identified only by someone 
expert enough to note the small grooves 
on either side of the brown shrimp's ros
trum . Although they belong to the same 
genus, Penaeus, brown and white shrimp 
have entirely different life histories which 
dovetail perfectly for the shrimper. 

White shrimp, which normally consti
tute 65-70 percent of the state's annual 
commercial catch, spawn just beyond the 
gentle sand beaches in early- to mid-May. 
Their offspring, while still too small to 
swim actively, are swept inshore to spend 
the sultry Carolina summer in the protec
tive and nutrient-rich upper reaches of the 
salt marsh. By late August and early Sep
tember they are full-grown adults that 
again move toward the bays and sounds, 
and offshore to spawn . 
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Back at the docks the 
shrimp are sorted 

according to size and 
headed out for the market. 

Since trawlers are not allowed to fish in 
the back reaches of the marsh, the sea
son's first generation of white shrimp is 
available in May and June and their prog
eny are available from early fall through 
December. If only white shrimp inhabited 

" the South Carolina coast, the shrimpers 1 

• would have a two or three month recess 
during mid-summer between white 
shrimp generations. 

. ,. 

But in a convenient quirk of nature, 
brown shrimp, which spawn far offshore 
in late fall and early winter, reach maturity 
in late June and early July, picking up the 
slack between the two white shrimp gen
erations. So compatible are the two 
species that shrimpers move from one to 
the other without pause and with only 
slight modifications of gear and tech
nique: white shrimp, to browns, back to 
whites, from the opening in May to closing 
in December. A third species, called pink 
shrimp, while a major segment of the 
North Carolina shrimp fishery, is not 
abundant in South Carolina. 

In the past two years, the movement of 
brown shrimp to offshore spawning areas 
in the late fall, has had a profound effect 
upon commercial shrimping. Offshore, in 
deep water, atmospheric conditions mean 
little. Water temperature, except in the ii 

upper 50 feet or so remains relatively sta
ble. Brown shrimp and their tiny offspring I 
are all but immune to weather conditions I 
at that time. White shrimp, on the other 
hand, spend the entire winter as adults in 
shallow coastal waters where the tempera
ture is subject to considerable fluctuation 
in response to changes in air temperature. 
If the water temperature drops below 45 
degrees for a week or more, most of the 
overwintering shrimp perish. 

In January of 1977 the inshore water 
temperature dipped to 42 degrees and 
stayed there well into February. White 
shrimp were almost completely wiped out 
in South Carolina and northern Georgia. 
The South Carolina Wildlife and Marine 
Resources Department predicted no white 
shrimp in the spring and very few in the 
fall. Predictions were right on the nose
white shrimp catches for the year fell off 90 
percent compared to the more normal 
year of 1976. In the winter of 1978 the 
weather was not quite as cold , but it was 
cold enough to produce an almost identi
cal result. 

In 1977 brown shrimp were about 80 
percent of the season's catch, and luckily 
were larger than average and drew good 
prices. Even so many shrimpers applied for 
low interest loans from the Small Business 
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Administration when the governor de
clared the shrimping industry a disaster. 

As the public agency charged with over
seeing the utilization of coastal resources, 
the Marine Resources Division of the 
South Carolina Wildlife and Marine Re
sources Department manages the state's 
shrimp harvest along with a variety of 
other research and management activities. 

1 The main objective of shrimp manage
ment is to protect the resource while al
lowing the maximum possible catch at the 
largest value for the state. 

Shrimp management in South Carolina 
is based on two major tenets: protection 
of "nursery areas" from all commercial 
trawling, and the opening and closing of 
the legal trawling areas based on the size 
and abundance of the shrimp present. 
These two main principles of shrimp man
agement stem more from economic than 
from biological considerations. 

Penaeid shrimp have a lifestyle that 
makes overfishing them all but impossible 
under normal conditions. Unlike deer, for 
example, which need biological protec
tion from overharvest, spawning shrimp 
produce so many eggs that only a very few 
spawners are needed to produce the next 
generation, provided environmental con
ditions are suitable. When environmental 
conditions are unfavorable, as in the cold 
winters of 1977 and 1978, then shrimp can 
suffer spectacular, although usually only 
temporary, population reductions. It is 
only when populations are critically re
duced by adverse environmental con
ditions that overfishing may add to the 
problem. 

Shrimp management then involves at
tempting to harvest shrimp only when 
they are at their best economic size and 
abundance. Legitimate shrimpers to a man 
support this idea, although they don't al
ways agree with its practical application. 

Many of the laws to enforce these 
shrimp management practices were 
enacted mainly at the request of and with 
the consent of shrimpers. As a st~te agency 
the Wildlife and Marine Resources De
partment can neither introduce' nor enact 
legislation , only the South Carblina Gen
eral Assembly can do that. Shrimping legis
lation gives the department some leeway 
in the opening and closing of seasons, but 
in the restrictions on legal trawling gear 
and inshore shrimping areas, the law al
lows little flexibility. 

Economically shrimp are different from 
other commodities in that size determines 
the price-ten pounds of large shrimp 
demand a higher price than ten pounds of 

small shrimp. Consumers think of shrimp 
in general size categories - small, 
medium, large-but shrimpers carefully 
grade their catch by how many shrimp 
make a pound; that number is referred to 
as the "count" . Shrimp normally are 
graded after the heads have been dis
carded since only the tails are marketable. 
To a shrimper, medium shrimp might be 50 
count (heads off), that is 50 shrimp tails to a 
pound. Large shrimp are anything with a 
count of less than 30 or so; shrimp smaller 
than 100 count are seldom worth catching. 

If strict protection from trawling was not 
applied to the nursery areas, the shallow 
little creeks well up into the estuaries 
where juvenile and young adult shrimp 
find food and some protection from pred
ators, then small-boat fishermen would 
catch the small shrimp before they moved 
out into the areas the bigger boats can 
work. For most of the normally seven
month shrimping season the trawlers are 
restricted to offshore areas. 

In late summer and fall inshore sections 
of Bulls Bay, Winyah Bay, Calibogue 
Sound, St. Helena Sound and Port Royal 
Sound are opened for trawling when resi
dent shrimp populations are considered 
economically worth harvesting. The 
boundaries of these inshore' areas are 
carefully set and regulated to exclude 
trawling in the environmentally-fragile 
nursery areas. This inshore fishery is gen
erally the mainstay of the small-boat 
operators and the part-timers. The big 
boats seldom attempt to exploit this seg
ment of the fishery. 

To people like Shaffer who operate the 
big boats, catching small shrimp way up in 
the creeks makes no economic sense. In 
contrast, restricting trawling areas and sea
sons in the bays and sounds probably in
creases the overall cost of harvesting 
shrimp. As the boats rush to newly
opened areas, the resulting congestion is 
not the most cost efficient way to catch 
shrimp. The obvious economic gains of 
not harvesting shrimp until they grow to a 
more valuable size are perhaps offset by 
the less obvious increased operating costs 
of this system. 

Biologically, preserving the quality of the 
coastal environment and especially the in
tegrity of the salt marsh is perhaps the 
most effective of all shrimp management 
activities. In the past few years, a variety of 
state agencies, federal agencies and citi
zen groups have been quite successful in 
this regard. Remarkably, shrimpers sel
dom support such efforts, and in fact, do 
not always even appreciate the concern for 

When the net is dumped onto 
the rear deck, the task of sorting 
shrimp from other marine life 
and debris begins. Crabs and 
jellyfish can be a painful 
surprise for an unwary hand. 

the salt marsh . Shaffer, for example would 
like to build his own shrimp dock and says 
other shrimpers feel the same way, but he 
knows that if any alteration of the salt 
marsh is involved the necessary Army 
Corps of Engineers permits would be de
nied because of objections from U. S. Fish 
and Wildlife Service and Environmental 
Protection Agency. 

"Look at this place," he said,gesturing 
across Shem Creek where dozens of 60-
and 70-foot trawlers were tied three and 
four deep against every bit of the limited 
dock space. " It's ridiculous these boats 
have to squeeze into this little creek ." 

Moreover, the owners of this limited 
dock space have something of a monopoly 
on the shrimp that cross their docks, and 
the trawler operators are forced to sell 
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their catch to only one or two dealers. 
There is no other place to go. Shaffer 
clearly believes that the loss of a little salt 
marsh would mean less than the econom
ic advantages of owning his own dock. 

He also points out that existing docks 
and marinas must be dredged regularly 
and the silt pumped from these areas usu
ally is dumped in spoil areas on top of the 
marsh. Shaffer wonders if the mainte
nance of existing docks destroys as much 
marsh as a new dock might. He further 
believes that since the Environmental Pro
tection Agency and the U. S. Fish and 
Wildlife Service have created a monopoly 
for the established shrimp docks, other 
agencies, perhaps the State Ports Au
thority, should break up these monopolies 
by leasing dock space to fishermen. He 
feels that consumers could benefit since 
it would eliminate several middlemen . 

In the future, shrimp management 
probably will be based more on regional 
considerations than on state considera
tions. Clearly shrimp are unaware of state 
boundaries, and shrimpers do not remain 
steadfastly in their home states. Most of 
the big operators move freely from one 
state to another, following the shrimp 
crop. Since the shrimp on the southeast
ern Atlantic coast probably represent 
single populations of each species, it 
seems more reasonable to manage the en
tire population than various segments. 

If, for example, Georgia opens or closes 
its season at a different time than South 
Carolina, then boats from both states rush 
back and forth burning expensive fuel and 
crowding the trawling areas. If the several 
states were able to better coordinate their 
opening and closing dates and other regu
lations, shrimping would be more efficient 
and local waters less crowded. Shrimpers 
generally see the rationale of regional 
management, but with typical shrimper 
independence, Shaffer objects in principle 
"to someone in Florida telling me when I 
can shrimp in South Carolina." 

Because most of the shrimp fishery 
occurs within the states' three-mile juris
diction, the Fisheries Management and 
Conservation Act of 1976 generally has no 
application to penaeid shrimp. The act, 
which established a 200-mile fishing zone 
around the United States, not only places 
severe restrictions on foreign fishing in 
this zone, but also requires that domestic 
harvest of offshore fish be carefully man
aged and regulated. 

One of the same management prob
lems facing offshore fisheries will also 
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affect state and regional shrimp manage
ment. As the country's population con
tinues to gravitate to the coast and leisure 
time increases, more and more people are 
pursuing shrimp with seines and cast nets 
for food , recreation and occasionally for 
illegal commercial gain. 

Shrimpers resent this competition for 
the resource and probably overestimate 
the extent of the recreational catch. At a 
Marine Resources Advisory Committee 
meeting a couple of years ago a Shem 
Creek shrimper, complaining about the 
recreational catch,said ,"Why, in Mt. Pleas
ant alone there must be 5,280 shrimp 
seines. " When it was pointed out that that 
would be 40 miles of seines, the shrimper 
was not impressed. 

A Marine Resources Division survey es- / 
timates that recreational shrimpers take 
about ten percent of the total shrimp 
catch. Since no license is required for rec
reational shrimping, the popularity of this 
sport and the extent of the catch are dif
ficult to accurately determine. Allocating 
the shrimp resource between the com
mercial industry and the increasing 
number of recreational shrimpers will con
tinue to be a difficult problem. 

With shrimp unable to adequately sup
port the industry, many fishermen in re
cent years have begun to take a serious 
interest in the harvest of other marine 
species which occur farther offshore. The 
closed season for shrimping, January to 
the middle of May or so, traditionally has 
been a time when some shrimpers turned • 
to other fishing activities. 

Setting wire traps for black sea bass or 
trawling for blue crabs or rock shrimp 
were at best casual activities. But in the 
past couple of years landings of many of 
these species have climbed dramatically. 
South Carolina shrimpers who normally 
never go out of sight of land are adopting 
these new fishing styles slowly. Trawling 15 
to 60 miles offshore requires more naviga
tional equipment, better gear and longer 
running distances, all of which add to the 
cost of harvesting offshore animals. In 
most cases, the locally limited demand for 
such untraditional catches as rock shrimp 
does little to encourage the fishery. 

To date, however, rock shrimp and 
calico scallops have been the most suc
cessful of the new fisheries. Although one 
of these animals is a crustacean and the 
other is a mollusk, both are caught by the 
same basic trawling methods used for 
penaeid shrimp, and most shrimpers can 
make the adjustment easily. 

Heavy wooden planks form 
the large doors that keep 

the nets open during a 
trawl. Net mending, repairs 

on other equipment and 
the boat keep all hands 

busy between offshore runs. 

Beginning in January of this year, a 45 
square-mile scallop bed about 60 miles 
offshore from Savannah produced excel
lent catches of scallops. Unfortunately 
scallops are short-lived and do not always 
inhabit the same areas, so by April the new 
resource was at least temporarily fished 
out. Shaffer believes that the future of 
shrimping in South Carolina will involve 
increased utilization of animals other than 
shrimp, but he sees additional problems in 
the future of shrimping. 

The industry's most obvious long-range 
problem, the energy crisis, he dismisses 
with a wave of his large hand. He figures 
that by the time the shrimp boats run out 
of fuel , everything else will run out as well 
and a decline in shrimping will not, how
ever, mean an end to all commercial fish
ing. Instead it may prompt a return to 
old-fashioned passive fishing methods. 

South Carolina has a traditional passive 
shrimp fishery that involves the use of 
channel nets which are similar to the nets 
the trawlers pull except they are held 
stationary in shallow creeks. Currently 
channel netters are at best a marginal seg
ment of the shrimping industry, but as fuel 
becomes scarcer and more expensive the 
channel net fishery may increase. 

Asked to name the greatest problem fac
ing the future of shrimping, Shaffer an
swers instantly, "Birth control." Then with a 
smile, "I 've put a lot of thought into that. 
It's simple : more people produce more 
pollution, and more people mean more 
coastal development which results in a 
loss of shrimp habitat. No amount of en
vironmental controls and regulations can 
compensate for overpopulation ." 

Then, chuckling as he rose to close the 
wheel house window, "I hope the tourists 
at these restaurants don't lose their appe
tites tonight when they catch the breeze 
off those old scallop shells." 

But a little whiff of the realities of com
mercial fishing is not likely to erode the 
interest of the public and the popular 
press in this romantic pursuit and in the 
mystique that surrounds men like Shaffer. 
Since the shrimping industry serves as 
something of a yardstick of the general 
health and well-being of the coastal envi
ronment, any long term decline in the 
shrimp catch may well signal an extensive 
degradation of the coast. In the end, the 
ups, and especially, the downs of com
mercial shrimping may prove to be one of 
the most effective methods of focusing 
public attention on the problems that ac
company expanded development and in
dustrialization of our valuable coast.' 
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All livin9 thin9s mark autumns 
comin9 as a celebration ef harvest 
or an omen ef winters test. 

South Carolinas upcountry senses the season 
throu9h the noise ef sidewalk football, a first chill 
breeze, the pun9ent odor ef wood smoke, fiesh 
apple cider and the chan9in9 colors ef leaves. 

by Bennie Lee Sinclair 
photo9raphs by Ted Bor9, Art Carter, Phillip Jones, 
Ron Chapiesky and Duncan Grant 

"'J!Uid no longer murmurs in the trees, but rattles. 

Daily the light becomes more golden. Flowers slowly seed and turn 

to dust. Armadas of colorful leafboats settle onto the streams. Frost 

tips and rimes the fading fields with early morning splendor. 
Leaf smoke curls from yard's edge in afternoon, at night 

wood smoke sheets from the chimney. A bright yellow school bus 

disgorges an assortment of brightly shirted children, who break into 

an impromptu game of touch football, chasing each other and a 

sailing cap across the yellowing lawns. Grackles pass noisily 

overhead. A feathery seedpod floats by, and then another. 
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Through a thousand such nuances autumn comes to 

dominate the countryside. Summer and its fertile warmth are past, 

winter and its sterile cold impending. For everything that has 

life-plant, beast, reptile, bird, insect, man-it is a time for activity 

or preparation. 

A complex chemical breaking-down is ridding the deciduous tree 

of its leaf cover, that the tree itself may survive the winter. In wood 
and field creatures stuff themselves and their secret places with fruit 

and seed, while some birds likewise prepare, or prepare to leave. 

Lizard, frog and snake begin their hibernation. Swarms of migrating 
monarch butterflies, their destiny a paint far, far south, drift 

overhead, almost indistinguishable from brown and golden blowing 

leaves, while yellowjackets, goaded by their biological clock, skim 

frenziedly close to earth, foraging irritably. Likewise man, woman 
and child respond to the season, and in so many myriad ways it 

seems each heart perceives a different calling in the new, chill wind. 
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/n the piedmont of South Carolina, fall is a time of 

Yisual glory. The varied forests produce a changing palette of colors 

that lingers well into November. Colder but no severe weather 

encourages outdoor activities, while th~ beauty of natural 

surroundings offers free and varying entertainment for those who 

care only to look. 

Not only by day, but at night also the season is unique. As the 

constellations of autumn appear-the Winged Horse Pegasus, 

Andromeda, Perseus and Auriga the Charioteer-the educated 

stargazer or the casual watcher-of-skies can appreciate the new 

clearness of the heavens as the heavy, inverted air of summer 

dissipates at last. Some magic in the mellow, autumnal full moon 

drives even the most civilized of yard dogs to sing while hounds bay 

on sweet trails in the dusky woods. 

All odors are livelier now, exaggerated in the crisp air. What a 

stink the cabbage makes, rotting in the fields! How heady is the 

fermentation of fruit, the muscadine and apple, on vine and tree and 

ground. Winds push before them now the soft, nostalgic aromas of 

woodfires burning in the night; of apples basketed and waiting a 

buyer; of hickory leaves piled and smoldering; of molasses boiling in 

an open field. It is a time of plenty perched on the precipice of decline. 

For the horticulturist it is an opportunity for tour de farce over 

impending winter-the planned yard can blaze in a last defiance 

with pyracantha and fall flowers: the sunny chrysanthemum, zinnia, 
portulaca and vibrant, showy cockscomb. Wild fields likewise shine 

with yellow camphor weed and goldenrod. 
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Aimost a third of South Carolina is officially termed 

"piedmont," an area above the fall line, backed by mountains and 

facing the sandhill region. Typified by mixed leafy and piney 
woods, it is rolling land that seemed particularly rich to farmers 

when the state was first settled. Commonly known as the "up 

country" then, its good soil, thick woods, abundance of streams and 

shortage of roads made it a good place to settle and grow, with 

elbowroom. Though industrialization has now made metropolitan 

many of its former small settlements, lasting characteristics thought 

to have been imposed on the people by the terrain are individuality, 
independence and a love of the land. 

Though the thick forests of gargantuan pine and chestnut that 
greeted early settlers are long since gone, good stands of middle to 

new timber are still to be found, some planted but much wild. 

Botanically it is a rich area, in part due to the mild winters, and 

geographically it is a secure one. Though minor earthquake faults 

exist, and a stray tornado or rare inland-moving hurricane 

occasionally strikes, few devastating phenomena happen, except for 

the flooding that occurs when the area's numerous streams and 

rivers overflow from frequent, heavy rains. 

Most of the piedmont is recovered from the tyranny of erosion 

that one-crop cotton farming and clear-cutting once wreaked. 
Kudzu is now the most prolific eyesore, rather than the raw red clay 

gaps it was imported to correct. In some areas it obliterates not only 
once barren fields, but also thick forests. Honeysuckle, sawbrier and 

other such pesky growth are prevalent in newly-growing or un
tended fields and young forests, but as the woods age they become 
clean and walkable as the shade overhead stunts out such tangles. 

In autumn the great variety of plants and trees produces a 
likewise great variety of food in support of wildlife. Acorns, nuts, 

mushrooms, berries, as well as unfamiliar fruit and seed fill the 

woodland floor with fodder for the wild who gorge and store. Gray 

squirrel, chipmunk, numerous types of mice and small rodents, 

raccoon, opossum, fox and deer browse or collect. Some birds, like 

the clever bluejay, likewise store for winter. 

As the forest thins and plants are stripped, the beauty of design in 
nature is seen. Hulls emerge, shaped like miniscule dishes. Branchy 

silhouettes contort as delicately as Oriental art. It is as appropriate a 

time for the study of botany as spring, for as their leaves die the 

plants and trees display their stems and barks, their characteristic 

shapes distinct as skeletons. 
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Now the leaves, having outlived their use, make an 

art of dying. In summer they made food for the tree out of water 

and carbon dioxide fueled by sunlight, through the activity of 

chlorophyll. In autumn, as cooler weather slows this process, the 

chlorophyll begins to decompose into its varied components, leaving 

a residue of crystals and oils in the leaf cell cavities. Yellow results, 

and, when there is more sugar present, reds and purples appear. The 

range within these tones allows for the thousand variations that so 

delight the spectator. 
When the leaves fall, the tree is able to remain dormant until in 

spring the cycle of activity is renewed by the sun's warmth. But now, 

in fall, a p~plar yellows, a sassafras reddens while beside it a 

dogwood glows with more rose, an oak browns, a maple flames, a 

hickory grows golden. The total vividness of the season will depend 

also on temperatures and rainfall and the gentleness or fury of the 

winds, but colors there will be. Here and there the everpresent pine 

adds a touch of wintry and indomitable green. 

Leaves-at no other time do they so assert themselves. In spring 

their new growth is only a whisper, a quiet shade that grows almost 

unnoticed. But in dying they glow and pulsate with color so vivid 

and prevalent that no other aspect of piedmont nature, excepting 

snowfall, so transforms the countryside. 

How many bushels of leaves fall in the piedmont of South 

Carolina each year? It is a poet's inspiration, a statistician's defeat. 

And what becomes of this great unknown quantity, whose weight 
sifts onto the earth almost without sound, slowly building up over 

the years into a ground cover that enriches the soil once stripped 
and eroded, until red clay is transformed once again with rich 

topsoil? The connoisseur of lawns, considering leaves a nuisance, 

rakes them into neat piles and then into plastic bags to wait at 

curbside for garbage truck pick-up. But, in these conservation

minded times, it is just as likely that a connoisseur of organic 

gardening will cruise past in a van and stop to load up on this free 

and pre-packaged best of all possible mulches. Many still consign 

their gathered leaves to heaven through fires perhaps as sacrificial 

as any ancient ones, creating that heartbreakingly sweet smoke, 

tinged with hickory, that lingers long after autumn is gone. Perhaps 
the phoenix so consigned herself, in a yard outside York or a gentle 

hill near Chester, where the leaf fires bum. 
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ae tree common to the piedmont, the persimmon 
-actually a member of the ebony family-comes into its best 

time just when other trees are losing their autumnal glory. After the 

first freeze, when its yellowing leaves are skimpy, its pink-orange 

fruit, cured of its bitter astringency by the cold, ripens into tastiness 

that draws not only the gourmet, dreaming heady persimmon beer 

or rich dark persimmon bread or heavy sweet persimmon pudding, 

but also the family dog, and squirrels, opossums, foxes and 

raccoons who forage on the sweet droppings by day or night. 

Autumn is a time when primeval customs resurface 

in modern dress. Harvest moons and bonfires, hobgoblins and 

Thanksgiving feasts, hogslaughtering and deer hunting-from the 

autumnal ~quinox to the winter solstice men and women and 

children behave much as they always have, reacting to impending 

cold as the whole animal kingdom does, with renewed energy and 

uneasiness. Winter 's coming. It's a glorious time, but winter 's 

coming. There is celebration, a last festivity before the question of 

survival-or, today, comfort-becomes imminent again. 
Times have changed. Cattle do not have to be slaughtered in 

autumn, for there is feed to see them through winter, even to keep 

them fat and sleek. Not everyone has to can or freeze or dry their 

food-that is a matter of choice now, not necessity. Pumpkin and 

winter squash sell more as ornament than precious food. 

For early piedmont settlers, getting set for winter was an 

undertaking that involved almost all of autumn. The storage of food 

was an intricate matter, and canhouses and smokehouses, rootcellars 

and springboxes were routine. Before refrigeration there were special 

but troublesome means for preserving favorite foods for Christmas: 

eggs could be kept fresh, if somewhat smelly, in a water glass; 

cabbage could be saved green by burying it upside down in banked 

furrows; watermelons would not rot if properly packed in a barrel 

of sawdust. 
Today, when not everyone has to cut and chop and split 

wood-and few even understand the process anymore, either of 

harvesting the correct woods or setting a good fi re-it is difficult to 
realize how much of autumn went toward the wood lot. In isolated 

places it was a necessity to keep the hearthfire smoldering 
year-round. One old farmhouse in the upcountry was famous in that 

its fire was kept burning without letup for a hundred years. Legend 

now, necessity then. 
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fhough much of fall harvest of grains and cotton is 

limited now to the professional farmer, the fruits of autumn, the 

apple especially, are still sought and enjoyed by almost everyone. 
Muscadine and scuppernong scent the air, challenging the makers of 

jellies, jams, and wine. 

If there is a fruit symbolic of the piedmont it is probably not 

summer's peach, but the later apple. From apple-bobbing by 

youngsters at a church social to sticky homemade candy apples, from 

wholesome applesauce to the pleasure of real cider, the apple offers 

continuing culinary delights. In orchard and pasture when the apples 

fall with a gentle plopping sound, deer and horses are waiting to 

savor them. The odor of apples ripening and fermenting drives 

yello"'iackets to a final madness. Apple pies, apple puddings, 

applebutter, apple grog-the blending of apples and spices, old as 
the Old World, recurs in many a home scattered throughout the 

Piedmont. 
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flirs, festivals, fiestas-in every county there is 

outdoor entertainment and, always, crowds to enjoy it A visitor 

from Haiti who has never seen autumn leaves stares past an outdoor 

circus act to the magical trees beyond. Atop a ferris wheel children 

at the Anderson County Fair forget their fear when clouds of color, 

and mountains blue beyond, revolve with breathtaking splendor. At a 

crafts fair a woman sits in the gold October sunlight stirring yarns in 

vats of vegetable dye while the blooming colors drip on a clothesline 

behind her. Farther beyond, there is a tree to match each color, each 

orange and rust and brown. 

Not only the colors of nature stand out in the clear air and muted 

background. Automobiles on winding country roads seem vivid as 

beetles. Children in Halloween garb transform a school playground 

into a collage of dark vampires, dayglo ghoulies, and startlingly 

bright ghosties. A somber pilgrim play only accentuates these colors 

of changing times. 
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G one are the canebreaks, the buffalo, the Cherokee 

whose time of year this was to practice the art or craft of peltry. Yet 

it is a good time to tour the piedmont, for there is no shortage of the 

picturesq tle. 

Once, numerous and prosperous small fa rms marked the area 

agrarian. Today there are industries anJ shopping centers scattered 

between the small towns. A settlement such as Gaffney now has 

many faces to show the outsider: the modern "franchise row" of 

restaurants adjoining the interstate; the town itself, split by railroad 

tracks; the Limestone College campus, genteel seat of learning; and 

an industrial base, typified by a large textile outlet that dravvs 

bargain-hunting visitors from across the state. 

Still, in country stores at crossroads with interesting names like 

Little Chicago or Little Texas, the d sitor lingering o,·er a moon-pie 

and soft drink can listen to old-timers speculate on the severity of 

the coming winter, using standards that have not changed with the 

times. Someone who counted the fogs of August predicts as many 

snows to come. There are weighty discussion s on the width and 

importance of the wooly-oear caterpillars' stripes, and other 

obsen ·ations based on how bushy the squirrels' tails are this year or 

how thick the shuck on the corn. Whatever, one thing is 

certain . .. winter 's coming. 

Only an occasional leaf clings now to the trees. 

Fields are bare and brown, stalks flattened. The last football game of 

,the season is played on a gray day. Traffic is stopped for a Christmas 

_;parade. Chickadees chatter and fl utter in the tops of pines that are 
1 •the only greenery. Days shorten and nights grow colder. Through a 

thousand such nuances autumn fades a,,·ay, taking \Yith it that 

special splendor that cannot be calculated. 
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At the close 
of last year 's waterfowl 

season, hunter reaction varied to the 
mandatory use of steel shot for 12 gauge 
guns in the Charleston and Georgetown 
marshes. In less than three months South 
Carolina waterfowlers will again be face 
to face with the lead versus steel shot 
controversy and the mandatory steel zone 
will be expanded to include Beaufort and 
Colleton Counties. 

Two million ducks and geese dead 
annually of lead poisoning through 
ingestion of lead shot is staggering in its 
waste of our waterfowl. But the thought 
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of unre
trievable cripples 

sailing off to die from steel 
shot wounds is a much more 

comprehensible and real loss to the 
hunter. Yet, environmentally, we cannot 
continue to allow the loss of our 
waterfowl heritage through lead 
poisoning. The federal government 
solution to this problem is mandatory 
steel shot for all 12 gauge guns in heavily 
gunned areas. 

Hunting groups who oppose this line 
of thought argue that steel shot is not a 
solution, but a problem. Steel shot will 
cause a significant rise in the number of 
ducks annually lost to crippling. Steel 
shot will cause wear in shotgun barrels 
which may cause more accidents through 
barrel bursts. These are two of the most 
often voiced doubts about the decision to 
use steel shot. Patterning ability, higher 
cost of shells, lack of components for 

reloading shells 
and questions concerning 

the U. S. Fish and Wildlife 
Service's choice of steel shot areas and 

12 gauge guns only are also cited as 
objections. Some groups even question 
the validity of the estimate of the two 
million ann ual duck loss to lead 
poisoning. 

Unlike other waterfowl diseases, such 
as duck virus enteritus which may kill 
thousands of ducks on a refuge, lead 
poisoning is not characterized by 
massive die-offs in a concentrated area. 
Ducks feeding in an area that receives 
heavy gunning pressure take lead shot 
into their gizzards. These lead pellets 
react in solution with the bird' s body 
chemicals causing a breakdown of 
oxygen transfer to the body tissues, 
energy production for muscle func tions 
and nerve impulse transmissions. A slow 
loss of body weight and coordina tion 
takes place and the duck eventually dies 
from oxygen depletion. 

It is a slow, deceptive poisoning which 
allows time for birds to d isperse from the 
feeding areas with high lead concen
trations to other wetlands and nesting 
grounds. Predators also take many of the 
weakened b irds before the poisoning can 
finish its work. 
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While an accurate body count of lead 
poisoned waterfowl cannot be obtained, 
biologists have determined that ingestion 
of only a few lead shotgun pellets can 
produce fatal poisoning in our most 
sought after puddle ducks such as 
mallards and black ducks. This fact 
coupled with actual pellet counts from 
gizzards of birds taken on controlled 
waterfowl hunting areas and the total 
number of birds using these areas is 
sufficient to predict the number of birds 
which will die each year of lead 
poisoning. Arguments against the 
validity of statistics arrived at in this 
manner of random sampling are usually 
based upon ignorance. 

But if the two million annual death rate 
is accepted, many hunters still oppose the 
selection of their favori te duck hole and 
12 gauge gun as unfounded . "Why not 
include the 20 gauge and 10 gauge gunner 
and waterfowl areas such as the 
Santee-Cooper lakes in the no lead 
edict?" they argue. 

The switch to steel shot with its 
accompanying manufacturing and 
distribution problems allows only a 
limited amount of steel shells to be placed 
in sporting goods stores across the 
nation . The choice of12 gauge only was 
based upon the fact that 
the vast majority 
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of gunners rely on this gauge weapon for 
duck hunting. A 12 gauge is large enough 
to deliver a pattern with sufficient 
numbers of pellets to penetrate and kill 
ducks and geese. 

Steel shot only areas are selected by the 
number of pellets found in gizzard 
samples and the total number of birds 
taken on the areas during the season. 
Total harvest is the first factor in 
determining steel shot zones. If the 
county harvests 10,000 or more ducks per 
year, orlO or more ducks per square mile, 
it is designated as a no lead zone. But the 
types of ducks using the zone and 
number of pellets found in gizzard 
samples may affect this decision. 

In areas along our coast, the number of 
lead pellets in gizzard samples and 
waterfowl harvest was within the federal 
guidelines requiring the switch to steel. 
But ducks examined from the 
Santee-Cooper area did not show a 
corresponding intake of lead. South 
Carolina waterfowl biologists are 
uncertain of the reasons 
behind this 
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Greatest friction between the shot charge 
and gun occurs at the choke area where 
the shot charge is constricted before 
leaving the barrel. While some 
opponents of steel predicted barrel 
deformation, blown up barrels and 
increased hunter injuries, the plastic shot 
cup of modem shot shells and the tough, 
thick steel of newer singled-barreled 

decrease in lead intake, but suspect that 
the most heavily hunted sections of these 
lakes may be used by ducks mainly as 
resting areas than as feeding grounds. 

Whether one agrees or disagrees with 
the choice of areas and selection of 
gauges, they are set by federal guidelines 
as are waterfowl seasons and bag limits 
to protect a resource that migrates and is 
hunted over our entire continent. Still, 
many hunters contend that steel is not 
the best answer. 

Many lead substitutes other than steel 
have been tried unsuccessfully by the 
shooting industry. When the massive 
toxic effects of lead were first . 
suspected in 

guns resulted in no significant barrel 
wear after thousands of steel rounds 
were fired. Although steel shot is not 
recommended for use in older classic 
guns and double-barreled guns, 
opponents seldom mention that the "'hot" 
powders and heavy charges of modem 
lead shells would also cause severe 
damage to their softer, thinner barrels. 
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This season steel shot for 12 gauge guns 
only will be mandatory in Georgetown, 
Charleston, Colleton and Beaufort 
Counties. 
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the early '70s, 
lead pellets were coated 

with copper, nylon, epoxy and other 
materials. Tests on penned waterfowl 
soon proved that these and the many 
other efforts did not significantly reduce 
poisoning. For one thing, the grinding 
action of a duck's gizzard quickly wore 
down any protective coatings. 

Sintered shot, a mixture of half lead 
and half iron was also thought to provide 
the answer, but was apparently 
impractical to make and more toxic than 
first tests indicated. The best solution 
after all of the ammunition makers' 
efforts was still steel shot. 

Steel solves the toxicity problem, but 
its opponents argue that increased 
crippling losses may waste many ducks 
saved from lead poisoning. Being lighter 
than its lead counterpart, steel shot 
pellets lose energy at a faster rate than 
lead. Theoretically, this means that by the 
time steel shot reaches a target there is 
less power to penetrate and deliver the 
shock necessary for a quick kill. 

It's similar to hitting someone with a 
ping-pong ball or a golf ball. The 
ping-pong ball is much lighter and won't 
produce nearly the reaction of the heavier 
golf ball. If you have the urge to test this 
theory, try dropping each ball on your 
own toe rather than beaning your golfing 
partner. 

Some ballistic experts have suggested 
going to a larger size shot (ping-pong ball 
if you must) to solve the lack of weight 
and energy. Thus hunters shooting 
number 6 lead shot should switch to 
number 4 steel, number 4 lead should be 
changed to number 2 steel. But as 
number 2 shot are larger than number 4 
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shot, there must 
be fewer 2' s in a shot 

charge. The problem now changes ·to one 
of pattern density. 

It is easier to hit a moving target with 
say 135 number 4 shot than with 90 
number 2 shot. However, since steel is 
lighter than lead, there are more steel 
pellets to the ounce than lead. With recent 
technological breakthroughs, the hunter 
shooting ducks with a one-ounce load of 
135 number 4 lead shot can go to a 
magnl\m 1¼ ounce load of157 number 2 
steel and actually increase pattern 
density. Heavier loads are planned for the 
near future and may be available in a 12 
gauge or 10 gauge by the time you read 
this article . 

Tests by Winchester-Western at Nila 
Farms in 1972-73 proved that at ranges of 
40 yards or less, steel and lead are 
comparable . This is good range for any 
decoy shooting, as making a clean kill on 
ducks at farther distances becomes risky 
with lead as well as steel. But at distances 
beyond 40 yards, the test showed that • 
steel did not kill as efficiently as lead. 
From this fact, opponents of steel worry 
that steel shot will increase the number of 
crippled ducks. The Nila tests failed to 
account for a duck hunter 's inevitable 
second and third shots at a wounded bird 
which should bring down the number of 
cripples lost. 

Whether it is due to these follow up 
shots or to the hunter's hesitancy to shoot 
at ducks beyond the 40 yard maximum 
efficiency range of steel, statistics on the 
number of cripples lost on the state's 
waterfowl management areas within last 
year 's steel shot zone show about a 6 
percent decline. If a hesitancy to shoot 
proves to be the reason for less crippling, 
so much the better. Far too many gunners 
have ruined hunts for others by shooting 
at ducks out of range. 

Steel shot apparently did no harm to 
the hunter 's success on these areas as the 
total management area harvest increased 
by some 24.3 percent over last year. Also, 
gizzard analysis surveys on the steel zone 
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Future developments may 
include the production of 
tear-shaped or dart-like steel 
flechettes which should be 
less costly to make and more 
ballistically efficient than the 
round shot used today. 
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areas showed a decline in the number of 
lead shot ingested by ducks in the first 
season. 

Another factor which may have had a 
limiting effect upon hunters' taking the 
long shot might be the increased cost of 
steel shells. A box of high brass 12 gauge 
steel shells ranged from about $8.50 to 
$10.50 as compared to $4.00 to $6.00 per 
box for lead shot. Let there be no doubt 
that we pay for advances in technology 

Possible 
damage to his gun poses far 

more of a financial concern to the average 
hunter than the increased cost of shells. 
There is also worry by many gunners 
about their personal safety in shooting 
round after round of steel shot in their 
favorite gun. 

Steel is harder than lead and therefore 
causes more wear on the barrel as it 
leaves the gun. In older guns, such as a 
treasured L. C. Smith or Parker, there is a 
real danger of severe barrel damage. Steel 
shot should not be fired in these 
double-barrelled guns as their barrels are 
relatively soft and will probably wear and 
enlarge in the area where the choke 
begins. Eventually, a slight bulge may be 
felt. This deformation finally pushes the 
barrels on a double apart at the rib. But 
those who use this fact to argue against 
steel shot seldom admit that the same 
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Annual North American Waterfowl 
Mortality Rates. 

~ 
16-20 million 

taken by hunters 
20-25 million 1.6-2.4 million 

non-hunting deaths lead shot poisoning deaths -- .. ------~-..._. ___ ..._ _________________________ _ 
United States Fish and Wildlife Service 
estimates place the annual North 
American waterfowl population at about 
100 million birds. Hunters take about 20 
percent of this number annually, while 
non-hunting mortality from disease and 
predation claims about 22.5 percent and 2 
percent of the total number are wasted to 
lead shot poisoning. 

facts apply to 
modem high brass lead loads. 

Newer single-barrelled automatics and 
pump guns are made of much harder, 
thicker steel than the old guns. Tests have 
shown no significant barrel deformation 
is evident after thousands of rounds fired 
in these guns. Also, the feared increase in 
blown-up barrels and injured hunters 
has not materialized. A blown barrel is 
still mainly attributable to hunter 
carelessness when the wrong size shell is 
stuck in the barrel or the barrel is plugged 
by mud or other debris. 

As a final knell to the fears of gun wear, 
modem shot shells are loaded with a 
plastic shot cup. This cup holds the shot 
until the cup expands and drops away 
when the shot leaves the barrel. The shot 
cup also acts as a padding between the 
metal of the barrel and steel shot. 

While the hardness of steel does not 
necessarily mean increased barrel wear, 
this resistance to deformation in the 
pellets may provide tighter patterns. As 
lead shot flattens while exiting the barrel, 
the deformed pellets have a tendency to 
fly away from the main load, reducing 
the number of pellets in the immediate 
target area. If steel resists deformation, it 
should hold together better in a tighter 
pattern at the target. 

Problems 
encountered last season on 

South Carolina's steel shot areas did 
include a significant number of 
complaints about steel shells misfiring or 
hanging up upon ejection from automatic 
shotguns. These are instances where the 
ammunition manufacturers might try 
giving the hunter his money's worth, as 
they indicate powder deficiencies and 
have nothing to do with the type of 
pellets used . 

Some hunters also complained of a lack 
of uniformity in pellet size and shape, 
while others were miffed at the industry's 
failure to bring out reloading components 
and charts. These problems are probably 
due in a large part to the difficulty in 
making round steel pellets and the 
newness of steel on the market. 

When melted and dropped from a 
controlled height into water, lead readily 
takes on a spherical shape. Steel is much 
more difficult to work into a round form. 
This fact plays a large role in the higher 
cost of steel shells. It has also given rise to 
some innovative thinking which the 
Outdoor Life Shooting Editor, Jim 
Carmichel, believes will revolutionize the 
sport of shotgunning. 

Carmichel predicts further 
developments in special 12 gauge or even 
an 11 gauge gun designed specifically for 
steel shot. But this most far reaching 
prediction centers on the round shape of 
shot pellets. 

"But even more interesting (than 
special gauged guns) are alternate shot 
forms. To begin with, consider that a 
sphere is relatively inefficient from the 
ballistic standpoint. So why bother with 
round shot at all? Softsteel flechettes 
could be made in streamlined shapes that 
could equal or surpass the ballistic 
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properties of 
round lead shot of equal 

diameter. At the same time, the shape of 
arrow-like flechettes or even tear-shaped 
shot would allow use of a greater total 
weight of shot per volume than is 
possible with round shot because needed 
air space is reduced. 

"The points of steel flechettes could be 
made in whatever form offered the best 
compromise of ballistic efficiency and 
shocking effect. Flechettes are made to fly 
in a point-on direction by a pressed vein 
or fletching at the rear. They shoot very 
tight patterns. The technology for mass 
producing flechettes is available . They 
could be made from soft steel wire on 
equipment similar to nail-making 
machinery." 

If Carmichel' s predictions come to 
pass, waterfowlers could find that the 
change to steel shot will eventually 
extend shotgun ranges and killing power. 
Tests are now underway on altering the 
shot form and special steel shotguns are 
already on the market. 

In view of this and other new facts, the 
steel shot controversy doesn' t appear 
nearly as confusing or as disastrous to the 
sport of waterfowling as once predicted. 
Last season has shown a decline in 
waterfowl ingestion of lead pellets and 
duck crippling losses for South Carolina 
hunters . Let's hope that statistics from 
the expanded zones of this coming 
season reinforce these positive trends. 
Also as steel shot becomes more plentiful 
and technology in its production 
increases, there may be some hope for 
the hunter 's pocketbook. 

For this season, steel shot may make us 
better hunters and sportsmen through an 
increased effort toward more accuracy in 
our shooting ability and the desire to let 
the ducks swing into close range . With 
this latter result from the hesitation to 
waste shells and ducks, we might find 
the sport of waterfowling more pleasing 
through anticipation while watching 
wild ducks free on the wind. 

Special thanks to Jim Carmichel and 
Outdoor Life for adaptations from the 
August 1977 and June 1978 issues . 
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Refuge for 
Wildlife 

Retreat for 
Man 

We visit our zoos and watch the Wild 
Kingdoms of television, but few of us 

have accepted the opportunity our 
refuges offer for firsthand viewing 

of wild creatures in their natural 
surroundings. Observation, relaxation 
and fishing or hunting are only a part 

of the refuge experience. 

South Carolina's refuges provide shel
ter for thousands of birds, animals and 
plants. In this 75th anniversary of our Na
tional Wildlife Refuge System, our refuge 
lands offer unparalleled opportunity for 
the enjoyment of our wildlife heritage. 

In South Carolina there are five national 
wildlife refuges with more than 150,000 
land acres. These include Sandhills near 
McBee, Cape Romain north of Charleston, 
Savannah on the Savannah River near 
Savannah, Georgia and Santee on the San
tee Cooper Lakes . Pinckney Island Refuge 
near Hilton Head was recently acquired 
and is not open at this time . 

Habitat preservation, protection of en
d angered species, production of game 
and non-game species, resting and feed
ing of migratory species, and education, 
interpretation and recreation for the 
public- these are the major purposes of 
today' s wildlife refuges. This multi-
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Pat Robertson 

purpose philosophy is now being pushed 
where refuges once were established or 
acquired mainly for the protection or pre
servation of a specific species. 

Indeed, the refuge system was born 
March 14, 1903, when President Theodore 
Roosevelt signed the executive order, 
seemingly insignificant at the time, to set 
aside a 3-acre island on the east coast of 
Florida as a bird sanctuary. A brown peli
can rookery on the island was declining 
because of human harassment on its nest
ing grounds. 

Today, 386 national wildlife refuges 
range from the Arctic Ocean to the South 
Pacific, from Maine to the Caribbean. 
They vary in size from half-acre parcels to 
areas covering thousands of square miles 
and encompass 32.5 million acres of the 
nation's best habitats for wildlife. The 
kinds of natural areas they protect are as 
diverse and complex as the wildlife species 
that live on them. 

The multi-purpose philosophy is quite 
evident on the refuges in the state, with 
encouragement and protection of all 
species, including poisonous snakes . "We 
won' t tolerate somebody killing our water 

moccasins," pointed out David Goeke, 
manager of Savannah Wildlife Refuge. 

While the refuges must take a multi
purpose approach to their operation, mi
gratory birds, especially waterfowl are 
strongly encouraged in the South Carolina 
facilities . Two of the refuges-Santee and 
Savannah- conduct specific manage
ment practices to encourage these birds. 
Carolina Sandhills Refuge, while not con
sidered a waterfowl refuge, does provide 
wintering habitat for a number of ducks 
and harbors a small goose population . The 
vast open waters and marshy areas of the 
Cape Romain Refuge are allowed to attract 
thousands of waterfowl annually without 
using any artificial or man-made water
fowl environment enhancement. 

"Carolina Sandhills is not a waterfowl 
refuge," Marvin T. Hurdle, manager of 
Carolina Sandhills said. "It is beneficial to 
the surrounding area in that the birds feed 
here and then move off. A good example 



Far left: Young pelicans on 
Cape Romain Refuge. 
Left: Observation trails and 
outposts such as this 
tower on Santee Refuge 
provide visitors with ample 
opportunities to view wild 
creatures in their natural 
surroundings. 
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of this is the Canada geese that are now 
coming to the Pee Dee River. They didn' t 
before, but now there is a good possibility 
that the Canada geese will spread out in 
the area, if the landowners want it and will 
plant to attract the geese." 

There is a small resident goose popula
tion on Martin's Lake, a 55-acre im
poundment on the refuge. "We plant com, 
wheat and buckwheat adjacent to the 
lake," Hurdle added . "Because of this we 
will get up to 2,000 geese and 15,000 ducks 
using the refuge. The ducks are mostly 
mallards, widgeon, black and wood 
ducks. About 100 acres are farmed specif
ically for waterfowl foods annually." 

Martin's Lake has an observation tower 
for viewing the waterfowl. Hurdle said 
another similar lake is planned just below 
Martin's. 

By contrast, Santee National Wildlife 
Refuge is managed specifically for water
fowl. Paul Ferguson, refuge manager 
since December, comments: "Part of our 
development program centers on making 
this a place the waterfowl will return to 
and hopefully in greater numbers. Duck 
use of the refuge has been good, and black 
duck use is increasing." 

But Ferguson pointed out, "We've lost 
12,000 geese in the past two years. Our 
goose population peaked at 6,000 this past 
winter." Since much of the refuge's water
fowl area is managed for geese, it must be 
assumed they are not getting to the area. 

Many waterfowlers and biologists point 
to the Mid-Atlantic states where farming 
practices have changed in recent years as 
the cause . The geese find the winter foods 
they need in Virginia and Maryland, and 
have no reason to fly further south. 

The Santee Refuge is farmed exten
sively for waterfowl. "We raise quite a lot 
of com with refuge personnel and co
operative farmers on a share basis," Fer
guson said. "Our share is mainly left in 
the fields for the wintering birds ." 

Last year Santee saw peaks of 173,000 
ducks, 15,000 coots, and 6,000 geese . 

Savannah National Wildlife Refuge, 
which has 26,555 acres in two states-
15,000 in South Carolina-is an area that 
had been allowed to deteriorate a great 
deal over the years. Refuge manager 
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David Goeke came to Savannah from the 
prairie potholes of North Dakota. 

"An overall lack of operating funds has 
slowly contributed to a deterioration of 
our dike and water control systems," 
Goeke said. "These need constant atten
tion, but there just never was the neces
sary money in the past." 

Plans at Savannah include rebuilding 
dikes, replacing or rehabilitating water 
control structure, digging some drainage 
ditches, and cleaning out the overgrown 
and choked ponds that once harbored 
huge wintering flocks . All of this is geared 
to manipulating water levels in the 
numerous ponds within the refuge. 

"We are not trying to attract all the ducks 
in the Southeast," Goeke added. "We want 
to restore the habitat we had and bring 
back numbers of wintering waterfowl." 

A waterfowl hunt is held on the Savan
nah Refuge each year on the Georgia side. 
The permits are not limited, but hunters 
must have a Georgia hunting license and a 
waterfowl stamp. "It's hard hunting," 
admitted Goeke, "because you have to 
work to get your ducks in the creeks and 
ditches, but it's a quality hunt. 

"There were some 25,000 to 30,000 
waterfowl here at peak times last winter, 
but we should be pulling in 50,000 to 
100,000. Our winter population is just a 
shadow of before." 

Because of it's vast system of marshes 
and tidal creeks, the Cape Romain Refuge 
north of Charleston attracts thousands of 
ducks each year. However, the refuge is 
managed only slightly for waterfowl. 

"This refuge is managed more naturally 
than any other in the state," said Refuge 
Manager George Garris, the only South 
Carolinian among the state's refuge man
agers. Garris came to Cape Romain from 
Carolina Sandhills Refuge. 

"Our only management is some ma
nipulation of lakes for cattails and other 
plant control. We don't plant anything." 

Last year, Bulls Island had 20,000 win
tering ducks, including a number of can
vasbacks, and there were 200,000 of which 
most were diving ducks on the entire ref
uge during peak times. However, as Gar
ris noted, "they don't stay long." 

While waterfowl may be the showcase 
wildlife form for the state's refuges, they 
do harbor many other forms of wildlife, 
both game and non-game . The introduc
tion in recent years of such programs as 
endangered species has brought diversity 
to refuges that once were operated with 
just one or a few real purposes, sometimes 

Right: Blue-winged teal, mallards 
and black ducks are a few of the 

thousands of wintering waterfowl 
which find shelter and food on South 

Carolina's refuges. Above: During the 
month of June, giant sea turtles 

struggle to the dunes of Cape Romain 
Refuge to deposit their eggs. Refuge 
personnel monitor the nesting giants 
for the number of eggs deposited and 

hatched. 

.. ........ 

i . 

1\ ' '\ 

51 



52 

The red-cockaded woodpecker 
and American alligator are the 
two endangered species most 

common to our refuges. 

to the detriment of species not considered 
important to the refuge. 

At the same time the refuges are 
strengthening their commitment to public 
use. In noting the 75th anniversary of the 
system this past March, Secretary of the 
Interior Cecil 0. Andrus said: "I urge 
every citizen to visit a national wildlife 
refuge in this, the diamond anniversary 
year of the system's founding. It's ironic 
that many of us visit zoos, drive through 
animal parks, and watch countless pro
grams about wildlife on television, but 
relatively few of us take advantage of the 
unparalleled opportunities our refuges 
provide for observing wild creatures in 
their natural habitat. Such experiences are 
not only enjoyable in themselves, they 
also demonstrate the foresight of past 
generations and impress on us our own 
responsibility for protecting and per
petuating our wildlife resources." 

The state's refuge managers agree that 
the diversity of purpose and stronger 
commitment to public involvement and 
use have brought changes in the direction 
the refuges are taking. Each of our refuges 
has its own set of programs and goals. 

"Carolina Sandhills is part of the old 
Resettlement Administration of the fed
eral government back in the thirties," 
Hurdle said. "Under that program, the 
government bought up a lot of marginal 
farm lands and relocated the farmers. This 
was a barren wasteland. A lot of it was cut 
over and burned, and much was covered 
with scrub oaks. It was desolate. The deer, 
beaver and other wildlife had left." 

Today there are no large clear-cut blocks 
in the refuge. Natural regeneration is al
lowed to occur in many places and pre
scribed burning is used as a management 
tool, particularly on the upland pine sites. 

"We are getting back to what it.was one 
like in the sandhills," Hurdle said. "We are 
trying to have as much diversity as we 
can, because with more diversity, we will 
have more kinds of wildlife." 

The agricultural commitment on ttie 
refuge has been deliberately diminished 
from about 2,000 acres to just the 
minimum necessary to provide food for 
migratory birds such as waterfowl and a 
very strong mourning dove population. 
Food patches are planted along the road
side "to bring the deer out where the vis
itors can see them. The patches are not 
there to provide food for the deer since 
they can find plenty to eat in the woods." 

Even at midday during late spring sev
eral groups of deer could be spotted in 

these open fields next to the road. Hurdle ' 
said that during the winter herds of 20-30 
could be seen in these areas. 

The roads on the refuge are open to the 
public throughout the year, and wildlife ' 
watchers can drive up to many of the 30 
ponds on the refuge. Fishing is allowed on ' 
the ponds and boats can be used on three 
of them. Only electric motors are allowed 
for propulsion of the boats, however, and 
no fishing is allowed during waterfowl 
season. Most of the ponds also have good c 
beaver populations. 

Deer hunting is allowed by permit dur- J 
ing the season and 162 were harvested last f 
year. Only still hunting is allowed. 

"We have put a lot of thought into pro
viding the highest quality experience pos
sible on our hunts," Hurdle said. "An area 
is set aside for primitive camping during 
the deer hunts." 

Camping also is allowed by permit for c 
Boy Scouts and other youth groups and 
there are picnic areas with public rest 
rooms for use by church groups and fam
ily reunions. Future plans call for more 
self-guided trails and displays. 

An important endangered species on 
the refuge is the red-cockaded wood
pecker. There are aboutlOO colonies of this 
species on the refuge and this is one of the 
few remaining nesting colony areas for ' 
this woodpecker. The red-cockaded 1 

woodpecker will nest only in over-mature J 

and diseased pine trees and these trees are 
identified throughout the refuge and left 
standing along with plenty of buffer trees. 

Another endangered species on the 
state list is the pine barrens tree frog 
which has widely scattered colonies over 1 

the refuge. The largest colony is located on ' 
a slope that also harbors five different rare 1 

carnivorous plants-three types of pitcher 
plants, the sun dew and the bladderwort. 
Also in the area are the endangered pixie ' 
moss and some Atlantic white cedar coves. 

There is an overflow of wildlife from the ' 
refuge to the adjacent areas, particularly J 

deer and migratory birds. 
"If we didn't have the refuges," Hurdle 

asked, "what kind of shape would our 
waterfowl populations be in? We don't 
know the answer, but we think the num- ; 
bers would probably be a lot lower." 

"Planned improvements on Santee Ref- ' 
uge include a new headquarters building, 
dike and road maintenance, and 



construction and other repairs on various 
units," Ferguson emphasized. "On the 
Dingle Pond Area, for instance, we have 
plans for a one-mile nature trail with a trail 
center, observation platforms and a tower. 
The 900-acre Dingle Pond Unit, which in
cludes a Carolina Bay, will be a public use 
area when its developed. It also will in
clude a bike trail. " 

A deer hunt by special permit is held in 
the fall and the public gets a lot of fishing 
on the refuge since it borders on the 
Santee-Cooper lakes . The refuge had 
176,000 visitors last year, including all 
facets such as fishing, boating, walking 
the wildlife trails and bird watching. 

There are three endangered species of 
some note on the refuge-the red
cockaded woodpecker, the American al
ligator, and an occasional Southern bald 
eagle. "Once in a while we will see a pair 
of peregrine falcons," Ferguson said. 

Future plans for Santee include wild 
turkey restocking in conjunction with ad
jacent landowners and in cooperation 
with the South Carolina Wildlife and 
Marine Resources Department. Pine Is
land and some of the smaller islands in the 
refuge have been proposed for the Na- . 
tional Wilderness Preservation System. 

"Right now a lot of tourists stop by to 
visit Savannah Refuge," Goeke said. "If 
we played it out of proportion to our abil
ity to handle the people we could be 

, swamped. Visitor use of the refuge is re
stricted to the benefit of the wildlife." 

Among the many species the visitor can 
see while driving or walking over part of 
the refuge are otter, beaver, alligators, 
deer, various snakes, and whatever birds 
are in season. A pair of nesting bald eagles 
on the refuge produced two fledglings to 
flight stage this year. Understandably the 
location of the nest is kept secret to pre
vent the endangered birds from being 
harassed or harmed, but in the fall and 
winter the adult eagles can be seen in the 
marsh and along the river. 

The deer are not hunted on the refuge 
because there is very little high land for 
them and the population is not of a signif
icant number. However, feral hogs 
abound on the refuge and adjoining areas 
and occasionally a visitor on foot will be 
confronted with an angry boar or sow. 

The hogs do a lot of harm to the refuge 
by rooting up the dikes. Their presence 
can usually be detected by the nose even if 
they can't be seen in the brush.and grass. 
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"Clouds" of ducks and geese over Savannah Refuge 
remind the hunter of the "good ole days" of 
waterfowling before uncontrolled market hunting and 
thoughtless habitat destruction drastically decreased 
ow waterfowl populations. Savannah and Santee 
Refuges are specifically managed for these birds. 
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Under Santee Refuge's 
cooperative fanning 

program, com and other 
grains are left in the fields 

to be cut with a bushhog 
as needed to supplement 

the area's natural foods 
for ducks. 

Pinckney Island Refuge near 
Savannah Refuge is not open at 

present to the public. 
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Although we think of our refuges as 
havens for animals and birds, anglers 
find a ready supply of bass, bream 
and other gamefish in their ponds, 
creeks and sloughs. 

Eighty-nine hogs were harvested on the 
refuge last year, including several boars in 
the 450-500-pound range . No dogs are al
lowed on the hunts , and Goeke swears he 
observed one eager hog hunter last year 
chasing the pigs barefoot! 

Future plans at the refuge include in
creased environmental education and 
expanded public use facilities. A visitor 
contact station is in the works and the 
fishermen who use the ponds will have a 
new boat ramp and parking area right off 
the main highway 

Bulls Island is the headquarters for the 
Cape Romain Refuge, but it is only one 
small area within the vast system of 
marshes, creeks, bays, forests and 
beaches. Access to Bulls is only by boat 
and private boats are not allowed to dock 
at the refuge docks. A boat leaves Moore's 
Landing on the mainland near Awendaw 
every morning and picks up the refuge 
visitors in the afternoon. 

While fishing is probably the biggest 
reason visitors come to Cape Romain
both saltwater fishing and angling in the 
freshwater ponds on Bulls Island-bird 
watching may be the most serious of the 
recreational opportunities available . 

"We have a large number 0£ different 
birds," Garris said, "and people come 
here from all over the world just for the 
bird watching opportunities." 

Noting that "It's hard to separate the 
serious birders from those who come just 
to get away from the city," Garris said that 
the most surprising aspect of the bird 
watching community is the cars they 
drive. "They will be mostly small cars if 
out of state. They may be expensive, but 
they are conservation-type vehicles." 

One thing the serious visitors to the 
refuge want is that it be kept as natural as 
possible in a nearly wild environment. 
They don't want man-made disturbances . 
A large part of Cape Romain is in the 
Wilderness System, so nature take its 
course . This means the refuge staff can' t 
even put out the forest fires that some
times occur. Since they are a natural 
phenomenon they are allowed to run 
their course . 

Garris believes the refuge has had a 
tremendous impact on the surrounding 
area . "In the years past by protecting all 
this natural marsh and these islands we 
don't know how much effect it has had on 
the aquatic wildlife. But we do know that 
two endangered species have been greatly 
affected-the brown pelican and the 

~ -- -----

loggerhead sea turtle," he said. One of 
only two nesting colonies of the brown 
pelican is found within Cape Romain, and 
the largest nesting colony of the 
loggerhead sea turtle in the world uses the 
areas behind the front beaches of the is
lands in the refuge as hatcheries. 

"There is no reason we should have 
species like that left in South Carolina 
when they don't exist in adjacent states 
except that we have looked out for them," 
Garris pointed out. 

Recreation on the refuge includes hik
ing, beachcombing, picnicking and a bow 
hunt for deer every fall . Future plans for 
the refuge include a visitor's center and a 
public contact building for the small area 
in the refuge on the mainland. ,. 

The refuges here and the more than 380 
other refuges in the United States and its 
territories are oriented towards the man
agement of wildlife while preserving the 
inherent scenic and historical values. It's 
satisfying that these refuge lands will be 
around to protect our wildlife resources 
and to uplift our sagging spirits whenever 
needed. 

REFUGES 
IN SOUTH CAROLINA 
Cape Romain 
Route 1, Box 191 
Awendaw, S. C. 29429 
(803) 928-3368 
George Garris , Refuge Manager 

Carolina Sandhills 
Route 2, Box 130 
McBee, S. C. 29101 
(803) 355-8401 
Marvin Hurdle, Refuge Manager 

Santee 
Box158 
Summerton, S. C. 29148 
(803) 478-2217 
Paul Ferguson, Refuge Manager 
Savannah (and Pinckney Island) 
do Savannah Complex 
Box 9623 
Savannah, Georgia 31402 
(912) 232-4321, ext. 415 
David Goeke , Refuge Manager 
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Just a note to show my sincere apprecia
tion for the articles and photographs of the 
May-June issue concerning the United 
States' number one game fish: the black 
bass. Fishing magazines devoted to the 
bass do not have articles of this caliber. 

I especially enjoyed the story about 
George W. Perry's world record catch . 
Also, Capt. Flanagan's story was great, too. 

Thanks again and keep up the good 
work. You're still the one! 

Harry L. Gable 
Moore 

As a proud South Carolinian I would like 
to express my thanks for such a fine 
magazine as yours. After reading the May
June issue, I just had to write and let you 
know how much I enjoyed the articles on 
bass fishing. As an avid bass fisherman 
those articles were just what I needed. 
Also the photography was fantastic. In this 
day and time with so much trash on the 
market to read , I find it refreshing to have 
such a clean magazine to represent our 
state. The only way you will be able to top 
this issue is to give us a "deer hunters 
special" next fall. Keep up the good work. 

Keith Campbell 
Greer 

I just finished reading your May-June 
issue and I must say I feel a little sick or sad. 
In June, 1963, I caught a 17¾-pound 
largemouth bass out of the Waccamaw 
River and knowing nothing about records, 
we ate the fish . At that time the local farm
ers called the largemouth, "trout" and I did 
too. Two people were present when I 
caught the fish and at least two others 
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present when it was weighed. I caught it 
on a Zebco 202 reel using 10-pound test 
line with a white bucktail plug. 

The area I caught it in must be a good 
bass area for over the years up until I left 
Horry County in 1971 I caught dozens of 
large bass with quite a few in the 8-10 
pound class. Very few people in that area 
fish for the largemouth, preferring the 
large sunfish or bream. The only trouble 
with the Waccamaw is that it floods a lot 
and if high water is present you might as 
well stay home. 

Keep up the good writing. 
Jack W Chastain 

Irmo 

On the strength of an advertisement in 
MBA magazine, I subscribed to your pub
lication as an anniversary present for my 
wife. We spent 18 joyous months living in 
South Carolina and became quite familiar 
with its flora and fauna on numerous 
camping trips, hikes and outings. 

We were both sickened upon receipt of 
our first issue and now ask that you never 
mail another copy to our home. 

That cover showed a little boy jumping 
up and down in glee after his aged com
panion slaughtered a little rabbit which lay 
in the snow. Coming from a magazine ded
icated to "conserve, protect, and restore 
our wildlife," this puzzles me. Your next 
issue showed a picture of two men with 
rifles held high, and a caption underneath, 
"Waterfowl provided an historic link with 
the past when our ancestors sometimes 
depended upon them for survival. The fate 
of the wild birds is our responsibility." It is 
not showing much responsibility when 
you support those who go out and kill 
them. 

Undoubtedly much good is done by 
your organization that is quite evident, and 
I am not asking for my money back. Unfor
tunately we must share our countryside 
with hunters - and I am so opposed to 
hunters no matter what their weapons, 
that I want no reminders of them or their 
demented "sport" in my house. 

May your efforts in wildlife conservation 
and management be fruitful. And may you 
come to recognize the kind of armed 
human who calls himself "sportsman" as 
what he really is - murderer. 

Alan R. Bonderud 
Coral Gables, Fla. 

Your May-June 1978 issue, with its sev
eral articles on the largemouth bass, was 
most interesting. As you know, we bass 

fishermen read with envy stories about 
other fishermen and the large strings of 
enormous fish they have caught. Accord
ingly, I was extremely interested to read on 
page 27 of your magazine an account given 
by Charlie Ebbets of a trip he made to 
Treasure Lake in Cuba with George 
Laycock and Buck Rogers where they 
caught "three dozen fish that weighed 
over ten pounds. " 

The reason this was so interesting to me 
is that I and my good friend, James C, 
Evans, of Charlotte, North Carolina were 
along on this same trip. We were there 
the entire time that Ebbets, Laycock and 
Rogers were there and saw every fish they 
brought in. They were most anxious to 
catch some large fish for picture taking 
purposes, and fished hard all day long 
every day, but the largest fish any of them 
brought in would not have weighed more 
than five pounds. The largest fish caught 
on the entire trip was one weighing be
tween seven and eight pounds which was 
caught by me or Jim Evans, and which they 
borrowed from us for picture taking pur
poses. They nearly wore this fish out, stuf
fing towels down its throat to expand its 
size, dangling it over mangrove limbs and 
engaging in various other antics to pro
duce " live action" photographs of the fish. 

It was a revelation to me (and a great 
disillusionment) to learn how the photo
graphs which illustrate fishing stories in 
outdoor magazines are really made. One 
thing that they did time after time was to 
have Buck Rogers jump in the water, mak
ing a big splash, simultaneously throw the 
bass into the air, and take a photograph of 
the "leaping'' fish. 

During the trip not a fish was caughtthat 
weighed as much as nine pounds, only 
two were caught which exceeded six 
pounds, and none caught by Ebbets and 
his group exceeded five pounds. 

Another interesting statement is on 
page 16 of your magazine to the effect that 
Roland Martin, during his seven years of 
guiding at Santee, caught a total of 24 
largemouths over ten pounds-a statistic 
stated by Mr. Martin on a number of occa
sions. Compare this with Mr. Martin's 
statement made on page 78 of the June, 
1978 issue of Fishing Facts, that during only 
one summer of night fishing on Santee he 
and a friend caught more than twenty-five 
bass weighing over ten pounds, and you 
begin to wonder whether anyone who 
fishes ever tells the truth. 

Parker Whedon 
Charlotte, N. C. 



Endangered Plants Located 
Heritage Trust Biologist Discovers New Species 

Doug Rayner, Heritage Trust biologist, with recently discovered 
plant species. 

New locations for 38 dif
ferent rare, endangered or 
threatened plants native to 
South Carolina have been 
identified in the course of one 
year's work by Dr. Doug 
Rayner, staff biologist for the 
S.C. Heritage Trust Program. 

Of the 38, 23 species from a 
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1977 list compiled by the state 
advisory committee on en
dangered, threatened and rare 
plants were found. Also dis
covered were previously un
known locations for 13 species 
on the Heritage Trust list which 
includes 69 more species than 
the advisory committee list. 

Not only did Rayner identify 
new locations for endangered 
plants, but he also identified 
several noteworthy plants that 
have never even been listed as 
rare or endangered in South 
Carolina. 

One of the most significant 
of these is yellow wood found 
in Greenville and Aiken Coun
ties. Yellow wood is rare 
throughout its range and con
sidered to merit national en
dangered status. 

When asked what bearing 
his work with rare and en
dangered species had on the 
goals of the program, Rayner 
explained, "The purpose of the 
job is to help make good deci
sions about what we want -
to help us determine acqui
sitions and boundaries and 
management. 

"We base many acquisitions 
on rarity," he added, "so we 
have to know which plants we 
really need to preserve before 
we can know how to spend our 
money wisely. lfwe don't know 
what we have in the state, then 
making decisions about pres
ervation in South Carolina 
would be very difficult." 

Perhaps Rayner's most excit
ing new record was the iden
tification of a new huckleberry 
species in Lexington County. 
The plant had been seen and 
collected before, but had pre
viously been misidentified. 

After a few well-placed 
phone calls and a literature 
search, Rayner's sleuthing paid 
off. By recognizing the plant 
as being different from other 
huckleberry species, he ver
ified the new species. 

As far as is presently known, 
the occurrence of this particu-

lar huckleberry is restricted to 
white cedar bogs in the sand
hills of Lexington County, 
South Carolina. 

Rayner, who has been with 
the program since January 
1977, believes the number of 
his discoveries indicates the 
high potential for locating rare 
or unusual plants in the state. 
For this he feels his work has 
just begun. 

"I think there'll be a lot more 
found," he said. "It's simply a 
matter of looking. There were 
probably very few times that I 
went out between April and 
September last year that I 
didn't find anything on one of 
our endangered plants lists. 

"My success either shows 
that I'm doing a great job or 
that we need more information 
- clarification on the rarity of 
South Carolina plants." 

For instance, Rayner ob
served that more information is 
needed on suspected out
standing natural areas in South 
Carolina's state parks and na
tional forests alone. Outside 
publicly-owned property re
mains the vast and still unsur
veyed acreage throughout the 
state that serves as Rayner's 
field domain. 
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In the past year, his efforts 
have been concentrated in the 
mountains and coastal plain , 
regions where the land often 
remains undisturbed. Rayner is 
naturally drawn to these less
developed areas where many 
unusual plant communities still 
survive. 

By contrast, the piedmont 
has attracted the least attention 
for reverse reasons. For what 
hasn't gone to cities and indus
tries fell to the ax and plow. 

Rayner's approach to locat
ing unusual plant communities 
varies according to what type 
of lead he's given on a potential 
site, how much he knows 
about the area before seeing it, 
and whether he's more inter
ested in the site as a whol~ or 
its special isolated habitats. 
Sometimes Rayner's best finds 
come as a delicate mixture of 
well-informed knowledge and 
simple good luck. 

Discovering the rare species 
pondspice occurred under 
such chancy circumstances. 
Listed as nationally threatened 
according to the U. S. Fish and 
Wildlife Service 1975 National 
Register, pondspice is a 
member of the laurel family, 
displaying aromatic bay-type 
leaves and small yellowish 
flowers that bloom from March 
to April. 

Last year Rayner was asked to 
survey a piece of property on 
the coast that was in the pro
cess of changing ownership. 
The land in question is consi
dered a component of what 
biologists know as a Florida 
scrub community. Typified by 
various pine species dominant 
in the canopy, the community 
is rather unusual this far north 
of Florida and contains several 
species such as the saw pal
metto at their northern limit. 

Since the property was trans
ferred on condition that a road 
right of way would be built, 
Rayner conducted an un
usually thorough site survey. In 
choosing a suitable location, 
he was most concerned with 
finding an area that contained 
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few, if any, plant species that 
would be destroyed. 

In the process of surveying, 
Rayner found the pondspice. 
Fifteen locations were iden
tified, probably the highest 
concentration of the rare shrub 
verified in any known sites in 
the world. The discovery of 
pondspice immediately ele
vated the site's status to great 
significance. 

Although pondspice is 
found in seven counties in 
South Carolina, Rayner's sur
vey proves this site to be the 
most outstanding by far. Of 
perhaps more importance na
tionally, pondspice is consid
ered to be rare, endangered 
or threatened in all states in 
which it occurs: North and 
South Carolina, Georgia and 
Florida. 

Its habitat requirements con
tribute to botanists' further 
concern . Since pondspice only 
occurs in highly acidic wet de
pressions, it is highly vulnera
ble to drainage for farming and 
development. 

Just what is the significance 
of discovering plants like 
the new huckleberry and 
pondspice? According to 
Rayner, identifying these plants 
not only has an impact on 
heritage program concerns, 
but importance on a state and 
national level as well. 

"The national orientation is 
towards species we are losing 
- rare species that tend to 
occur in unusual or restricted 
habitats," Rayner said . "Along 
with man's increased amount 
of urbanization comes a tre
mendous increase in the rate 
of plant extinction . Basically, we 
want to identify rare or endan
gered species so we can protect 
and preserve our array of 
natural diversity. " 

Dr. Rayner will be presenting 
two papers this spring on field 
studies conducted last year. 
The paper will be presented to 
the South Carolina Academy of 
Science and the Association of 
Southeastern Biologists . -
Julie Lumpkin 

Night Hunting Costs Plenty 

An Horry County man and 
an out-of-state friend will be 
spending their next 10 
weekends in jail as part of sen
tences they received in Con
way recently following their 
convictions of night hunting 
for deer in Horry County. 

Billy Marion Singleton of 
Conway and Terry Andrews 
Norris of Tabor City, North 
Carolina, were convicted in 
circuit court in Conway where 
each was sentenced by Judge 
Paul Moore of Spartanburg to 
one year in jail. 

Judge Moore, however, sus
pended the year's jail sentence 
but each man must serve three 
days in jail each weekend until 
a 30-day term has been served. 

Each must also pay a $1,000 
fine and spend five years on 
probation with no hunting priv
ileges for two years. 

The equipment confiscated 
by state conservation officers 
during their apprehensions in 
early November, including a 
1974 van, weapons and lights, 

will not be returned . Sergeant 
Woodrow Prince of Loris and 
Conservation Officer Robert 
Sadler of Nichols made the 
arrests. 

Jacklighting is the practice of 
shining strong lights into the 
eyes of deer at night which 
mesmerizes them. This makes 
them easy prey for unlawful 
hunters. It is one of the most 
serious of wildlife violations, 
according to wildlife officials. 

Assistant Chief of Law En
forcement R. M. Gifford with 
the South Carolina Wildlife and 
Marine Resources Department 
told South Carolina Wildlife 
that the department has been 
getting good cooperation from 
the courts in these cases. 

He added, however, "This is 
the stiffest sentence ever 
handed down for violation of 
the night hunting law." 

He said, "This might repre
sent a trend toward higher 
penalties for this offense, and 
this would help the effort to 
curb night hunting." 

Booklet Available 
For Saving Oiled Seabirds 

A 32-page booklet describ
ing techniques for saving oiled 
seabirds is now available at no 
charge from the South 
Carolina Petroleum Council. 

The booklet "is intended for 
the volunteer, " Keith G. Hay, 
conservation director for the 
American Petroleum Institute, 
says in the forward to the book. 

"The methods it describes," 
he continues, "are based on 
seven years of full-time work 
with thousands of oiled birds, 
an extensive review of the liter
ature, testing and evaluation of 
many different techniques and 

cleaning agents, and consulta
tion with numerous scientists 
and veterinarians." 

Written by the International 
Bird Rescue Research Center 
of Berkeley, California, the 
booklet was prepared and pub
lished through funds provided 
by a grant from the American 
Petroleum Institute. 

Individual copies are avail
able free by writing Warren 
Harding, Associate Directo r, 
South Carolina Petroleum 
Council , Suite 716, Keenan 
Building, 1310 Lady Street, Co
lumbia, S. C. 29201 . 



Newborn loggerh ead sea turtle heads seaward after hatching. 

Loggerhead's Lost Year 
When hatchl ing loggerhead 

sea turt les scamper to the sea 
after hatching, they disappear. 
About a year later they reap
pear as 10-inch juveniles fo rag
ing fo r marine grasses along 
many of the world 's tropical 
coastal waterways. 

This is commonly called the 
"lost year" and the status of 
these turtles du ring this time 
remains a mystery. Many ex
perts believe that newborn sea 
turtles wander far out to sea 
and then drift among sargas
sum weed as they become dis
persed thousands of miles 
away from their natal beaches 
by strong ocean currents. 

Some young turtles have 
been d iscove red i n t h e 
stomachs of dolphins, mam
mals which are freq uently seen 
swimming near sa rgassum 
weed. Other turt les have been 

found washed ashore, having 
died in severe storms. Usually 
the carcasses of these turtles 
have light encrustations of 
brysoams and worm tubes typ
ical of the sargassum commu
nity of o rganisms. 

Supporting this theory is in
formation compiled from use 
of underwater propulsion units 
which track individual infant 
sea turtles far out to sea. Re
sults from these experiments 
indicate that both loggerhead 
and green sea turtles, once 
hatched, swim vigorously in a 
direction away from shore for 
many hours. 

Never, during tracking ex
periments, has a turtle been 
observed stopping its seaward 
journey to eat, suggesting that 
thi s instinct which compels 
them seaward is much stronger 
than other biological drives. 

The turtles go until they 
come near some drifting sar
gassum and once spotted they 
head straight for it. As they 
reach their objective they usu
ally stop and rest. 

After resting, some turtles 
nibble the weed , but it is not 
known if they actually con
sume it. These observations 
do, however, suggest that the 
sargassum weed and the small 
animals living among it provide 
a suitable habitat for the young 
sea turtles. 

When considering the evi
dence it does seem surprising 
that a baby loggerhead looks 
remarkably like a piece of drift
ing sargassum. Its shell is the 
same yel lowish-brown color . 

While it is possible that the 
loggerhead and green sea tur
tles fit into this theory, it is not 
known if other sea turtles do. 

State Wildlife 
Federation 
Lands 
National 
Recognition 

The South Carolina Wildlife 
Federation received the cov
eted Connie Award as the Out
standing Affiliate of the Na
tional Wildlife Federation in the 
nation for 1977 in Phoenix, 
Arizona , recently. 

Among the accomplish
ments cited was a 30-minute 
documentary film "The Russell 
Dam: A Question of Values" 
produced under a grant from 
the South Carolina Committee 
for the Humanities. 

Dr. Jacqueline E. Jacobs, 
executive director, received a 
special award for outstanding 
individual service for her work 
as executive producer of the 
film. 

Top spot as Conservationist 
of the Year for the National 
Wildlife Federation went to 
Congressman Butler Derrick of 
Edgefield County for his efforts 
to end funding for water 
projects of questionable merit. 

Derrick conducted an 
exhaustive review of the 
Richard B. Russell Dam project 
planned for his district and 
found the project he once 
supported was not econom
ically or environmentally 
sound. 

The Waccamaw Chapter of 
the state federation at Conway 
was also recognized for the 
Distinguished Affiliate Chapter 
award for South Carolina. 

The Connie statuette award 
is a replica of the endangered 
Whooping Crane made ex
clusively for use by the Na
tional Wildlife Federation in 
recognition of outstanding 
service in conservation . 

59 



Senator Rembert C. Dennis and friend 

WILDLIFE CENTER 
NAMED FOR DENNIS 

A 250-acre wildlife complex 
on the shore of Lake Moultrie 
in Berkeley County was re
cently named in honor of 
Senator Rembert C. Dennis, a 
noted outdoorsman, sports
man and conservationist. 

Representative Robert L. 
Helmly, one of the dedication 
speakers, said the wildlife re
search center " is the kind of 
thing that should be named for 
him. " Helmly added that 
Senator Dennis had many 
things named for him includ
ing bridges and buildings, but 
naming the wildlife center for 
him was most appropriate be-

cause of his interest in the 
state's wildlife resources. 

Dennis is well-known for his 
participation in hunting and 
fishing and interest in outdoor 
activities, particularly hunting 
the wild turkey for which he is 
known to be an expert. 

Officially named the Rem
bert C. Dennis Wildlife Center, 
the facility is the "nerve center" 
for wildlife activities in the re
gion said, then Wildlife Com
mis sioner Dr. Robert L. 
Lumpkin of Georgetown, who 
gave the welcoming speech. 

Now completed , the com
plex includes a laboratory-

Aerial view of Dennis Wildlife Center. 
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administration building, a fish 
holding house and 55 earthen 
raceway-type hatchery ponds, 
storage and maintenance 
buildings, a dormitory and 
holding pens for wildlife re
search work. 

It is the center of operations 
for the state 's land locked 
striped bass and hybrid bass 
programs. These programs 
have made the state famous 
among sport fishing circles 
nationwide, a wildlife depart
ment spokesman said . 

Most of the dignitaries on 
hand at the dedication cere
monies to honor their col
league and neighbor and who 
spoke in his behalf noted the 
senator's contributions to the 
improvement in the local 
economy. His great interest 
and work in the conservation 
of wildlife was also pointed 
out. Governor James B. Ed
wards took the opportunity to 
thank the senator for his per
sonal support and to honor 
the "man who has done so 
much for the state of South 
Carolina." 

Among the other speakers 
were former Governor Robert 
E. McNair, Senator Marion 
Gressette and Judge Clyde A. 
Eltzroth, who was chairman of 
the South Carolina Wildlife and 
Marine Resources Commis
sion when the concept of the 
center was first approved. 

With his family surrounding 

him, the Senator looked on 
while Mrs. Dennis and Dr. 
James A. Timmerman, Jr. , un
veiled a bronze plaque with 
the inscription, " In honor of 
Senator Rembert C. Dennis for 
his dedication, leadership and 
contributions toward enhanc
ing the conservation of wildlife 
and fishery resources of South 
Carolina." 

Timmerman, who is execu
tive director of the South 
Carolina Wildlife and Marine 
Resources Department, said 
the senator 's "attitude of true 
leadership gives us all hope for 
the future. " 

The Senator, who has served 
in the state senate since1942, 
was obviously moved by the 
proceedings. He called the oc
casion "one of the happiest 
days of my life." He added "We 
are not here to honor a single 
person or group, but to renew 
our promise to later genera
tions that we will leave this 
state in better shape than we 
found it." Referring to the state 
wildlife agency which adminis
ters the center, Dennis said the 
"agency has become one of the 
finest in the entire nation. " 

Dennis currently serves as 
chairman of the Senate Finance 
Committee and is an ex officio 
member of the Wildlife and 
Marine Resources Commis
sion. He is former chairman of 
the Senate Fish , Game and 
Forestry Committee. 



Divers Advised of Art if act Law 
Before fossils and artifacts 

may be recovered from the 
state's waters a sport diver must 
possess a non-commercial 
hobby license, according to 
state authorities. 

The license costs $5 and is is
sued by The Institute of Arche
ology and Anthropology of the 
University of South Carolina or 
the South Carolina Museum 
Commission. It is required for 
the recovery of any fossil and 
artifacts which date at least 
50 years. 

Conservation officers with 
the South Carolina Wildlife and 
Marine Resources Department 
assist the Institute and 
Museum Commission in en
fo rcing the Underwater Sal
vage Act of 1976. 

South Carolina is the only 
state that allows hobbyists le
gally to recover both underwa
ter artifacts and fossils, said a 
spokesman for the Museum 
Commission. 

"We want to make it clear 
that no license is required to 
dive in state waters, " said Rudy 
Mancke of the Museum 
Commission. "The license is 
required to recover artifacts 
and fossils from the bottom." 

Holders of hobby licenses 
al so are required to file 
monthly reports with the Insti
tute for research purposes. 

"We would like to know 
what divers are finding in the 
state so that we can examine 
and photograph some of these 
materials," said state underwa
ter archeologist Alan B. Al
bright of the Institute. "With 
our small staff it is impossible 
for us to survey all of our state 
waters," Albright explained . 
"Hobby divers have been very 
cooperative in providing us 
with both important informa-

tion and material. A good 
example of thi s, Albright 
added, "is the Brown's Ferry 
vessel found by Hampton 
Shuping, a hobby diver." 

South Carolina's Underwater 
Salvage Law states that the bot
toms of all navigable waters in 
the state and all things on the 
bottom more than 50 years old 
are declared state property. 

Conviction of violations of 

the salvage law could bring a 
fine assessed by the court or 
imprisonment for up to two 
years. While such a violation is 
a misdemeanor, a case would 
be tried in circuit court. 

A non-commercial hobby li
cense may be obtained by writ
ing: Division of Underwater 
Archeology, Institute of Ar
cheology and Anthropology, 
U.S.C., Columbia, S. C. 29208. 

Bald eagle officially listed as 
endangered. 

BALD EAGLE 
ENDANGERED 

Symbol of our nation, the 
American bald eagle is being 
officially listed as endangered 
by the U. S. Fish and Wildlife 
Service over most of the 
United States. 

Lynn A. Greenwalt, director 
~ 1 of the Interior Department 

agency, said the effect of the 
formal listing will be to give the 
magnificent bird protection 
against any federal action or 
funding that would adversely 
modify its remaining habitat. 

The listing covers 43 of the 48 
adjoining states, but not 
Alaska, where the bald eagle 
has a thriving population, or 
Hawai i, which has no bald 
eagles. The remaining five 
states, Minnesota, Wisconsin, 
Michigan , Oregon and 
Washington , have bald eagle 
populations and the bird is 
being listed as threatened . 

"Endangered" means that a 
species is in danger of extinc
tion throughout all or a signifi
cant portion of its range . 
"Threatened" means that a 
species is likely to become en
dangered within the foresee
able future throughout all or a 
portion of its range. 

All sport divers must have a $5 non-commercial hobby license before 
fossils and artifacts may be recovered fro m South Carolina's waters. 

Many people believe the 
bald eagle was already listed as 
endangered. The species is 
protected by the Bald Eagle 
Protection Act of 1940, but only 
the southern subspecies was 
listed under the Endangered 
Species Act until now. 
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ENERGY SAVED IS MONEY IN YOUR POCKET 

Energy conservation around 
the home can help finance that 
hunting or fishing trip or pay 
for the family vacation. It's 
money in the bank for you. 

Energy conservation does 
not mean an end to energy 
consumption, but rather, the 
efficient use of the energy we 
do have to make more energy 
available. The South Carolina 
Energy Management Office, 
created in 1973, is available to 
assist the citizens of our state in 
home energy conservation. 

Presently, homes account for 
20 percent of the state's energy 
consumption and this figure is 
rapidly rising. If every 
homeowner were to make the 
recommended amount of 
home improvements to make 
their home more energy effi
cient (caulking, weatherstrip
ping, insulating and conserva
tion practices around the 
home), the annual savings in 
South Carolina could easily 
total the equivalent of 420 mil
lion gallons of oil. 

Inexpensive do-it-yourself 
projects which save money 
over a fairly short period of 
time include caulking and 
weatherstripping around 
doors and windows and check
ing air conditioning ducts and 
filters for proper insulation and 
efficiency. More conservative 
use of air conditioning, hot wa
ter, stove and refrigerator can 
also cut back the average utility 
bill as these areas account for 
about 80 percent of the energy 
used around the house. 

For the more ambitious. 
homeowner, bringing insula
tion levels up to those recom
mended by homebuilders as
sociations and utility com
panies would require a more 
substantial investment, but the 
payback would be propor-
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tional. Thirty percent of your 
air conditioning probably goes 
into cooling your attic. 

Individuals interested in 
beginning energy-saving home 
improvements should contact 
the Energy Management Office 
at their toll-free number 
1-800-922-1500. Workbooks are 

available for calculating the 
energy efficiency of your 
home, pinpointing problem 
areas, computing the cost of 
bringing the energy efficiency 
of a house up to acceptable 
standards and then figuring the 
amount of time it will take to 
get a return on the investment. 

Danny Wood with new world record hybrid bass. 

New Hybrid Record 
A 20-pound, 6-ounce hybrid 

bass caught from the Savannah 
River near Augusta in May beat 
the world record for the 
species by six ounces. Caught 
by Danny Wood of Commerce, 
Georgia, the hybrid bass was 
taken at the same place and a 
year later than the previous 
record caught by Don Raley of 
Augusta. 

Bill Williams, a fisheries 
biologist with the state Wildlife 
Department and an expert on 
the hybrid, said Wood's fish is a 
"typical hybrid," which is not 
always so easy to distinquish 
except by the experts. 

Developed and stocked into 
Clark Hill and Hartwell Reser
voirs by the South Carolina 
Wildlife and Marine Resources 

The best way to manage lim
ited resources is efficient and 
effective conservat ion. Re
member that as you enjoy the 
natural beauty of our state this 
summer and give the Energy 
Management Office a call for 
assistance with any questions 
on energy saving. 

Department, the hybrid has 
become a major sport fish in 
these two upcountry lakes. 

The two records caught from 
the Savannah River "have got 
to be from the original stock
ings" in the lakes, Williams 
said . Some of the stocked fish 
apparently have moved down 
the Savannah to the vicinity of 
Augusta. 



Wilderness 
Gets 
Public Nod 

Far more interest is express
ed by the American public in 
preserving wilderness areas on 
the national forests than in log
ging them. That conclusion 
was supported by a recent na
tional survey sponsored by the 
timber industry. 

Strong public support for the 
National Wilderness Preserva
tion System was found by the 
survey although many inter
viewees were not clear about 
what a wilderness area is. It 
also found the public heavily 
opposed to increased timber 
sales on national forests, even 
if the purpose is to open more 
roads for recreation. 

The survey included a sepa
rate treatment for what was 
termed "Washington thought 
leaders." It found that such 
leaders perceived timber-cut
ting issues "more rationally and 
with greater expertise" than 
did the public at large. 

Offered a choice between 
increasing timber sales on na
tional forests and preserving 
the trees in their natural state, 
62 percent of the public chose 
preservation. Twenty-eight 
percent chose increased sales. 
Among the "leaders" inter- i 
viewed, 38 percent supported 
preservation and 36 percent 
more cutting. 

For those interested in bal
anced multiple use of national 
forest lands, the report offers 
encouragement that wilder
ness areas will be maintained. 
But, the evidence that many 
people view national forest re
sources strictly in a preser
vationist sense may not bode 
well for multiple use manage
ment in the future. - Wildlife 
Management Institute. 

T-Shirts: A Wild Idea 
fora 
Stocking 
Stuffer 
O ur handsome high quality 
t-shirts are perfect fo r that" extra" 
gift at Christmas. T-shirts are 
heavy100% domestic cotton and 
come in five attractive 
colors-navy, light blue, red and 
orange-all with w hite 
lettering- and tan vyith brown 
lettering. · 
"Put Something Wild in Your Life" 
is the slogan on the front of each 
shirt and the South Carolina 
Wildli fe magazine logo is on the 
back . . . A perfect way to show 
your support fo r the outdoor 
activities of South Carolina. 
O rderyours today! All o rders 
received before November15 wi ll 
be guaranteed shipment before 
Christmas. T-shirts are $5 each. 
Use the enclosed order fo rm. 
Please state size S, M, L, and XL. 
Also give 1st and 2nd color choice. 

;._ ____________________ _ 

YOUR SPECIAL ORDER FORM 
Please send me: _ _ copies of CAROLINA'S HUNTING HERITAGE at $19.95 each. 

_ _ copies of CAROLINA'S HUNTING HERITAGE 
(Limited Edition) at $50.00 each. 

_ _ copies of A CAROLINA PROFILE at $15.00 each. 

Please send me: O one calendar at $6.95 
O three calendars at $17.95-a special discount! 
O _ _ calendars (four or more) at $6.00 each-another special! 

Please send me: _ _ binders at $6.00 each. 

Please send me: _ _ t-shirts at $5.00 each. 
Color: Navy _ Lt. Blue _ Orange _ Red a_ "Jan _ 
Please state 1st and 2nd color choice. 
Size: S _ M _ L._ XL _ 

Name ____ ________________ _ 
Address _ _ _ _ _ ____ _ _ ________ _ 
City • State • Zip ___ __________ ___ _ 

O Payment Enclosed 
O Bill to Master Charge # _ _ _ ____ _ 
0 Bill to BAOVISA # ________ _ 

For gift orders, please attach another sheet. 
Make checks payable to South Carolina Wildlife 



Binders to 
Protect Your 
SOUTH 
CAROLINA 
WILDLIFE 

• magazines 
Binders are a great gift idea along 
with a gift subscription to SOUTH 
CAROLINA WILDLIFE. Our custom 
brown leather-like binders are so 
handsome, you' ll be proud to give it 
to anyone. The binder holds one 
year of the magazine and has 
easy-to-insert metal rods to secure 
each issue in place. 
Only$6 including postage and 
handling. Please use the enclosed 
order form. 

We Have What 
\ou're Looking For. .. 

Great 
Christmas Gifts 

° From 
South Carolina Wildlife 

South 
Carolina 
Wildlife 

Volume 25, Nu mber 5 

Dedicated to the Conservation, 
Protection and Restoration of Our Wi ldli fe , 
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to the Value of Ou r Natu ra l Resources 
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Perfect Gifts 
for Your Friends and Relatives 

Last year South Carolina's award-winning 
magazine produced A CAROLINA PROFILE . .. 
a collection of the best articles, photographs and 
paintings from SOUTH CAROLINA WILDLIFE. 
It was such a great gift idea that we completely 
sold out. We have reprinted and are offering A 
CAROLINA PROFILE again this year because of 
popular demand. 

Our newest book, CAROLINA'S HUNTING 
HERITAGE is also available for gift giving. It's the 
perfect book for every outdoorsman who 

All orders received before November 15, will be 
guaranteed shipment before Christmas. 

cherishes the hunt and the wild things of the 
Carolina's. It's a collection of the best hunting 
articles ever published and presented together in 
a beautifully bound 8½ x 11 volume with the look 
of handtooled leather. 

A CAROLINA PROFILE is only $15.00. 
CAROLINA'S HUNTING HERITAGE sells for 
$19. 95. (See the inside front cover of this magazine 
for details on our very special signed, numbered 
limited edition of CAROLINA'S HUNTING 
HERITAGE) 

Use the enclosed order form or if it's 

gone send your order to: 

South Carolina Wildlife 
P. 0. Box 167 
Columbia, S. C. 29202 






