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by Joel M. Vance 

Have you ever wondered about 
the fellow who smiles contentedly after spending 
his annual camping trip in the rain or missing his trophy 
buck or gobbler for the umpteenth year in a row? 
Maybe he's just a brainless bungler who's 
never heard of success. Or perhaps 
he's learned the secret of life in a 
philosophy that allows the beholder to 
pluck the bright spots from any ill fate 
thrown his way. 

The letter was waiting for me when I 
returned to the office after three days of 
rain in what we jokingly call "the turkey 
woods." Compared to turkeys in those 
woods, unicorns are common. 

Apparently the letter writer had read 
some of my sad tales of outdoor 
misadventure, for his tongue was so far 
in his cheek he must have looked as if 
he were sucking on four pounds of 
home-cut. 

" I hereby do will and bequeath my 
1942 Shakespeare casting rod and reel to 
Joel M. Vance. This reel is guaranteed to 
backlash at the most inopportune times, 
regardless of lure weight, size and/or 
bait-casting equipment. Only a p~rson 
as disqualified as he is deserving of such , 
a fishing outfit. Also my boat, which is ,,l 
made of Arabian redwood (not . / ,.;, 
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including the Arab); my outboard motor 
of1951 vintage , which has one-half the 
prop broken off; and a 27 guage bailer 
wire pull starter rope." 

"Dear Jim," I replied. " I've been down 
in the turkey woods not killing turkeys 
and just got back. While we were not 
killing turkeys, we also put out a trotline 
on a little creek by which we were 
camped (in the rain). 

"We caught a total of eight stream 
citizens in two days of intensive trotline: 
two green sunfish, two eels, one 
flathead catfish, one redhorse sucker, 
one gar and a hellbender. I'd be more 
than happy to accept your generous 
bequest of a 1942 Shakespeare rod and 
reel. I have an old Pflueger Supreme that 
belonged to my Dad and have managed 
to snarl it so thoroughly that I've had to 
cut the line off. 

"You realize, of course, that some 
people might consider your property as 
(I hesitate to use the word) junk. But you 
and I know that these items are genuine 
antiques - in need of some little repair 
perhaps-but actually diamonds in the 
rough, shady relics with hearts of gold." 

Jim is my kind of people, someone 
who obviously shares the philosophy 
I've grown into, that of making do. It 
took years to develop what we might call 
controlled resignation , a sort of cheerful 
fatalism, but now I cherish it. I know I 
am not likely to kill a turkey ; in all 
probability, lwill not even hear a turkey. 

There was a time when this would 
have given me the mulligrubs and made 
me harder to live with than a sow bear 
with green apple drizzles. I would even 
get critical of camp coffee which, no 
matter how hairy it may become, is 
better than the battery acid they serve in 
the office coffee shop. 

But gradually I developed a built-in , 
strong resistance to both reading and 
practicing articles on "How To Catch A 
World Record Show Goose" or 
whatever. If one wanders by my gun, 
fine, but I'm not sure I want to put out as 
much effort as those junkets seem to 
demand. Not that I'm not competitive
don't try to beat me to the head of the 
chow line or you might have to have my 
elbow surgically removed from your 
nose-but I pick my spots. Not catching 
has become so much fun that I'd hate to 
spoil it by getting too good at catching. 
Then I'd feel moose-mean if I failed. 

Making Do .... 

A pine woods may be little more 
productive of wildlife than a snooker 
table, but it has some nice things going 
for it. 

The trees load the soft spring air with 
a clean, sharp perfume, and they invent 
sweet poetry whispered with the 
inspiration of the passing breezes. 
Anyone who can't relax in a pine woods 
camp has the irritability of a snapping 
turtle and should be out somewhere 
whuppin' puppies. 

It is this shortleaf lullaby that had me, 
not long ago, sitting but not caring, in a 
turkey camp barren of turkeys. I listened 
to the coming night rain announce itself 
with a soft, warm, damp evening wind 
that made the pines restless. I smelled 
sweet, keen woodsmoke and got the 
occasional whiff of simmering ribs that 
made me salivate like a junkyard dog. I 
finger-picked my guitar that cost more to 
create and deliver than any two of our 
babies and seems to love me almost as 
much as my Brittany. Between musical 
efforts, I heard the suck and gurgle of 
the downstream rapids, an endless 
melody as soothing as an old Sam 
McGee flat-top solo. 

No matter that the fishing wasn 't 
much better than the hunting. Making 
do. That's the name of the game. 
Anyone who hasn't learned the tricks of 
making do will wind up with foul guts 
and thin , white lips when the fish don't 
run and the turkeys don't gobble. 

The tricks are simple : 
1. Expect the worst, but learn to think 

of bad as good. A driving rain is bad .. . 
but then it gives you an excuse to squat 
in the tent and tell foul jokes and stale 
hunting lies. That is good. 

2. Savor anything better than the 
worst. If the rain lets up, run the trotline, 
enjoying the feel of the wet canoe 
paddle, the effortless way the sleek craft 
slips through the sodden pool, the 
healthy ache of muscles too long 
unstretched. If there's a fish or two on 
the line, even better. 

3. Maximize your options. Learn to 
play the guitar, harmonica or mandolin. 
Or learn to play the dog, as I once did. A 
reclining Brittany delivers a bass note of 
considerable volume when thumped on 
the ribs. You can get a softer grace note 
off his hips and a third note from his 
shoulders. This adds dimension to a 
guitar-mandolin duet, though not much 
to the dog. Learn to prepare camp meals 

that might bring Julia Child to her knees. 
Things could be worse. You could be 
home where the basement rec room 
furniture is floating gently in three 
inches of floodwater. 

4. Label outings only for convenience : 
" I'm going on a turkey hunt this 
weekend . . . , but I may wind up fishing 
.. . or mushroom hunting . . . or eating 
camp stew and sprawling on a folding 
cot like a pole-axed boar . . . or . . . . 

There's a least common denominator 
to all these tricks ... don't get all bent 
out of shape if things don't go right. 
There are worse things hanging around 
than a grove of pines singing wind 
songs, even if they' re doing it in the rain 

I remember trudging back to turkey 
camp one soggy morning, wet of 
backside from hunkering too close to 
the juicy moss, gritty-eyed from lack of 
sleep, hungry as a pointer after an 
eight-mile afternoon, turkeyless and, 
most of all , brainless. Then I found a 
bouquet of spring beauties 
unaccountably growing out of a hole in a 
sizeable dogwood tree some four feet 
off the ground . I don't know how the 
tree collected enough dirt to sprout the 
flowers, but they were there. Just as I 
came upon the scene, a rare shaft of 
sunlight skewered through the lofty 
pines and fixed the lavender blossoms 
with a radiance that surely came from 
some place more hallowed than the 
chert-salted piney woods. 

That night my dog snuggled under my 
armpit as I burrowed deeper into the 
goose fluff that stood guard between me 
and the damp chill and we listened to 
the rain beat a pizzicato lullaby on the 
taut tent roof. 

To some it would have seemed a 
rotten end to a rotten trip. But I thought 
of the flowers and reached over to 
knuckle the dog's silky ear in the night. 

And I fell into an untroubled sleep . ... 

Biosonere 
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by Tom Poland 

iv.wsteries 
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FiretliesLi 
Lightning bugs communicate with flashes like passing 
ships in the night. Rising into the trees males send their 
pulsing lights in a summer ritual of survival to attract 
the faint glow of a female in the grass below. Could the 
cool efficient light source of these insects someday be 
used for the benefit of man? 

In the eastern and southern United States, the conclusion of a summer 
day means a night alive w ith ye llow flashes, flashes that belong to the 
fi refly o r lightning bug. To the scientist the lightning bug is a nocturnal 
beetle of the family Lampyridae, and its emission of light, known as 
bioluminescence, has a specific purpose. 

Unlike most creatures, the firefly has no need for the senses of smell o r 
hearing when searching fo r a mate. It utilizes its built-in beacon as a means 
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The firefly always ha:; its glow, 
even at birth . Several days after 
mating, the female lays her eggs 
under grass stems. Twenty-two days 
later, the egg glows and three 
weeks later, the larva develops. A 
cool , moist spring and a warm, early 
summer provide the climate the 
egg needs to hatch and mature 
as a larva. 

...;;· 

Also called a glow.vorm, the 
firefly larva can be a 
friend. It eats no plants, but 
feeds on plant enemies 
like slugs and other insect 
larvae. By biting its prey, 
the glowworm injects 
poison into the tissues, 
making them softer and more 
edible. The larva lives 
underground for 
two years and sheds 
its skin for a larger one. 
In late spring, it burrows 
deeper and sheds again. Then 
a pale weak pupa emerges 
glowing softly. About 10 days ~ 
later, this skin splits and the 
adult firefly is ready for mating. 

J' 

' ~ 

Following the pupal stage, the 
firefly does not eat again. Its belly is 
pale yellow and full of the chemicals 
that produce light. At night, the male 
firefly travels the skies, flashing his 
signal, waiting for a responding 
flash from a female on the ground. 
After they mate, he flies away and lives 
only a few weeks more. She then 
lays her eggs under the grass. 

"".:;;f ' 

"' 

-~1r}lv\~ 
\ '~ 

\ ~II 

r\ , · .. ''~ { ...,,,, " 

·. ,H 

-'.. l l ¾YAO 

~ 
! ,..__, 

of instant communication between 
the sexes. Using its posterior abdominal 

organs, the male firefly signals to the female, 

~ ,, ~~ which possesses limited flying abilities. 
During daylight, the elongate beetle 

•.~ is secluded among vegetation, but at twilight the 
, --.. male begins its quest for a mate. The female climbs 

atop the taller blades of grass so that the airborne male 
can be seen more easily. In comparison with the female, the 

lk ,;;; ~ .~ . · ~,~ male has superior vision. Each compound eye of the male 
&Y ~ contains as many as 2,500 facets while each female eye may 

contain only 300 facets. Vision among insects increases with the 

.=::.~--1:u.1mber of facets, which are lenslike divisions in compound eyes. 

.. · Even·t~sual observer has probably noticed the erratic flight pattern 
.~ -;;:::: of the male firefly, which is, in fact, the beginning of courtship. Rarely 

\ ' - flying in a straight path, the male moves in a rough "fishhook" configura-
'-" tion. From an average altitude of two feet, he dips, then rises as he flashes, 

always firing his light on the upstroke of the hook at two-second intervals. 
Each species of Lampyridae has its own code -a system of flash duration 
and spacing very similar to Morse code characters. The two-second inter
val is critical to Photinus pyralis, the eastern United States's most common 
species. 

The female does not flash until she sees a male's signals, and, as one 

11 might expect, the searching, aggressive male then fires his light with more 
frequency. The passive female then delivers her brief, pale reply at six
second intervals, sometimes as far away as 15 feet from the male. 

Once a male and female focus on each other, they fire an exchange of 
four or five flashes. Air temperature seems to exert an influence on the 
tempo of these flashes. Warm evenings produce more rapid flashing. 
When a male flies close to the grass, flashing brightly, a close inspection 
will likely uncover a female upon a blade of grass below him. A successful 
exchange of codes results in the male hovering near her perch before he 
alights to mate. 

The female deposits her eggs in decomposing vegetation. Approx
imately 21 days pass from the time the eggs are laid until the carnivorous 
larvae hatch and emerge to feed on the larvae of other insects, minute 
snails and slugs. 

7 



Each species of firefly 
has its own method 
of flight and signal 
frequency. But the 
flight pattern usually 
resembles a fishhook. 
The male dips, then 
flashes for one 
second on the up
stroke of the hook. The 
female watches for the 
signal of her own species, 
then responds with a 
weaker signal. 

In the Lampyridae family, the firefly has six legs 
and a rounded head with long antennae. The male 
has two wings, but in some species the female has 
none. Her eyes have only 300 facets while his have 
2,500 facets so he can spot her from the sky. Her 
flash is also weaker because only one segment of 
her abdomen, as opposed to several in the male's, 
contains the lighting chemical. 
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The larva develops functional light organs in three weeks and glows 
brightly in the dark. An old wive's tale once traced the firefly's beginning 
to the common earthworm, probably based upon the fact that it passes 
through a wormlike larval stage. The basic phases of the firefly's life cycle 
were discovered only recently. It is a beetle; its larva, though known as the 
glowworm, does not qualify as a worm. 

Development is slow for the larva. Two years pass in the humus of lawns 
and forests before the larva matures to the idle stage of pupation. 

Although the firefly larva preys upon the larvae of other insects, re
searchers believe that most firefly species never eat during adulthood, a 
period that lasts from a few days to several weeks. During this time it has 
but one mission: propagation of the species. 

Why the firefly flashes is now clear, but how this beetle produces its cool 
luminous light is still a mystery. The abdominal organs that produce light 
probably evolved when most lifeforms had minimal needs for oxygen. In 
all probability, the original purpose of the light-emission process was the 
removal of excessive oxygen. 

As the earth's atmosphere changed, most lifeforms developed greater 
needs for oxygen. Even so, the oxygen-removing light organs remained in 
certain saltwater fish, fungi, bacteria and some of the Lampyridae species. 

Biologists are slowly solving the riddle of bioluminescence and are 
hoping to harness this efficient light system for man's use. So far, they have 
found that the firefly's brain sends a nerve impulse to the light organs, 
which are richly supplied with oxygen . A substance called luciferin reacts 
with the enzyme luciferase; both mix with oxygen pouring in from the 
trachea surrounding the light organs. Light occurs with the addition of the 
critical compound adenosine triphosphate. Scientists have used artificial 
conditions to postpone the flashing period. Once resumed under non
controlled conditions, the flashing is repeated every 24 hours, whether 
day or night. 

Despite its findings, the scientific community has not yet agreed on the 
precision with which the reaction manufactures "cool" light, so named 
since little heat is released in the exchange. Firefly light is about 98 percent 

, efficient. The ubiquitous light bulb fritters away most of its energy in the 
form of useless heat, producing comparatively little light. 

Major research laboratories are pursuing the possibility of duplicating 
firefly light in a lamp or wall panel which would waste no energy as useless 
heat. Recent experiments also reveal that cancerous cells contain smaller 
amounts of adenosine triphosphate (ATP) than do healthy cells. Because 
of this reduction of ATP, cancerous cells produce a weaker light when 
combined with extract from a firefly's abdominal organs. Thus scientists 
feel that the firefly's chemicals could be used to detect cancer since ATP is 
found in the cells of all living creatures. 

There are over 1,500 species of Lampyridae, but not all are biolumines
cent. More than 50 species brand the tropical skies of Jamaica where they 
can be seen every night of the year. About 120 species have been identified 
in the United States-half of these cannot produce light. Typical of those 
that do is Photinus pyralis, South Carolina's lightning bug. This species, in 
fact, is fairly representative of fireflies throughout the world. 

Some species impart bizarre dimensions to the phenomenon of 
bioluminescence. In southeastern Asia, swarms of fireflies descend upon 
a single tree to blink on and off in unison, never missing a beat. The 
collective luminosity may increase their ability to attract females. The 
sinister female of one species lures males of another species by imitating 
their mating code. When the unsuspecting male alights near her, the 
larger female seizes him for a meal. 

Such species are rare. When Southerners sitting on their porches watch 
fireflies, they are viewing ordinary lightning bugs who, like the stars, seem 
non-existent during the day. But the beetles are there. Hiding beneath 
leaves, they wait for the night. 

When the sun settles and light fades, lightning bugs emerge for the 
ritual of courtship, filling the airways with the miracle of bioluminescence. 



It always happens on a Monday 
when I'm heading back to the office. A 
beautiful summer day complete with 
blue sky and just enough breeze to cool 
the air. A perfect day to be on the lake 
casting a topwater plug against that old 
rotten stump in the lily pads. A 
10-pounder at least! 

"Lord, what I'd give to be fishing 
today. If only I had a job like . . . 
maybe if I were a professional fishing 
guide. I could fish anytime I wanted," I 
sigh, while turning the car into the 
morning rush traffic. 

The image forms of how life could 
be. I can see the two anglers I've 
chosen to guide looking on in open 
admiration as my carefree, suntanned 
image hoists in another 10-pounder. 
They are proud to be in my presence 
and eager to share the wisdom I've 
accumulated over hundreds of such 
days on the water. As a reward for their 
homage, I allow them to take a couple 
of trophy fish I've spotted for several 
weeks. It can't hurt my fishing. As a 
guide, I know where all the big fish 
are. 

Later, at the boat dock, I stand aside 
modestly until they insist that I pose 
with the heavy stringer of fish . Then 
it's dinner and drinks as their guest. A 
few more tales from my vast fishing 
experience and it's time for them to 
leave this ideal life. They'll soon return 
to their harried, humdrum existence, 
longing for next year's trip on the 
water. No such life for me .. . 
Superguide. 

"Wake up fella! This dream is a lot 
farther from the truth than you were 
from that last car," the practical self in 
my brain scolded . "Besides, a bunch of 
burned freckles is all you'd net from a 
day in the sun." 

An average day for Santee-Cooper 
guides often begins around 4 a.m . and 
may continue until late afternoon or 
evening. Reputable guides usually 
provide their fishing parties with a 
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by John Davis 
photography by Art Carter 

The professional guide is an 
independent character with 
an aversion to office walls 
and time clock schedules. 
But if you've fantasied about 
how great it might be to fish 
for a living, a few days with 
six of Santee-Cooper's top 
fishing guides might alter 
your dreaming hat>its. 
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minimum of eight hours of solid 
fishing time, unless the limit is taken 
earlier. But guides also spend a good 
deal of time in the maintenance of their 
boat and equipment, stocking live bait 
(when it's used) and socializing with 
the anglers who've hired them for the 
day. 

On Santee, April, May and June are 
the popular months for booking a 
guide . The business slumps a bit in 
summer, then picks back up during 
September and October and falls off 
again until early spring. Those who 
make their livings as professional 
guides must be booked almost every 
day during prime months. This may 
mean almost 120 consecutive days of 
taking out parties. Those who don' t 
earn enough during the peak months 

March through June and 
September throuth October 
are the peak months for 
Santee guides. Reservations 
should tie made from six to 
twelve months in advance. 

find off-season jobs or adapt to simpler 
standards of living. 

Once a party is booked, only a 
cancellation or the most extreme 
weather conditions can postpone the 
trip . The most successful guides are 
booked months in advance for the 
prime fishing seasons and a party of 
anglers usually cannot reschedule their 
vacation on the whim of poor fishing 
w eather. 

The life many weekend anglers envy 
is not so attractive on days marked by 
high winds and continuous rain, but 
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guides must take their parties fishing 
despite bad conditions. 

There is constant pressure to locate 
fish for new parties . Guides seldom 
have time to fish much themselves and 
don' t keep many when they catch 
them. Having some sport for the group 
of fishermen coming tomorrow and the 
next day and the next week is too 
important to jeopardize. If their 
customers don't catch fish , guides 
don' t catch customers. 

There is also a constant pressure to 
set the customers at ease and help them 
have a good time when fishing is slow. 
Although most weekend anglers 
simply want to enjoy themselves and 
have a chance at some good fishing, 
guides seldom know whom they'll be 
facing when the next party arrives. 

Each angler has his or her own level 
of fishing skills, beliefs and interests . 
The angler who can' t cast a weedless 
spoon into a deserted swimming pool 
without hanging up will invaribly be 
the one who insists on throwing 
treble-hooked crankbaits under the 
overhanging limbs of cypress trees. 
He's talked to a more skilled buddy 
who had a good trip last year or read 
the latest "surefire" method for taking 
Santee's trophies. Convincing such an 
angler that fish are biting best on 
worms dunked off a ledge in 15 feet of 
open water is as easy as persuading the 
Arab countries to lower the price of oil. 

Patience is required . The guide can 
tell only the most obnoxious characters 
where to shove their rod and reel. And 
even these extreme cases risk 
damaging their reputations when the 
story is retold by the offended angler. 
Guides who don' t get along with 
customers don' t catch many customers 
either. 

Satisfying the customer is the 
primary requirement of any successful 
business. Guides must worry about 
promoting and delivering their 
products while keeping abreast of 
expenses, profits and changes in 
equipment and techniques. But their 
aversion to office walls and time-clock 
schedules mark their work as different 
from most occupations. 

To resolve my fantasies about this 
"ideal" lifestyle, improve my 
concentration in Monday morning 
traffic and learn a little about their 
beliefs and fishing styles, photographer 
Art Carter and I spent several days this 
past spring with six of Santee-Cooper 's 
top professional guides. 

Monday, April 16 
"Linwood Thornhill," the giant in 

red trousers and knit shirt said, 
extending a hand that could make a 
wrestler wince. Unexpected relief 
followed when the handshake was as 
quiet as the voice . Yet the size of the 
man and something in his light green 
eyes said things could get dead serious 
if his gentle disposition were abused . 

At 33, Thornhill is one of the 
youngest top-name guides on the 
Santee-Cooper lakes, but he is not 
new to guiding and is, in fact, 
beginning to cut back on his guiding 
schedule for the glittering promises of 
national tournament fishing for 
largemouth bass. 

"This past year was the first time I 
had a sponsor to help me," Thornhill 
said as we left his father 's fish camp off 
Highway 45 below the Lake Marion 
Dam and headed to the lake. "I entered 
more than 20 tournaments and it sure 
helped to have them behind me . A 
good sponsor will take care of most of 
your expenses whether you win or fail 
to place . They've been real good to me 
and I sure hope I can keep them." 

Keeping a sponsor should be no 
problem if Thornhill can continue the 
record he set last year. He lead the 
National Bass Association's point 
standings, finished second in their 
Gold Medalist tournament and eighth 
in the World Tournament competition . 

Linwood's fa ther, W. D. Thornhill, 
fishes in some of the same tournaments 
his son enters. The elder Thornhill was 
one of the first guides in the Diversion 
Canal area between Lake Marion and 
Lake Moultrie and still takes out a few 
parties who have fished with him 
through the years. 

"That whole family fishes ," one local 
resident said. "Linwood is the 
culmination of everything the 
Thornhills know about fishing . And 
that's quite a bit. " 

"I took out my first party when I was 
12," Linwood recalled while trying on 



a green and white feathered jig at our 
first stop near the Lake Marion dam. 
"My boy is that age now. He's about as 
crazy about fishing as I was at his age. 
He tangled with a six-pounder 
yesterday in one of these shallow 
backwater ponds. I expect he' ll be back 
there today." 

"This spring hasn' t been too good," 
Thornhill said as though explaining 
our failure to raise a fish among the 
green cypress lining the bank. "Water's 
been too high and it's been up and 
down. Fish panic and move to funny 
patterns. Spawning fish don't know 
what to do. They move into the brush 
and trees on high water. The water 
drops and they move out fast." 

High water had also plagued 
Thornhill during his past 10 days of 
tournament fishing in Kentucky and 
Tennessee . His best efforts had not 
produced a winning finish . 

"You have to take the bad with the 
good," he philosophized . "Water up 
there was so high we were fishing in 
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Linwood Thornhill 

peoples' backyards. Twenty-six pounds 
won the thing in Kentucky. One 
woman leaned out her kitchen window 
and warned us not to damage our 
motor on her concrete picnic table. You 
couldn't tell where the lake was ." 

But today the big man with shaggy 
brown hair was on home waters. The 
ISO-horsepower outboard sizzled the 
boat down the Diversion Canal toward 
Lake Moultrie, then growled to a stop as 
Thornhill stepped onto the front deck 
and lowered the electric trolling motor 
for a slow pull against the current. 

"Lord, I love to fish a crankbait," 
Thornhill said, tying on a favorite 
orange and white model and slinging it 
upstream. His second cast hooked a 
two-pound largemouth, which was 
soon followed into the boat by several 
other fish taken on successive casts. 

"If only I'd had just this one hole in 
Kentucky," he spoke softly to himself. 
Now less anxious, he told of winning 
his first tournament by fishing a 
nearby break in the canal bank. He had 

held onto a cypress with water running 
around both sides of its roots and 
pulled in his limit of bass, including a 
seven-pounder. 

"Three days later that tree was 
rubbed raw," the corners of his eyes 
crinkled with his slight grin . "Tree's 
not there now. They finally pulled it 
up . Taught me a lesson about telling 
where I've been catching fish ." 

"You'd be surprised at the number of 
people who fish this place on the 
weekend," Thornhill said while 
untangling his lure from a piece of 
fouled line . "Most folks don't know 
how to fish here. They let their lure get 
too deep and hang in on the stumps. 
They lose a few jigs, don't take apy fish 
and they don' t come back. But the fish 
are here." 

"We'll come back in an hour or so," 
Thornhill said in reference to our first 
productive spot. "Lots of people think 
a spot like that is fished out when the 
bass stop biting. If you stay on fish too 
much, you can drive them down . 
Leave them alone and they'll start 
biting again ." 

Thornhill believes fishing pressure, 
particularly from illegal fishing with 
nets and set lines, has played a major 
role in the depletion of San tee's striper 
and largemouth bass populations. 

"I don' t think there's anybody who's 
fished as long as I have and not 
exceeded the limit a time or two . But 
with the fishing pressure these lakes 
get today, it's time fishermen realized 
that things would be a lot better off if 
they'd just take the fish they need and 
throw back the rest. 

"I usually fish eight or nine hours a 
day when I guide. That's enough time . 
I have to have some time for my family. 
If I take a man for bass or stripers, I'll 
usually get him at least half of my limit 
as well as his own. That's enough fish 
for anyone. 

"I heard of a guy they say took so 
many bass off one hole he had to bury 
over half of them . . . more than he 
could clean or give away. That's a crime." 

A wind-whipped ride to an old road 
bed off an island and a later return to 
the canal produced the last fish for our 
stringer. It was time to head for the 
landing. Back at the fish camp, 
Thornhill began stowing gear and 
gassing up as his wife told him about 
tomorrow's party. 

"What? They want to go crappie 
fishing?" he shook his head at his wife 
in disbelief. "An you booked 'em?" 
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Monday, April 23 
At 5:35 a.m. we were five minutes 

late for an appointment with Frank 
Drose. The woman behind the counter 
at Danny Bell's Winter Park Marina in 
Eutaw Springs directed us to the 
restaurant where a group of men sat 
hunched over morning coffee . She 
pointed to a man with curly red hair at 
the end of the table. He rose, taking a 
well-worn pipe from his mouth. 

"You fellas must be here for a story, 
cause you sure didn't come this late to 
catch fish ," he said,with no sign of a 
grin. "Get something to eat and come 
on over." 

Drose had already finished 
breakfast. He sat again to relight his 
pipe and sip a fresh cup of coffee. 
Several minutes seemed to pass as Art 
and I ate in silence. Then Drose gave 
up his joke. 

"Don't worry; we'll catch some fish 
for your camera," Drose chuckled, his 
stoic face dissolving into an almost 
impish smile. "My boat's right outside 
on the trailer. As soon as you're 
finished eating, we'll stow your gear 
and put her in the water." 

The boat to which Drose referred 
was not the expected high-speed bass 
rig, but an open 21-footer with center 
console. It would appear more at home 
chasing Spanish mackerel offshore than 
largemouth bass in the shallows of 
Santee. 

"I've had it about two miles," Drose 
said . "I got tired of having my parties 
wet down and slammed around . I can 
run across the lake whenever I want 
without worrying too much about the 
weather and she gets into the shallows 
about as well as any bass boat." 

The boat planed out quickly, riding 
across the slight chop toward the Lake 
Marion dam where the slightly built 
guide hoped to raise a trophy bass on a 
topwater plug cast along the rocks. 

Drose grew up on Wyboo Creek and 
now lives in Manning. Contract work 
with the Carolina Power and Light 
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Company occupies most of his time, 
but the spring and fall months find 
him on the Santee Lakes, where he's 
been guiding for more than 20 years . 
Spring is reserved for largemouth bass, 
while he fishes for schooling stripers 
and largemouths in fall. 

"If I had to catch one big fish today, 
this is where I'd stay," he said, as the 
trailer worked the boat south along the 
dam. "You don't catch many, but 
there's some good'uns on it. 

"Goddang. Missed him," Drose said, 
shaking his head at the plug bobbing 
in the final ripples of a strike. "A lot of 
big fish hit like that one there. Just ease 
up under it and suck it in." 

He stayed in open water similar to 
that near the dam during much of our 
day with him, explaining that he liked 
to stick to ones with little brush, grass 
or trees so his parties could catch fish 
without hanging up so much. 

"I'm a guide first ," Drose said. "I fish 
just enough to know where some fish 

Frank Drose 

a worm, spinner bait 
or spoon that won't 
hang up and fish 
where my party can 
catch fish without 
the frustrations of 
hanging up on 
every other cast. I'd a 
heap rather put sombody on fish than 
catch them myself. 

"Most weekend anglers don't take 
the time to practice pinpoint casting 
and they fill their boxes with every 
new lure that comes along,"Drose said 
smiling. "If the non-pro would throw 
out all but about five lures and then 
learn how to really fish those five, he'd 
always catch fish." 

As we moved from the dam to find 
clearer water off the island points near 
Wyboo Creek, Drose continued his 
conversation with us as well as a 
monologue to stir the bass into striking. 



"Come on, ya dummy," he pleaded 
to a fish tapping at his worm, "Bite it!" 
Then to a fish he was sure must be 
hiding beneath a likely looking bush, 
"Aw right, get ready. Face this way and 
open your mouth." 

A fat six-pounder listened and 
obeyed. 

"If you fish enough, you can look at 
a place and tell about where fish might 
be," he explained behind dark glasses. 
"Shallows dropping off into deeper 
water are always good bets ." 

Drose reached for a Thermos jug of 
coffee. He prefers coffee over other 
drinks and laughed about a heavy-set 
fellow from Ohio he once guided 
during a particularly hot July day. 

"He was just sweating and about two 
o'clock I got a cup of coffee and asked 
him if he'd like a hot cup. 'Man, no' he 
said . 'How can you stand something 
that hot?' 'Well, I said, deadpan, I just 
can't take anything cold until we get 
summer.'" 

Drose believes the increased number 
of fishermen with high-speed boats 
and electronic gear has been mainly 
responsible for reducing catches of big 
bass. He stressed that the number of 
bass boats on Santee-Cooper during a 
spring weekend is almost unbelievable. 

"These fish have seen almost 
everything. Used to be that our big fish 
were taken in the shallows in the 
morning or late evening. Now anglers 
can locate the holding areas in deeper 
waters. Bass scatter in the shallows to 
feed but they congregate in the deeper 
areas," he said . "You can really do 
some damage to them in these places ." 

Throughout our trip across the lake 
and back toward Eutaw Springs, Drose 
stopped to pick up cans and bottles on 
the water. Littering, wasting fish and 
drinking anything more potent than 
beer while on the water are the three 
things he will not tolerate. 

"If a man throws something out of 
my boat, I just stop fishing and go back 
for it and put it in the motor well . He 
won't do it again," he said seriously. 

The sun broke through an overcast 
afternoon as the amiable guide' s 
weathered hands turned the boat back 
toward the marina. Standing at the 
console while the big boat kicked a 
light spray from the chop, Drose sang 
softly to himself-the song of a man 
happy wit_h the openness of water and 
sky and a trade that lets him enjoy it. 

Tuesday, April 24 
"Looks like it's gonna be a bit rough 

out there," landing owner Russell 
Blackmon said. "Winds laying those 
trees back pretty good across the cove. 
Tom may not be able to get to the spot 
he'd hoped to fish today, but he'll get 
you on some bass in the upper lake." 

Blackman's comments on the water 
conditions were understatements, but 
Art and I were soon sitting tight beside 
guide Tom Thaxton in an attempt to 
reach one of Thaxton's favorite drops 
for schooling largemouth bass and 
stripers. 

"I'll tell you one thing," said the 
stocky ex-Marine guiding our small boat 
through the early morning swells. "A 
tour of duty in the Pacific as a forward 
gunnery observer for the Navy didn't 
do my nerves any good." The grin 
which had split his overnight 
salt-and-pepper stubble vanished 
before memories of eerie whistling and 
thudding blasts with incoming rounds 
streaking over his position to strike 
nearby targets. 

As the island took shape several 
hundred yards off our bow amidst 
frothing waves and wind-tossed spray, 
I caught myself imagining we were 
headed into the beaches of some 
resurrected Iwo Jima. "Snap out of it,"· I 
told myself while trying to read Art's 
expressionless face for similar feelings . 
The mood was broken when Thaxton 
killed the engine and dropped anchor 
short of the island. 

He is a native of Asheboro, North 
Carolina, and worked as maintenance 
foreman for Hatteras Yachts in High 
Point, North Carolina. "I'd come down 
here fishing and gradually began 
taking parties out at the request of 
some of the landing operators. That 
was 20 years ago," he said. 

"Finally, the schedule on the job and 
my nerves combined so that I'd wake 
at night and couldn't go back to sleep. 
That was when my wife Elizabeth and 
I moved here full time. If I only had 

Tom Thaxton 

one guide party a week, it would be 
better than the life I had back then. " 

The guide's first cast brought in a 
small bass which was quickly released . 
The fish proved to be our only catch 
from the northeastern shore of Lake 
Moultrie as a southeast wind continued 
to build and forced us to abandon the 
spot. 

"Fishing there would have been 
great if only the wind had laid back . 
Most everyone who fishes there casts 
into the stumps along the bank without 
realizing that the bass feed on shad 
over the shallow mud flats beneath 
them" the blue-eyed Thaxton said. 

"If we had gotten into them when a 
school pushed the shad up onto that 
point, they might have gone into a 
feeding frenzy. When the first guy 
catches one, the others should throw in 
right behind him, cause other fish will 
usually follow the hooked fish . I've 
seen six- and seven-pounders follow 
smaller fish right up to the boat. You 
can catch them as long as you keep a 
lure in the water." 

Thaxton prefers to fish deeper 
patterns of structure than most 
fishermen select. Points and stump 
fields near deep water, old creek beds 
and depressions are some of his 
favorite areas. 

"One percent of the fish are upon the 
bank," he said, as we headed through 
the Diversion Canal toward the 
sheltered southern shore of Lake 
Marion. "It takes more skill and 
patience to find the fish in deep water. 
There's nothing visible to cast to , but 
these lakes are full of stuff and the fish 
lay down in the pockets. Many of these 
are big fish ." 
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During a break for lunch at his base 
of operations, Black's Camp off 
Highway 6 just north of Cross, Thaxton 
explained his theory that the Santee 
lakes have three distinct types of 
largemouth bass: "edge" fish which 
spawn in early spring in the backwater 
ponds and never move far from these 
shallows, "swift water" fish which stay 
in or near the Diversion Canal, and 
"deep water" fish which spawn in 
summer out in the lake and seldom 
leave the deep water. 

"The edge fish are the ones that take 
most of the pressure," Thaxton said. 
"During the spring, it's not unusual to 
see as many as 20 boats in one pond. 
Lake Moultrie, for example, has about 
four major shallow spawning areas and 
on an average Saturday there ain't a 
stretch that doesn' t have a worm or 
spinnerbait on it before the day is 
over." 

This type of pressure and the 
emphasis on taking a full limit of fish 
are the reasons Thaxton gave for his 
dislike of tournament bass fishing. 
"Tournament angling is like gambling 
with our natural resources," he said. 
"It's no different than if you went quail 
hunting and said that the fellow who 
shot the most birds got $1,000 and a 
new shotgun. 

"Most parties I take out would rather 
catch several good fish than a limit or 
more of small fish. I think this is the 
attitude all of us must come to if we're 
going to continue to have good 
fishing. " 

Although the weather worsened, 
Thaxton kept up our spirits with 
optimistic comments and good humor 
throughout the afternoon. "Throw that 
crank bait by those weeds. There's a 
big one in there . Go over 10 pounds 
easy. If he bites it, he'll tear outta there 
like Blalock's bull." 

The big one never struck, but by the 
time of our return to Blackman's 
Marina, several nice fish in the two
and three-pound range had been 
boated. 

Wednesday, April 25 
The weather of yesterday had grown 

worse through the night. Dark low 
clouds promised rain, but Truman 
Lyon of Lyon's Landing on Highway 45 
at the Diversion Canal bridge assured 
us with a grin that his guides fished in 
anything short of hurricanes . 

"Get a couple of raincoats from 
Truman and we'll head outta here," 
Bob George said, shrugging into his 
own plastic jacket and pants after 
stocking a supply of 10- to 12-inch 
blueback herring into his live bait tank. 

George's boat, "My Fancy," showed 
evidence of past trips for stripers in the 
numerous scales clinging to the 
carpeted floor and the well-worn rods 
and reels stacked neatly in their side 
holders . The windshield was a 
welcome refuge from the dawn chill as 
we headed up the turbulent Diversion 
Canal and onto the slick gray waters of 
Lake Marion . 

After entering the skeletal remains of 
giant trees that had sheltered the 
Santee River bottom before the lake's 
construction, George slowed the boat 
and began to circle. Looking for some 
exact spot along an old creek now 
invisible under the lake, the heavily 
tanned guide stared intently at the dial 
of his depth finder. 

"You need to get right over the spot 
if you're going to get your rigs where 
they'll catch fish ," he said through a 
chew of tobacco . "This time of year 
stripers move back and forth along 
these old creek channels through the 
trees ." 

"You can't expect to catch fish 
everytime, even with a guide, but why 
in hell does a man want to pay to 
watch the guide catch fish or be put on 
small fish that the customer can usually 
catch by himself on his own lakes?" the 
veteran angler emphasized . "A guide 
should work hard to put the customer 
on the fi sh and try to see that his party 
ge ts a chance at the big fish, which are 
harder to loca te." 

When the boat was anchored and 
tied exactly as George wanted, he 
began the task of baiting six heavy 
saltwater outfits with herring and 
setting them in wire holders around 
the boat. 
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"Don' t pay too much attention to the 
lines moving back and forth. The 
herring can pull those weights around 
pretty good," he advised us . "You'll get 
the knack of it after a while. If a line 

Ttps 
for selecting a 

Guide fees on •d 
the Santee-Cooper 

1 
lakes currently run gu1 e 1 
between $65 and 
$70 per day for a party of two anglers. 
These prices go up only slightly for larger 
parties of anglers who want to bring 
one of their own boats and follow the 
guide boat.Gasol ine, oil, live bait and 
food are also usually paid for by the 
customer. Since the heaviest demand for 
guides occurs from March through June 
and again from September through late 
fall , it is advisable to contact a landing 
from six to 12 months in advance if a 
particular date for the trip is desired. 

Anglers interested in going out for 
largemouth bass should take their own 
rods and reels . Striper guides usually 
provide rods for cut and live bait 
fishing but may want the customer to 
bring his own outfit for casting for 
schools or jigging. 
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Reputable guides will always provide 
a full eight or more hours of fishing 
unless the group limits out earlier in the 
day. But anglers should be wary of 
guides with a reputation for catching 
the majority of fish while their party 
boats only a few for the stringer. Many 
guides will not pick up a rod unless 
asked to do so by the customer. 

Since the object of such a trip is 
catching fish and having a good time, 
listen to the guide's recommendations 
on types of lures and the best spots or 
places for fishing. He has more than 
likely been on the water every day and 
knows which lures and patterns are 
producing. Any angler who shows his 
guide how to catch fish should be 
collecting a fee rather than paying one. 

Anglers who want to be assured of a 
return trip should consider the guide as 
though he were a fellow angler playing 
host on his hometown lake. Follow his 
rules when on board his boat and, if a 
few extra fish are caught, extend the 
courtesy of offering him some fish. You 
might find that he's been so busy taking 
other folks fishing, he hasn't had time 
to catch any for himself. 

Santee-Cooper Guide Services Available 
Lake Marion, Diversion Canal, Lake Moultrie & the Tail Race Canal 
Landing or Marina 

1. Low Fall's Landing 
2. Poplar Creek Landing 
3. Cypress Shores Marina 
4. Bell's Winter Park Marina 
5. Blount's Tackle Shop 

6. Rock's Pond Campground 
7. Canal Motel & Fish Camp 
8. Lyon's Landing 
9. Black's Fish Camp 

10. Leroy's Landing 

11. Atkins Landing 
12. Sportsman's Supply 
13. Low Country Tackle and 

Taxidermy Shop 
14. Mac's Camp 
15. Thornhill's Fishing Camp 

16. W.D. Thornhill's Fishing Camp 
17. Harry's Fish Camp & Campground 
18. Randolph's Landing 
19. Capt. John's 
20. Bud Crowe's Lodge 

21. Mace Brown's Camp 
22. Charlie's Campground & Landing 
23. Harbor View Restaurant 
24. Joe's Place 
25. Lane's Shopping Center 

26. Wyboo Gulf Marina 
27. Scarborough's 'Marina 
28. Log Jam Landing 
29. Goat Island Resort Inc. 
30. Holiday Inn Trav-L Park 

Mailing Address 

Lone Star 
Rt . 1, Box 198, Elloree 
Rt. 2, Box 277, Eutawville 
Rt. 1, Box 332, Eutawville 
Rt. 1, Box 340, Eutawville 

Eutawville 
Diversion Canal, Cross 
Rt. 2, Box 154, Cross 
Cross 
Rt. 2, Box 56, Cross 

Telephone 

826-6050 
897-2811 
492-7506 
492-7924 
492-7773 

492-7711 
753-2767 
753-2731 
753-2231 
753-2668 

Rt . 1, Box 55, Moncks Corner 899-2259 
Box 40, Bonneau 825-4418 

Bonneau 
Rt. 1, Box 151, Pineville 
Rt. 1, Box 146, Pineville 

Rt. 1, Box 142, Pineville 
Rt . 1, Box 158, Pineville 
Rt. 4, Manning 
Rt. 4, Box 251AXX, Manning 
Rt. 4. Manning 

Rt. 4, Box 222-E, Manning 
Rt. 4, Box 209, Manning 
Rt . 4, Box 212-B, Manning 
Rt. 4, Box 195, Manning 
Rt. 4, Box 189, Manning 

Rt. 4, Manning 
Rt . 1, Box 130, Summerton 
Rt. 1, Box 145, Summerton 
Rt. 2, Box 145, Summerton 
P.O. Box 124, Santee 

825-9205 
351-4384 
351-4428 

351-4275 
351-4561 
478-2152 
478-2155 
478-2162 

478-2163 
478-2131 
478-2138 
478-2536 
478-2648 

478-2990 
478-2184 
478-2177 
478-2728 
478-4444 

31. Jack's Creek Marina Rt . 2, Box 55, Summerton 478-2793 

32 . Billup's Landing Box 23, Summerton 478-2800 

33. Pack's Landing Rimini 452-9070 

Note: A complete listing of boats, docks, related services and other attractions for 

the area is available by writing to Santee-Cooper Country, Santee, South Carolina 29142. 

Pineville 
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starts to act funny, it usually means 
something's scaring hell outta the 
herring, but when a striper takes live 
bait, he'll hit it first so that the whole 
rod will jump. Then he'll come back 
and take the rod tip down. That's 
when you rear back on him." 

Our first strike was an eight-pounder 
that put a surprising pull against the 
heavy tackle. 

"After you catch one of these," 
George quipped w hile unhooking the 
fish, "crappie fishing ain't never the 
same." 

As George rebaited the rod, another 
Lyon's guide, Jackie Jones, came by us 
and anchored several hundred yards 
further along the old creek run. But 
Jones's boat had no party aboard. 
Several minutes later a small blue boat 
appeared and George explained that 
yesterday the blue boat had seen Jones 
catch several stripers from the spot. 

"Jackie probably saw those guys 
getting herring at the landing and 
figured they might try to beat him out 
to his hole," George explained. "That 
happens quite a bit w hen you find a 
good spot. Big John, a third Lyon's 
guide, will probably bring Jackie's 
party out with his group." 

George had guessed correctly as the 
blue boat soon anchored near Jones . 
Guide John Sellers b rought two anglers 
fd r Jones' boat before taking his own 

Following the guide's 
recommendations while 
extending courtesies similar 
to those shown other anglers 
will assure the best possible 
trip and your option for first 
choice of a return outing. 

party, a man and his son, to another 
creek bend . 

"How 'bout it, Big John?" George 
said softly into his C.B. mike . "You 
gone help that Ii'! boy catch some fish?" 

Sellers and George are close friends 
who once worked together for Carolina 
Freigh t in Gastonia, North Carolina. 
Sellers guided part time and 
introduced George to the Santee lakes. 
George began guiding full time 15 years 
ago and Sellers decided to join him five 
years later. The two friends live near 

each other behind the landing and 

often fish together during the slack 
season for guiding. 

Several more boats now crowded 
into the area as the wind began to pick 
up. After seeing us take another fish , 
one anchored so close that George was 
not able to reposition our dragging 
anchor and decided to move to another 
spot further down. 

As the wind increased our boat 
rocked so that it was difficult to tell 
what was happening beneath the 
baited rods. But George, who has a 
reputation for being quiet, kept us 
entertained with a series of jokes and 
tales from his past. 

"In the old days they used to catch 
these stripers on Calcutta canes," he 
said . "They'd rig a pole with 100-pound 
test line and it'd be a real tug of war 
when a big striper hit. 

"I imagine that they caught some 
really big fish back then too. When I 
started guiding, the fish were bigger 
than you catch now. But we had some 
good fishing last fall." 

Fall and early winter striper fishing 
often consists of watching for the 
schooling stripers to drive bait fish up 
on the surface. The boats then rush to 
the breaking school of fish and cast 
topwater plugs. 

"Action's pretty fast compared to cut 
or live bait fishing this time of year," 
George said. "Several boats will sit out 
there waiting and when one sees fish 
come up, they'll all take out to reach 
the school before it goes down . 

"Ole Tiny Lund (the late stockcar 
driver and fish camp operator whose 
striper once held the world record) 
used to be particularly bad 'bout 
running after every boat that spotted a 
school," George drawled. 

"Me and Jackie's dad, Bill Jones , saw 
Tiny crusin' one day and I says, Bill 
let's make him run. 

"Well, we took off like we'd seen the 
world's biggest school and Tiny 
followed us nearly half way across the 
lake . When we stopped, Tiny came 
roarin up, seen there wudn' t any fish 
and asked us why in hell we'd run off. 

"Aw, we's just practicin, I said. 
Figure if a school does come up now, 
we'll be ready." 

Back on the radio with "Big John," 
George learned that the boy in Sellers' 
party had caught two stripers and "a 
poor man's sailfish" (gar fish) . 

"Boy;'he said grinning, "bet that Ii'! 
boy's havin himself a time. Wish I'd 
seen that." 



Friday, April 27 
On our trip with Bob George, Art 

and I had seen pictures of a string of 
Arkansas blue catfish that George's 
friend John Sellers had taken a few 
days earlier. Sellers' 20 catfish ran from 
50 to 20 pounds each. We couldn't 
refuse an invitation to try the big 
catfish. 

"Big John" carried us down the 
Diversion Canal and across Lake 
Moultrie to the deep water drop where 
the fish had been taken. Rigs and bait 
identical to those used to fish for 
stripers were set out and we settled in 
to wait for the fish to feed . 

"These cats are funny," Sellers said. 
"They'll bite like crazy for maybe two 
hours, but won't touch a thing at other 
times . You just have to be there when 
they hit. 

"But, I'll tell you one thing. Them big 
ole cats really hit that thihg. And I've 
caught 'em on plugs and spoons as well 
as live and cut herring. Sometimes 
they'll jump just like a largemouth 
bass." 

Sellers scratched his short blondish 
hair, lit his first cigarette and sat down 
to test his C.B. while we waited. 

"How 'bout it Bobby?" he called to 
Bob George. "How am I coming in?" 

The two guides talked for a short 
while but were interrupted by a voice 
from the landing. "Here Kitty, Kitty, 
Kitty. Had any luck, 'Big John'?" 

Sellers later said that the big catfish 
were becoming more and more 
popular with his customers. "I've had 
quite a few that don't want to fish for 
anything else. And I think that number 
will increase as the fish continue to 
grow and people find out what a 
sportfish they really are." 

If,he had had it officially certified, 
Sellers biggest blue would have briefly 
held the state record until Harmon 
Skinner's 51 pounds 4 ounce catch on 
May 7, 1979. Skinner's record stood for 
23days until William Nobles, Jr. boated 
a 55 pounds 10 ounces blue. 

"I've had one up to the boat that I 
know would have gone better than 60 
pounds," Sellers said, "but he went 
under the boat and broke off. If I get 
one that I think can keep the record for 
a while, I'll enter it. But these damn 
things seem to be growing about eight 
pounds each year." 

The guide's right hand still showed 
the scars of a mistake he'd made while 
unhooking the big fish . 

"I had to stick my hand down his 
throat to get my hook back," Sellers 
said,smiling. "The damn thing clamped 
down an' bit me-like to took all the 
skin off my hand." 

''. I been fishin just about all my life," 
Sellers told me as we waited for the 
catfish to get hungry. "My dad's 75 
now and he still runs a carp fishing 
farm in North Carolina. People come 
from all over to catch those dang fish . 

"Besides a little deer hunting, 
fishin's what I usually do in my free 
time. I've been guiding off and on for 
about 25 years and have been here for 
the past ten years. 

'' I'll be fishing for about 65 days 
straight from now until July," Sellers . 
said as we pulled in the anchor. "But 
when you're doing something you like 

John Sellers 

to do, you do a better job. A tight 
schedule doesn' t bother you that much." 

After a break for lunch, we returned 
to the lake. The depth finder on "Big 
John" showed orange blips that Sellers 
said were probably catfish beneath us 
in the 45-foot deep river channel. But 
no fish took the herring and we waited 
while Dolly Parton and other country 
singing stars belted out their biggest 
hits over the boat's tape deck. 

At 4:30 the black rod on the stern 
bent, then snapped down into the 
water. Sellers jumped for it and 
wrestled it out of its holders against the 
boring pressure of the fish . Before the 
guide could turn the giant, the battle 
was over. The fish had reached bottom 
and torn off leaving the hook buried in 
a snag. 

No other fish hit and it was soon 
time to head back to the landing. 

'I sure wish we had caught 'em," 
Sellers said . "But I told you that the big 
ones were funny about their feeding 
habits . Maybe you fellas can get off 
again if I get a cancellation in my 
schedule." 

Having seen the guide strain against 
the bowed black rod, we readily agreed 
to try it again on another day. 
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Monday, April 30 
"Sorry I'm running a bit late," Randy 

Horne said as he stopped to shake 
hands before continuing toward the 
dock at Jack's Creek Marina. 'The gears 
in my motor messed up yesterday 
afternoon, but I've arranged to borrow 
another boat for today. " 

In a flurry of activity, Horne and 
Chuck Duke, a close hunting and 
fishing buddy, transferred gear from 
Horne 's boat to a similar pontoon boat. 
Fifteen minutes later we had loaded 
our supply of herring and were 
cruising toward a spot our guide had 
selected off the north end of Persanti 
Island in Lake Moultrie . 

"I like these pontoon boats," Horne 
said . "You can get a lot of gear on 
board and still be comfortable . The top 
gives some protection from sun or rain 
and these boats can take some pretty 
rough water. Sometimes I'll take along 
hamburgers or clean some fish and 
we'll cook lunch on the grill." 

As he tied the boat between two of 
the many dead trees in the area, the 
dark haired guide said that the fish had 
been fairly slow in biting for the past 
few days. Many of the fish were on 
their annual spawning run in the 
Congaree River above Lake Marion . 

"We've been catching fish since late 
February. Action picked up for a while 
as the fish moved up the lake and 
should pick up again when they begin 
to come back down. It always seems to 
get frantic around the end of June just 
about the time we run low on supplies 
of herring," Horne said with a slight 
smile. 

"But last Monday morning we had 14 
strikes in this hole. Those fish averaged 
around eight and nine pounds each. 
That's a little better than we've been 
averaging over the past two years. But 
I'll tell you that the bigger fish in the 20-
pound range and up are really rare 
these days ." 

Our first striper weighed about eight 
pounds and fit the averages Horne had 
been catching during the previous 
week. The second fish wich struck 
wrapped the line around a submerged 
snag. Horne's experience finally won as 
he alternately increased and relaxed the 
line tension until the fish freed the line 
and came to the net. 

Horne worked in Summerton and 
guided part time for the past five years . 
This season he decided to concentrate 
entirely on guiding and selling herring 
to a few local bait dealers. 

Like other bait suppliers, Horne goes 
to the Santee River below Lake Marion 
or the Tail Race Canal below Lake 
Moultrie tb net the herring as they try 
to enter the lakes to spawn. The small 
fish are taken straight from the site of 
their capture to the bait dealers' tanks. 
Guiding and netting herring can 
produce a tiresome schedule. 

"I've really booked more parties than 
I ever carried before, " Horne said as he 
settled a bit wearily into the swivel 
chair behind the boat's helm. "I've only 

got a couple of free days between now 
and the end of June . But I don' t have 
to go after bait more than about twice a 
week. 

"When I bring in my party," Horne 
said, explaining the routine of the days 
when he guides and sells bait, "I have 
to run down and net the herring and 
then deliver them to my dealers . I 
usually get back to the trailer at Billups 
Landing about 1 a.m. and then it's 
up around 4:45 to meet the next party 
of anglers." 

Living on the lake is an ideal 
situation for someone who's had a love 
for hunting and fishing since the age of 
13. Horne has had the opportunity to try 
his hand at guiding for largemouth 
bass as well as the local bass 
tournaments such as the South 
Carolina Open, which he's won several 
times. 

"I quit guiding for largemouths 
because I loved to fish in the trees and 
up in the swamp," Horne said . "But 
most people just don't know how to 
cast well enough to fish those areas . 
The last guy I carried broke off 25 
spinner baits. I finally stopped backing 
up the boat to get them and just went 
back the next day and picked them off 
the trees. " 

Although he's also done some 
guiding for ducks, Horne readily admits 
that his own interest in duck hunting 
has picked up because of his friend 
Duke and their experiences during the 
last waterfowling season. 

"Chuck really is a nut about his duck 
hunting," the guide said grinning at 
Duke sprawled in one of the boat's 
folding chairs. "We went every day this 
past season. There were a couple of 
days, particularly during the first half 
of the season, when we really tore 
them up ." 

The morning passed quickly and it 
was soon time to get back to the 
landing so that Horne could get his 
motor to the shop for repairs before his 
next party arrived. 

As Art and I headed home to 
Columbia, we both admitted feelings 
of relief that unlike the guides we had 
met, we had no worries about rising 
well before dawn to take a group of 
strangers fishing . We agreed that 
guiding professionally may not be the 
perfect way to make a living, but I still 
find the guide's life appealing when 
the image of a ten-pounder by that 
stump in the lilly pads comes to me on 
a beautiful Monday morning. 
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Drops ofrain from the cold , gray sky brought our attention 
back to the pickup truck loaded with the guides, trainees and our 
other crew members. The rubber raft that we would ride down 
Section IV now seemed to be merely a bulky bag of air cushion
ing the 20-minute ride over the country road . 

Experienced guides and rookie trainees from Wildwater Ltd. 
joked with each other while we scanned thei r faces for the same 
fear we felt. Some say fear adds zest to life. Some say it makes 
you more aware , sharpens your senses. On the Chattooga you 
conquer fear and use it. 

We had floated the Chattooga previously from Highway 28 to 
Earl 's Ford and from Fall Creek Falls to the U.S. 76 bridge. 
Sections 11 and III of the river can be floated in an open canoe or 
raft. Some of the foolhardy even make it in inner tubes or 
"blue-light special " air mattresses , but some don 't. We had run 
these smoother sections several times , both with commercial 
outfitters and with frie nds in canoes. Even thought we were 
getting good at reading the river and staying inside the canoe. 
Playing the river is fun-but today was no amateur 's game . 

As we unloaded our rafts and carried them down near the 
sandy bar to a quiet pool , our crew and Scott , our guide , began 
to draw into a closed alliance of five persons each to draw 
support from the others and the raft. Scott , a seasoned veteran by Dennis Gunter and Walt Schrader 
on the Chattooga, demonstrated the basic strokes to use on 
Section IV-forward stroke , backstroke , draw and sweep. With • 
the aloofness gained from many hours of guiding amateurs , Forward stroke, backstroke, nght 
he reminded us_to listen for his call and r~sp?nd immediately. draw sweep. Breathe deeply. Downstream 

After an equipment check-helmets , hfeJackets, padd les , " ,, ' • • • 
safety rope and first aid kit-we organized into the raft crew, two V, standing waves, eddies, hydraulics. 
bow, two 11:id and Scott in the stern . Paddling ~ndern~ath the Take another deep breath. "Always scout 
U.S. 76 bndge, we felt as though we were leaving behind the • , • 
world of schedules and commitments and were entering another the rapids. Keep your feet pmnted 
world that is pure and timeless , but uncertain. There was clearly downstream!" Two more gulps of air. 
an element ofrisk involved. The guides ' requirement that we 
sign a waiver of liability had brought us face-to-face with it. This We were obsessed by such 
risk has its fascination with uncertainty, however, and that made reminders while preparing to face 
us paddle even harder. , 

_Section IV of the Chattooga River begins at the U.S . ~6 the Chattooga River's most violent 
bndge and runs through some of the most dangerous whitewater 
in the East before it enters Lake Tugaloo . Under normal stretch of whitewater. 
circumstances , the 7.5-mile trip takes about five to seven hours, 
depending upon water level , scouting time and number of spills. 
The water flows through several rapids that are rated from 3 
(difficult) to 5 (extremely difficult). The difficulty rating is based 
upon an international scale for rivers and normal 
water heights. As the river level rises, difficulty increases. 

The first lesson one learns from whitewater is the power of 
moving water. F loating on a river at five miles per hour can be 
tame enough, but conditions can deceive the inexperienced. For 
example , the force of water on a canoe or raft is determined by 
the area the object presents to the moving water. A 15-foot canoe 
pinned against a rock in a river moving five miles per hour has 
about 2,100 pounds of pressure holding it against the rock. 
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From two wate,falls near 
Cashiers, North Carolina , 
the Chattooga River f lows 
south ten miles in that state 
before a 40-mile stretch as 
th e G eo rg ia-S o uth 
Carolina border. During 
this course, the river drops 
2,469 fee t and then spills 
into Lake Tugaloo. From 
the source to Highway 28 is 
Section I, which is excel
lent f or hiking and nature 
study, but impractical f or 
floaters. Section II , seven 
miles ji-om Highway 28 to 
Earles Ford, is the most 
popular section and is rec
o mm e nde d fo r tro ut 
fishermen and beginner 
canoeists. Section Ill be
gins at Earles Ford and 
ends with Bull's Sluice and 
is ideal for rafts, experi
enced canoeists and inter
mediate decked boaters. 
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to Clayton. Georgia'---...,
-8 miles Surfing Rapid, 

class 3 

to Westminster 
-15 miles 

SECTION IV - CHATTOOGA RIVER 
Section JV begins at U.S. 76 and twists 7.5 
miles down to Lake Tugaloo . Its rapids are 
rated class 3 (medium) , 4 (difficult) and 5 
(extremely difficult). All rapids should be 
scouted before running; the currents are 
violent, the drops are deep and frequent. 
Canoeists and floaters should definitely be 
accompanied by professional guides . 

Deliverance 
Rock 

Rapids 

Crack-in
the-Rock, 
class 4-5 

Woodall Shoals, 
class 5 

Long Creek Falls 

When running the Jawbone rapid, some of this 
crew moved off the rubber edge and into the 

raft as they prepared to "dig in. " 

Standing in the same river, a person with water up to his thighs 
will have 100 pounds of force pressing against him. 

When the river rises above its normal level because of heavy 
rains or spring run-off, the force produced by the increased 
volume increases at a tremendous rate . A river run easily one 
week can become too hazardous the next. On the Chattooga, 
extreme changes in water level can usually be expected during 
spring run-off. 

Scott explained the necessity for checking the water level as 
we passed by the U.S. I Geological Survey gauge located on the 
South Carolina side of the Chattooga, about 50 yards 
downstream from the U.S. 76 bridge. A reading of 1.1 to 1.9 is 
considered optimum for running Section IV. The reading today 
was T.2 feet-three inches higher and we could not have run 
Section IV safely . 

The Chattooga begins in North Carolina near Whiteside 
Mountain as nothing more than overflow from a couple of lakes. 
Ndurished by creeks , springs and run-off, the river matures as it 
tumbles between cliffs and hills to serve as the northwest border 
between Georgia and South Carolina. 

The East Fork, West Fork, Dick 's Creek , Whetstone Creek , 
FaU Creek and hundreds of other small streams add to the 
Chattooga's flow as it curls , swirls and hooks past sparkling 
waterfalls , majestic hemlocks and emerald fern glades. The 
infinite flow of water hisses over boulders, roars through rock 
chutes and thunders under ledges as it builds to its powerful 
force unleashed on Section IV. 

Surfing Rapid, Screaming Left Turn, Woodall Shoals, 
Seven-foot Falls, Raven Rock Rapid , Corkscrew, 
Crack-in-the-Rock, Jawbone and Sock'em Dog. Names have 
been given to the river 's toughest rapids in an attempt to identify 
fear. The Cherokee Indians named the river "Chattooga" 
meaning "pouring white rocks. " We were to find out why. 







A professional guide ( left)'in a kayak 
travels with each commercial outfit so he 
can scout the rapids before the amateurs 
attempt them. 

Woodall Shoals didn 't look ve1y threatening 
as the raft approached it, but it is the most 
dangerous spot on the Chattooga because 
a hydraulic rapid churns at its base. All 
floaters,should portage here and carry the 
raft around-as did the crew on the right . 

Rounding the first bend, we heard the noise of Surfing Rapid 
becoming louder with each stroke of our paddles. "Right 
forward, left draw, " came the commands from our guide. We 
responded . "Right forward, left forward ," another command and 
we glided through the class 3 rapid with ease. 

The steady commands from Scott synchronized our 
movements . The raft became a buoyant spirit, dipping and 
diving beside boulders and over standing waves. "All forward, 
right back," came another call, then "all forward. " We 
responded, making our raft dance through Screaming Left Turn 
and Rock Jumble. 

Once through Rock Jumble, we were soaking wet-one of the 
guarantees given to us by the guides. Any part ofus that had 
been dry was now bathed in the cold mountain water. We eddied 
out to the right bank, dumped the water from our raft and 
received instructions from Scott before Woodall Shoals. 

Probably the greatest hazard on the river, Woodall Shoals, a 
class 5 rapidJooks easy to the novice. Water flows over a ledge 
and then curls back in a stationary wave, forming a "keeper 
hydraulic" or a reversal. One of the most frequent killers on a 
whitewater river, a hydraulic is a vicious, boiling, tornado-like 
rapid that can trap boats, rafts, people or anything else that 
floats for extended periods of time. Once it catches a person , the 
only way to escape is by diving below the su1face to the 
downstream current and swimming to the end of the wave. 

Several persons have been trapped and drowned in Woodall 
Shoals. The U.S. Forest Service considers it so dangerous that 
commercial outfitters are not permitted to run through. 
Individuals should heed the warning and get out on the ledge 
above Woodall Shoals . We carried the raft and supplies around 
the hydraulic to run the series of standing waves in a twisting and 
turning ride for 60 yards before ending in a quiet pool below. 

-~ 
An obstacle or sudden dmp in the river can 
cause a hydraulic, which is also called a 
reversal or souse hole. The water spills 
down to the next level, then curls back, 
forming a stationary wave. Thus the 
su,face water is actually moving upstream 
and will trap indefinitely any object 
between the drop and the wave. The 
trapped swimmer must try to dive below 
the swface where the water is moving 
downstream. 
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Scouting any rapid that cannot be seen clearly from upstream 
is another established rule for running any river. Sharp boulders, 
bends and narrow chutes make a rapid more difficult than can be 
observed from upstream. At Seven-Foot Falls , we eddied out to 
the right. Scott cautioned us to keep our helmets and life jackets 
fastened. The entire river constricted into a narrow passageway 
followed by a drop of over seven feet, giving the class 4 rapid its 
name. 

After studying it, we planned our course to run on the left and 
dig in on the right when we hit bottom, thus avoiding the rock 
cliff on the left. We eased the raft into the eddy. "All forward , 
draw right , forward left ," came the command from the stem. In 
seconds, we were gazing upstream at the wall of rushing water 
we had just maneuvered. 

Another quarter mile through constant whitewater, running 
the series ofledges known as Stekoa Rapids , we made another 
ferry into an eddy beside Long Creek Falls. Seldom seen except 
by those who venture Section IV, Long Creek Falls is a mixture 
of clear misty water cascading 100 feet over cliffs and surrounded 
by fems, coves, azaleas and rhododendron. The view captured 
our attention, tempting us to remain there indefinitely, but our 
guide reminded us that there was more river to cover. 

After several small rapids, the river seemed blocked by a 
mammoth boulder known as Deliverance Rock. It was here that 
several scenes in the movie "Deliverance" were made. Running 
through Deliverance Rock Rapids with the continuous cadence 
of instructions from the stem, we couldn't slide our paddles into 
the foaming water without hearing the twang of a distant banjo. 

Three commercial outfitters are licensed by the U.S. Forest 
Service to operate on the Chattooga River. Wildwater Ltd., 
Southeastern Expeditions Inc. and Nantahala Outdoor Center 
provide a safe and exciting run on the river, including Section IV, 
for about $30 per person. All three provide the necessary 
equipment, guides and meals for the seven-hour trip . With 
minimal cost, persons new to the sport of whitewater can 
experience a safe trip down the Chattooga. 

At Raven Cliff, we stopped for lunch and were met by groups 
from Southeastern and Nantahala. The stained rock on the sheer 
cliff was interrupted occasionally by smaller pine trees,jutting 
precariously from the rock wall . Standing on the opposite bank, 
we strained our necks following the charcoal gray wall of Raven 
Cliff up 200 feet above the river where it met a clearing sky. 

The guides and trainees prepared the lunch of ham , bologna, 
cheese, lettuce, tomato and pickles served on a tablecloth spread 
across a large, flat rock . The lunch was both a necessity and a 
pleasure we couldn 't have experienced off the river. We ate well. 
We washed the meal down with soft drinks and had a chance to 
reflect on our ride so far, while anticipating what was to come. 
Quiet conversation among our crew and the guides allowed our 
food to replenish the energy taken from us by the river. On 
whitewater rafting trips, the outdoor air and expenditure of 
energy make appetites keen. 

Once satisfied and rested , we reloaded our equipment into the 
raft for the final journey-a series of five class 5 rapids dropping 
over 75 feet in one- third mile. For over a mile we paddled 
through a series of small rapids, surrounded by steep bluffs cut 
centuries ago by the river. Just above the first , we eddied out to 
scout the course through them. Safety ropes were set up at each 
of the five falls so someone fallen overboard would have a chance 
of getting to shore before being swept over the next. 

Seven-foot Falls (jar left) is a sheer drop with a 
rocky base. When the rafters hit bottom, they 
drew right immediately to avoid a rock cliff on 
the left. 

Even the best swimmers can't fight with 
whitewater currents. To prevent overboard 
floaters from being swept down the rapids, 
professional guides are stationed at strategic 
points along the river. Below, a Wildwater 
staffer was rescued by her crew after tumbling 
out on the Sevenjoot Falls. 
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The thrills, as well as the fear, in whitewater 
rafting were apparent when the crew braved 

Corkscrew (right), considered by many the 
toughest rapid on the river. Rafts must weave 
between the waves and holes when coursing 

through this second of the Five Falls. 

Above a certain water level, Sock 'Em Dog is 
too dangerous for amateurs. Below, Scott, a 

Wildwater guide, leaned back and took the raft 
down the eight-foot drop, while the rest of his 

crew walked around. 
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The growing popularity of whitewater as a 

sport has brought increasing numbers of 
amateur and experienced floaters to the Chat
tooga River. Since the Chattooga River was des
ignated a "Wild and Scenic River" in 1974, the 
U. S. Forest Service has developed a manage
ment plan to protect the river in a manner that 
detracts little from its use by rafters. 

But since the U. S. Forest Service began 
counting in 1971, 20 persons have met their 
death on the Chattooga, according to Bill Craig, 
district ranger with jurisdiction over the Chat
tooga River. Among the reasons for death were 
the victims' failure to wear a life jacket, lack of 
experience and use of substandard craft (inner 
tubes and air mattresses). 

An enforcement program was begun in 1975, 
using rangers to patrol the river to ensure that 
users are in compliance with safety regulations. 
Over 125 citations have been issued since 1975. 
Craig said the most common violations are fail
ure to wear life jacket, failure to register before 
entry and failure to have at least two watercraft 
below Earl's Ford. Any violator can face up to 
$500 in fines and six months in jail. 

There are eight rules for private use 
of the Chattooga: 

1. You must register at one of the stations lo
cated on Highway 28, Earl's Ford, U.S. 76 at 
Woodall Shoals. After registration, deposit 
the original in the registration box and keep 
your copy during the trip. 

2. Wear a "Coast Guard Approved" life jacket. 

3. If using decked craft or floating below 
Woodall Shoals, you must wear a helmet. 

4. There must be at least two persons per craft 
above Earl's Ford and at least four persons 
and two crafts below Earl's Ford. 

5. Inner tubes are prohibited below Earl's Ford. 

6. All rafts must have a minimum of two air 
chambers. 

7. All floating is prohibited above Highway 28. 

8. Air mattresses, motorized craft or other craft 
found unsuitable by the U.S. Forest Service 
are prohibited. 

We studied the obstacles, the direction of the current and our 
point of entry. Scott said we would enter on the left and work our 
way to the right , stopping in small eddies before attempting the 
next falls. Again he told us what to do ifwe fell overboard. 
"Keep your lifejacket fastened , your feet pointed downstream, 
and swim hard to the nearest rope." 

Anyone who falls overboard in swiftly moving water is in 
danger of being trapped by submerged rocks. Facing 
downstream with feet out in front, one is better able to ward off 
any rocks that may trap a body while the force of the current 
would keep the head submerged. Above everything else, we 
were told, never get between the raft and downstream. "If you 
do, " Scott said, "you can get fatally pinned between the raft and 
a rock ." 

Checking our gear , we heard the call for all forward, then 
right draw, left forward , as we moved into position for a correct 
entry. Drifting downward toward the brink, Scott 
double-checked to make sure we were lined up. Running 
diagonally to the far right, we paddled forward through the 
narrow opening and in seconds were in the quiet pool above 
Corkscrew. 

Digging into the flying spume, we learned why Corkscrew is 
so named. The violent mass of surging cross currents swamped 
our raft. Moving through this swirling muscle of water, we now 
paddled more out offear than as a response to the barely audible 
command from the stem. Soon we were in another eddy 
overlooking Crack-in-the-Rock. Pulling out, we dumped our raft 
for the final run through Five Falls . 

Crack-in-the-Rock is three cracks through which flows the 
entire river. They were not wide enough for our raft to maneuver 
safely at this level. We went ashore and watched the guides float 
the rafts through on their sides, each overturning as it went 
through the rock and foam . 

Entering through the middle of Jawbone rapid, our raft turned 
to the left and over a small eddy . Stroking through the 
thundering wave that attempted to engulfus , the adrenalin kept 
flowing. Dig in! Dig in! Move the raft! Keep your mind on the 
rapid. Forget those people watching you from the bank. Dig in! 
Finally some unknown force brought our raft down the long, 
beautiful flume and flushed us out at the bottom beside a large 
boulder. We managed to ferry our raft behind the boulder 
making it through the Jawbone, a class 5, and remaining in our 
raft, we shared a sense of team euphoria. 

At the current water level, we could not run through 
Sock-em-Dog. With the seven-foot drop into a hydraulic, the raft 
would fold in half, the crew would be flung together and caught 
at the bottom. 

Three years ago a private raft crew attempted Sock-em-Dog. 
When the raft hit the hole, one of the crew was thrown 
overboard. The hydraulic and the force of the current kept his 
body pinned beneath a ledge for two weeks. 

Shoulder Bone is the final rapid in Section IV. A gigantic 
rock, resembling a shoulder bone, looms in midstream. Paddling 
through the class 3 rapid seemed almost easy and anti-climactic 
compared to the two previous rapids. The Chattooga gave our 
raft one last thrust before pouring all her forces into the placid 
waters of Lake Tugaloo. 

Photography Credits: Page 21, 24, 25-Arr Carter; Page 22, 23-Ted Borg; 
Page 26, Top-Phillip Jones; Bottom-Dennis Gunter 
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From one pound school 
drum to record class st~s of 
more than 40 pounds, South 
Carolina's reef drum fishing 
offers a variety of angling 
thrills matched' by no other 
gamefish. Call him red drum, 
spot- tailed, channel bass or 
one of a dozen other names 
and the results are still bone
jarring runs and bulldog bat
tles on ultra light or Iieavy 
saltwater tackle. 

Although red drum may be 
taken year - round from our 
marshes, beaches or offshore 
waters, the author readily ad
mits that the solitude of a 
dawn surf in early spring or 
late fall remains his favorite 
method of fishing. 

Photograph by Ted Borg 

~ 

by Dean Poucher 
A popular saltwater gamefish found 

along the entire coast of South Carolina 
is the beautiful red and golden channel 
bass . It ranges in size from one pound to 
the 75-pound Palmetto State record 
taken at Murrells Inlet in 1965 by A. J. 
Taylor of Conway. 

This range in sizes offers a variety in 
angling challenges. Light tackle is pre
ferred in the salt marsh creeks and rivers 
while heavy gear is needed by anglers 
seeking the rod-bending, shoulder
wrenching battle of a huge red bass in 
the surf or around the many wrecks and 
reefs along the coast. 

Now known officially as "red drum" 
by the International Game Fish Associa
tion, the channel bass has many local 
names. On the coast, to the north of 
South Carolina, the fish is called "red 
drum," while along the Florida coast and 
on around the Gulf of Mexico, it is 
known as "redfish ." Along the northern 
half of our state the fish is called channel 
bass. From Charleston south to Beaufort 
County, the name changes to "spot
tailed bass" (for the ebony spot on both 
sides of its tail) and around Beaufort 
County, the fish takes on a series of col
loquial names designed to identify it by 
weight and age class. 

A "school bass" is in the one- to five
pound range . "School bass" and '.'puppy 
drum," in the five- to 10-pound class, are 
most frequently taken back in the salt 
marsh creeks and rivers . "Buck bass" 
weigh from 10 to 20 pounds and any
thing over 20 pounds is a "stag" bass. A 
"big stag bass" is generally a fish of more 
than 40 pounds. 

To understand a Beaufort fisherman's 
description of spot-tailed bass, it helps to 
know the weights he ' s discussing; 
otherwise, it can sound like a hunting 

trip: "I took two bucks and a big stag this 
morning. " 

Besides its range in size, the channel 
bass is popular because certain kinds can 
be fished year-round. Most of the larger 
fish move offshore during the very cold
est parts of the winter, but the school 
bass and puppy drum stay in the inshore 
salt marsh creeks and rivers all year. 

Channel bass and the highly popular 
spotted sea trout, known as "winter 
trout," form the basis of a staple fishery 
during the cold winter months when the 
ocean temperature gets down to the low 
S0s. South Carolina's winter affords 
plentiful sunshine for this enjoyable 
type of fishing , where light spinning 
tackle is the order of the day. 

The basic live bait rig is standard for 
fishing the salt marsh creeks and rivers . 
From Murrells Inlet southward this is a 
popular pastime year-round that also 
nets some excellent table fare for suc
cessful anglers. As yet there is no size 
limit or creel limit for channel bass in 
South Carolina. Our salt creeks and riv
ers mostly yield bass in the one- to 10-
pound class. 

A sliding, red-topped bobber of balsa 
allows the live bait angler to change his 
fishing depth quickly and permits con
stant applied action to the bait. Live 
shrimp or minnows, called pollywogs, 
are the favorite live baits. The rig is tied 
by slipping on a red plastic bead and 
then the tubular six-inch balsa bobber 
with the red top up for better visibility 
on the water. A 2-aught wire-style hook 
and two double-aught split shot leads 
crimped about six inches above the hook 
complete the rig . 

Some anglers prefer to use a trout lead 
of the appropriate size with a heavier 
shock leader from the swivel at the base 
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of the lead to the hook. A piece of rubber 
band tied in a knot above the red sliding 
bead determines the depth of the bait. 
The rig rides in the water where the plas
tic bead contacts the tied rubber band 
and the depth may be changed easily just 
by sliding the rubber band up or down. 

Submerged live oyster beds are the 
centers of feeding fish concentrations in 
the salt marsh. The trick is to find which 
ones have attracted the schools of fish at 
which stage of the tide. The constant 
pumping of the oysters attracts life from 
bacteria size on up the food chain until 
bait fish congregate in suHicient quan
tity to attract and hold a school of larger 
fish to that area. 

Fishing these "oyster rakes," as they 
are called in the Lowcountry, is a science 
known to many native anglers. Some
times it seems that each bend of the 
creek boasts a large, live oyster bed, but 
finding the eddy and fishing in the right 
spot at the right depth usually requires 
some instruction by a local guide. The 
chambers of commerce in most South 
Carolina coastal cities are usually able to 
recommend fishing guides and charter 
boat captains who are highly qualified in 
this type fishing. 

This beautiful country of gold and 
green salt marsh produces some exciting 
fishing for bass and trout on light tackle. 
During the warmer months from April 
through October, single-cell plant life 
obscures vision underwater, making 
only live bait really effective in creek 
fishing. Although live bait is used effec
tively.in winter too, the short period of 
clear, blue-green water is excellent for 
the use of artificial lures , either trolled or 
cast for both trout and channel bass. Fa
vorite lures include hard-bodied ones, 
such as the Mirrolure, and various 
rainbow-hued soft-bodied lures, such as 
Salty Dogs and Stingray grubs. 

Lures are worked slowly during the 
winter since the cold slows the ~action 
of the fish. Favorite colors are natural, 
black and silver, and combinations of 
red, green and yellow. 

Various stages of ebb tide seem to be 
favorite fishing times for the smaller bass 
back in the salt creeks and rivers. The 
fish usually congregate just off the eddy 
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and dart into the flow of the tide around 
the oyster rake to snap up shrimp or 
minnows. Occasionally a buck bass of 
over 10 pounds happens along to liven 
up the day on the light tackle. (When this 
happens, the angler usually ends up 
tying on a new live-bait rig while his old 
rig hangs down the creek on another bed 
of live shells where the bass left it.) 

Channel bass in the one- to IO-pound 
range are usually considered the best 
eating of all the sizes of these fish and are 
delicious fried, broiled or baked in any 
number of tested fish recipes. 

For the angler wishing to test his skill 
and tackle on the buck and stag bass size, 
April and October are the prime months. 
Deep rocky holes in the salt rivers and 
sounds, the artificial reefs and wrecks 
near shore and the surf are the best loca
tions. 

Although many large bass are taken 
throughout the warmer months around 
the wrecks and reefs and occasional Jun
kers are taken in the surf, the biggest fish 
are most abundant in early spring and 
late fall when the ocean temperature is 
undergoing fairly rapid change. 

It is difficult to pick out any special 
locations since the big bass range up and 
down the coast. Murrells Inlet, Bulls Is
land, the Georgetown jetties, Kiawah Is
land, Port Royal Sound, Broad River and 
Hilton Head Island are all noted for the 
numbers oflarge bass produced each fall 
and spring. The lesser known barrier is
lands off Beaufort and the many bays 
and inlets known only to experienced 
fishermen also provide excellent big 
bass fishing. 

The wrecks and artificial reefs near 
shore present the best potential for tak
ing the really big channel bass since they 
are known areas of baitfish concentra
tion . Since the size fish may range up 
over 90 pounds in a new world record 
category, this type of fishing may be 
called a form of small-boat, big-game 
fishing. Substantial tackle, a knowledge 
of the open ocean and inlets and the 
navigational ability to locate the wrecks 
and reefs is all that is required. 

The terminal rig here is usually a hook 
in the 7-aught size tied to six feet of 
100-pound test monofilament or steel 

Stag bass like this one are most 
often taken by surf or offshore 
fishermen. But, drum in the 
one-to ten-pound class are con
sidered the best eating. Fish
ing live oyster beds on the ebb 
tide can produce great action 
and stringers for anglers who 
prefer the marsh creeks. 
Photograph by Pete Laurie. 

leader held on the bottom by up to eight 
ounces of lead . Some anglers prefer a 
fish-finder rig with the Pescator nylon 
sleeve rig that allows a fish to pick up the 
bait and move off without dragging the 
lead . Since sharks are sometimes hooked 
at these, a steel leader is probably the 
most popular. The favorite bait is mullet, 
either cut or whole finger mullet, the 
fresher the better. Cut squid is also popu
lar since it resists picking by small fish or 
blue crabs better than mullet. 

The angler fishing for red drum in the 
wrecks and reefs or the deep rocky holes 
in the sounds and rivers may be in for a 
double treat because the big black drum 
are also moving in during the early 
spring and are frequently taken during 
the late fall. These fish weigh more than 
100 pounds and the knowledge that huge 
red and black drum may come along at 
any time has brought many anglers to 
the coastal areas year after year in hopes 
of tangling with either. 

The channel bass seems to be the 
greatest challenge in surf fishing in • 
South Carolina . Whether from the 
golden strand of a public park, a resort 
beach or off a sandy spit accessible only 
by boat, this is fishing at its suspenseful 
best in the coolness of April or the balm
iness of October. 

The first of the ebb tide is a favorite. 
Some anglers scout the beach at low tide 
and return on the last of the ebb or first of 
the flood tide to their marks up in the 
dunes that show an underwater slough 
or hole. A slough is a depression dug in 
the sand by ocean and wind currents 
that appears at low water as a shallow 
lake between the high and low tide 
marks. It will be a place of escape for bait 
fish as the tide rises and is a prime fish
ing spot on high water for big bass. 
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Favorite tackle is a nine-foot spinning 
rod. But rods up to 11 feet are common in 
casting the three or more ounces of 
pyramid lead sinker that it takes to hold 
the two-hook bottom rig in place against 
the ebb of the tide . A large spinning reel 
with over 200 yards of 20-pound test line 
is in order. Again, the favorite bait is 
fresh cut or whole finger mullet. Addi
tional action from snapper bluefish up to 
five pounds is also likely, but spot-tailed 
bass are more common in April as many 
of the other species have not yet moved 
into the surf. Most of the coast is now 
into' surf fishing and rental tackle is usu
ally available at most resort areas . Some 
resorts even offer additional help such as 
the surf clinics conducted on weekends 
for the past two seasons at The Island 
Club resort on Hilton Head Island . 

In surf fishing, a stag bass may strike 
like a departing freight train or run in
shore to produce a sudden slack in the 
line. In the latter case, all the angler can 
do is run back up the dunes and crank 
until the line tightens so that he can 
strike the fish hard. Once the fish is 
hooked, a hard fight ensues and the an
gler may have to run down the beach just 
to keep from losing all his line. But after 
the first couple of hard runs, the fish will 
settle down into a hard, bulldog battle 
which makes the angler's shoulder mus
cles very aware of the constant strain 
required to finally bring the golden-red 
quarry rolling in the edge of the surf. A 
short-handled gaff on a length of ex
panding cord off the belt comes in handy 
to beach the catch. 

There are few thrills in coastal fishing 
that will match this moment. It is rare to 
find any one type of fish in saltwater that 
offers such a variety of sport year-round. 
Seafood lovers seem to prefer the smaller 
fish for the table, but a Lowcountry fish 
stew of large channel bass chunked 
boneless into a pot with smoked bacon, 
potatoes, onions and seasonings makes 
it mighty hard to name the best size to 
eat or catch. 

If an election were held to select South 
Carolina's favorite saltwater game fish, 
the results might be close , but it 
wouldn't be an upset if the scrappy 
spot-tailed bass came in first. 
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August 27, 1893. 
October 15, 1954. 
September 29, 1959. 
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Early settlers in South Carolina had 
little knowledge of tropical meteorology. 
They learned by experience that 
monstrous storms frequented the coast 
in summer and that these storms were 
capable of tremendous destruction. The 
colonists noted that most of these 
storms occurred around September and 
called them "September gales." 

In recent years research has shown 
that sea surface temperature is an 
important factor in the development of 
tropical storms. The average annual 
peak of sea surface temperature and 
tropical storm activity occur 
simultaneously in the month of 
September. But September is not the 
only month in which tropical storms 
and hurricanes develop. 

In October 1954 the sea surface 
temperature in the Caribbean was 
about 80 degrees Fahrenheit when a 
tropical disturbance was recorded near 
Venezuela . Reconnaissance revealed 
that the storm system had a warm 
core-the first decisive sign of tropical 
cyclone formation. The storm 
intensified rapidly. By October 7 the 
maximum winds were over 115 miles 
per hour. Although the storm was more 
than a thousand miles from the United 
States, the National Hurricane Center 
warned: "This is a very dangerous 
hurricane." 

The following day a hurricane-hunter 
airplane was <;J.amaged by severe 
turbulence as it attempted to penetrate 
to the eye of the storm. One crew 
member suffered a dislocated shoulder. 
In an unprecedented move, all 
reconnaissance flights into Hurricane 
Hazel were suspended. Future flights 
would patrol the perimeter of this 
mammoth storm, but the chances of 
serious injury or loss of life were too 
high to risk flying to the core of the 
hurricane. 

Hazel continued to intensify, both in 
size and violence, while she moved 
forward at a snail's pace. Forecasters 
watched the storm intently, noting that 
hurricanes often come to a virtual halt in 
their forward motion when they are 
ready to change from one course to 
another. 

For almost a week the storm had 
moved slowly and erratically. The 
hurricane, when first discovered, was 
near South America and over 1,000 
miles from the United States on the 5th. 
On October 9, Hazel was bearing 
toward Jamaica and then stopped . On 
the 12th, she steamrolled through Haiti, 

In October 1954, Hurricane Hazel swept the South Carolina coast, destroying or 
damaging almost every beachfront home on the Grand Strand. Owners of 
beachfront property should learn from Hazel that sand dunes can be a valuable 
buffer against tropical winds and waves. Columbia State/Record Photo 

"- ~ - - - -~ •,,.~- -- ·- -~ 
• - ..,...-··~ .. : - ~ ~"""'!t; 

_/ 
'!'I" It • . .;. ·~ 

~ '-- .. .. ,,-.. ' _...... -· - -

still 600 miles from the mainland. Hazel 
skirted the eastern edge of the Bahamas 
and began following the Gulf Stream, 
gaining more energy from the sea. 

By October 13th, Hazel appeared 
poised and ready to strike the United 
States. But where? To evacuate all 
coastal locations in the states of Georgia, 
South Carolina and North Carolina 
would be a physical impossibility. And 
so the wait began . 

Like a major strategist in a game of 
life, the hurricane kept secret its next 
move. A storm of such magnitude had 
not struck our coast in several years . 
Although the South Carolina Disaster 
Preparedness Agency and Civil Defense 
attempted to maintain the vigil, public 
fear of the storm subsided. Not until 2 
a .m . on OctoberlS did Hazel show her 
hand. She was headed for the Carolina 
coast. 

The lead time for evacuation was 
perilously short, and because the alarm 
came in the early morning hours, 
dissemination of the hurricane warning 
was incomplete. 

Hazel's damaging tides and winds 
began about 8 a.m. at Pawley's Island. 
Francis B. Taylor filed this account of the 
storm: "From there (Pawley's Island) to 
the North Carolina line, only one
Murrell's Inlet - among the dozen 
resorts along the 30-mile sweep of Long 
Bay seemed to escape heavy property 

_ ....... --.:...........-

damage . At Murrell's Inlet, sheltered by 
tall pines and ancient live oaks, the crest 
of the rising tide flowed across the 
marshes and into homes and stores 
without the gigantic waves and 
confused swells which gnawed away 
sand dunes and foundations elsewhere. 
Scarcely a house on the front beach at 
Pawley's Island , Garden City, Surfside, 
Floral Beach, Myrtle Beach, Atlantic 
Beach, Windy Hill , Crescent Beach, 
Ocean Drive Beach, Cherry Grove, 
Tilghman's and East Cherry Grove 
Beaches escaped damage from huge 
waves." 

Rescue teams fought against the 
awesome power of nature. Workers in 
Ocean Drive were struggling to save 
two women and a man in danger of 
drowning in a creek when all were 
forced to dive underwater as a house 
floated by. Working at East Cherry 
Grove Beach, J. G. Mishoe of the 
Conway Rescue Squad remarked, 
"When I saw three houses float off their 
foundations and drift away, I decided it 
was time to leave ." 

Damage reports were disheartening. 
At Ocean Drive, 330 of 380 cottages 
were damaged. Of these , 200 were 
totally des troyed . The pavilion , fishing 
pier and four hotels were demolished. 
State officials collecting information for 
Governor James F. Byrnes observed that 
Cherry Grove was "a huge pile of 
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kindling wood" where 200 houses were 
destroyed and 200 others damaged. Of 
105 cottages on the waterfront at 
Crescent Beach, all but two were a total 
loss. 

The reports from all coastal areas 
north of Pawley's Island were similar. 
The damage reports were also similar in 
noting that "homes well back of the 
beach were only slightly damaged" or 
"severe damage pretty well confined to 
ocean-front buildings ." In many resort 
areas , developers have overlooked the 
importance of sand dunes as a buffer 
against strong winds and waves . Sand 
dunes especially help to reduce the force 
of storm surges which accompany 
hurricanes . A wise homeowner in 
coastal Carolina is proud of the sand 
dunes which help to safeguard property 
and, possibly, their lives. 

Governor Byrnes met with his staff 
and local officials in Myrtle Beach on the 
17th in order to coordinate emergency 
plans for coastal Carolina. The respect 
with which natio,1al officials regarded 
Byrnes was evident in Eisenhower 's 
reaction. The Associated Press reported 
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that "President Eisenhower cut through 
governmental red tape at an emergency 
White House session today and 
authorized immediate and unlimited 
federal aid to hurricane-stricken areas of 
North and South Carolina. Under 
normal procedures, the Civil Defense 
Agency would be called on to survey 
damage and make a report on which a 
specific allocation of funds would be 
based . But the President bypassed that 
time-taking procedure in making 
federal money available from his 
emergency disaster relief fund ." 

The energy which drives tropical 
storms and hurricanes comes from 
water. When a gram of water 
evaporates, approximately 600 calories 
are "locked up" in the water vapor, the 
end-product of the evaporation process. 
If this water vapor condenses, returning 
to liquid form, then the 600 calories of 
energy will be released into the 
atmosphere. Dr. Richard Anthes has 
noted that "hurricanes, tornadoes, and 
thunderstorms all depend on the latent 
heat of condensation for their source of 
energy. The th understorm plays a 
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Mean sea-surface temperature over the Caribbean compared with monthly 
frequency of Atlantic Ocean hurricanes. Palmen and Newton NASA Photo 
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crucial role in both the hurricane and 
the tornado . In hurricanes, the 
thunderstorms act as miniature power 
cells , providing the source of energy for 
the larger-scale hurricane vortex by 
condensing vast amounts of water 
vapor." 

Meteorologists have calculated the 
energy released in a typical hurricane in 
one day (by the condensation of water 
vapor) could supply the electrical needs 
of the United States for about six months. 

Other fac tors which are important for 
hurricane formation are sea surface 
temperature , the formation of a warm 
core structure and weak vertical wind 
shear. Weak vertical wind shear means 
that the winds at high altitudes, up to 
50,000 to 70,000 feet, must remain light 
and is in extreme contrast to the surface 
winds, which may reach velocities of 
225 miles per hour. 

The size of a fully mature hurricane 
may vary considerably, from a diameter 
as small as 60 miles to one as large as 950 
miles. The winds spiral in a 
counterclockwise rotation toward the 
center where surface pressure is usually 
below 28.65 inches of mercury. Wind 
speeds near the center or eye of the 
storm may reach 110 to 225 miles per 
hour. The eye is a region of light winds, 
10 miles per hour or less. 

In recent years, more than 70 nations 
have pooled resources and talent to 
conduct the Global Atmospheric 
Research Program Atlantic Tropical 
Experiment or GAfE. Using 
approximately 40 ships and 13 aircraft, a 
network of surface stations and data 
from radiosondes and satellites, this 
international research effort was 
designed "to explore the mechanism by 
which the solar heat stored in the 
tropical oceans drives the global 
circulation of the atmosphere." 
Important subprograms of GAfE were 
developed to investigate the physical 
processes important in hurricane 
formation, development and 
intensification. The data obtained 
during 1974 are still being studied , for, 
as scientists in many disciplines such as 
medicine, biology, physics and 
chemistry have learned, the secrets of 
nature are elusive. 

The normal weather pattern over the 
continental United States is produced 
by winds which move from west to 
east. In contrast, Atlantic tropical storms 
are formed by easterly waves, that is, 
wind currents that move from the east 
to the west. 
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During the warmer months, at least 
one easterly wave is present almost 
every day over the tropical Atlantic, yet 
only an average of nine disturbances 
per year attain tropical storm intensity. 
However, once a tropical storm 
develops, the chances are high that it 
will continue to intensify and become a 
hurricane. On the average, s ix of the 
nine tropical storms will increase to 
hu rricane strength . 

Hurricanes, despite their devastating 
effect on civilization, have a beneficial 
role in the scheme of nature . These 
storms transport heat from the 
equatorial region to the higher latitudes 
and, in so doing, play an important part 
in the maintenance of global climate. 

Sometimes, while heat energy is 
being carried northward by hurricanes, 
cold polar air w ill move south. This type 
of meridional transport was evident 
when Hurricane Gracie visited in 1959. 
As Gracie blasted into South Carolina 
on September 29, Denver and Colorado 
Springs were under seige of an early 
blizzard, with more than a foot of snow 
falling in that area . 

Hurricane Gracie was another storm 
which provided many problems for 
forecasters . She had formed near the 
southeast end of the Bahama Island 
chain on the 20th of September, then 
moved ominously off the Florida coast 
for seven days, moving sluggishly one 
way and another before she steamrolled 
into Beaufort, packing winds estimated 
at 138 miles per hour. An aerial survey 
conducted by the Red Cross revealed 
that 2,394 homes in Beaufort County 
1-}ad been damaged or destroyed. Many 
shrimp boats were lost at St. Helena. 

This September gale shed new ligh t 
on a dramatic event which had occurred 
when Hurricane Hazel devastated the 
north coast. Dissemination of the 
warning that Hazel was bearing south 
did not begin until 2 a.m . on October 
15, 1954. At Garden City, workers went 
door to door to alert residents and 
visitors of the impending danger. 
Somehow, one house was overlooked. 
The couple staying in the house·was 
unaware of the approaching storm until 
they heard a siren and a loudspeaker 
warning that they had just 20 minutes 
to leave before the hurricane hit land . 
Unable to start either their jeep or car, 
the couple began walking into gale 
winds and a driving rain, trying to get 
to safer ground. Water, at firs t only 
ankle-deep, quickly rose to their knees. 
After wading for about three-fourths of 

Above is a cut-away 
view of a storm. 
The illustration is 
exaggerated in 
height; a hurricane is 
actually less than 
50,000 feet high but 
may cover a diameter 
of several hundred 
miles. Below is the 
satellite version of 
Hurricane Anita, as 
photographed above 
Miami in September 
1977 by the National 
Environmental 
Satellite Service. 

NESS-Satellite 
Field Services Photo 
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Will we be ready when the next $fotole6me8? 
A hurricane watch is issued for a 

coastal area when there is a threat of 
hutricane within 24 to 36 hourt. 

A hurricane w;amiag is issued whea 
a hunicane is~ in 24 hours or 
less. 

When a watch is issued in your area, 
you should consider the foDowing 
suggestions: 
• Check frequently for t,Ulletins on 

television and radio. 
• Fuel your car. 
• If living in a mobile home, check the 

tie-downs and plan to leave. 
• Moor small craft or move it to safe 

shelter. 
• Stock up on canned gqod$. 
• Check supplies of spedal drugs and 

medicines. 
• Check batteries of flashlight& and 

radio. 
• Secure lawn furniture and other loose 

outdoor material. 
• Tape, shutter or board windOW$ to 

prevent shattering. 
• Wedge sliding glass doors to prevent 

lifting from their tracks. 
When a warning is issued far your 

a mile, they clung to a utility pole, 
beaten by the fierce wind and 
deepening water. Miraculously, a 
vehicle appeared and they were carried 
to safety. Ironically, the house from 
which they fled was the only one at the 
south end of Garden City which 
survived the wrath of Hazel. 

Five years later, when Gracie was 
heading toward the coast on September 
29, 1959, a tornado formed at the 
northern quadrant of the hurricane. It 
spun onshore at Garden City and 
completely demolished the house which 
Hazel had missed . 

The rain which accompanied 
Hurricane Gracie was the last straw for 
the dome of the Capitol in Columbia. 
The final major repairs had been 
conducted in 1918 and since that time 
the wood had been rotting beneath the 
corroding copper. When the rains of 
Gracie subsided, the dome was 
removed for extensive structural repairs. 

The rainfall also created some minor 
flooding problems. At Folly Beach the 
water level was four feet deep in the 
main streets. The Sampit River 
discovered a new bed for its 
overflowing banks along Georgetown's 
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Main Street. Coastal residents were 
extremely.fortunate that Gracie came at 
low tide. Severe flooding would have 
resulted if the storm surge had occurred 
at the time of high tide. 

A September gale of 1928 caused 
extensive flooding throughout the state. 
In that storm, many houses at Folly 
Beach were undermined by the water 
and 15 feet of the beach were washed 
away. In Kingstree the water was waist 
deep and citizens were forced to 
abandon automobiles and use boats for 
transportation. 

At many points, water covered the 
coastal highway between Walterboro 
and Savannah. Beaufort was isolated for 
several days. This was the same 
hurricane which had dealt such a 
crippling blow to Florida. Five persons 
were killed in South Carolina and the 
loss of agricultural crops, both in the 
fields and warehouses, was severe. 

One of the deadliest hurricanes in 
American history struck South Carolina 
in late August 1893. The storm passed 
through the state on the 27th and 28th, 
severely disrupting communications 
systems. It was not until September 2 
that the magnitude of the damage was 

realized. As many as 1,000 persons had 
been killed in the Beaufort area alone, 
and an estimated 2,000 had died in 
South Carolina. 

The heavy death toll had resulted 
from a major storm surge and tidal 
wave. Those who had not drowned had 
lost virtually everything as houses, 
bridges and field crops had been 
washed away. For some even the clothes 

' on their backs had been pulled away by 
the rushing water of the tidal wave. 

The governor and the state legislature 
appealed to the American Red Cross for 
aid . Clara Barton responded to the-pleas 
and, for the first time, the Red Cross 
agreed to administer aid to victims of a 
hurricane . A field camp was established 
in Beaufort where Barton directed the 
relief operations for nine months. The 
work of the American Red Cross 
prevented the spread of disease and 
famine among the survivors of the "Sea 
Islands Hurricane" and enabled the 
people around Beaufort to recover 
quickly from their losses. 

That many people were ill-prepared 
for the hurricane of 1893 is 
understandable. Communications 
systems were limited. The few advance 
warnings came from ships' captains or a 
remote station in the Caribbean. So 
when a storm stalled at sea before 
striking land, as did both Hazel in 1954 
and Gracie in 1959, little warning was 
available. 

The National Hurricane Center 
estimates that 80 percent of the 37 
million people Jiving along the Atlantic 
and Gulf coasts have never experienced 
a major hurricane. Dr. Neil Frank, head 
of the hurricane center, believes: "We 
are faced with the awesome possibility 
of making a perfect hurricane forecast, 
yet experiencing a tragedy exceeding 
that of the historic Galveston (Texas) 
hurricane in 1900 when 6,000 people 
died." 

There is great concern that the lull in 
tropical storm activity in recent years 
has given people a false sense of 
security; that this has led to an "it can't 
happen here" attitude. It has been 20 
years since a major hurricane disrupted 

' life in the Palmetto State. On the 
average, one might be expected every 
eight years. 

The odds are increasing. It is 
inevitable that a hurricane will strike 
South Carolina in the near future . As 
Dr. Frank warns, it may be this year. 
And there is no excuse for inadequate 
preparation today. 
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by Pete Laurie 
Edward von Seibold Dingle was never widely recognized for his paint
ings or his contributions to ornithology. He preferred to paint and study 
in the seclusion of his Middleburg Plantation home on the west branch of 
the Cooper River rather than engage in the media antics employed by 
many of today's artists. His accuracy and deft use of the wet wash have 
kept the rice plantation era alive through watercolors of the birds that 
survived it and still flourish along the Lowcountry's tidewater rivers. 

The lanky gray demoiselle crane broke into a run and, once ai rborne , topped the six-foot 
fence, passing over my head to land 100 yards beyond on the front lawn of Dixie 
Plantation. John Henry Dick, long and lanky like the crane, came puffing up behind me. 

The Swainson's warbler was part of Dingle's "Warblers of North America" series. 
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" I' ve clipped all his primaries on one side , but his wings are 
so broad he can still fly ;' muttered the Charleston bird painter, 
watching the demoiselle stalk away . 

I was contributing little to the attempted capture, which had 
interrupted our discussion of another local bird painter, the late 
Edward von Seibold Dingle. Born in 1897, Dingle spent 50 years 
painting South Carolina birds.With his quiet,unassuming manner, 
he never received widespread acclaim, but his knowledge of 
ornithology and his penchant for painting birds inspired the local 
press to refer to him as the ''Audubon of South Carolina. '' 

When the crane was finally returned to the enclosure, Dick 
resumed feeding his extensive collection of exotic and native 
fowl and his running commentary on Dingle. 

" The Audubon of South Carolina," he repeated with scorn in 
his deep voice. " That's just media foolishness. Audubon was 
Audubon and Dingle was Dingle. There is no reason to link the 
two together." 

He threw another handful of cracked com to an appreciative 
flock of bizarre waterfowl. 

"In my opinion ," said Dick , "Dingle was not a great wildlife 
painter, and in fact, I can think of only a handful of great wildlife 
artists who existed during this century. Dingle 's watercolors had 
a wonderful Lowcountry charm and great originality, however; 
no other painter' s work has ever looked like a Dingle. " 

Hooded mergansers and ruddy ducks bobbed and dipped as 
Dick continued. " Dingle was also a master of the wet wash, a 
watercolor technique that creates a soft , pleasing background; 
many better known artists would love to duplicate Dingle' s wet 
washes. ' ' 

Chores completed , Dick slipped a hefty walking stick under his 
arm. We took a tum around the pond below the house and the 
pens. While he kept an eye open for native waterfowl and other 
wildlife , Dick compared Dingle' s quiet, unassuming manner to 
the public relations antics of many of today 's nature af\ists and 
declared much of today's art overpriced. He recalled how Dingle 
would arrange for a Charleston gallery to display his works and 
then sit quietly by on a camp chair, saying nothing until someone 
expressed an interest in one of his paintings. Dick said he doubted 
that Dingle ever received more than $100 for a painting. 

" Dingle seemed to make few demands on life," Dick said. 
" After his wife died, he had a housekeeper who came in once a 
week to cook a big pot of rice which Dingle simply reheated every 
day for the remainder of the week. " 

As we turned toward the house , Dick glanced back at the pond 
through an open patch ofLowcountry oak and pine . The reflect
ing water had faded softly to yellow-brown in the winter after
noon. "Now see," he said , " that's just the kind of scene that 
Dingle could capture better than almost anyone." 

Dingle began painting birds in 1923 when he moved to Mount 
Pleasant from his boyhood home in Summerton. Here he became 
acquainted with South Carolina's greatest ornithologist , Arthur 
T. Wayne, (see South Carolina Wildlife, March-April 1979). Dingle 
asked Wayne for criticism of his work and Wayne allowed Dingle 
somewhat unprecedented access to his extensive collection of 
bird skins . A man not easily impressed , Wayne once remarked, 
"Excluding myself, Dingle knows more about South Carolina 
birds than anyone else. " 

To aid in his painting, Dingle accumulated his own collection of 
bird skins which he left to the Charleston Museum. One of the last 
private collections in the state , it contained more than 1,000 skins 
and some 246 eggs, a significant addition to the museum's out
standing bird collection. Not only did Dingle amass a good repre-
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Red-winged blackbirds 
(far left, above) and 
yellowthroats (far left, 
below) were shown 
before typical Dingle 
wet-wash backgrounds 
of rice fields and flood 
gates. Above, 
bobolinks, also called 
"ricebirds," perch 
before an old rice mill of 
Dingle's day. The black 
birds and bobolinks are 
part of"The Birds of 
the Magnolia Rice 
Fields" series and the 
yellow throat comes 
from "Warblers of 
North America." 
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Dingle did not finish 
"The Birds of the 

Magnolia Rice Fields" 
before he died, but, as 
part of that series, he 
did complete work on 

the great blue heron 
(near right), the purple 

gallinule (far right, 
above) and the least 

bittern (far right, 
below) . 
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sentative collection of Lowcountry birds, he also traded for and 
bought skins of birds from the western United States and from 
Central and South America, including more than 70 hum
mingbirds representing several dozen species. Information on all 
skins was recorded in bound notebooks in Dingle's careful, dis
tinctive script. Many entries include color notes that could be 
used in painting. 

Eventually Dingle became known as an ornithologist as well as 
a painter. He published numerous notes in scientific journals and 
he and Alexander Sprunt Jr. described a new subspecies of marsh 
wren which they named in honor of Wayne. 

In 1927 Dingle married Marie Ball, owner of Middleburg Plan
tation on the west branch of the Cooper River in Berkeley 
County. For the remainder of his life, almost 50 years , Dingle 
lived and painted at this river plantation, site of the oldest frame 
house in South Carolina; few places could have been better suited 
to Dingle's temperament and life style. Removed from the cares 
and distractions of the world, Dingle quietly painted his ·beloved 
birds, wanting nothing more than solitude. 

Dingle's favorite subjects were those birds common to the 
deserted rice fields-herons, egrets and the warblers that inhabit 
the hardwood swamp forests that gradually reestablished them
selves as the rice culture was abandoned. In many cases, Dingle 
based his wonderful wet-wash backgrounds on rice field scenes. 

This rice culture is clearly evident in the most extensive collec
tion of his work, some 50 to 60 watercolors on display at Magnolia 
Gardens near Charleston. The collection includes most of 
Dingle 's monumental "Warblers of North America" series and an 
unfinished series of "The Birds of the Magnolia Rice Fields. " 
Both series were commissioned for Magnolia Gardens by owner 
Drayton Hastie. 

The warbler series , which includes all 63 breeding species in 
North America, is unique in that each species is portrayed in all 
plumages-fall and immature plumage birds as well as breeding 
adults. Moreover, each plumage is based on an actual skin. On 
the back of each painting, Dingle recorded the museum where 
each skin is housed and the collection number so that the accu
racy of his work could be verified. Few painters beyond Dingle 
would have attempted such a series or devoted the three years 
necessary for its completion. 

Of the warbler series, first displayed in 1963 at the Gibbes Art 
Gallery in Charleston, Dingle wrote, "This work was undertaken 
because it has long been known that not near enough study has 
been given to juvenile birds . Much artistic work has been done on 
adult birds and those in fine plumage, but i:he unattractive, moth
eaten appearing young have usually been ignored, when, after all , 
critical study of the young is all important. Charles Darwin has 
stressed that study of the young rather than of the adult throws 
light on the origin , descent, relationship, etc. of the species." 

Many of the local warblers in this series are placed on 
backgrounds typical of abandoned rice field scenes at Middleburg 
and other plantations. The yellow throats , for example, are de
picted on a ditch bank with a broken irrigation trunk in the 
background. 

The Magnolia Rice Fields series was left unfinished at Dingle 's 
death . Birds in this series include herons, egrets, bitterns and 
gallinules . One of the most interesting is of fall plumage 
bobolinks, the locally dreaded ricebirds that once plagued rice 
planters each spring and especially each fall. The painting depicts 
four of the drab birds feeding on a sheave of ripened rice . In the 
background a flock of ducks banks past a faded rice mill. The 
simple painting clearly captures the destructive nature of these 
voracious birds that descended to the rice fields by the millions 
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Dingle ( above) lived 
from 1897 to 1975 and 
spent the last 50 years 
painting the birds of 
South Carolina in his 
home at Middleburg 
Plantation , shown 
(far right) from the 
back where it faces the 
Cooper River. The ruins 
of a rice mill (near 
right) remain us 
indicators of a culture 
lost to memory but for 
its preservation through 
the work of local artists 
like Dingle. 

42 

just before harvest-to the great consternation of the planters. 
Dingle 's attention to plumage detail is evident. · ' It takes years 

of field research to become a bird painter," he once wrote. "You 
must have accurate scientific knowledge of how feathers of a par
ticular bird grow and how their bones and muscles are placed ." 

Unlike many modem wildlife artists , Dingle seemed more 
interested in accuracy and technique than in producing paintings 
that would sell. Of Dingle 's thousands of paintings , only four 
were reproduced as lithographs to make inexpensive copies 
available and generate revenue . 

Dingle, master of the background , preferred that position in life 
as well. Like the faded remains of the rice culture that surrounded 
his plantation home , he always seemed an anachronism , a man 
who coped with insomnia by translating Caesar's "Gallic Wars" 
in the small hours of the morning. 

Although others might agree with John Henry Dick that Dingle 
was not one of the great nature painters of all time, he can always 
be appreciated as a unique South Carolinian who kept the rice 
plantations of another era alive by portraying the birds that 
survived and still flourish along the tidewater rivers. His Low
country originality need not be compromised by meaningless 
comparisons and trite phrases such as " The Audubon of South 
Carolina. " He was not Audubon and had no wish to be Audubon . 
He was quite content to be simply Dingle . 

TOOID~ Middleburg ,emains in the same family , 
direct descendents~f the builder-Benjamin Simons. Simons 
was one of several French Huguenots to settle in the Pompion 
Hill area. The Middleburg house, completed in 1696, was reno
vated and an addition built in the 1800s but otherwise it has 
remained untnuched for almost 300 years. The arrangement of 
all rooms in a single line , a design thought to catch the breeze 
best from any direction , probably served as the prototype 
for the Charleston single house. This style, so popular in the 
Lowcountry, is found nowhere else north of the West Indies. 

The house sits back from the river at the end of an avenue of 
oaks that leads in from the highway. Behind the house the 
remnants of a formal garden , now reduced to random daffodill 
sprouts and a lane of giant camellia bushes, drops down to a small 
pond ofragged cattails . One can imagine Dingle gazing out on this 
scene from his first floor workroom on the south end of the house. 
Or perhaps taking a turn down to the old rice fields along the river 
to make mental notes on the attitude of the tall blue herons, the 
hue of the aquatic weeds or the angle of take-off of a lone widgeon 
drake from the bank. Dingle painted birds from life , saying, "I 
never use a camera as it gives only a stiff, stilted version of a bird ." 

At the river's edge , amid crumpled brick ruins, lie the two long 
cylindrical boilers of Middleburg's abandoned steam-driven rice 
mill. The rusted iron gears that turned the grinding stones sprawl 
in the underbrush. Jonathon Lucas Jr. built the mill in 1881. Lucas 
was the son of the man who revolutionized the South Carolina 
rice culture with his milling equipment. 

Middleburg's heyday came 1n about 1850, the peak of 
the Carolina rice culture, but the once highly profitable rice 
industry had been completely abandoned by the time 
Dingle moved in . Ju s t after the turn of the century, a 
lack of dependable labor, competition from other states and 
several devastating hurricanes sounded the death knell of once
famous Carolina Golden Rice. Like so many Lowcountry 
plantations , Middleburg contains numerous remainders of the 
glory days of rice and Dingle' s painting reflects this association. 
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Mrs. Rebeccah Green 
grinding her corn, 1909. 

<<[7att1ot 
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by_ Scott Derks 
photography by Larry Cameron 

· Gullah has been a way of life for more than 250 
years-a way of thinking, a way of dealing with the 

outside world. Its lyrical~eech patterns and 
land-oriented customs have a fected eve:Y inhabitant 
of our Lowcountry. As new ridges and ;obs opened 
up new worlds for coastal blacks, prosperity has left 
the brooding, mystical superstitions and customs of 

the Gullah world largely untended-ke'P_t alive only in 
history texts and on the notepads of those who 

study languages. 

Isola ted fo r years by salt marshes and sounds, 
the Sea Islands people have always shown the 
proud independence so cherished by 
Americans . The essence of their spirit and 
rugged lifes tyle was captured on glass 
photographic plates by Richmond Leigh 
Min or in his visits to the Penn School on St. 
Helena Island during the early part of this 
cen tury. 

an elderly black woman, standing on 
the soggy edge of the seemingly endless 
salt marsh, looked incredulous, almost 
angry. She had been asked if she spoke 
Gullah. Some of her friends had said 
she knew a mountain of tales. That she 
understood the old ways . Her only 
answer was, "Dat not be my echo." 
(That's not my style.) 

Gullah, that peculiar dialect of South 
Carolina's tidewater blacks, is more 
than a rumbling, lyrical speech pattern 
filled with rising and falling inflection. 
For more than 250 years it has been a 
way of life, a way of thinking, a way of 
dealing with the outside world. When a 
Lowcountry fisherman inquires, "Wey 
yo' is bun? Tell me say?" (Where have 
you been?), he embraces three worlds: 
Africa, home of his ancestors; England, 
the culture of the plantation owners; 
and America, home of the unique 
creole . America is also where land 
developments, integration and 
economic prosperity are banishing an 
unrecoverable part of South Carolina 
history to textbooks or scratchy 
notepads of those who study languages . 

This hybrid culture-which once 
existed from Georgetown to the 
southern tip of Georgia-is the creation 
of the vast rice plantations of the Sea 
Islands, a meshing of African and 
English lifestyles in stark isolation . Born 
in the indignities of slavery, the 
brooding, mystical superstitions and 
customs of the Gullah world clearly 
marked their keepers, the coastal 
blacks . Their way of life survived the 
Civil War, Reconstruction and the boll 
weevil, but prosperity is erasing the old 
birthmarks. New bridges, better jobs 
and television have opened up new 
worlds. As mechanics, teachers and 
lawyers, they no longer must settle for 
tilling a five-acre farm or standing in the 
morning surf with a 20-foot cast net . 

The past is being shed for the future . 
Nearly all scholars agree: pure Gullah 
speech, the type recorded before the 
bridges linked the mainlands to the 
islands from 1915 to 1941, is not to be 
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Community leader Septima Clark of 
Charleston explains that many of the 
expressions and ways of the old culture 
have been deliberately left behind due 
to years of ridicule by those outside the 
island culture, 
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Captain 
" Big Dick" Middleton 

at his boat. 

found-except among the elderly. 
Dr. Marianna Davis, professor at 

Benedict College, says, "When they 
come to grips with themselves and 
understand what they have, there is no 
reason to throw away the old language. 
I don't think Louisiana would stand by 
and allow big business to destroy the 
lifestyle of the Cajuns, but that's 
happening here." 

Yet, few people are fighting the 
change~, the giving up of the old ways: 
the voodoo, the ring dances, the 
shouting songs, the rapid speech or 
even the African pet names that clung to 
the landscape for 250 years. The blacks 
of the Sea Islands, known for their 
language and unique ways, have gotten 
up and joined the American Dream. 

In tiny hamlets throughout the 
islands, remnants of the old culture 
certainly exist. Residents will insist they 
don't speak Gullah, that they no longer 
fear ancient spirits and that the old 
burial custom of placing a favorite dish 
or possession on the grave no longer 
survives. But in the homes or in the 
churches of some islands, the 
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distinctive 
. Gullah 
intonements 

can be heard. 
In remote ceme

teries, freshly dug 
graves are blessed 

by broken crockery 
or alarm clocks to wake the 

dead on Judgment Day. 
The elderly, especially, live a dual 

existence in many ways, consulting first 
the medical doctor, then the root doctor, 
for added insurance. Community 
leaders like Septima Clark of Charleston 
will explain that many doors are closed 
to strangers and outsiders. And that, 
after years of ridicule, "Gullah has been 
taught out of us." 

Many residents still fear the evil 
spirits and use iron stakes to drive them 
away. They may trim their windows in 
blue to lure good luck and shout, "Far 
from you!" when someone sneezes in 
hopes of fending off a bad spell. But 
most people claim the old ways are 
gone-with good riddance. Mrs. Clark 
says they have grown tired of being 
studied and viewed as different. 

Even the origin of the word Gullah is 
a topic of debate. One body of 
historians insists that "Gullah" is a 
shortened form of" Angola," the name 
of the African West Coast district where 
many slaves were captured and and 
sold. An entry in the Charleston City 
Council minutes in 1822 mentioned 
"Gullah Jack" and his company of 

"Gullah or Angola Negroes," indicating 
at least an early belief in this corruption. 

Yet many researchers now speculate 
that the word comes from the name of 
the Liberian group of tribes known as 
the Golas, who lived between Sierra 
Leone and the Ivory Coast. John 
Bennett said in the 1908 South Atlantic 
Quarterly that "The dialect of the West 
Coast, from which came these Gullah 
Negroes, was early commented upon as 
peculiarly harsh, quacking, flat in 
intonation, quick, clipped and peculiar 
even in Africa. Bosman, the Dutch 
sailor, described its peculiar tonality and 
called its speakers the 'quaquas,' 
because they gobbled like geese." 

Whatever the origin, Gullah now 
denotes backwardness and ignorance to 
many outside its islands . It is a label 
most islanders would not accept or 
appreciate. 

The debate over the extent of African 
influences within the language 
produces the most rabid arguments . 
Seventy years ago, a group of 
distinguished South Carolina scholars 
concluded that Gullah was principally a 
corruption of 16th- and 17th-century 
English, devoid of African words, 
patterns or tone. A. E. Gonzales, who 
was responsible for collecting a large 
number of Gullah folk tales, said in the 
1920s, "Slovenly and careless of speech, 
these Gullah seized upon the peasant 
English used by some of the early 
settlers . .. and, enriched with certain 
expressive African words, it is issued 
... as so workable a form of speech that 
it was gradually adopted by the other 
slaves and became the accepted Negro 
speech of the lower districts of South 
Carolina and Georgia." 

Many language experts now consider 
this comment nonsense, contending 
that the two languages became one as 
the slaves picked up English words, 
while retaining African patterns and 
rhythms. "Duh roostuh crow" 
indicating one rooster or one hundred 
or the misuse of the pronoun in "Him 
sent dis to we" is not bad English, 
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Scrape Nelson of Edisto Island re
tains his ties to the land and sea 
through the creation of cast nets 
for others. Nelson believes that we 
must care for the earth, its crea
tures and each other if we are to 
survive. 
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Abraham Jenkins, Project Admin
istrator for th e Sea Islands Com
prehensive Health Center, in
spects construction of a nursing 
home on John s Island near 
Charleston. Jenkins' group typifies 
th e islanders' independer, ce in 

their concern that the Sea Islands 
co mmunity satisfy its own health 
care needs. 
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necessarily, but a holdover from African 
languages, they say. Counting is still 
done in fives, not in tens, according to 
researcher Mary Twining, making 
standard arithmetic more difficult: "It's 
a way of seeing things, this syntax; it's 
deeper than words." 

Plantation life, particularly on 
remote, self-sufficient islands, afforded 
the type of isolation capable of breeding 
a gumbo-like Gullah. The slaves rarely 
left the boundaries of the cotton and rice 
fields. Contact with whites was slight. 
By 1840, for example, the Georgetown 
district census showed 2,200 whites and 
18,000 slaves. During this time of 
cultural mix and match, words like 
"cooter" for"turtle," likely a derivative 
of the Timbuktu word "kuta," could 
have easily seeped into the American 
framework. The Congo word "tota," 
meaning "to pick up," gained new 
currency as the slaves spent the day 
"totin" the valuable island cotton. And 
the word "goober" was introduced to 
describe the humble peanut. Words 
beginning with "th" began instead with 
"d," as in "dat" because many African 
languages do not use the "th" sound. 
Even today, teachers find some Sea 
Islands blacks do not hear that sound, 
even when spoken repeatedly. 

On the more secluded islands like 
Waccamaw Neck, the elderly say they 
recall their grandparents praying to the 
sun, chanting to the evening sky, 
"meen, mina, mo," which they claim 
was turned into a counting sound by 
the plantation children, even though 
some experts dispute this claim. 

Only a few songs and tales have been 
written in the Gullah style. It's mostly a 
spoken language, whose rumbling 
sounds and skipping vocal gyrations 
can differ from island to island; indeed, 
once variations could be heard from 
plantation to plantation. "You really 
have to lend an ear to understand my 
cousins," one woman said, adding she 
is disappointed that the people do not 
value their language, but obviously 

. proud at the same time that her speech 

George Middleton of 
Corner Plantation, son of 

Captain Middleton , 
brings in a load 

of marsh grass to feed the stock. 

was 
not "conta
minated" 
by the di
alect. How 
long before 
"You, yeddy 
me, enty?" 
("You hear 
me, don't you?") 
completely dis
appears from the 
landscape is unknown. 
Languages throughout 
the world evolve and some 
people say any major attempt to 
maintain Gullah could easily be to the 
detriment of the speaker. 

John W. Gadson Sr. directed a 
dual-language program for Gullah 
speakers at the Penn Center near 
Frogmore in 1977. It was a way of 
keeping the history without holding the 
people back, he said. 

"We taught them assuming that what 
they were speaking was not English at 
all," Gadson said. "We used the same 
principals they use to teach a foreign 
language." 

The program for 48 people, age 18 to 
40, was funded by the U.S. Department 
of Labor but lasted only one year. 

"We were actually teaching English 
because economics require it. To get a 
job, you have to speak standard 
English," Gadson said. "But we believe 
English is being taught (in the schools) 
in a manner that hurts black people. 
We're saying, 'stop and recognize 
Gullah for what it is, a language with an 
oral tradition.' " 

On some islands, efforts are being 
made to educate landowners to prevent 

major developers from buying up 
massive tracks-as was done on Hilton 
Head Island-and radically altering the 
community, its traditions and special 
role . Great is the lure of cash for the 
family land, often acquired shortly after 
federal troops emancipated the slaves. 
Additional programs have been 
established to tell landowners how to 
obtain easements so cherished fishing 
spots are not sacrificed. 

"We advise them," one man said, 
"that God won't make any more land. If 
you've got it, you had better keep it; if 
you don' t, you had better get it." 

In that rapidly expanding resort 
region, however, many people feel 
economics could easily eradicate the 
long-standing communities. If these 
homes are consumed by developers, the 
Gullah language and customs may be 
lost as part of South Carolinian heritage . 

Glass plates - Penn School Papers, Southern 
Historical Collection, University of North Carolina at 
Chapel Hill . Used by permission of Penn Community 
Services, Frogmore, South Carolina. Iden tifications 
from " Face of an Island," copyright by Edith M. 
Dabbs, 1970. 
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By Bob Campbell 

For almost 30 years Santee-Cooper's striped bass fishery has accommodated 
every wish of local anglers, tourists and stocking programs of other states. 
Tremendous fishing pressure and age are beginning to take their toll and 

trophy stripers, once an everyday occurrence, have largely vanished from the 
fishermen's creels. Although fishing for stripers, largemouth bass and other 

species is still spectacular, it's time we began to look out for Santee. 

Can Santee\ 
Trooh Strioer 

ishi 
Be RevivCfl? 

Heavy, long-term fishing pressure on 
the Santee-Cooper striper has taken a toll 
that is evident in reduced catches of the 
larger class fish . Returning more of these 
trophy stripers to the fisherman's 
stringer is the concern of everyone in
volved in managing or promoting the 
lakes. Experts say there is a solution. 

While stripers have suffered from in
tense fishing activity, other fisheries 
such as largemouth bass and crappie, 
have helped lessen this pressure. Re
cent catches of huge blue and flathead 
catfish promise another fishery to share 
the load, but striped bass will always 
be the premier attraction of the Santee
Cooper lakes, Marion and Moultrie. 

Wildlife department studies docu
ment the decline in large fish . It is 
"confirmed to some extent," states a de
partment document, "by comparison of 
creel data taken in the early 1960s and in 

1972-73. The average size of the striped 
bass taken decreased from approx
imately 7.5 pounds in the early 1960s to 
approximately 3.6 pounds in 1972." 

Miller White, the department fishery 
biologist responsible for the Santee
Cooper fisheries , said "Roughly eight 
times more fish are being caught now 
than 20 years ago." 

An estimated 3 percent of the lakes' 
striped bass population was caught by 
anglers in 1954. In 1973 that estimate had 
increased to 25 percent. 

While no estimate exists for more re
cent years, White feels that the catch has 
not declined . And the trend is an increase 
in the number of stripers caught while 
the average size caught declines. 

Most anglers, guides and landing 
operators will agree that the striped bass 
fishery of the Santee-Cooper lakes is not 
what it once was. But within the past 

year a debate has developed about how 
to correct this problem. Some say the 
best approach is to leave it as is. 

Caught in the middle, the state 
wildlife department gets conflicting sig
nals from the folks who fish and those 
who have a vested interest in the fishery. 
Department officials had received con
siderable pressure from local interests to 
initiate a move such as a size limit. In an 
effort to fulfill the wishes of the public, 
legislators took the initiative and intro
duced a size-limit bill during the last 
session. (As of this writing, the bill is still 
pending) . 

A principal representative of these 
interests is the Santee-Cooper Counties 
Promotional Commission, a quasi-gov
ernmental body primarily responsible 
for promotion of the lakes as a recre
ational resource. Although representa
tives of the commission were initially in 
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favor of the size-limit legislation, it has 
since changed its collective mind. 

A main concern of the promotional 
commission, according to its director 
Charles Lehman, is "post-catch mortal
ity." With a size limit, many fish would 
have to be returned to the water. Lehman 
feels that too many of those returned 
would then die and thus be wasted. 

White, the fisheries biologist, agrees 
"Some of the undersized fish that would 
be released would surely die and be 
wasted , and that is a distasteful 
thought," he said. 

But he doesn' t believe the numbers 
would be great enough to prohibit a size 
limit. With some modifications in fish
ing techniques, he said, mortality could 
be reduced. 

Most of the fish Lehman would be 
concerned about are schooling fish that 
make up the bulk of the small stripers 
caught in the lakes. He observes rightly 
that when the schools are fished with 
live shiners, an increasingly popular 
technique, the fish frequently swallow 
the bait and will not survive if released. 

Fishing schools is very popular even 
though those caught are generally 
smaller than fish caught at other times 
using other techniques. Most of the 
schooling activity occurs from late sum
mer through early winter, a time when 
fishing for other species slows down. 

Fish of a particular school are usually 
the same size, White points out. Know
ing this, the fishermen who catch a 
striper under keeper size could move 
until a school of larger fish is located. 

"I believe the average fisherman is not 
going to keep catching, releasing, catch
ing. He's going to find another school," 
said White. 

The biologist admits that it will take 
some public education for this idea to 
become common practice. Opponents 
believe the practice would never become 
common·: They said it would be human 
nature to fish the school all day, catching 
and releasing fish too small to keep while 
hoping for a few of keeper size. 

Fishing the schools with shiners, 
small silvery fishes , is a relatively new 
technique introduced to the Santee
Cooper lakes by out-of-state fishermen. 
Even the bait must be imported from out 
of state. Before the advent of the shiner, 
most fishermen used artificial lures to 
catch schooling stripers. 

Although shiners are effective bait, 
the fish nearly always swallow them and 
removing the hook is a bloody business. 
The fish dies. It should be noted that the 
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striped bass is a less hardy fish than the 
largemouth bass, which can successfully 
be released. 

An artificial lure is seldom swallowed 
and a striper hooked in the lip stands a 
good chance of surviving once returned 
to the water. Studies done at the Dennis 
Wildlife Center on the eastern shore of 
Lake Moultrie support this. Among 
many caught experimentally by 
biologists with hook, line and artificials, 
few died-even after a stressful trip from 
the catch site to ponds at the Dennis 
Wildlife Center 30 to 40 minutes away. 

The size limit and its alternatives are a 
complex situation. Although the fishery 
experts have "patented" solutions, am
bivalence on the part of the public is 
understandable. Santee-Cooper fisher
men expect to catch the full limit of fish 
and they expect them to be big. 

Many fishermen like to fish consis
tently and are not too concerned about 
the size as smaller fish make for better 
eating. But, as promotion director 
Lehman concedes, "Small fish didn't 
make these lakes famous." 

Last year fishermen on the lakes expe
rienced a good year, something White 
says is atypical of the trend. In White's 
opinion, that good year has caused the 
proprietors and guides to have second 
thoughts about a size limit. "This one 
good year doesn' t mean the problem has 
gone away,", the fishery biologist noted . 

Although the biologists stop just short 
of saying the 18-inch size limit will cure 
the ills of the fishery, they are confident 
that it is the therapy needed to provide a 
satisfactory fishery and to restore the 
lakes to their former prominence as "a 
trophy fishery." 

According to these experts, large fish 
have been cropped by the progressively 
more intense fishing pressure the lakes 
have experienced since the 1950s. And 
smaller fish are caught increasingly each 
year, leaving fewer for recruitment into 
the trophy ranks. 

These smaller fish are more available 
to anglers and easier to catch. "They are 
the most gullible damn things in the 
world and will bite anything," one 
biologist said in reference to stripers of 
about 10 to 15 inches . But, as a group, 
they also provide the stock for future 
trophy fish . 

Joe Logan, wildlife department chief 
of freshwater fisheries, said the fishing 
pressure is extremely heavy. He also 
points out that it takes five or more years 
for a striped bass to reach what most 
anglers would call trophy size. 

Options to protection of these smaller 
fish include reducing the daily creel limit 
or establishing a season for striped bass 
fishing in Santee-Cooper. Biologists be
lieve neither idea would be acceptable to 
local fishermen or the tourist industry. 

Striped bass fishing is not a seasonal 
activity. Unlike some species, stripers 
are fished year-round. Fewer fish in the 
day's creel would probably reduce inter
est in fishing the lakes and possibly curb _ 
tourist trade. 

But Lehman and the other members of 
the promotional commission believe the 
size limit will put a stigma on the fishery 
that could also curb tourism . 

Illegal fishing on a massive scale is 
another major concern of the promotion 
commission, local guides and landing 
proprietors. They believe too many un
scrupulous fishermen catch too many 
fish over the daily limit. 

Loading the boat with smaller stripers 
is an abuse no one condones, but it oc
curs. It's unlikely that it occurs on the 
scale that the local public believes, but if 
even one fisherman catches 50 to 100 fish 
in a single trip, he's one fisherman too 
many. He should be cited for violation of 
the law. 

According to Lehman, the promotion 
commission thinks the wildlife depart
ment should mount intensive law en
forcement patrols during the season for 
striper schooling activity. Penalties 
should also be increased to make convic
tion for violation of the limit laws to 
mean something, Lehman said. In
creased penalties, of course, would have 
to be taken up with the legislature. 

The biologists who are confident that 
the size limit will return the fishery to 
sporting expectations are equally confi
dent that they know what hasn't con
tributed to the decline. They get many 
questions from concerned fishermen, 
many of whom have their own notions 
about the cause. 

Among them, some think too few 
adult fish are being allowed through the 
Pinopolis Locks. Others blame the use of 
the electrofishing seine in the Tailrace 
Canal. Some cite food sources as still in
sufficient. And others say there are just 
too few fish, a problem they think can be 
easily corrected by stocking. 

Some fishermen believe erroneously 
that there is a sea run of stripers that 
enter the Cooper River each spring, 
move up river and once at the lock, they 
should be lifted into the lakes to enhance 
the landlocked population. "This is not 
what happens," says Jack Bayless, a rec-
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ognized striped bass expert. 
Sufficient studies have been done to 

demonstrate that there is no sea run of 
stripers in the Cooper nor probably in 
any river south of Cape Hatteras, North 
Carolina. "The Cooper River population 
is riverine, entirely freshwater," noted 
Bayless. "This has been the case for 
perhaps thousands of years. Each South
ern river has its own resident year-round 
striped bass population." 

North of the Palmetto State, striped 
bass are typically anadromous; that is, 
they are primarily saltwater but enter 
freshwater rivers in the spring to migrate 
upstream and spawn. The new crop of 
striped bass return to the ocean to repeat 
the cycle in future years. 

As evidence to support his theory that 
this is not the case in Southern waters, 
Bayless notes that virtually no sea-run 
bass are caught in the surf or otherwise 
from the South Carolina ocean or south 
of Cape Hatteras. Tagging studies done 
by the wildlife department in the late 
1960s showed that the Santee-Cooper 
complex has a resident population. The 
fish was effectively land-locked many 
years before the two dams were built. 

While these riverine populations will 
extend into brackish water or the es
tuaries where they are commonly 
caught, they do not leave the rivers . 

Since there is little movement of strip
ers within the riverine system, except 
during the spawning run, few stripers 
pass through the locks. During spring 
spawning, fish concentrate below the 
locks and can enter Lake Moultrie when 
the locks are opened. Some go in, some 
come out; the net gain to the lakes 
is negligible . Netting s tudies have 
provided evidence to support this 
conclusion. 

Blueback herring, an important food 
fish for the Santee-Cooper striped bass, 
are typical anadromous fish . They pass 
through the locks in masses . During the 
spring herring spawning run, the locks 
are opened a minimum of three times 
daily to lift herring into the lakes. Strip
ers could enter during these times as 
well. 

According to Tom Curtis, an anad
romous fish specialist at the Dennis 
Wildlife Center, an average of 120,000 
herring enter the lakes with each lift. He 
counts them with an electronic sonar 
counter that gives a count, not an esti
mate. Last year, more than eight million 
herring were locked through into Lake 
Moultrie, a number Curtis says is suffi
cient for the striped bass. 

While the lakes still provide excellent fishing, the 
seemingly endless supply of stripers may have 
spoiled many fishermen. Constantly increased 
fishing pressure has drastically reduced the 
number of big fish. 
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If Santee's striped bass fishery is to survive, we must readjust 
our thinking. A few trophy- sized fish provide a more successful 

day on the water than a boatload of smaller stripers. Continued 
pressure will end Santee's excellent striper fishing. 
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Although the herring provide some 
food to the striped bass, only the largest 
striper can gobble down the nine- to 12-
inch adult herring. Most of the lakes' 
stripers feed on the new crop of juvenile 
herring spawned around the shoreline 
of the two lakes. 

The herring spawn is more critical for 
the stripers than the actual numbers of 
herring permitted into the lakes, White 
explained. "The biggest value of the her
ring," he said, "is the juvenile herring 
that provide a food supplement to the 
smaller striped bass in late summer." 

At this time, the new year-class striper 
is three to 12 inches and requires a small 
prey. 

Threadfin and gizzard shads are also 
staple forage fish for the older age classes 
of stripers. But the herring plays a 
unique role in Santee-Cooper not found 
in other lakes where the striped bass has 
been introduced artificially. 

According to White, in late summer 
when available food is critical for the 
new crop of stripers, the gizzard shad 
crop is about six or seven inches long, 
too big for the recently spawned striper. 
By late summer, most of the young 
threadfin shad have almost reached full 
size and are about three inches long. 
Herring of the current year-class are one 
and a half to two inches. The threadfin 
and gizzard shads, of course, are impor
tant forage to the larger stripers. 

The herring also contribute to what 
White calls a more stable forage base. 
When either of the shad species have a 
poor year, this could have a crippling 
effect on the same year-class striped 
bass, an effect that will be reflected in the 
fishing several years later. But the 
chances for an off year for the herring 
and shad during the same season is less 
likely. 

A poor herring spawn still causes a 
less than average catch for striped bass 
fishing. But fishermen would only rec
ognize a slump several years after a poor 
spawn. 

The idea that a lack of food sources 
might be adversely affecting the size of 
the striped bass has been proven false . 
Studies have shown that the Santee
Cooper striper is as fat and sassy as those 
to be found anywhere . This dismisses 
the notion that the current situation is a 
result of a long-term food shortage. 

Condition factor studies, a standard 
statistical technique used by fishery 
biologists to measure the relative pros
perity of a fish population, show that the 
Santee-Cooper population is up to par. 

This is not only true when compared 
with other lakes, but also when com
pared with identical studies done previ
ously at Santee-Cooper. 

A common misconception is that the 
Santee-Cooper fishery should be rein
forced by adding hatchery stock to the 
lake. But the population is naturally 
self-sustaining with the annual spawn in 
the upper reaches of the Congaree and 
Wateree Rivers. Mother nature supplies 
all the fish the system will tolerate when 
there is a normal spawn. 

"There is no shortage of naturally pro
duced fingerlings ," said White . "We've 
got as many being produced now as 
ever." 

To add more to the lakes artificially 
would be superfluous, unless there is an 
abnormally low natural spawn, an in
frequent happening. 

There is a chance, however, that a 
weak crop of new fingerlings spawned 
naturally could be supplemented with 
hatchery fingerlings , according to 
White. Currently, he is involved in a 
study to determine if this is feasible . 

His first concern in this study, how
ever, is the numerical size of the 
Santee-Cooper population . Just how 
many fish are out there? Before a stock
ing can be made, the number of stocked 
fingerlings required to build a weak 
class into an average year-class has to be 
known. A weak spawn or poor survival 
year will be readily recognized by 
fishery personnel through routine sam
pling. 

White may be able to take the in
frequent valleys out of the fishery by 
supplemental stocking if his technique 
proves feasible . 

" It will take several years of investiga
tion, stocking different numbers of fish 
each year, before our questions are an
swered," White said. 'Tm confident we 
can develop a management tool that will 
be of great benefit to South Carolina 
fishermen ." 

Even this has to be broken down into 
layers of year-classes that make up the 
total population . Any wild fish popula
tion is organized geometrically like a 
pyramid. The youngest year-class or the 
current crop will be most numerous and 
form the base of the pyramid . 

As you go up the pyramid, older 
year-class fish become less numerous 
and larger in size. At the peak of the 
pyramid, the largest fish are very scarce 
and seldom caught. When they are 
taken, it is a cause to celebrate. They 
make the record books . 

The middle group of fish, in the catch
able range exceeding nine to 15 inches, 
are voracious feeders and make up the 
bulk of the fish caught by fishermen . 
They also provide the recruitment into 
the trophy ranks, if enough are left to 
grow to that size. 

At 18 inches and about 2.5 pounds, the 
keeper size striper is small enough to be 
good table fare and large enough to pro
tect the fishery from over-fishing. 

A few local persons have made up 
their minds that the electrofishing tech
nique is killing not only stripers but 
herring and other species as well. 
Electrofishing is used by the wildlife 
department to catch brood fish from 
the Tailrace Canal for the annual hatch
ery operation. 

Ample studies have proven that the 
method kills very few fish. Without the 
use of the electric seine, the hatchery 
operation would suffer. An incredible 
fishery in magnitude and popularity, a 
fishery that transcends the South 
Carolina boundaries taking in much of 
the nation, would also suffer. 

Meanwhile, up the river near Colum
bia, where the fishery thrives during the 
spring spawning run, local bait dealers 
and some fishermen believe the demise 
of the fishery can be blamed on illegal 
trapping and netting in the lakes. 

What has not yet been demonstrated is 
the magnitude of this problem. Some 
illegal activity undoubtedly occurs . 
While wildlife officials aren't convinced 
that it's a major problem, local conserva
tion officers are closely in touch with the 
situation and do their best to apprehend 
the violators. 

The fishery is a resource available for 
the pleasure of the sportsman and the 
economic benefit of the state and local 
interests around the two lakes. With 
proper management, firmly supported 
by the public, the resource will be 
around to provide its benefits for many 
future years. 

Just how the fishery is to be used or 
managed has not been settled. The win
ner will be either the fisherman in
terested in numbers more than size or 
the sport angler wanting a trophy fish for 
his den wall . 

Wildlife officials, however, are satis
fied that the fishermen want their aver
age catch to be made of larger fish . 

As one official said: "If a fisherman 
catches 10 one-pounders, he kind of 
sneaks them under the seat and comes 
on in . But let him come in with one 15- or 
20-pounder-he's happy." 
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The Fishing Worm Tree by Mike Creel 

Your own catalpa tree will 
guarantee you a supply of a 
popular redbreast bait and 
make you the envy of every 
breamer in town. 
The Southern catalpa or "catawba" tree 

(Catalpa bignonioides) grows easily in its 
native South Carolina. A somewhat short 
tree, it has large, heart-shaped leaves, 
showy clusters of white flowers and long 
seed pods often called "monkey cigars." 
It's name is derived from the Creek word 
"kutuhlpa," meaning "head with wings," 
for the shape of its flowers. 

Trees for planting can be obtained 
either by taking seedlings from under a 
mature tree or by buying them at rural 
nurseries, some of which advertise in ag
ricultural newsletters and magazines. , /; 
The best time to transplant a /4{~ 
bareroot catalpa tree is during its 
dormant season from 
December through February. 
Young trees that 
have been 
growing in 

SQortsma 
Corner 
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containers can be planted in the ground 
year-round. 

The catalpa worm, which feeds exclu
sively on the leaves of the catalpa tree,. is 
actually the caterpillar of the catalpa 
sphinx moth (Ceratomia catalpa). The 
caterpillar that survives the summer bur
rows into the ground, forms a cocoon 
and spends the winter in the soil in its 
dormant pupa form. The following 
spring, around March, the catalpa pupa 
emerges as a full-grown moth. 

Guided by instinct, the moth then flies 
to nearby catalpa trees and lays eggs on 
the leaves and stems. The eggs hatch to 
create new catalpa worms which 
feed on the leaves: of 
their host tre·e. 
And the 

cycle begins once more with the surviv
ing worms entering the ground and 
spending the winter there . The moths 
emerge from the soil at staggered times 
so caterpillars are hatched throughout 
the summer. 

When mature, catalpa worms are ap
proximately 1.5 inches long and can be 
harvested easily with a quick shake of a 
limb. These tree-reared fishing worms 
are a favorite with many fishermen out 
for redbreast, bluegill bream and catfish . 
As the caterpillars become available dur
ing spring and summer, anglers harvest 
them . Old hands at using this unique bait 
often cut the worms in half and turn them 
inside out using match sticks or similar 
small , blunted implements: 

Though the catalpa tree prefers damp, 
fertile soil, it's better for "fish worm" 
propagation to plant a tree in well
drained soi l that is not fertilized . The idea 
is to have a less-than-healthy tree. The 
catalpa moth seems reluctant to deposit 
her eggs on the dark-green leaves of a 
flourishing tree, but prefers leaves ap
pearing pale or yellowish-green. 

If no other catalpa trees are near, it may 
be wise to seed your tree with I ive worms 
from a bait shop or an infested tree. Do 
not harvest these seed worms, but let 
them become full-grown that summer 
and burrow into the earth for a winter of 
inactivity. They will metamorphose into 
the moths that lay eggs on your tree next 
spring. 

Once infested with a population of 
worms, a catalpa tree should keep you in 
bait all summer. As fast as one crop of 
leaves is eaten, more will appear, and a 
new crop of worms will hatch out to dine 
upon them . 

Since a catalpa moth produces so 
many worms at one hatching, it is a good 
idea to save some for future use. Put the 
worms in a jar, cover them with corn meal 
and store in the refrigerator. They may be 
kept for several weeks. When removed 
for a fishing trip, they will still be alive . To 
keep the caterpillars indefinitely, freeze 
them covered with water in small con
tainers and use throughout the winter, 
especially for catfish. 
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Tides 

This article is the first of a series 
of stories we plan to feature in com
ing issues, stories we believe to be 
among the best outdoor pieces ever 
written. The locale could be any
where, the game anything from 
cottontail rabbits to white marlin, 

and they could 
have been written 

from two to two hundred 
years ago. There will be 

famous writers, and writers 
you probably never heard of. 
This first selection was taken 

from a book by Winfield Brooks, 
"The Shining Tides." Brooks, who 
died in 1963, was executive editor of 
the Hearst newspapers in Boston 
and something of a naturalist. 

Although the striped bass fishing 
discussed in the article is practiced 
in the more northern regions of the 
Atlantic coast, we felt the descrip
tions of the principal character, a 
giant striped bass weighing 100 
pounds, would be of significant in
terest to our readers. -editors 

S
un and a wafer edge of dis
solving moon rose a few min
utes apart. From a late roost 
in a scrub oak on Blake Point, 

Nycti the Quawk, the black-crowned 
night heron, resented them hoarsely. 

' Roccus, a great striped bass, swinging 
a four-fathom curve and following a tide 
press, passed south of Centerboard 
Shoal and turned north. From deeper 

,.,. water she moved into nine feet off Bird 
Island. Spiny and soft dorsal fins slashed 
a V-ream in the stipple made by the 
breeze. Against a submerged granite 
boulder cored with magnetite, 
lightning-split from the ledge five 
hundred years before, she came to rest, 
tail and pectorals fanning gently, at a 
meeting of tide and currents. 

More than a quarter century had 
passed since Roccus first rested beside 
this boulder during her original migra
tion as a three-year-old in the company 
of a hungry thousand of her age and sex. 
To it she annually returned, sometimes 

with small pods of big fish, more re
cently as a solitary, in late May or June, 
when the spawning season of Roccus 
saxatilis was ended and the eggs were 
spilled in the milt-chalked Roanoke 
above Albemarle Sound or, on occasion, 
in the region of Chesapeake Bay. 

This resting place off the southern 
coast of Massachusetts was her domain 
until October's northeasters sent her 
coursing southward. The boulder lie she 
had found good, and she returned to it as 
the experienced traveler returns time 
and again to tavern or hotel where he has 
found comfort and safety and food to his 
taste. 

This year Roccus was making her ear
liest journey. For the sixth spring since 
she had attained a length of sixteen 
inches, no urge within her belly set her 
coursing up the Roanoke or the 
Chesapeake feeders, past the thin tides 
to the gravel bars where, in other ecstatic 
Mays, she had reproduced. Instead, on 
the spangled night when the moon had 
waned, a counterurge had drawn her 
into the open Atlantic; and, passing mi
grating schoolfish too young to spawn, 
she had turned north and east along a 
thoroughfare as plainly marked for 
striped bass by current and tide and 
pressure, by food and temperature, by 
the instinct to avoid danger, as any 
broad, paved highway is posted for the 
guidance of man. The migrating shoals 
of small stripers, or rockfish, or rock, had 
remained in the Barnegat surf when 
Roccus passed between Sakonnet and 
Cuttyhunk into Buzzards Bay and into 
the tides of the Narrow Land where 
Maushop, giant of Cape Cod legend, still 
blew the smoke of his pipe down a 
southwest wind to make the fog. 

Now the thirty-six foot beacon of Bird 
Island caught the first rays of sun and 
splintered the dazzling light of new day. 
The moon paled and Mars and Venus 
andJupiterwere snuffed out in the sky of 
azure. Gong buoy 9, better than a mile to 
the south, winked green at five-second 
intervals. East, against the sun, the old 
Wings Neck Light lost color. Roccus 
grooved her lie. She had come alone, too 
early, to a latitude of disquiet, troubled 
strangely, strangely drawn, and here in 
the merging, changing weights of 
waters familiar to the nerve ends along 
her laterals-in the surge of the sucking, 
thickening tide-she held her place 
while the light of the dying May moon 
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transfused the direct stream of brilliance 
of which it was only a reflection. 

In an overhang of the same boulder, 
behind a curtain of rockweed and moss 
and bladder wrack, on a scour of sand 
ground from granite by the tides of 
thousands of years, Homarus the lobster 
lay partially embedded and concealed, 
expelling water through twenty pairs of 
gills, her stalked, compound eyes fixed 
on the fringe of weed shielding her cave. 
Her two pairs of antennae rippled with 
the flow of the weed in the sun's first 
strike. 

Homarus weighed nineteen pounds 
and was nearly as old as Roccus. Since 
her final molt as a free-swimming sur
face larva she had shed shell, esophagus, 
stomach and intestine seventeen times 
as her body became too large for the 
armor encasing it. During her years she 
had carried more than a million eggs 
glued to the flexed pocket of her abdo
men. She was almost uniformly black, 
with tinges of green at her knuckles and 
streaks of chitin at the edge of her back 
shell. She was a cannibal and a glutton, 
vicious and ugly. In her youth she had 
made an annual crawl to deep water. 

During recent years she had 
strayed little from Bird 
Island ledge. For her, 

as for Roccus, the 
boulder was a familiar 

, lie, the lobster in the hole 
made by tide scour through 

the overhang, the bass above the 
overhang near the holdfast of the 

weed. Homarus was secure in her 
knowledge that anything small enough 
to enter the cavern was prey for her ap
petite. The aperture was too small for the 
green snout and jaws of the bass. 

Each was aware of the other for hours. 

T ide ebbed its extreme. In 
changing pressure, in degrees 
of salinity, in varying temper
atures, there was conveyed to 

Roccus the memory of many feeding 
grounds. Around the boulder's westerly 
side in slow pouring came drained 
warmth from shallows over lutaceous 
bottoms, a peculiar freshness tasting of 
algae, alewives, larvae and shellfish. 
This current was the confluence of 
drainage from Sippican Harbor, the 
Weweantic and Wareham rivers, from 
Beaverdam Creek, Agawam River and 
Hammett Cove and a score of lesser 
waters into which anadromous fishes 
made their way. Around the boulder's 

easterly side swept an icy current from 
Cape Cod Bay which plunged with the 
west-flowing current through Cape Cod 
Canal. This was underlay for a streak of 
warmer, less saline water which, on the 
flood, covered Big Bay and Buttermilk 
Flats and the Onset mudbanks and had 
been freshened slightly by Red Brook's 
discharge. 

The separate currents ran and slowed, 
stirred and stilled, and there was a 
semblance of complete slack, a hushed 
suspension of motion. 

Roccus turned outward from the 
boulder, and the broad fan of her tail 
made a roil of water and sand which 
parted the weed curtain of the overhang 
and caused Homarus to back deeper into 
her lodge, waving antennae in anger and 
spanning her crusher claw. Roccus re
sumed her lie. 

The still of the sea was only an illusion; 
there was no dead calm. End of one tide 
was but the beginning of a new, and 
birth of the new tide aroused activity in 
the sea. Life about the ledge responded. 
Clams extended their siphons, clearing 
holes. Crabs settled carapaces deeper. 
Scallops thrust upward, dropped back 
like leaves falling through dead air. Sea 
robins changed lairs, crawling on the 
first three rays of their pectoral fins, and 
sculpins settled in the weed on the rocks, 
awaiting questing green crabs. Soft
finned rock cod moved lazily through 
caverns; and from countless hiding 
places the sharp-toothed cunners 
emerged in schools, nibbling at barna
cles and the sand tubes of annelids. The 
cunners were the bait-stealing curse of 
bottom fishermen. 

New tide awakened hunger in the 
lobster. Before Roccus' arrival Homarus 
had dined on a two-pound male of her 
own kind. Later she had killed a floun
der, which, by treading her legs, she had 
buried beneath her as a dog buries a 
bone for future reference. 

Tide also awakened hunger in Roccus. 
She made a three-quarter leaping tum, a 
sprung bow of steel, and her tail drove 
into the overhang. Homarus, nearly dis
lodged, backed farther into her cave, 
gripping deeper. The disturbance of 
Roccus' thrust caused a surface commo
tion which excited seven herring gulls. 

As the tide turned, Anguilla the eel 
swam to the ledge, surfaced, sucking 
larvae of a kind she had not tasted for 
seven years. Anguilla was a thirty-two
inch ripple of macrurous grace, blue
black but showing yellowish-white on 
her underside in a transformation which 
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would make her a silver eel returned 
from fresh water to the sea for comple
tion of her catadromous life. She carried 
within her ovaries, moving down from 
fresh water, more than ten million eggs 
which would ripen swiftly when she 
reached the Sargasso deep. The urge to 
procreate swept her more relentlessly 
than any current. 

As Anguilla approached Roccus' lie 
and Homarus' lodge, she deflated her air 
bladder and sank close to the bottom, 
moving with slow undulation like a 
weed tom from anchorage. At the base 
of the boulder she came to rest, arrowed 
head near the weed curtain, a third of 
her elongated body curled beneath her. 

Homarus tasted oil from the eel. She 
withdrew her legs from the sand and 
buoyed her body and waved her anten
nae in excitement. She was fond of eels. 
Stealthily she extended her sharp cutter 
claw along the sand into the weed fringe. 

Roccus saw the eel in the cone of vis
ion of her gold-rimmed black left eye. 
She also tasted the eel's oil. 

Anguilla moved an inch nearer the 
hole, though appearing not to move. Be
hind the weed Homarus moved an inch 
nearer Anguilla. Roccus saw the lob
ster's claw. 

Though her superior nostrils sensed 
danger, Anguilla had no experience with 
lobsters or striped bass. She moved an
other inch, questing, tasting, testing. 
Her head, weaving, swung between the 
open jaws of Homarus' cutting claw, 
which snapped like a trap. The cutter 
slashed embedded linear scales, flesh 
and bone, its blades meeting between 
the severed head and body of the eel. 

As Anguilla's body reacted in a hoop, 
Roccus made a violent tail smash against 
the weed curtain, and the compression 
dislodged the lobster, overturning her 
outside the hole. Before Homarus could 
right herself, Roccus overleaped and bit 
through her tail, crushing shell and flesh 
between double-toothed tongue and 
vomer plate. 

In the strengthening of tide, Roccus 
lay content. She had eaten the tail of 
Homarus and all of Anguilla. The claws 
and body of Homarus bumped along the 
bottom in the quickening pulse of the 
sea, all but concealed by a cloud of cun
ners, some already inside the body. 

Three days later her body shell, first 
crimsoned, then paled pink by the sun, 
was found on Indian Neck by a boy who 
showed it at home to the amazement of 
his parents. They had never seen one so 
large. The boy saved it a few days, but it 

grew rank and his mother made him 
bury it in their garden, where, in Au
gust, it fed a clump of coral phlox envied 
by all their neighbors. 

0 ut of the southern sky, 
against the afterglow of sun 
when flashes of the Wings 

Neck Light grew bolder, a wedge 
of birds come driving beneath the first 
sprinkling of stars. They flew in waver
ing formation, eighteen on the right 
flank, twenty on the left: Canada geese 
seeking rest. They were in flight from 
Texas to Crane Lake in Saskatchewan 
and since daybreak they had been on 
wing.• Cutting across Cape Cod, they 
flew at two thousand feet whh a follow
ing breeze. As they passed over Bird 
Island the gander leader sighted the dis
tant sheen of Big Bay and Little Bay, But
termilk and Great Herring, and the mir
rored, shadowed surfaces of Sandy and 
Long Pond and Gallows and Bloody and 
Boot, and a score of others. He honked 
and towered, circling, climbing. Then all 
the flock began to honk and gabble, their 
voices like those of beagles chasing rab
bits among the constellations. 

Nine miles away, coursing a meadow 
where quail had roaded, a dog fox heard 
the geese and cocked mangy ears. Saliva 
drooled from his mouth because once he 
had tasted gosling in the yard of a farmer. 
Fear rose in his heart because he had met 
ganders, to his sorrow. He stood silent, 
listening, pretending not to listen. 

The geese reached peak of tower and 
the old bird made his choice, which was 
Little Bay where the eelgrass was thick. 
Honking ceased, the wedge drove north 
in silence, losing altitude. The fox did 
not hear the geese again and was re
lieved that his appetite would not place a 
strain upon his fortitude. He wet where 
the quail had been and went off to hunt a 
mole. 

Until the tide turned, Roccus occupied 
her boulder lie, at times suspended in 
the current, at times on the scour outside 
the empty lodge of Homarus. 

Saturn was the evening star. The moon 
had crossed the meridian with the sun 
and was invisible from earth; it was dark 
o' the moon. When the blanket of stars 
lay close and heavy on the water, shim
mering and opalescent, Roccus broke 
through it with a roll and tailslap and fell 
back on her side. The stars scattered, 
danced, reformed in wavering pattern. 
The bass slashed the surface, sinuating 
on her right side, then on her left, leaped 

Half buoyant, 
she was vibrant 
with storm, 
knowing it with 
all her body, 
comforted by its 
warmth;she 
wasofthe 
storm as well as 
of the sea. 
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half clear. Three yellowish-brown sea 
lice fell from her shoulder and were 
promptly devoured by a cunner which 
an hour later was eaten by a crab which, 
before morning, was swallowed by a 
master sculpin. 

Nycti the Quawk, belly yearning, 
flapped from the filth of his roost for a 
night of hunting in Planting Island 
Cove. His flight voice was harsh: 
quuaawwk, quuaawwk! Roccus leaped 
once more in the brief sustention of the 
tide. 

From Dry Ledge, Roccus drove 
northwest again seeking warmth. Ale
wives were in abundance but their appe
tite was held in check by enervating 
cold. In the rivers a few bass which had 
wintered over began to lose sluggish-

On a morning ebb there was a 
definite change of pressure and 

. _ - the wind backed into the north 
,,.,, , ·-R~cl(EN east. Roccus swam to the sandy 

CA i:. l ' _ _ shoal between Warren Point and 
.,_-.== ~ Long Beach Point, lay finning in three 

~ ... "' feet of water. Even the hermit crabs had ..... 
~ moved off the shoal in advance of the 

storm. The wind made up and the sur
face ran angrily in lifts, sulkily in hol
lows, and Roccus gave herself to the con-
flicting movement of the water, warmed 
by water thinned by rain. Half buoyant, 
she was vibrant with storm, knowing it 
with all her body, comforted by its 
warmth; she was of the storm as well as 
of the sea. Wind pushed against the tide, 
tide pushed the surface; the surface 
waters ran counter to the movement of 
the tide. Roccus lent herself to the oppos
ing actions and in the turbulence main
tained her lie without effort, now feeling 
the scrape of sand against belly and anal 
fins and tail, now delighting in the lash 
of raindrops along her dorsal. 

By slack of ebb the wind was a half
gale and seas ran more regularly and 
higher over milky sands. Roccus 
dropped back into deeper water. The 
first northeaster of the reluctant spring 
gathered force from a thick, gray ceiling 
of clouds. 

So the May was gone. The backward 
spring leaped to keep abreast of the sun's 
orbit. Anglers sandpapered rods, 
wound guides and tips, varnished with 
their fingers, cut sticks of glass, Burma, 
Calcutta cane; cleaned reels, tested old 
lines of nylon and linen and discarded 
them; applied emery to dulled metal 
squids; replaced rusted hooks in favorite 
plugs; built herring cars; wired squid 
rigs for bottom fishing; cast lead for surf 

weights; filed gaff hooks; counted 
eelskin rigs; stood hypnotized before 
tackle displays, mobbed tackle counters; 
made phone calls to charter boatmen. 

T he bass were in! 
Gilligan wrote in the New York 
Herald Tribune that a fewwere 
being taken in the New Jersey 

surf. Ray Camp in the New York Times 
said they were off Shinnecock Inlet. 
Trullinger and Hurley and Brawley 
sent word to the World-Telegram, the 
Mirror and the Journal that they were 
knee-deep in them in the Sound. In The 
Boston Herald Henry Moore wrote that 
there were bright fish in Buzzards Bay. 
Earl Banner in The Boston Globe said he 
had reports they were in the Weweantic 
River but he wanted to be shown. Dark 
Montreal in The Boston Advertiser out
lined the Cape Cod Canal Derby, and 
Cliff Davis in the Post wrote of the 
Martha's Vineyard striped-bass tour
nament. 

The bass were in and it was time for 
fishing! 

There were at least four good months 
ahead. The sea, which gave earth life 
and might some day reclaim it, traced 
pattern and plot in the shining tides. The 
net was of greater strength and wider 
sweep than any Roccus had avoided. 
Roccus and the shining tides were one. 
She cleaved upriver. 

Bobby Meade steered a twenty-five
degree course through the platinum 
haze, holding the bow of Carey's Chicken 
in line with the first left-hand buoy 
marking the Hog Island channel ap
proach to Cape Cod Canal. Both engines 
were revved to twenty-one hundred 
and the slipstream was wet, pouring 
past the spray shield. He and Cal were 
taking her over from the Vineyard to the 
base on the river for the first of the 
fishing. 

Cal Knight lay on his back, an ear close 
to the panel opening of the port engine 
housing; his eyes were closed under a 
frown of concentrated listening. If there 
was a fault in the engine the skipper'd 
find it, Bobby thought. 

Hooking on as Cal's mate had taken a 
deal of doing. Not that Cal, who was his 
second cousin, didn't want him, know
ing him able, but his ma, and Cal too, 
had needed convincing that three years 
of high school were enough for a boy not 
planning college, and that this particular 
boy could quit before the end of his third 
year as well off as ever he'd be. 
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"Your pa always said you can't learn 
navigation without you know your 
arithmetic," his ma had warned, using 
the strongest argument she could mus
ter. 

But he had the need to earn some 
money. "Pa would figure I should. I'll 
make more working for Cal than I can off 
the Vineyard on somebody else's boat." 

"You'll spend, boarding places and 
suchlike." 

''I'll sleep aboard and mostly eat 
aboard. And Cal will pay me ten dollars 
every day he has a charter." 

"On days he doesn't you won't earn." 
"He will' most every day' cept in foul 

weather. All the best fishermen want 
Cal. We'll maybe go for tuna and make a 
lot of money." 

"I don't care; you're too young." 
'Tm seventeen!" He'd sounded as if 

seventeen were mighty close to man's 
expectancy. "Besides, I'm big enough." 

He was, too-tall enough, at any rate, 
tall like his pa had been but skinny as the 
pole of a boathook. He had a knowledge 
of boats and fishing gained from his pa, 
who had always been a good earner, 
though with him it was easy come, easy 
go. It was Cal, in the conclusive argu
ment, who'd won his ma over. "I'll look 
after him and Father O'Meara'll see that 
he gets to mass. Holds an early mass for 
the boatmen and anglers." It was Cal 
who'd ... 

"Mind your helm!" Cal said. 
Bobby started from daydreaming and 

noticed he was three points off course. 
Cal still lay with eyes closed, listening. 
The boy turned the wheel gently. 

"Hey, Cal." 
"Yuh?" 
"How'd you know I was off course?" 
"Wave slap changed on the bow." 
"How can you hear the slap above the 

motor?" 
"Pick a fiddle out of an orchestra, can't 

you?" 
"You find the trouble?" 
"Carburetor adjustment. Doesn't 

amount to anything." Cal slammed the 
panel back into the housing box and se
cured it and came standing without 
touching his hands to the deck. ''I'll take 
her now. Bad water here for you to 
learn." He took the wheel. 

"You sore, Cal?" 
"Nope." 
"I shouldn't have let her fall off like 

that." 
"You shouldn't have." 
"Nothing happened that time, but 

next time it could." 

"That's right. Now you've said it all Then he felt shock up his arms to his 
yourself without my having to say it. No shoulders. 
next times. We set a course, we hold it. 
Right?" 

"Cal!" 

"Right, Cal." 
"Fetch one of the glass rods and rig a when the tide ebbed with 

plug. Get that big hooper-dooper I the west flow of colder water 
made. Might's well wet a line." through the canal, Roccus in 

Bobby fetched a rod from the cabin mid-channel dropped back 
ceiling and snapped the big teak plug to with it under the railroad bridge, past 
the leader. Cal throttled down to four State Pier, through the straits between 
hundred, to three hundred, to two-fifty, Hog Neck and Hog Island into the 
and Bobby let the plug go astern, thumb- warmer waters of Buzzards Bay. She 
ing a free spool. "Boy, what action!" the swam onto the shoal at Cedar Island 
boy said. Point and in three fathoms there hunted 

"Let out a couple hundred feet, get it food, finding little except a few of the 
deep. Any fish around here, they'll be first of the humpbacked scup. These, in 
'1.eep. Tell you something." the adult growth, had dorsal .fins too 

"Yuh?" sharp to be relished. Some of the smaller 
"Throw your reel in gear and loosen ones she swallowed. She pursued and 

the star drag. Strip your line off against lost a small school of sand launce. She 
the drag. Know why?" rooted for them but could not find where 

"Guess so. Fish hits when I'm free they had buried themselves. 
spooling I maybe get a backlash or a With the wash of Tiderunner's wake 
burned thumb." over the shoal she swam into deeper 

"And if you don't and you throw into water, not alarmed but wary, and within 
gear with the drag set up, you break off. the cone of vision of her right eye de
So you knew half it anyway." He grin- tected an active, elongated shadow, 
ned. "Guess I can't teach you much, something like a whiting, swimming in 
mate." jerks as if wounded, and fluttering from 

Cal swung right rudder to a forty- one side to the other. She closed on its 
degree course, leaving Abiel's close to strangeness and followed leisurely until 
port for the run along Stony Point Dike the object leaped away from her. She 
toward the canal proper. They bucked an accelerated and swam abreast of it, but it 
outgoing tide with the rips strongly jerked away swiftly. She swam benea.th it 
made. Revved down, they had barely and bunted it gently with her head. In 
steerage way. There was little traffic. A her years Roccus had encountered many 
tanker was standing down past kinds of artificial lures, and a few, when 
Mashnee, riding light, and a dragger, they had proved sufficiently tantalizing 
loaded to the gunwales, passed them in action and the conditions of light or 
with her diesels pounding, Boston- approach were such as to obscure leader 
bound. There were a few small craft dis- and line, she had struck. Decision and 
tant and one closing rapidly on their action in this case were simultaneous. 
starboard bow. She swirled and took the hooper-dooper 

Cal said, "That's a fast job, Bobby. headonjustasitjerkedagain. Two of the 
Coming up." gang of head hooks embedded them-

The approaching cruiser's bow was a selves in her upper lip. 
brown dot in a ten-foot V-fountain of "Cal!" 
spray. She passed a hundred feet distant 
at not less than thirty knots, a low, 
three-quarter-decked mahogany hull 
built for speed and some weather. The 
big man at her wheel kept his eyes 
ahead, but the girl beside him, her hair 
streaming, waved. Cal waved back and 
Bobby pumped the rod and cranked the 
reel to give an imitation of handling a 
fish. The sucked-down stern of the boat 
showed the bronze letters, Tiderunner, 
and, beneath them, Marblehead. 

Bobby stripped line, and the action of 
the plug was in every fiber of the line 
and rod and in the nerves of his hands. 

C al heeded. "You hung on 
bottom, Bobby?" 
"On fish!" Bobby grunted. The 
rod arched and the line hissed 

against the light drag,and hissed cutting 
the surface. 

"Good boy!" He revved the port 
motor, turned right rudder to keep the 
line from the hull. "Take him easy. 
Bass?" 

"Yuh. Big one, Cal." 
"They all feel big first-out in the 

spring." 
Bobby held the rod tip fairly high and 
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"How big Cal?" 
"Oh,maybe 
thirtY, forty 
pounds." He 
knew it was 
wisernotto 
say how big. 
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kept the reel cranking, but the line still 
payed out. 

"You best tighten up a little on that 
drag." 

"That's what I was going to tell you," 
Bobby grunted. 'Tm buttoned down 
tight already" 

"Oh." Could be a big fish at that, Cal 
thought, though it was awful early. He 
gunned the motors and began to follow 
the fish across channel. Bobby picked up 
some line. The fish dogged deep and the 
rod butt, jumping alive, bruised his 
groin. "Get me a belt, Cal." 

Cal reached into the cabin for a leather 
bib and buckled it on the boy and helped 
set the butt in the pocket, feeling as he 
did so the springy surge of power away 
out at the end of the line. The fish was 
big. Twenty minutes passed. The battle 
had taken them across the channel to the 
south end ofMashnee, a boulder-strewn 
bottom. 

"That rod'll stand all you can give it 
and the line is new. Your fish is well 
hooked or you'd have lost him long ago. 
Better go to work, son." 

The young mate lowered the rod tip, 
reeling; pumped, lowered reeling; 
pumped again, repeated. 

"Gets in those boulders, he'll cut off, 
Bobby." 

"Know it. Moved him some. This can't 
be no bass." 

"It's bass, '1 Cal said. "Nothing else acts 
like that. Give it to him." 

Bobby gained fifty feet, lost it; gained 
sixty, lost fifty. Ten minutes later after a 
series of short runs the fish had only a 
hundred feet of line. 

"·Coming up!" Bobby yelled in 
triumph. 

Off the stem Roccus surfaced in a great 
shower of foam and Bobby called on the 
Mother of God to witness the sight. Cal 
kicked into slow reverse and said 
quietly, "Don't give him slack. Ease off a 
little on your drag and watch out. He just 
came up to look around; he's going to 
move sudden." 

Roccus sinuated, swirled and 
sounded, and all the line so laboriously 
won was lost before the boat could be 
brought on a following course. 

"He ain't even winded," Cal said. 
"Cal." 
"Yuh." 
"You take him." 
"If you don't want him I'll cut him off." 
"But you saw him." 
"Yuh, and how!" 
"How big, Cal?" 
"Oh, maybe thirty, forty pounds." He 

knew it was wiser not to say how big. 
The fish lunged and the line sang. 
"I saw him, too." 
"How big you think?" 
"Bigger than any bass I ever saw." 
"That so? Well, watch your rod tip." 
No kidding him, Cal thought. He saw as 

well as I. He knows he's hung to a record. 
The rod was a glass half-circle. 
"Not much line left." 
"We'll run up on him again. Take in 

steadily, keep the pressure on him." 
They'd worked back to the channel 

edge, and Cal noticed with apprehen
sion that the mahogany speed cruiser 
which had passed them outbound was 
headed in again at high speed, bearing 
directly across their course. He sounded 
a sharp warning on his horn and saw the 
bow wave diminish sharply They hadn't 
seen him before. He gave his attention to 
the fish. 

With the help of the boat, Bobby had 
the fish within a hundred feet again, and 
surfacing. Cal kicked into neutral. 

"You tired him some; don't let him rest 
now." He went below for the big gaff. 
When he came topside with it, he saw 
with consternation that Tiderunner was 
laying to, not a hundred feet beyond the 
surfaced, thrashing bass. He cupped his 
hands and shouted, "Ahoy, Tide runner! 
Move off, please! This fish will run 
again!" 

The man and the girl had taken seats 
on the cabin to watch the fight. The man 
gave no sign he heard; Cal saw the girl 
tum to speak to her companion, proba
bly repeating the message. The man 
pointed at the fish and said something. 
Cal shouted a warning again but it was 
ignored. 

"He's going to move again, Cal, I can 
tell. He's getting ready! There he goes!" 

The surface leaped and boiled. The 
bass took line once more and the tip of 
Bobby's rod was pointed directly at the 
other boat. 

"I can't tum him, Cal," he called. 
"He'll pass under that lardhead. I'll 

swing in an arc around him. Don't pres
sure him enough to keep him up." 

He gunned both motors. He saw the 
man on Tiderunner leap for the wheel and 
shouted, "Don't start up! Lay where you 
are!" 

The girl waved, but Tiderunner's 
motors came alive with a roar and the 
mahogany leaped, crossing Carey's 
Chicken's bow. 

"He's going right over my line!" 
Bobby shouted. 

Cal kicked into neutral, slammed into 
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reverse. Tiderunner jumped clear, the 
man at her wheel shaking a fist. 

"He cut me off!" Bobby's cry was an
guish. Life had gone from the rod, line 
drooped from its tip. The mahogany 
cruiser, her damage done, lay to, motors 
idling again, and the boy called to her 
skipper in Cal's own phrase, "You big 
lardhead!" 

Cal said, "Easy. I can do better than 
that. Reel in your line." He ran over 
alongside Tiderunner, and the man 
emerged from her wheelhouse. He was 
younger than Cal had thought, and the 
girl was better looking. But even so ... 

He said, deliberately, easily, "You're a 
no-good son of a bitch. At first I wasn't 
going to say it in the presence of the lady, 
but then I figured anyone who'd be pal
ling around with you wouldn't mind 
an understatement like that . . . You 
don't, do you?" he asked, his eyes on 
the girl. 

Her companion had a bull of a voice. 
"You wouldn't say that ashore, you clam 
mucker! You haven't got the guts!" 

"I'd say it ashore, afloat, or flying. And 
with ditto marks. I base on the river at 
Farrell's Wharf and I'll be there in less 
than an hour. I'll be glad to say it then 
and there or any time later, anywhere." 

He moved out and headed upchannel. 
Tiderunner passed him, heading in. 

"Maybe he'll be waiting, Cal," Bobby 
said. 

"Good. I need it." 
"Looks pretty good. In good shape." 
"I need a licking. Do me good. 

Shouldn't have said it-not in front of 
her." 

"She didn't look the kind would be 
with him." 

"Doesn't make any difference. 
Shouldn't have said it. Don't you ever." 

"I won't .. . . Cal?" 
"Yuh?" 
"How big was that bass?" 
"Really want to know? Make you feel 

bad." 
"I want to know." 
"Not less than one hundred pounds. 

Not less than five and a half feet long. 
Now you can cry in your pillow to
night." 

"Maybe I'll get a bigger one." 
Cal grinned. "I got me a good mate," 

he said. He put an arm around the boy's 
shoulder. "Listen, kid. No sense to tell a 
man not to feel bad when he loses a 
record fish. But if you'd caught it you 
wouldn't have had any fun bass fishing 
the rest of your life. Imagine that!" 

They both laughed ... 

T iderunner wasn't in sight 
when they tied up at Farrell's 
Wharf. 
"Wash down and make up the 

bunks," Cal said. 'Tm going up to see 
Tom Salter and tell him about that 
fish, and I'm going to call New Haven 
and tell Dan Merriman, who's doing 
striped-bass research at Yale. No sense 
telling anyone else; they'll just figure 
we're dreaming. If I'm not back in fif
teen minutes get some chow cooking; 
anything suits me." 

"Okay, Skipper." Bobby grinned. 
Cal found Tom Salter at his boat sta

tion and told him of the fish . Tom told of 
the fish he and Father O'Meara had seen. 

"Could be the same," Tom said. "Fish 
we saw wouldn't stay in the river long." 

"How is the father?" 
"No younger. But well enough. And 

asking for you recently." 
"I'll drop by the rectory and say hello. 

Someone I want him to keep an eye on." 
"You won't find him this 

afternoon. Manuel Riba is giving 
him some worry and he went up 
to Manuel's place. That damn
fool chief down at the Coast 
Guard Station, Maddox
you know him-he's 
got Father in a frame of 
mind to believe that all 
his works are in vain if he can't save 
Manuel from the devil." 

"By the way, you know a sport cruiser, 
Tide runner? 

"I've seen it lately. Seems to belong up 
the river. Saw it moored off a new house 
up there where some professor and his 
daughter come to live. Why?" 

"Quite a craft." 
The soft, warm light was going. Cal 

paid his respects to Mrs. Salter and de
cided to go back to the boat without tele
phoning Merriman. He saw the riding 
and cabin lights were already turned on; 
Bobby would have something cooking. 
Maybe later they'd go uptown to 
the movies. Right now he was 
hungry. 

He called when he walked out on the 
apron of the wharf, but Bobby didn't 
answer. The new tide hadn't raised 
Carey's Chicken much. He swung down 
four rungs of the ladder and jumped 
aboard. Bobby lay sprawled on the deck 
between the engine housings, his head 
on his hands, sobbing. Cal knelt swiftly. 

"Hey, kid, what gives?" 
The boy half turned his head. It was a 

bloody mess, mouth and cheeks cut, 
both eyes swollen, nose tom at one 
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Roccus'jaw 
healed swiftly, 
causing her 
no pain. 
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nostril. 
"What happened?" 
"That guy came looking for you. Said 

you'd run out on him. Called you a yel
low bastard . I told him everything you'd 
said went for me, too. That's all. Except 
he's awful fast and awful good." 

Cal got him sitting up and washed out 
the cuts. The nose wasn't broken. Nor 
the spirit. 

"I,. asn't crying because I took a lick
ing." 

"I know." 
" It was because I'd lost the fish. Cal, 

you'd have had him if you'd been han
dling him. Would have meant a lot for 
the reputation of the boat." 

So that was it. 
"Listen, Bobby. I couldn't have done 

any better than you. Nobody could. You 
made no mistakes. That rod was too light 
to kill that fish in anything under an 
hour. Hadn't have been for that son of a 
bitch you'd have had him." 

"Maybe." 
"Come on, let's chow. You want to go 

to the movies later?" 
"Sure, anything you say." 
"I say the movies for you. I got an 

errand to do." 

R occus sank to the bouldered 
deeps off Mashnee. The hooks 
qf the plug were merely an 
annoyance, the weight of it a 

nuisance which did not greatly alarm 
her. She had rid herself of similar lures 
before. Behind her, as she swam, trailed 
one hundred and twenty feet of forty
five-pound-test nylon line and three feet 
of nylon leader. Before dusk all except a 
foot of the line had been cut off by the 
sharp edges of barnacles, mussels and 
rocks. She expelled with an exertion that 
tired her and somehow caused her to be 
tense . Awkwardly, she fed through 
squid though she was not hungry. She 
sought the reassurance of normality. 

Roccus' jaw healed swiftly, causing her 
no pain. As June waned she joined first 
one and then another of the many 
schools of striped bass which remained 
in the area of Cape Cod Canal. Some of 
these fish were from the Chesapeake re
gion and more were native to the Hud
son and it~ tributaries. There were few 
from the Roanoke; most of the migrating 
Roanoke fish had come no farther north 
than the Jersey coast. 

All these fish in the canal area move 
back and forth with the tides through the 
big ditch, driving whiting from the bot-

tom to the surface, where, in the rips, 
they skitted furiously, heads out of water, 
terrorized. The bass rose beneath them 
in pursuit, tail-smashing to stun them. 

Day and night the anglers lined the 
canal riprap to cast for the bass, using 
eelskins on weighted rigs during the 
darkness and plugs in daylight hours. 
Favorite spots were crowded. These 
were adjacent to the swiftest rips and 
had been given names common among 
the angling fraternity. Some of the names 
were Halfway Gate, Split Rock, the Mus
sel Bed, the Cradle, Lobster Pound, 
Lumber Yard, Paddy's Rock, the Beacon, 
the Herring Run, the High Tension, 
Portugee Hole and the Basin. There were 
a score more. Some men fished all night 
and slept in the daytime in cars parked 
in a wooded secfion under the Bourne 
highway bridge. Some fished for mar
ket, some only for sport; others fished for 
sport, yet marketed their catch so they 
could meet expenses and continue to fish 
for fun . When the bass were choosy, or 
chasing whiting far out in the middle of 
the canal, hard to reach, many of the 
fishermen lived for days on nothing 
more substantial than coffee and 
doughnuts. Restaurants stayed open all 
night to cater to them, and these, on the 
slack tides, were crowded with anglers 
who were waiting for rips to make up. 
They had only one subject of conversa
tion-striped bass. There was none but 
dreamed of catching a record fish. None 
really expected to. They were a red-eyed, 
bewhiskered, somewhat odoriferous 
congregation of zealots. 

R occus scattered the stars and 
seized a compressed slab 
of moonlight , swallow
ing it. 

The July moon beamed on waters 
slapped by the tails of late-arriving 
menhaden moving inshore along both 
sides of the Cape. There were many 
thousands in each school and there were 
countless thousands of schools. Into one 
dimpling over three fathoms Roccus 
drove again. 

Other fish were feeding on the 
pogy-many other bass, squeteague, 
late pollock, the first of the bluefish, blue 
and hammerhead sharks, bonito, dol
phin and, in deeper waters, broadbill 
swordfish and whales. Nearly all life of 
the ocean fed on the menhaden. 
Lobstermen seined them for bait. Fleets 
of white vessels seined them by the mil
lions for oil and fertilizer. They swam fin 
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to fin, tiers deep, the most abundant 
species in the Atlantic fishery. They were 
late arriving because the sea on the 
shoals had been late to warm. Now they 
would summer in the bays and harbors, 
the inlets and surf, waxing fatter and 
oilier on algae, sediment of organic 
decay and minute crustacean life, and 
their enemies from the land and of the 
sea would deplete their numbers by mil
lions, yet fail appreciably to deplete their 
population. For each mature menhaden 
moving inshore had spawned more than 
one hundred thousand eggs. They were 
a countless streaming under the stars of 
the tide, showering as Roccus drove 
again. 

When the July moon filled, Roccus re
turned to the lie by the Bird Island boul
der, gorged with pogy, and at two o'clock 
of a morning, when the light on the 
water was one six-hundred-thousandth 
of the brilliance of the midday sun, she 
moved into the circle of a seine. She felt it 
against her tail before she saw it; she felt 
it against her side. Lesser bass, also 
trapped, began in excitement to mill 
around her. She surfaced and found no 
escape; she sounded and encountered 
wide-mesh twine. She swam the closing 
circle of the seine, brushing against it. 
Some of the smaller bass were gilled, 
thrashing, floundering. But she was not 
greatly alarmed. In the Roanoke, in an 
arm of the Chesapeake, once in the Hud
son, she had been in nets before. From 
traps, like most bass, she always found 
her way; these were the offshore weirs 
with openings never closed except on 
low water. This trap was different; its 
opening already had closed, its diameter 
was closing. 

Roccus moved slowly in a half-circle, 
well inside the closing wall of mesh. 
Then, with a rush and thrust that scat
tered the smaller bass, she surged to the 
surface, flashed like a bright spearhead 
in the July moonlight, and re-entered the 
protecting water a fathom clear of the net 
floats . The thrust of the broad tail carried 
her to the channel past Bird Island and 
the safety of the flowing depths. She 
passed a pod of pogy, scattering them in 
a frenzy of flashing silver, then slowing 
to alert movement along the margin of 
the channel. 

I n the moonslastquarterRoccus 
re- entered the canal, following 
schools of spike and tinker 
mackerel, feeding only at 

night, lying on the bottom with lesser 

fish during the hours of sun. Her appe
tite diminished and she was easily satis
fied . She no longer pursued the darting 
whiting to the surface to whack them 
and gorge them. She moved lazily after 
eels, not eager for their taste. As the 
water warmed, her stripes darkened 
from brown to deep blue, and a reddish 
hue appeared on the edge of her gill 
covers. Sea lice left her for fish traveling 
to the surf. A benign lassitude of old age 
crept upon her. 

L ovely and peaceful beat 
the sea of summer , cruel 
with death. Schools of small 
tuna were annihilating squid. 

Giant bluefins were decimating the 
mackerel shoals. Stalking the big tuna 
came the killers. 

Through the canal with the tide east
flowing Roccus moved under Sagamore 
Highway Bridge, past Paddys Reef, past 
the dolphins in the mooring basin across 
from The Blinker, past breakwater and 
sandcatcher and into the surge of Cape 
Cod Bay, where the half-flood kicked a 
chop of seventy-one-degree surface 
water against the current disgorging be
tween the riprap. A light easterly behind 
the fetch of sea added to surface commo
tion at the canal's east entrance. Roccus 
felt an uneasiness. She moved across the 
Sagamore bar where sand eels and sper
ling silvered the surf. 

The school tuna harassing the sum
mer squid were between twenty and 
forty pounds in weight, fish which 
in the larval stage three and four 
years before had measured only a 
quarter inch in length. Several 
hundred of these in two or three 
distinct schools had moved higher along 
the bay arm from the Barnstable traps 
where they had gorged on herring. Now 
tµey moved through and under acres of 
the small red squid, gorging again. 

It was not coincidence that the adult 
members of their family were in the 
same area. Departing from the fathom 
curve of their migration highway be
tween the tip of Cape Cod and Nova 
Scotia, they had moved in from Wood 
End to intercept the mackerel which 
swam with the east wind. They raced at 
great speed effortlessly Between their 
bullet-shaped heads and their tails of 
tremendous power there was no line of 
water resistance; their giant fins fitted 
into grooves in their bodies. Sun rain
bowed the spray above them when they 
surfaced, sporting; they made a slice 

caused by the 
slimy substance 

adhering to their 
tiny scales. The slick 

made a pattern of 
betrayal on the water. 

Orcinus, the killer 
whale, was leader of a 

pack which had sped south 
with the Labrador Current, 

then followed a bent course 
inside the Gulf Stream to a point three 

miles off The Race. There they had been 
sighted, an even dozen of them, and 
reported by twodraggers inbound from 
the Georges Bank. They had been seen 
in combatwith a finback whale of sixty 
feet which they had mortally wound
ed bu! upon which they had not fed . 
They had come south to feed on the tuna. 

Orcinus was twenty-nine feet long, 
with huge rounded flippers, great tail 
flukes and a dorsal fin, curved with age, 
more than five feet in length. About 
three quarters of his scaleless skin was 
black, but his chin and belly were white 
and there were white oval patches above 
each eye. In his pack were six males only 
slightly smaller. The five females were 
less than half as large, and their flippers, 
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flukes and fins were disproportionately 
smaller, perhaps a quarter of the size of 
the males'. These were the gangsters of 
the Atlantic and their molls, unmatched 
in ruthlessness, working with a mob in
stinct that struck terror to the hearts of 
the largest whales and sharks. 

Off Barnstable the killers had inter
cepted the trail of the tuna and soon 
began to take toll of them in all sizes. A 
forty-pound schoolfish was a half-bite 
appetizer for Orcinus, a five-hundred
pound blue fin a two-bite hors d'oeuvre. 
Despite the speed of the tuna the killers 
overtook them at will. Yet they did not 
harry them ceaselessly. They withdrew 
as their appetites were satisfied, so that 
the bluefins were not completely stam
peded. 

Now, having swum outside the tuna 
for several miles during half a day while 
the bluefins, their alarm diminishing, 
resumed feeding, the killers drove 
toward the land again and the giant tuna 
fled before them among the schoolfish. 
The schoolfish turned over the shoals in 
terror. 

Inside Roccus there was no hunger 
except a yearning which had no signifi
cance for her senses. She moved lei
surely across the Sagamore bar and onto 
the shoals off Scorton Harbor Creek in 
Sandwich. There, encountering extreme 
shoaling, she finned farther off the land. 
And farther off the land, where the water 
deepended to eight fathoms, Orcinus hit 
her. 

The bass had brief warning. A tuna of 
about twenty pounds arced into her vis
ion, leaped and twisted and turned 
offshore again. Roccus followed from 
curiosity and met, nearly head on, a 
giant tuna in a glide of frenzy, in flight 
before the closely following killer. 

Orcinus saw Roccus only as a blurred 
shadow suspended where no shadow 
should be. He chopped at her with one 
side of his jaw in the flash of his passing. 
His twenty-two conically pointed teeth 
on that side sliced into the caudal 
peduncle of the bass- nearly to the 
backbone- just failing to sever. 

Tuna · and killer whale vanished as 
quickly as they had appeared. Roccus, 
seeking shallower water, swam slowly 
and with great exertion. Her broad tail, 
the propeller of her normal action, was 
fouled and its driving force drastically 
reduced. She was severely injured. 

On the second night after being 
wounded by Orcinus, Roccus swam 
awkwardly with the tide in the starry 
shallows past Sandwich Harbor Creek to 
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the deep of the canal's east end; and as 
the west tide began to flow, she gave her 
hurt self to the pull of it and, dropping 
deep, moved through. The wound of 
both sides of the wrist of her tail attracted 
two lampreys, which she brushed off a 
mussel bed, but cunners followed her, as 
did dogfish, drawn by the flow of her life 
in the tide's life. 

Her life was a life of great tides and 
currents but this life of the moon's tide 
was small; the moon was in quarter 
stage, and the rips were slow to make. 
This was a windless night when the eel
rig bouncers got much distance in their 
casts but took few bass. Roccus saw a 
dozen slow-moving, blue-backed, 
white-bellied skins, inflated with water, 
move within her striking distance and 
withdraw with tantalizing tail action. 
Hungry, she might have struck. She did 
not hunger. 

Before the new day crept under the 
span of the railroad bridge she had re
versed her journey through the canal 
and was again in Buzzards Bay. 

The wound confused her, rather than 
pained. The alarm building within her 
was the result of confusion. 

S 
tena, the roseate tern, was 
fishing. From her lookout on 
the high bank of the point near 
where Roccus rested, the bird 

watched th~ schools of bait fish con
gregating near shore. The sun lay 
slightly behind her, past its zenith. 

When there was a sufficient concentra
tion of the small prey milling about, 
Sterna performed the Trick of the Menac
ing Shadow, launching herself and 
swooping to within a few feet of the 
water. Her shadow panicked the bait, 
which showered ahead of it, and the tern 
of greatest symmetry dipped to scoop 
baby herring and sand eels, some of 
which she took from the air. 

Lying under four feet of water on the 
warm silt bottom, Roccus watched this 
performance for an hour, at the end of 
which Sterna had her fill. The bass 
moved slowly to feed on wounded, flut
tering bait. 

Sun beat down on the surface of the 
river. No wind moved that surface, no 
fish, no bird. The tide had reached the 
peak of the salt mark on the marsh grass. 
Bait fish kept to the cooler depths over 
sand, worrying shell lately turned by the 
quahoggers. Plankton clouded the iris
blue water. A kingfisher swooped but 
held its dive over a cloud of minnows too 

deep to reach and returned with a cry of 
angry frustration to its lookout at the 
brittle tip of a dead cedar. 

Blue crabs crawled the bottom and in 
the weed crept up on partially opened 
seed scallops, and on the bars snuggled 
with their hinges against small rocks, 
waiting for clam snouts to show. They 
could move fast and in any direction. A 
late-spawning horeshoe crab pushed 
sand like a bulldozer. Fiddlers, their 
homes flooded, crept along cautiously, 
hunting shrimps and sand fleas and the 
broker clams gulls had dropped for 
cracking when the tide was down. 

In a hole fourteen feet deep, off an old 
windwheel once used to make electricity 
for a pump, Roccus rested with her chin 
in mud, expelling water at an accelerated 
count, turning on one side, then the 
other, to present the healing wound at 
the base of her caudal to the black ooze, 
the warm and salving ooze. So she had 
rested for days moving into weeks since 
Orcinus had struck her, feeding lightly 
and not more than twice a week. She 
wasted away. She was still a great fish, 
but her depth and thickness had di
minished, the deep bulge of her belly 
had vanished; she was flabby in her 
underside, there was an unhealthy 
sheen on her gill covers and no sea lice 
sought her as host. 

A ugust waned. Days of intense 
heat were followed by 
brief tempests that failed to 
clear the air. The dawns were 

red beyond the eye of the sun. Chain 
lightning, distant, licked the evening 
sky. There was no thunder. A season was 
approaching its end and the approach 
communicated itself to all life. 

Man witnessed the quick ripening of 
his tomatoes, the sudden, overnight 
toughening of his corn, the withering of 
his potato vines, the indefinable feeling 
that a chore so long delayed as tacking a 
new tin blade on his snow shovel had 
better be attended to . There were days 
and weeks and possibly months before a 
sterner season claimed the earth, yet the 
grasp of change was on it. 

The terns, their young flown, were 
hungrier for themselves; the mackerel 
gulls were less lazy; the fierce-winged 
gannet dived from greater height. The 
curlew cried above the moor at night and 
the plovers called at daybreak. The 
young of the native black ducks tested 
their strengthening wings above the 
guzzles . Sandpipers and swallows flew 
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in clouds, and in the marsh the red
winged blackbird tucked her song be
neath her wing. 

In the dunes the hares developed a 
scent the gray fox could follow, and in the 
marsh the muskrat made a tentative 
selection of winter quarters. The otter 
ranged far, and in the night his whistle 
was a distant locomotive. 

The life of the sea also felt change. 
Tuna coursed east, the killers in their 
wake. Cod and haddock began an in
shore movement and the whiting went 
into the surf's first roller. Bluefish fol
lowed the whiting into the surf and the 
scup turned south. Off the beaches the 
young of the menhaden were nearly four 
inches long and the adult fish had disap
peared; some said the pogy fleet had 
taken all of them, but they had merely 
moved into deeper water, a movement 
which was scarcely more than a drift ac
complished on the ebb of a high-course 
tide. 

Off Plum Island and Parver River, off 
the estuary of North and South rivers, off 
the Gurnet, outside Saquish and Clarks 
Island, off the Cape Cod Canal and 
Sandwich Harbor Creek and Scorton 
Harbor Creek, on shoals, the young 
striped bass began to school, school join
ing school, for southward migration, a 
movement wholly depending upon the 
movement of bait fish, which, in turn, 
depended completely upon the de
velopment of weather. 

Roccus, mending slowly, felt a similar 
urge, though the schooling fish were 
mostly between five and fifteen pounds. 
Pods of the larger migrating fish usually 
formed later. She began to feed on the 
fugitive small bait, on a few late soft
shelled crabs. She mended slowly. 

On the last night of the August moon, 
while a tempest cloud covered the cres
cent, Roccus dropped back through the 
narrows down, down the river and into 
the pulsing sea. Her wound had not 
healed completely and never would; she 
swam with half the strength of her usual 
tail thrust and only half her eagerness of 
questing. Otherwise she had the fair 
health of old age and a sudden desire to 
be gone to the far waters of her birth. 
With the tide she dropped back, until 
she reached the Mashnee Shoals at the 
western approach of the canal. 

To the submerged granite boulder on 
the Bird Island ledge, where she had 
paused in her migrations of many years, 
Roccus made her way, driven by the urge 
to begin her southward journey. For 
three days of early September she occu-

pied this hold. She gained strength as 
the wound at the wrist of her caudal 
healed despite its fouling, and her appe
tite returned. Here in May she had fed 
upon Anguilla, and here now the eels 
dropping back from the rivers to spawn 
swam in abundance and were tasty and 
nourishing. 

These were bright days of mistrals at 
dawn, warming surface water the hours 
of sun, and cool nights when the pattern 
of the universe beyond earth was mir
rored on the frosty tides. 

N o striped bass joined her on 
the Bird Island ledge and on the 
night of the third day of her 
lie there she returned to the 

Mashnee shore. The instinct of early mi
gration remained strong within her, but 
she was possessed by a stronger urge to 
seek the company of her kind. 

Off Mashnee smaller bass were be
ginning to school. Some had passed 
through the canal from Cape Cod Bay, 
others were from the rivers and harbors 
adjacent to the canal's west end. These -
fish were restless, undetermined in -
their movements, uncertain, wavering 
with the tidal changes, held in the 
gathering place by the flow of feed on 
the canal edge, waiting on the weather. 

Roccus joined a school of bass in the 
fifteen- to twenty-pound class. She was 
neither welcomed nor made unwel
come. She swam in a flanking position 
like an outrider edging a herd of cattle. 

Three pods of bull bass which had 
summered in Cape Cod Canal, one 
group of fish individually approaching 
half the size of Roccus, joined the school 
to which Roccus had attached herself. 
Two days later more than one hundred 
striped bass from six to twelve pounds 
each joined up. All acted in response to 
the same urging that moved the matri
arch for company of her species in a 
journey of varying lengths, none short, 
to the warmer waters of early life. / 

In the rips and backwaters the young , 
menhaden and herring and the silver 
eels were plentiful. The nights were 
noisy as the bass fed and fattened on 
them. Only Roccus fed and strengthened 
yet did not grow in size. Despite her 
healing, her feeding, her strengthening, 
she continued to waste away. 

Now the nights were cold, and the 
surface water, from the night air, was 
sometimes colder than the depths, and 
in the limitless element above the sea 
migrating birds were a-wing to lesser 

67 



Illustrations by Craig Houston 

latitudes, quiet in the passage. 
Roccus felt the change of pressure on 

the weight of waters at the Mashnee 
gathering place of the tides. Of the great 
and growing school of bass she alone felt 
it, being wiser in age and experience. It 
was a subtle change, not marked, telling 
her that heavy weather was definitely 
approaching, though not yet close. Only 
five barometers hinted this change; 
most did not. Yet next day all the school 
felt it, the larger fish first. 

It was a signal for application to appe
tite, for satiation beyond appetite, for 
gorging against the needs of a journey 

that would begin at the height of 
the storm and allow no interval for 

seeking food. With the storm the 
school might move along to 

Cuttyhunk or to Sakonnet 
area, or even as far as 

Montauk Point; it 
would positively move 

from Mashnee and 
during passage it 

would not feed. /'7 Roccus fed almost 
~- exclusively on the 

migrating eels, whose oily 
flavor, more pronounced now 

than that of young menhaden, 
she somehow needed. These 

she pursued at leisurely pace,ap
proaching them from behind, accel

\ . erating to.seize them broadside at the 
,.\ •· head. Some she bit in two, others 

' she swallowed whole.Her best hunt
ing was at night, when the eels were 

most active, emerging from their 
hiding places. 

Because a high- pressure 
"'; area from Canada slowed the 

storm's progress up the coast from 
Hatteras, the weather held fair 
beyond the time Roccus' instinct 

told her it would foul. The 
barometer even showed a 

slightly upward trend. 
So came a cloudless night of thin 

moon, nearly dark o' the moon, a wind
less night, the sea flat, cold except for a 
distinguishable offshore ground swell. 
In the marshes, gathering black ducks 
were raucous. A flight of geese went over. 

Hunger blinded caution, or Roccus 
would not have struck at the false An
guilla that darted past in a haze of phos
phorescence. The very force of her strike, 
while it set the sharp hook, snapped the 
line with a vicious jerk that amazed the 

Adapted from The Shining Tides by Win Brooks. 
Copyright 1952 by Win Brooks. By permission of 
William Morrow & Company. 

trolling, half-dozing angler. 
Downtide, sounding, Roccus fought 

her doom with the utmost of her half-
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mended strength. Her savage strike had 
driven the head hook of the rigged eel 
through the roof of her mouth, and the 
barb of the middle hook had pierced her 
tongue and lower jaw. As pain stabbed 
her and she swirled, the tail hood of the 
false Anguilla slapped under her open 
gill cover and secured itself in her rake rs. 

A resistance which sought to tum her 
course, a sensation she had experienced 
in other misadventures, quickly ended. 
But one hook bled her gills, and the 
others, like a chain bolt on a door, se
cured her jaws, nearly locking them. Her 
breathing became labored. She was in a 
state of slow suffocation. 

She surfaced in a flurry of panic, vio
lently shaking her head, circling, creat
ing a disturbance which in decent 
weather would have attracted the gulls 
from afar. This day the gulls were on the 
beaches or the pierheads or the rocks, or 
riding the updrafts of the wind above the 
faces of the dunes. None observed her. 

She drove for the bottom again, but 
not to rest. Although the pain of the 
hooks, a sudden reflex of her nervous 
system, subsided, there grew within her 
a feeling of bursting and a terror of the 
unknown that gripped her jaws. With
out sense of direction or purpose, re
gardless of changing pressures, she 
swam swiftly about, often striking the 
rocks. 

This phase of her struggle lasted for 
hours, but her strength waned as the day 
waned and the storm gathered itself for 
night assault. Finally her terror vanished 
and her aimless movements ceased; and 
in the late afternoon, the ebb tide nearly 
spent, herself spent, she gave herself to 
the tide, unconscious, drifting with it, 
her fins moving only from the turbu
lence of the water , and an uncontrolled 
trembling in all her muscles. Her tail was 
completely paralyzed. 

Through the quickfall of night, into 
the first of the title's resurgence, life 
clung to Roccus rather than she to life. 

Then it was full dark and, though the 
heavy clouds completely obscured the 
new moon and the constellations, there 
came a moment when it seemed as if 
Roccus had entered again the spangled 
shallows of her youth. The golden burst 
of Capella in Auriga fired the sea. Bright 
were Deneb and Altair and Algol, and 
bright was Jupiter below the Great 
Square of Pegasus. And suddenly all of 
the planets and their moons, every one 
of the myriad stars, were pouring down 
the tide, streaming down the tide that 
had turned for home. 
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We have enjoyed your magazine for 
seve ral years. The wide scope of articles 
necessary to appeal to the various inter
ests of your readers is certainly surpris
ingly large and excellent. 

There is one regular contributor which 
we always enjoy, and that is the creator of 
"Biosphere;" namely, John Culler. Your 
sense of whimsy and satire in these arti
cles, stories, essays or whatever you 
classify them is indeed most delightful. 
Please keep them coming as they invar
iably furnish us much genuine enjoy
ment, as well as some good old laughs. 

Skippy Jackson, The Great Nauga Pro
ject and Miss Emily's Proposition 13 are 
our favorites to date, and in that order. All 
of them contain many gems and again we 
urge you to let your fertile imagination 
and fluent writing continue. We all need 
some humor to help balance our lives. 

A.B. ,Harris 
Greenville 

I enjoyed your article "Biosphere" and 
I thought this March-April iss~e of South 
Carolina Wildlife was outstanding in gen
eral. I especially liked the story on blue 
catfishing . . 

I am from Anderson, but right now I 
am serving a two-year tour of duty in 
Bamburg, Germany. My mother reads 
each issue and sends it to me. I grew up 
on my father's Black Angus beef cattle 
farm in Anderson County in Neal 's Creek 
Community. I've fished or hunted every 
free moment since I was knee-high. I 

even dabbled in taxidermy for a couple of 
years in high school. My junior year of 
high school, in the summerof1973, a lady 
by the name of Louise Ervin of Honea 
Path wrote an article covering the second 
front of the Anderson Independent 
newspaper showing me catching some 
bullhead catfish with my hands, my pet 
crow and various other things. So you 
can see why I enjoy your magazine. It is 
true back-home. 

Julian J. Martin Jr. 
New York, N. Y. 

Your N.C. Wyeth article was excellent 
and I was particularly pleased with the 
graphic design and color reproductions. 
It was my pleasure to contribute to this 
fine tribute to N.C. Wyeth. 

Douglas Allen 
Bridgewater, N.}. 

We just began reading South Carolina 
Wildlife and enjoy it very much. The arti
cle "Lady of the Lowcountry" was of par
ticular interest and beauty. I would ap
preciate information on obtaining re
prints, background information and 
books on Alice Ravenel Huger Smith. 

Thank you for this great publication. 
Lynn A. Pagliaro 

Lewiston, N. Y. 

You are the cleverest writer in the world! 
The photography · in South Carolina 
Wildlife is gorgeous, the title includes my 
home state and favorite state, but for 
about the last year, the magazine was 
becoming a "blood and guts" one (very 
similar to North Carolina Wildlife to 
which we no longer subscribe). This last 
issue was back to the original South 
Carolina Wildlife that we have enjoyed 
for at least six years-thank goodness. 
Please keep up with a theme of peace 
and beauty and leave out the violence. 
My small children love animals, and I 
don 't want to hide South Carolina 
Wildlife from them. 

Brucie Harry 
Shelby, N. C. 

With reference to your article on the 
Angel Oak located on Johns Island 
(March-April 1979) and the lack of Angel 
descendents living who might pass on 
some story of the great tree, I can offer 
the following information: 

I corresponded regularly with Mrs. 
Margaret Angel Bolt, a daughter of the 
Dr. Angel for whom the tree was named. 
She was a girlhood friend and school
mate of my mother in Charleston, and 

she lived in Charleston. I have not heard 
from her this year and, if still living, is well 
into her nineties. She frequently spoke of 
the Angel Oak and of Johns Island. She 
has two daughters, one living in Savan
nah, Ga., and I think the other is in 
Beaufort. 

Myrtle Jopling 
Augusta, Ga. 

May I add my note of praise to the 
dozens I am sure that you will receive on 
the perfectly delightful article in the 
March-April issue of South Carolina 
Wildlife, "Lady of the Lowcountry" by 
Martha Severens. What exquisite repro
ductions of Miss Smith 's fine work, 
which certain ly rates among the best of 
all Lowcountry artists. Thank you for a 
real treat. 

Mrs. J. E. Cannon Jr. 
One of the lucky 372 citizens of Hartsville 
who subscribe to South Carolina Wildlife 

The last issue of South Carolina Wildlife 
was the best ever. I would not miss a 
copy. I especially loved the articles on 
decoys. I would love to purchase any 
decoys your readers might wish to sell. I 
would be happy to hear from anyone 
with decoy interests. 

Kay Mallek 
2013 North Swan Road 

Tucson, Ariz. 

Needless to say, but I thoroughly enjoy 
every issue of your magazine and think it 
is the best of such I have ever seen. There 
was, in a fairly recent issue, some articles 
and photographs about the Edisto River 
which I thought was a masterpiece in 
every respect. I intended to keep this 
copy but, after being prodded, gave it to 
a sister who lives at Sumter. 

About 60years ago, along with my Dad 
and a couple of his friends, we drove a 
Model T Ford touring car from Columbia 
to somewhere in the vicinity of 
Orangeburg and spent a day and night 
camped on the bank of the Edisto for 
fishing. I would almost swear that one of 
the photographs was taken at the same 
spot. Also, the picture of the redbreast 
seemed to be a replica of one that I 
caught, which was the biggest I ever saw, 
before or since. No place in this country 
could be as full of fish as we saw at that 
time. The only fly in the ointment during 
that night was a myriad of mosquitoes 
that made sleeping a pure nightmare in 
the back seat with the curtains up. 

P.B. Lewis 
Asheboro, N. C. 
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KUDZU 
Its rapid growth now unwelcome 

Kudzu's speedy growth 
and hardiness once made it a 
popular ground cover, but 
these same traits have now 
turned many farmers against 
the vine. 

Southerners call it "mile
a-minute vine." In a century, it 
has engulfed the South, 
spreading north to central 
Kentucky, Virginia and Mary
land and west to eastern Texas 
and Oklahoma. 

The South's growing sea
son, mild winter and abun
dant precipitation cause 
kudzu to spread there at 
phenomenal rates. It pro
duces abundant foliage from 
deep tap roots and its tendrils 
can grow 60 feet in a season, 
often climbing vertically up to 
40 feet. 

By late summer, the ground 
is covered with a thick maze 
of vines, sometimes several 
feet deep, with fragrant pur
ple flowers. The plant then 
produces pods, but, in this 
country, they seldom contain 
seeds. 

After a killing frost, kudzu 
loses its leaves and dies back 
to its roots, but the perennial 
vine regenerates each spring 
and establishes new tap roots 
at nodes along the stems. The 
plant is bothered little by dis-
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When kudzu invaded this Lexington County property, it took complete control of the yard 
and the old home. 

ease or insects. 
An estimated million 

Southern acres are covered 
by kudzu. Little is safe from its 
attack. Fences, abandoned 
houses, unused railroad 
beds, junk cars, even tele
phone poles are quickly en
shrouded. 

Introduced to the United 
States from Japan at the 1876 
Philadelphia Centennial Ex
position, kudzu was first used 
as an ornamental vine to 
shade porches. By the early 
1900s, the plant was found to 
provide inexpensive forage 
for livestock. 

Spanning the Depression 
era, kudzu's deep roots, 
dense foliage and rapid 
growth, along with its 
nitrogen-fixing quality, pro-

vided the kind of ground 
cover needed to control gully 
erosion, stabilize road banks 
and rejuvenate nitrogen
deficient soil. 

Through World War 11, 
Southern farmers were so en
thusiastic about kudzu that 
many communities formed 
kudzu clubs and elected 
kudzu queens. Federal agen
cies gave away kudzu seed-
1 i ngs by the millions, and the 
Civilian Conservation Corps 
planted it to curb soil erosion. 

In those days, the plant was 
called the "miracle vine." 
Land planted to kudzu had 
nearly 80 percent less water 
run-off and more than 99 per
cent less soil loss than land 
under cotton, according to 
experiments at the Soil Con-

servation Service's Southern 
Piedmont Conservation Ex
periment Station at Wat
kinsville, Georgia. 

But after planting their 
fields with it, farmers found 
that kudzu had serious draw
backs as forage. It was easily 
overgrazed and much of the 
vine is woody stem, useless as 
hay. It could be mowed for 
hay only once a year and 
remain healthy. In fact, over
grazing and mowing too fre
quently are the only ways of 
controlling kudzu short of 
using chemical herbicides. 

Thus, as the serious soil 
erosion from 1920 to 1940 di
minished, government agen
cies became disenchanted 
with kudzu, especially as it 
continued to spread ... and 
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spread ... and spread. By the 
mid-1950s, state highway de
partments were employing 
chemical herbicides to eradi
cate kudzu. In 1953, the U.S. 
Department of Agriculture 
removed it from the list of 
permissible cover crops 
under the Agricultural Con
servation Program. In 1962 
the Soil Conservation Ser
vice stopped recommending 
kudzu except for areas widely 
separated from orchards, for
ests, fences, farm buildings 
and other properties. Finally, 
in 1970, the Department of 
Agriculture listed kudzu as a 
common weed in the South
ern states. 

Some farmers still use 
kudzu as livestock forage, but 
the more affluent have turned 
to more productive feed 
crops such as bahia grass, 
coastal bermuda and fescue, 
despite the extra fertilizer and 
attention such vegetation re
qui res. Many orchard grow
ers, woodlot owners and the 
wood products industry are 
especially critical of kudzu's 
tendency to stifle and even
tually kill trees of all sizes. 

The vine has spread so 
widely throughout the South 
that only extensive use of 
chemical agents could eradi
cate it. The economic and en
vironmental costs of such a 
campaign make it highly un
likely, however. 

Kudzu is still considered 
useful in China and Japan. 
The Chinese greatly value its 
root, which contains a starch 
used in flour. The ancient 
Chinese revered the plant for 
its alleged medicinal values. It 
was used to treat such ail
ments as influenza, dysentery 
and snake bite. 

The Japanese permit kudzu 
to grow wild on steep, uncul
tivated slopes and they use 
the entire plant. Besides mak
ing hay from the leaves or 
using them as forage, the 
Japanese make a coarse doth 
from the stem and derive a 
starch from the root. The 
starch is used for noodles and 
candy. 

Indians Suffered Breaks, Arthritis, 
Tooth Decay 

By analyzing the bones and 
other remains found at Daws 
Island near Port Royal Sound, 
University of South Carolina 
archeologists have recon
structed the life of early South 
Carolina Indians. 

James L. Michie with the 
USC Institute of Archeology 
and Anthropology, and his 
associates, Ted A. Rathbun 
and Jim Sexton, are investigat
ing the past settlement of In
dians on Daws Island. Michie 
discovered the Daws Island 
site accidentally in 1967 but 
said the importance of the 
discover wasn't understood 
until 1974 when the first 

human bones were found. 
The population was a 

group of Indian aborigines 
who once established a base 
camp on the island in Port 
Royal Sound near Beaufort 
3,500 to 4,000 years ago. A 
base camp is an area the tribe 
would have inhabited every 
year during a certain season. 

"We found the remains of 
nine persons and their ar
tifacts, which implies that the 
burial site was used for sev
eral generations," Michie 
said. "We estimate that the 
colony was composed of 
from 12 to 25 persons who 
were patrilineal, that is, the 

BILL PROPOSED TO STUDY 
NON-GAME ANIMALS 

Non-game animals will get 
more attention from wildlife 
agencies if a recent bill is 
passed by Congress. 

Most state agencies con
centrate on the protection 
and management of sport 
animals because their money 
comes from an 11 percent ex
cise tax on sporting arms, 
ammunition, archery equip
ment and fishing tackle. 

But Rep. Edwin Forsythe of 
New Jersey has introduced 
the Fish and Wildlife Conser
vation Act to the U.S. House 
of Representatives to start a 
matching grant program in 
the U.S. Fish and Wildlife 
Service. The program would 
share expenses with state 
agencies for non-game projects. 

A similar bill was intro
duced in the Senate. Both 
versions call for an authoriza
tion of $8 million for plan
ning, but the Senate bill 
would assess to matching 
state funds an 11 percent 

manufacturer's excise tax on 
wild bird feed, feeders, 
houses and baths. The House 
bill allows for a state's plan to 
cover only non-game wildlife 
or all wildlife valued for 
"ecological, educational, 
aesthetic, cultural, recre
ational, economic or scien
tific benefits." 

Under the bill, a state 
would assess the population 
and habitat of each species in 
its plan and then determine 
actions needed to conserve 
that species. 

State plans would be com
pleted in 10 years. The state 
would be eligible for match
ing funds of 90 percent for 
two years and 75 percent for 
the next eight years. 

The legislation is patterned 
after the very successful 
Pittman-Robertson and 
Dingle-Johnson programs 
which provide the matching 
funds for approved state 
game and sport fish projects. 

lineage was traced through 
the father. Females to rejuve
nate the clan were probably 
procured elsewhere." 

Michie reported a high in
cidence of bone fractures, 
specifically those associated 
with falls. Since walking was 
their only means of transpor
tation, a certain amount of 
falls and injuries were to be 
expected, he said. 

Severe arthritis was an
other problem. "There's no 
real answer as to what causes 
arthritis in our own time," he 
said. "Some people have 
suggested that extreme 
trauma or humidity may be a 
factor, and certainly there was 
an abundance of these." 

Tooth decay was another 
disease noted among the 
Daws Island inhabitants. 

"We found heavy wear, not 
only of the incisors, but also 
of the molars, which indicates 
a very gritty or sandy diet," 
Michie said. "They may have 
supplemented their diets 
with roots and berries. Rac
coon was a favorite food, as 
the high number of raccoon 
bones found in the base 
camp area suggests. " 

"There were many ab
scesses of both upper and 
lower jaws because of teeth 
wear. Some of the abscesses 
were so bad in one individual 
that he may have died from 
them," Michie observed. 

Researchers also found a 
high incidence of bone 
cancer among the remains. 

Although the Daws Island 
population has been re
searched for 10 years, Michie 
said it will continue indefi
nitely. "There's a lot of re
search yet to be done, not 
only in human culture but in 
material culture such as pot
tery and other artifacts. Daws 
Island is an ongoing project 
for us." 
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Elodea Still Choking Lake Marion 

The aquatic weed has taken over one fourth of Lake Marion 's 97,000 acres. 

Although Brazilian elodea sorbs a major portion of this in depths up to 12 feet. It 
is a nuisance to water recrea- and serves at least partially as completely fills the water col
tion, the aquatic weed does a filter system for the rest of umn with vegetation, twisting 
provide some benefits, ac- the lakes," he said. Based on and snaking back on itself. 
cording to John Inabinet of data collected from the study, Elodea has now choked off 
the Department of Health there is little doubt that the about 26,000 of Lake Marion's 
and Environmental Control. plant's extremely hig~ nitro- 97,000 acres of water. It can be 

lnabinetwasdiscussingthe gen content is absorbed by rough on the outboard 
results of a recent water qual- the plant. motors of bass fishing boats 
ity study of the Santee- A prolific weed overtaking which venture into its tangled 
Cooper River System during a upper Lake Marion may have mass. 
recent meeting of the South been introduced to the wild Sport fishing is big business 
Carolina Plant Management by some fish fancier who in the Santee-Cooper River 
Society. dumped his aquarium water System, of which Lake Mar-

"The thousands of gallons in the lake, Clemson Univer- ion is part. The sale of fishing 
of waste that flow into Lake sity scientists have said. boats, motors, tackle, bait 
Marion from the Congaree A meek-looking aquatic and guide services is a major 
and Wateree Rivers load plant familiar to most tropical part of the local economy. 
these waters with nutrients, fish hobbyists, elodea has es- For that reason, the South 
the mo~t abundant substance tablished a toehold in the Carolina Public Service Au
being nitrogen, which comes waters of Lake Marion and thority, which manages the 
mostly from agricultural dozens of farm ponds Santee-Cooper lakes, would 
non-pointdischarges;'he said. throughout the region. like to control the pesky 

Nutrients, particularly ni- The exotic weed flourishes weed. The application of 
trogen, form aquatic pollu- in Lake Marion's water tern- large doses of weed-killing 
tion by increasing the amount perature and mix of nutrients. herbicides is a temporary and 
of plant material in a body of Elodea has no natural expensive solution. 
water. When these plants die, enemies. Its move into farm "You can get rid of it," Dr. 
the decaying process takes ponds is even more mysteri- Ron Di 11 on, CI ems on 
great amounts of available ous than its growth in the botanist, said, "but it costs a 
oxygen from the water or ere- lake. whale of a lot of money." 
ates a biochemical oxygen The plant's scientific name, Dillon heads a research ef
demand, which suffocates Egeria densa, is appropriate. It fort funded by the PSA and 
aquatic animal life. is dense. It grows in long, thin the State Water Resources 

"The elodea, however, ab- . ropes of six feet or more and Research Institute. 
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" If we learn more about the 
basic biology of the plant, we 
may find some point in its life 
cycle where it is most vulner
able to control measures," he 
said. 

Control measures in the 
past have been attempted in 
the summer, when the plant 
problem was most obvious, 
rather than in the w inter, 
when they might be more ef
fective. 

By the plant's "basic bi
ology," Dillon means finding 
the answers to such ques
tions as: How fast does it 
grow? What are its favorite 
water temperatures and nu
trients? How long will it live 
out of water? 

That last question may help 
scientists learn how the plant 
has spread from the lakes to 
neighboring farm ponds . 
One theory is that pieces of 
elodea caught beneath fish
ing boats or trailers may sur
vive for days or weeks until 
reintroduced to water at the 
next fishing hole. 

Once established, these 
imported plants can flourish 
in man-made environments 
like lakes, ponds and canals 
where they have no natural 
enemies or controls . 

South Carolina has more 
elodea than any other state, 
but Florida, Alabama and 
Texas are cursing a closely re
lated plant called Florida 
elodea (Hydri!la verticilate) . 

Dillon says Florida elodea 
has been found in South 
Carolina for the first time last 
October in Lake Marion and 
could wind up being a bigger 
headache for the state's lake 
managers than the Brazilian 
elodea. Eventually Dillon 
hopes to expand his elodea 
study to set up a comprehen
sive aquatic weed research 
laboratory at Clemson . 
MARGARET PRIDGEN, 
CLEMSON UNIVERSITY. 
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Dick Zimmerman (left), hatchery superintendent at the Dennis 
Wildlife Center, and Reggie Harrell, fishery biologist, clip the 
fins of fingerling stripers in preparation for stocking. 

STRIPERS 
STOCKEDIN 
SANTEE RIVER 

Below the Lake Marion 
dam, the Santee River is being 
stocked with fingerling 
striped bass in preparation for 
a proposed hatchery that will 
supply striped and hybrid 
bass stock for inland reser
voirs throughout the country. 

Biologists at the Dennis 

Wildl ife Center near Bon
neau, are not sure stocking 
the Santee will enhance the 
population to a level that will 
support future operations. 
Fishery biologist Reggie Har
rell said, "We're sure that 
what we are putting in is in
creasing the population . 

What we don't know is if it 
will be enough." 

Currently brood fish come 
from the Cooper River hatch
ery, but the rediversion 
project now underway will 
decrease the flow of the 
Cooper while increasing the 
flow of its northern neighbor, 
the Santee. Because striped 
bass eggs require constant 
water column movement to 
hatch, the decrease in flow of 
the Cooper River after redi 
version will eventually cause a 
decline in the population to a 
level that is no longer feasible 
for hatchery production, Har
rell said . Biologists hope the 
increase in the Santee River 
flow will compensate . 

The U.S. Army Corps of 
Engineers, which is construct
ing the rediversion project, 
will build the new hatchery 
on the Santee River as part of 
a mitigation agreement. The 
wildlife department is de
veloping the river's striper 
population in anticipation of 
future hatchery operation 
there. 

Wildlife fishery biologists 
say rediversion will improve 
access to the Santee River for 
sport fishermen, and the 
stocking of the river will also 
improve angling there. 

Beginning two years ago, 
Dennis Center personnel 
have clipped the fins of 
striper fingerlings for release 
into the river. Youth Conser
vation Corps teenagers have 
helped in the early summer 
stocking; the process is re
peated in mid-autumn. More 
than 10,000 juvenile fish were 
clipped and released in the 
fall of1977; more than 100,000 
more were clipped in the 
summer of 1978. The fish re
leased in the fall were larger 
and apparently have a greater 
survival potential than those 
released in the early summer. 

Stocked fish are distin
guished from native fish by 
clipping so biologists can de
termine the success of the 
stocking and the impact of 
hatchery fish on the native 
striped bass population. 

"One out of three first-year 
stripers recaptured last year in 
the Santee were hatchery 
fish," Harrell reported . 

Whether this is enough for 
hatchery operations won't be 
known until rediversion is 
completed. The project came 
at a time when the Bonneau 
hatchery had just reached 
what center chief Jack Bayless 
says is optimum production 
for maintaining the estab
lished striper and hybrid 
populations in South Carol i
na's Upcountry reservoirs. 

Hybrid fingerlings were 
stocked last ye,v into 
Hartwell and Clark Hill reser
voirs at a 10 fish per acre level 
for the first time. This propor
tion approaches the number 
center officials consider op
timum for these reservoirs. 

Both the hybrid and striped 
bass are beginning to provide 
major sport fisheries in the 
Hartwell and Clark Hill reser
voirs, Bayless said. The reser
voirs of Lake Murray and Lake 
Greenwood are stocked suf
ficiently for striped bass soon 
to become the most popular 
sport fish for Midlands an
glers. 

Most fish stocked into the 
Piedmont and M idlands re
servoirs come directly from 
the Bonneau facility where 
they were hatched and reared 
to fingerling size for stocking. 
Because the stripers do not 
reproduce in those reser
voirs , their numbers are 
maintained on an annual 
basis by the wildlife depart
ment and are dependent on 
the number of brood fish 
available from the Bonneau 
hatchery operation. If the 
Santee population doesn't 
measure up, the striped bass 
program in South Carolina 
will be in trouble, Bayless 
said. 

Since 1971 when the Santee 
River was first stocked, nearly 
24 million fry and fingerlings 
have been stocked in the river 
and the wildlife department 
intends to continue stocking 
until the maximum ~triper 
population is established. 
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Sturgeon 
Hatched at 
Orangeburg 

Fish history was made in 
March at the Orangeburg Na
tional Fish Hatchery when 
biologists artificially spawned 
and hatched Atlantic stur
geon. 

Although a relatively small 
number of eggs hatched, the 
event was considered signifi
cant by Dr. Ted Smith, stur
geon project director for the 
state Marine Resources Insti
tute in Charleston and Ted 
Dingley, manager of the U.S. 
Fish and Wildlife Service 
hatchery in Orangeburg. 

A joint effort by the two 
agencies, the Atlantic stur
geon project will last five 
years under the Anadromous 
Fish Conservation Act which 
provides for a 50-50 state
federal cost-sharing program. 
Conducted at the Orange
burg National Fish Hatchery, 
the total project includes life 
history, ecology and man
agement studies, as well as 
the culture activities. 

According to Smith, breed
ing began last year when 
program biologist Don Mar
chette and associates col
lected pituitary glands from 
sturgeons captured by com
mercial fishermen in the 
Winyah Bay area of South 
Carolina. 

Spawning was begun when 
three of these extremely large 
and primitive fish were 
placed at the hatchery. Two 
were female, weighing 149 
and 169 pounds and about six 
and seven feet long. The male 
weighed 97 pounds. 

The females were caught 
March 1 off the Georgetown 
jetties and transported to the 
hatchery in a specially de-
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signed sturgeon truck . Two 
days later the male was do
nated. 

Smith explained that the 
induced spawning involved 
injecting the male and fe
males with pituitary gland 
extracts collected the previ
ous year. 

The fish were injected on 
March 14; two days later the 
water in a tank containing a 
male and a female was 
clouded with milt. Eggs were 
attached to the sides and the 
bottom of the tank. The fish 
were moved to a special in
door tank and additional eggs 
were obtained by manual re
moval through an incision in 
the abdomen . Sperm was eas
ily milked from the male and 
added to the eggs in both dry 
and semi-wet fertilization. 

Five days or 120 hours later, 
the first sturgeon hatched . 

Dingley said the release of 
small juveniles may reestab
lish sturgeon populations in 
many areas where they were 
formerly abundant. 

Smith said the Atlantic 
sturgeon has been a very im
portant commercial fish along 
the entire East Coast, but, 
near the turn of the century, 
commercial landings de
clined drastically. The on ly 
sturgeon fishery of signifi
cance exists in North and 
South Carolina. 

Exploitation, damming of 
rivers and deterioration of 
water quality have been 
major factors in the decline of 
the Atlantic sturgeon. Both 
the flesh and the roe or caviar 
are considered delicacies, 
and the supply of caviar has 
been strictly limited. 

Smith said the sturgeon 
project is also producing 
some excellent information 
on the related short-nosed 
sturgeon. This smaller coastal 
and freshwater species was 
once common along the 
eastern seaboard and was 
fished commercially, but re
cent sightings have been so 
scarce that the short-nosed 
sturgeon is considered an 
endangered species. 

This simple ring will save the fisherman 's time by allowing 
crabs of less than five inches to escape from crab traps. 

ESCAPE RINGS WILL 
HELP BLUE CRABS 

South Carolina marine sci 
entists have devised a 
method of culling smaller 
crabs w hile retaining the 
larger legal crabs through use 
of escape rings. 

The rings wi ll be used in the 
wire crab traps or pots to pro
tect the state's blue crab re
source by allowing more than 
80 percent of the small , sub
legal crabs to escape. 

Study of the method was 
conducted by Dr. Peter J. El
dridge and Dr. Victor G. Bur-

re l ! , director of South 
Carolina Marine Resources 
Research Institute. 

Burrell said escape rings 
will decrease cu ll ing time for 
fis herme n, curb law en
forcement problems with the 
sale of sublegal crabs and re
duce injuries to small crabs. 

Crabs less than five inches 
across the back have little 
edib le meat and are not eco
nomical to process. They are 
protected by state law and must 
be returned to the water. 

Connie Awards 
Presented 

South Carolina Wildlife re
ceived the 1979 Special Con
servation Award given by the 
National Wild life Federation 
in March. 

John Culler, editor, and Dr. 
James A. Timmerman Jr., ex
ecutive director of the South 
Carolina Wildlife and Marine 
Resources Department, ac
cepted the award at the 

c ere ·mo n y i n Toronto , 
Canada. 

The federation named Pres
ident Carter "Conservationist 
of the Year" and honored the 
late Bing Crosby for his 
lifelong commitment to the 
protection of wild life. 

Carte r is the fi rst president 
to receive the top award in its 
16-year history. A federation 
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spokesman said he won it 
" for his overall record on en
vironmental issues, but espe
cially for his fight on costly 
and environmentally un
sound pork barrel water 
projects, his efforts to protect 
the Alaskan wilderness from 
overdevelopment and his de
fense of the Endangered 
Species Act. " 

Rachel Carson, author of 
the book "Silent Spring," was 
named the first "Conser
vationist of the Year" in 1962. 

In addition to the maga
zine, other winners of the 
Special Conservation Awards 
were William G. Milliken, 
governor of Michigan ; Dr. 
Elvis J. Stahr of New York, re
tiring president of the Na
tional Audubon Society; Jane 
Hurt Yarn of Washington , 
D.C., member of the Council 
on Environmental Quality; 
High Country News of 
Lander, Wyoming; Luther J. 
Carter of Washington, D.C., 
Science magazine reporter; 
Ted S. Pettit of Bridgewater, 
New Jersey, retired directorof 
conservation, Boy Scouts of 
America; and the Florida 
Wildlife Federation. 

Other awards and their re
cipients were : Legislative 
Award , Phillip Burton, U.S. 
Representative from Califor
nia; Communications Award, 
The Boston Globe ; Interna
tional Conservationist Award, 
Dr. Ian McTagart Cowan of 
the University of British Co
lumbia; Environmental De
fense Award, James Goetz 
and William Madden of 
Bozeman, Montana; Wildlife 
Conservationist Award , Dr. 
Fred Evenden of Beth~sda, 
Maryland ; Organization 
Achievement Award, the En
vironmental Study Confer
ence, made up of members 
of both houses of Congress. 

Distinguished Service 
Awards went to the Iowa and 
Virginia Wildlife Federations. 

The annual awards, known 
as "Connies," were statuettes 
of whooping cranes, an en
dangered species symboliz
ing the conservation cause. 
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CAROLINA WILDLIFE. Our custom 
brown leather-like binders are so 
handsome, you ' ll be proud to give it 
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WE'VEGOT 
AGUIDE 
FORYOUR 
VACATION. 
In fact we've got three guides. 

The editors of SOUTH CAROLINA 
WILDLIFE have chosen these 
Golden Field Identification Guides 
as the best available today. And just 
in time for your vacation ! 

With this three volume set you can 
easily learn to identify species of 
North American birds , trees and 
seashells. Great for professionals 
and amateurs , the guides are both 
educational and entertaining . 

Accurate illustrations show the 
colors and shapes of different 
species. And handy maps provide 
a general picture of where a species 
may be found . The descriptive text 
is on pages facing the illustrations. 
So you don't have to scan through 
the book to match art and text. 

Use the order form on the opposite 
page and order yours today! 

All three for only $14.85 plus South 
Carolina sales tax. 

$14 .85 three Golden Field Guides 
+56 state sales tax. 

$15.41 total (shipping included) 






