


Give your Mends and relatives a tour 
of your favorite place. 

This Christmas, give A 
CAROLINA PROFILE 
and show your feelings for 
friends and relatives with a 
first-class tour of the place 
you call home* 

A CAROLINA PROFILE is a 
book on the places of South Caro
lina. An 8H"xll" hard-bound 
volume, it features 160 high-quality 
pages of unbeatable color and excite
ment. It is a collection of the best 
articles, photographs and paintings 
from SOUTH CAROLINA 
WILDLIFE magazine. 

Your friends will travel to the 
mountains with photographer Eliot 
Porter and writer Carol Speight; to 
the sea islands with our own photog
raphers Ted Borg and Art Carter; 
and through the lush greens of 
Francis Marion National Forest. Your 
friends will see the solemn beauty of 
The Lonely Towers in paintings and 
text about the state's lighthouses. 

They'll see Daufuskie Island as 
painted by Robert Mills and meet 
the sculptors of Brookgreen Gardens. 
They'll see the natural beauty of 
Capers Island and journey up the 
magnificent Chattooga gorge. And 
they'll see the South Carolina that 
you know and love. 

A CAROLINA PROFILE. A 
book. An experience. A great gift! 

Use the order form on the page 
opposite the inside back cover or 
send $15 to: 

A CAROLINA PROFILE 
P.O. Box 167 

Columbia, S.C. 29202 
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illustration by Joseph Byrne 

Many of us are familiar with the 
mysterious phenomenon that takes 
place within our bodies upon the 
advent of quail season. It wasn't 
something we talked about openly 
until South Carolina's own humorist 
and avid quail hunter, Havilah 
Babcock, documented it in this article 
taken from his book by the same 
name. 

Does your health show a marked 
improvement during the hunting 
season, and do your honest ailments get 
scant sympathy from a suspicious 
household the rest of the year? If so, you 
are ripe for membership in the order of 
Misunderstood Husbands, 
Unincorporated, and entitled to all the 
rights and privileges thereunto 
appertaining. 

I know a man who feels like the Wreck 
of the Hesperus for nine months of the 

year. He chews expensive vitamins. He 
sits for hours in the doctor's office, 
reading out-of-date magazines. His 
medicine cabinet is filled with strange 
nostrums in ill-assorted bottles. He is 
subject to neuritis and lumbago and is 
plagued by nondescript aches and 
pains. 

His digestion is so bad that he pays 
dearly for the slightest dietary 
indiscretion. And night brings him little 
respite; for sleep, sweet sleep that so 
poetically "knits up the ravel'd sleave of 
care," leaves him fagged and haggard. 
Nightmares use him to practice up on. 
His family regards him, and perhaps not 
without provocation, as moody and 
irritable. This fellow is really in an 
unenviable fix, but somehow he 
manages to drag his creaking chassis 
along . . . until November comes. 

He is not a malingerer. Nor a neurotic. 
Nor one of those who enjoy bad health 
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and revel in imaginary symptoms. He is 
honestly ailing. Once he went to a 
famous diagnostician who examined 
him for three days, charged him $100, 
and said: "You will live forever and feel 
like hell." The second part of the 
diagnosis he can verify, the first part he 
is not so keen about verifying. Forever is 
too definite. 

But when the first frost comes, there is 
a noticeable improvement in his health. 
And when quail season arrives, he is a 
new man. Tonics and elixirs and 
tinctures of this-and-that are consigned 
to the attic. The medical profession has 
to eke out its existence without his 
munificent patronage. 

He is no longer susceptible to colds, 
neuritis and lumbago, although he 
tramps the countryside in the 
unfriendliest of weather and is often in 
wet clothing the livelong day. He sleeps 
the sleep of the innocent, unharried by 
nightmares. His outlook is buoyant, his 
disposition amiable, and the household 
hears nothing of his woes—not a 
solitary complaint—for the next three 
months. For the master of the 
household is paying ardent court to 
Bob-White and his bashful bevy. 

This man sounds like a suspicious 
character, but let's not convict him on 
circumstantial evidence. A moderately 
honest and hard-working man he is, and 
I have a deal of sympathy for him. I 
know him well. In fact, I might be 
pardoned for saying that I hold him in 
particular esteem, for with all my faults I 
love me still. He is the gent who has 
been living with my wife for twenty-five 
years. 

The fact that the improvement in my 
health coincides with the advent of the 
quail season doesn't mean that my ills 
during the rest of the year are imaginary. 
For outdoor pursuits have a recognized 
therapeutic value. Especially quail 
hunting. 

After a day-long tramp behind a brace 
of ambitious dogs, a man doesn't need 
an appetizer when he sits down to 
dinner. Nor does he require a lullaby to 
put him to sleep. And it's a hardy 
neurosis indeed that will outlast a few 
busy and sparkling days afield in the 
autumn of the year. 

For who could ask a better bracer than 
a covey of birds deployed in a sedge 
field at twilight? A rarer cordial than a 
tableau of hunters tensed about that 
bombshell poised in the ragweed? Or a 
more potent elixir than a bevy that 
pirouettes about your head and goes 

zigzagging through the treetops? 
Farmers seldom have nervous 

breakdowns. They haven't time. People 
who lead a brisk outdoor existence don't 
go in for neuroses, psychoses and other 
expensive and fashionable complaints. 
For a stirring day in the field purges the 
mind. There is such a thing as mental 
constipation too, you know. What this 
country needs right now is a mental 
laxative. 

The quail hunter leaves a hierarchy of 
troubles and worries behind him. He is 
not wondering whether the bank is 
going to foreclose, or when that next 
note will be due. He is not wondering 
whether he has coal enough in his 
basement, whether that insurance policy 
has elapsed, or whether he has enough 
cash on hand for his next income tax 
installment. He is for the time being one 
of those men who are born free and 
equal. 

His biggest concern now is whether 
the singles went in here or deeper, 
whether he will get a double or an 
inglorious miss, or whether that 
overanxious little debutant pointing in 
the stubble field will hold until he gets 
there. 

And these are all transient worries that 
will soon resolve themselves, to be 
followed by others equally absorbing 
and equally transient. After all, a man is 
entitled to enough trouble to keep his 
mind occupied. As David Harum so 
feelingly remarked, "A reasonable 
amount o' fleas is good fer a 
dog—keeps him from broodin' over 
bein' a dog." 

I am one of those who through some 
whim of fortune or skullduggery of 
chance became a white-collar man. I am 
a country boy who wound up in the city, 
and it goes hard with me. For twenty-five 
years my wife has been trying to make a 
gentleman out of me. 

I dream of a springy sod beneath my 
feet, a nip of autumn in the air, and of a 
lemon-eared pointer loping across the 
golden broomstraw, while I pound the 
pavements or sit behind a desk and tell 
hundreds of people I'm glad to see 
them. 

But don't waste your sympathies on 
me. That pavement-and-desk routine is 
just for nine months of the year. During 
the hunting season I am a rebel and a 
renegade, away from the job so much 
that I stand in imminent danger of being 
fired. I always leave full instructions for 
my successor, just in case. Yes, I get 
quail hunting aplenty for three whole 

months, and that's the only time I don't 
feel bad when I get up and worse as the 
day progresses. 

Some of you who fish and hunt are 
probably like that too. We spend nine 
months of the year waiting for the other 
three. We are children of the earth. 
When they try to civilize and regiment 
us, we fret and fume. Our colons 
become spastic, our pancreatic juice 
becomes unhappy, and our old chronic 
ailments go to work on us. We are not 
unlike the Titans, the earthborn giants of 
mythology, who were invincible in battle 
only as long as their feet were planted 
on the good earth. 

I'm no Jeremiah lamenting his 
fortunes. I'm not complaining. I'm just 
explaining. And all I am asking is a little 
consideration for the state of my health 
between hunting seasons. I'm tired of 
having my every complaint met with the 
same wifely reception, namely: 

"Oh, you'll get over it when the 
hunting season opens." 

"Now don't tell me that drying the 
dishes and mowing the lawn affects your 
neuritis, when you can tote a shotgun all 
day." 

"Yes, I know. Sitting up in church 
gives you lumbago. Moving a trunk to 
the attic gives you lumbago. Pulling 
morning glories out of the garden gives 
you lumbago. Waxing the floor gives you 
lumbago. Yet day after day you can hunt 
your dogs to death, and I never hear 
lumbago once." 

See what I mean? I repeatedly tell my 
wife that hunting is different. That it is 
also self-sustaining, since in quail season 
I save enough on doctor and medical 
bills to pay all field expenses, which is 
the gospel truth. But as a college 
freshman wrote: "It's like water on a 
duck's back—in one ear and out the 
other." 

Is your health seasonal too? And do 
you feel qualified for membership in the 
Order of Misunderstood Husbands? If 
so, you can send in your dues and call 
me brother, for I am secretary and 
treasurer, president and chairman of the 
board. 

First printed in Outdoor Life, 
November 1946. Copyright ® 1946. 
Reprinted by permission of Outdoor 
Life and Mrs. Alice Babcock. 
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j 'ASmall 
x ,WorldOf , Mammals 
Preferring the cover of darkness as shield from their 

many predators, they scurry and burrow in a 
nervous quest to fill almost insatiable appetites. 

Secretive and small, they are most often viewed by 
humans as curiosities or pests. Though most of our 
native shrews, voles, rats and mice do little harm to 

our world, all suffer an image problem from the 
habits of a few rodent cousins which immigrated 

successfully from Europe. 

by Pete Laurie 
The size and the secretive, often nocturnal, habits of small mammals 

ihide their large populations in South Carolina, as well as in other areas. 
These small mammals can be divided into four groups: voracious 

shrews and moles; native New World rats and mice; immigrant Old World 
rats and mice; and jumping mice, which inhabit only the state's mountain 
regions. 

Smallness has disadvantages which force these mammals to develop 
lifestyles that compensate for their size. Being small presents problems for 
warm-blooded animals because the smaller an animal the greater its 
relative surface area. Since the rate of heat loss is dependent upon surface 

area, small mammals must consume large amounts of food to stay warm. 
Many small mammals maintain their high rates of metabolism by consum
ing highly nutritious foods, such as seeds and nuts. In addition, many 
small mammals make snug dens or nests or burrow below the surface 
where temperature changes are minimal, jumping mice escape the harsh 
mountain winters by entering a state of dormancy. 

These tasty little mammals also are favorites of many predators includ
ing hawks, owls, snakes, foxes, skunks, bobcats, weasels and sometimes 
each other. Thus small mammals are generally shy and cautious, often 
venturing abroad only after dark. The prolific nature of these small mam
mals allows them to replace their numbers lost to predators. Many breed 
year-round and young animals are often capable of breeding within a few 
weeks of birth. Most are so prolific that the amount of available food and 
cover often limits population more than does predation. 

The moles and shrews are tenacious predators that belong to a separate 
order of mammals that feeds primarily on insects. South Carolina has at 
least four species of shrews. Smallest of the small mammals, most shrews 
are no more than three inches long and weigh about as much as a nickel. 
All the shrews possess long flexible snouts, short tails and prodigious 
appetites for insects, slugs, centipedes and, occasionally, larger game. 
Despite poor eyesight and hearing, shrews never hesitate to take on frogs 
or other mammals twice their size. Their extremely high rate of 
metabolism forces them to devour half their weight or more each day. 
Shrews are so nervous and high-strung that they sometimes die of sheer 
fright when handled. 

The short-tailed shrew, the state's most abundant and widely distributed 
shrew, has toxic saliva that can lead to painful swelling or paralization for its 
bite victims. Sometimes larger prey are bitten on the joints of the legs to 
help subdue them. 

The Eastern mole, about 6 inches long, is readily identified by its highly 
modified front legs and long claws. Although moles are seldom seen, their 
feeding burrows are familiar to many. Shunning the highly populated 
surface of the earth, moles, with no external ears and all but useless eyes, 
plow along just below the ground feeding on earthworms, slugs and 
anything else they encounter. While this tilling of the soil improves aera
tion and drainage, mole tunnels can damage golf courses and private 
lawns. 

It was once thought that moles moved through the ground with a sort of 
breast stroke, using both front feet simultaneously. Later studies showed 
that moles push the soil toward the surface with one foot while bracing 
themselves with the other foot. 

Although moles consume mostly invertebrates, they occasionally will 
eat frogs or any small mammal they might catch in their burrow. Moles 
construct deeper, more permanent burrows for their living quarters. 
Young moles are almost two inches long at birth, very large for the size of 
the mother. 

illustrations by Joseph Byrne 



Muridae 

Cricetidae 

Moles 
Talpidae 

$U' ->' 

Insects, 
snails, mice, 
earthworms 

Mostly on or 
in ground; some 
semi-acquatic; 
some in trees 

Green vegetation, 
seeds, nuts, bird 
eggs 

Worms, 
insects, 
some vegetation 

Shrews: 
Soricidae 

Example Species 
Found In 
South Carolina 

Habitat 

Eastern mole 

Moist, 
sandy loam; 
lawns, golf 
courses, 
gardens 

Moist areas 

Family 

Southeastern, 
least, 
short-tailed 
shrews 

Old World rats, 
mice:. 

liii mM 

Eastern harvest 
mouse, golden 
mouse, rice rat, 
hispid cotton rat, 
pine vole 

Roof rat, 
Norway rat, 
house mouse 

Buildings Anything 
edible 
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Economic 
Significance 

Abundance 

Destroys stored 
food; damages 
buildings, 
carries 
disease 

Very 
abundant 

None 

Damages lawns, 
gardens; but 
destroys 
insects, 
aerates soil 

None, except cotton 
rat damages crops; 
pine vole girdles 
fruit trees 

Rice, cotton rats 
abundant; others 
uncommon 

Common 

Unknown 

An unusual relative of the Eastern mole that inhabits South Carolina is 
the star-nosed mole, rarely seen and little known. The star-nosed mole is 
semi-aquatic, searching the bottoms of streams and swamps with a bizarre 
22-tenacled star at the end of its nose. Star-nosed moles feed on small 
aquatic invertebrates and also excavate feeding burrows on land. 

Ten species of rodents belonging to the New World family of mice and 
rats are the most abundant and widely distributed mammals in the state, 
but they are virtually unknown by most residents. 

One of these animals is the rice rat, a grayish-brown animal with large 
eyes and prominent ears. The rice rat occurs across the state, preferring 
semi-aquatic habitats of marsh and stream but inhabiting upland areas on 
occasion. The rice rat eats mostly vegetative matter, but also enjoys fish, 
crayfish and the eggs and young of birds—especially the long-bill marsh 
wren. The rice rat is heavily preyed upon by hawks, owls and snakes. 

Another common rat is the cotton rat, a robust rodent of about 12 inches 
including the tail. Cotton rats have coarse, blackish hair tipped with tan 
that gives them a grizzled look. The cotton rat is one of the few small 
mammals regularly abroad during the daylight. As a result it is one of the 
most often observed of the mice and rats and one of the most heavily 
preyed upon by red-tailed and other hawks. Cotton rats cope with high 
predation by weaning their young in only five days. Once one litter is on 
its own, the female is ready to produce another litter. Cotton rats construct 
grassy runways regularly used by other small mammals. Cotton rats are 
reported to eat the eggs and newly hatched young of quail. 

Perhaps the most interesting of the native rats is the wood rat. Two 
subspecies of this attractive rat range statewide from lowland forest to the 
rocky areas of the mountains. Up to 18 inches long, half of which is tail, the 
wood rat has large eyes, prominent ears and is blackish brown above with 
white underparts and small white feet. 

Wood rats are called pack or trade rats. They carry away all sorts of shiny 
objects, often leaving something else in exchange. These shiny objects 
are incorporated into a huge nest, as much as six feet high and three feet in 
diameter. A second smaller nest is often built a foot or so above the ground 
in a tangle of vines. Wood rats are not nearly as prolific breeders as many 
of the other small rodents and don't reach maturity until seven or eight 
months. The young are born with a widely gapped pai r of teeth in each jaw 
that allows them to hang tightly to their mother's nipples. In an emergency 
she can run for cover with the young rats dragging behind. 

Like many small mammals, wood rats have a short home range, usually 
no more than 100 yards in diameter. They eat nuts and berries along with an 
occasional snail or insect. Wood rats become active at night. They are 
clean, well-groomed and are said to have very tasty meat. 

The voles, of which two species inhabit South Carolina, are small, 
thick-set mice with blunt noses, short ears and tails and tiny eyes. They 
occur statewide but are not abundant. They occupy any habitat from old 
fields to hardwood forests where the soil is loose or has plenty of leaf mold 
for burrowing. Voles have little economic importance except that they 
occasionally girdle fruit trees in orchards. 

Among our native mice the Eastern harvest mouse, a three-inch animal 
with a two-inch tail and large ears, is the most widely distributed. Although 
it resembles the house mouse, it can be distinguished by the deep 
grooves on each upper incisor. Another widely distributed mouse is the 
cotton mouse, with a dark brown coat, huge black eyes and white under
parts. Two very similar species, the deer mouse and the white-footed 
mouse, are slightly smaller and occur only in the mountains. Another 
close relative, theoldfield mouse, inhabits the southern and western parts 
of the state where it constructs elaborate burrows in sandy soils. 

Perhaps the most interesting of the small mice is the golden mouse, a 
tree-dwelling species with a beautiful golden coat, large brown ears and 
white underparts. Golden mice, which have a longer head than other 
mice, prefer brushy tangles of honeysuckle and greenbriar. They some
times climb to 50 feet or more using their tails for balance and for grasping 
limbs. Golden mice build two types of nests. One used for feeding and 



shelter is usually just a foot off the ground. The other, used for a nursery, is 
built as much as 15 feet above the ground, sometimes in an old bird or 
squirrel nest. Golden mice inhabit much of the state but are less common 
on the coast. 

Two species of jumping mice include the mountainous counties of 
South Carolina in the southern limit of their range. Jumping mice have 
very long tails, large feet and hind legs. When startled they can leap more 
than six feet. 

Largest of the native small mammals in South Carolina is the muskrat, a 
semi-aquatic animal of about 22 inches. Its scaly tail takes up a little less 
than half this length. Muskrats are chunky, dark brown animals most 
common in the Piedmont where they inhabit streams and swamps. Al
though they occasionally construct a house of aquatic vegetation, musk-
rats normally burrow into stream banks to make their dens. About 600 
muskrats, whose thick rich pelts bring four to five dollars apiece, were 
taken last year by licensed state trappers. 

Ironically, the best known small mammals are those that white settlers 
inadvertantly broughtwith them from Europe—the house mouse and the 
Norway and roof rats. No urban, suburban or rural area of the state lacks 
these animals. While the native small mammals generally shun human 
contact, these Old World rats and mice seek out human habitation, living 
on garbage and what they can steal. 

The diminutive house mouse with its pointed nose and long naked tail is 
familiar to all. Not often seen, they can be heard at night scurrying about 
and gnawing on virtually anything. Although house mice do not eat great 
quantities of food, they do great damage by spoiling food stuffs with their 
droppings and dirty tracks and by gnawing clothing, upholstery and 
woodwork. House mice are extremely prolific and can greatly increase 
their numbers when conditions are favorable. 

The roof or black rat is believed to have come ashore at Jamestown with 
the first English colonists in 1607. The closely related Norway rat probably 
arrived much later but being more aggressive has replaced the roof rat in 
many locations. Both animals now inhabit the entire North American 
continent. The roof rat can be identified by its longer tail, which always 
exceeds the length of the head and body. The Norway rat's tail is shorter 
than the animal's head and body combined. 

A better climber, the roof rat is often forced to live in the upper stories of 
buildings while the Norway rat takes over the basement and ground floor. 
Rats are extremely prolific but generally do not migrate very far when they 
overpopulate an area. Instead they either starve to death or are killed by 

rats. The Norway rat is said to have a home range that seldom 
100 feet in diameter. 

The only sure way to control rat populations is to eliminate garbage and 
trash piles and make the rats' environment less suitable. Poisoning and 
trapping are seldom effective and very few predators are capable of 
capturing these extremely pugnacious rodents. Although rats do untold 
billions of dollars worth of damage throughout the world each year and 
carry a variety of diseases that have killed millions of people, they do have 
one redeeming feature: they make excellent laboratory animals. Thus, 
while rats have created great human suffering, they also have helped the 
medical profession eliminate much misery. 

Unlike the Old World rats and mice, our native small mammals gen
erally benefit humans. They help till the soil, eat a great number of insects, 
and are prey for hawks, owls, foxes, bobcats and a variety of other 
interesting wildlife. 

The small mammals have a long association with the history of South 
Carolina. Five of the above species were first described by a Charles-
tonian, the Rev. John Bachman, and his associate, John James Audubon. 

The abhorrence most people have for the Norway rat, roof rat and 
house mouse generally carries over to all rats and mice and even to the 
unrelated shrews and moles. Yet these native animals are virtually free of 
the diseases which infect humans and seldom come into contact with 
humans anyway. «k 

roof rat 

shrew 

The Norway rat's grayish brown head and 
body with a grayish belly is about seven to 10 
inches long with a five- to eight-inch scaly tail 
dragging behind. The black (or roof) rat has a 
longer tail, usually from 81/4 to 10 inches, 
longer than its seven- to eight-inch brown or 
black head and body. That short tail of the 
short-tailed shrew is about 3/4 to 1 1/5 inches 
long; it has a three- to four-inch lead-colored 
head and body, with eyes so small they can 
barely be seen. Of the three mammals, the 
two rats carry disease, destroy stored foods 
and damage buildings; the shrew does no 
harm to humans. 

Norway rat 
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V# by Nancy Coleman Nine Times 
- m 1 • Ifyou'v to Pocotahgo 

as 
TVIQ fnnrniocf  c i iniorf  in  an\r  The fourth touchiest subject in any 

conversation is that place you call home. 
The first, second and third touchiest 
subjects are family, religion and where 
you get your money. Put these together 
and that's what most wars are about. 

Not infrequently a hometown is 
named for a family who settled it, a 
church that was popular there, a 
business that brought a crowd of 
workers, or a warrior who fought to 
save it. This fact should compound 
one's wariness of poking fun at a name. 
But what of the South Carolinian who, 
when asked where he is from, must 
reply: "Cowpens in Spartanburg" or 
"Four Holes in Orangeburg?" 

Well, they have to be tough. 
The citizens of these South Carolina 

towns and others with such picturesque 
or odd names can take pride. These 
names have a history and their state is 
way out front in recording that history, 
thanks to its citizens and in particular to 
the work of one English professor, 
Claude H. Neuffer. (see p-14) 

If you've ever 
gotten 
down 
low as 

Frog Level, maybe all you needed was 
a little Friendship to build some New 
Hope. Or maybe you could find a New 
Prospect on a vacation in Denmark, 
Finland, Norway or Sweden. All this 
and the Promised Land too can be 
found in South Carolina. 

Residents 
say it 
proudly. 

was named cowpens 
for the cow pens there and was a 
stopping point for cattle drives. 
But most Americans know it as 
the site of the turning point of the 
Revolutionary War. 
There is no explanation for Four 

Holes except that possibly there were 
four boiling, bottomless holes—or more 
likely, just four plain streams—in the 
swamp there, but in "The Red Doe" by 

Drayton Mayrant, it is the place where 
British cannons were bogged down. 

According to legend, those British 
soldiers were bogged down again near 
Scape Ore Swamp, but this time not 
with their cannons. The Patriots caught 
them dancing with a group of female 
camp followers. The Americans 
captured the British but let the women 
escape over the swamp. The 
name was thus thought for 
years to have been Scape Whore 
Swamp until it was changed to 
Scape O'er in the name of 

decency. This is a 
wonderful story, 
like the other one 
about the man 
who told his 
amused and ine
briated hunting buddies 
that the deer had "scaped 
'hore the swamp." But then 
there are those who say 
Scape Ore Swamp could 

adjourning a local business meeting 
there when a leader yelled: "Let's 

Patriotism was 
high in the days 
when most towns 
were named. In 
1780, in their joy 

1 lKnvfir over news 
I lUvliy that  the Liber ty  
Bell was ringing over the colonies, 
the residents of Salubrity chang
ed its name to Liberty in the 
present Pickens County. 

mount!" and another answered 
"Willing." Smith named his community 
Mount Willing. 

A good legend behind a name adds 
character to the place and serves as the 
foundation for potentially hours of have been Scrape Ore, named for the 

practice of taking iron ore from the swamp, tale-telling about what-was and even 
Just prior to the Revolution, Jacob 

Smith built a tavern on Richland Creek 
in Saluda County. The gentry were 

more-than-what-was. For instance, 
we're not really sure why a large section 
of Sumter County is called Privateer, but 



it's fun to think that in the late 1780s the 
branch there was a hideout for river 
privateers who preyed upon the boats 
on nearby larger rivers. 

This area in 
Anderson may 
have been so 

beSusehenSop creek 
a large number of wild turkeys were 
captured there, but I personally would 
rather believe the legend that the people 
of Hencoop Creek were cock-fighters 
and kept their coops by the creek to hide 
them from law officers. 

Some names are based on obscure 
reasons that could be lost if not 
recorded. A blue circle painted on the 
breast of a favorite Indian warrior 
evoked the name of Round O in 
Colleton County. When Seigler railroad 
station was confused with another 
named Seigling, a new name was 
requested for Seigler; a schoolteacher 
suggested "Eureka!" (from the Greek 
heureka, "I have found it") and Eureka 
can be found in Aiken today. It is 
generally accepted that Clio in Marlboro 
County honors the muse of history. 

A geographic or man-made landmark 
can spark a name for its site. Sugar 
Creek is named for sugarberries 
growing on its banks. Eau Claire, a 
suburb of Columbia, was given the 
French name for a local spring of clear 
water. Boiling Springs in Spartanburg 
was named for a now quiet spring. 
Great Falls in Chester marks where the 
Catawba River drops 178 feet in eight 
miles. White Rock in Richland County 
is named for its flinty white rock used 
by Indians for arrowheads. Myrtle 
Beach takes its name from the 
abundance of myrtle bushes there. 

Club House 
Crossroads in 
Dorchester 
County was 
named for a 
local tavern, 
as probably 
was the Club 
House Crossroads in 
Lexington. 
Buffalo in Union County was named 

for nearby Buffalo Lick Springs, where 
buffalo once licked the salt of its quarter-
acre rock. Baton Rouge (French for "red 
stick") in Chester County is named for 
the red boundary separating the French 
colonists from the Indians. Rock Hill in 
York County is said to have been named 
for a cut made in the terrain for 
construction of the railroad, although it 

may have 
honored a family 
named Rock. 

An imagined 
resemblance of 
a geographic 
formation to a 
person or 
animal can 
result in a name 
such as Dog 
Bluff in Horry 
County or 
Caesar's Head 

in Greenville County. Some say the 
latter looks nothing like the Roman 
emperor and is probably named for an 
Indian chief. It may be a corruption of 
Sachem's Head. Goose Creek in 
Berkeley County 
has a curve in the 
stream that looks 
like a goose's 
neck, but it more 
likely stemmed 
from the Dutch 
family name'Goes" 
(pronounced 
"goose" in The 
Netherlands). 

What happened 
nine times in 
Pickens County is still happening in 
Nine limes. TTie old path going down 
the hills zigzags across a stream nine 
times; a Scotch-Irish settler noticed this 
and named the 
settlement there Nine 
Times. 

Legend says — 
we almost lost 
Fort Mill 
in York 

the present town in South Carolina. The 
governor of North Carolina built a fort 
there in 1757 to protect the Catawbas 
from the Shawnees. Most people lived 
between the fort and Webb's Mill; thus, 
the name. An attempt to straighten that 
boundary line was said to have been 
stopped by a Fort Mill resident who 
objected because he had heard the 
climate was too cold in North Carolina. 

As with Mountain Rest in Oconee 
County and Ridgeland, the county seat 
of Jasper, some place names actually 
describe the site itself. A savannah is a 
plain of coarse grass, scattered trees and 
seasonal rainfall. This word is used for 
South Carolina place names along with 
an adjective suggesting an animal or 
vegetation common to that savannah. 
So we have Duck Savannah, Swallow 
Savannah, Cane Savannah, Cow 
Savannah, Horse 
Savannah and Jack 
Savannah. The 
English word "folly" 
meant a cluster of 
shrubs or trees. 
Hence, the colonists 

honey hill 
I.H. Wilson Sr. of 

Birmingham, Alabama, tradecfstrained 
honey for 50 acres of land that is now in 
Honey Hill of Berkeley County. 

trio Three lumber 
men in Williamsburg -
inspired the name Trio for a town there. 

County to North Carolina, but 
the surveyors learned of a still across the 
creek and drew the line north to include 

called the islands follies and we are left 
with Folly Beach in Charleston, 
populated first by the palmetto, pine, 
oak, sweet gum and myrtle. 

During Prohibition, the buggies 
kept dust up on the road to a 
bootlegging outfit outside Camden. 
When the law was repealed in 1933, the 
road was paved, the bend eliminated 
and the bootlegger dead, but their 
memory is preserved by the suburb's 
name, Dusty Bend. 

A remark or rumored remark from 
the right person's mouth can be 
shortened to a place name. Little did 
Lord Cornwallis know, when he noted 
on "What fair fields!" his army had 
camped, that Judge Pendleton would 
remember his statement in 1780 and 
name the county Fairfield. When 
George Washington's three-cornered 
hat blew off on a high South Carolina 
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STATESMEN 
Calhoun . . . John C. Calhoun, Congressman and Vice President (1825-1832) 
Bennettsville . . . Thomas Bennett, governor (1820-1822) 
Manning . . . Richard I. Manning, governor (1824-1826) 

ROYALTY 
Beaufort . . . Duke of Beaufort, a Lord Proprietor 
Berkeley . . . John and William Berkeley, Lords Proprietors 
Charleston . . . King Charles of England 
Chesterfield . . . Earl of Chesterfield 
Clarendon . . . Lord Edward Hyde, Earl of Clarendon, Lord Proprietor 
Colleton . . . Sir John Colleton, Lord Proprietor 
Georgetown . . . King George II of England 
Marlboro . . . Duke of Marlborough 
Hilton Head . . . William Hilton, sea captain whose discoveries aided the 

Lords Proprietors 
Orangeburg . . . William, Prince of Orange, son-in-law to King George II 
Williamsburg . . . King William III of England 
Camden . . . Lord Camden, Charles Pratt, because he defended the 

colonies in Parliament 
Columbia . . . Christopher Columbus, one of his first (out of many) 

namesakes. 

our imaginations and in the naming of 
the Cateechee section and Isaqueena 
Falls of Pickens County. 

Now what became of the citizens of 
Polecat, Cootersborough and Frog 
Level? They became the citizens of, 
respectively and respectfully, 
Montmorenci, Wisacky and Prosperity. 
Some residents of Montmorenci 
(renamed for a beautiful spot in France) 
in Aiken stubbornly resisted its change 
and insisted that the name is really just 
French for polecat. Cootersborough was 
so named because many patrons left a 
local tavern on all fours like cooters. 
When Dr. Charles Crane moved to 
town, it was changed to Crane's Cross 
Roads. For some reason, in 1888 the 

—coronaca 
Greenwood County has been spelled 
Cornacre, Corona ere, Coronacco, 
Coronaco and Coronacay. It is either a 
corruption of an Indian word or "Corn 
Acres" for the level bottomlands. 

frog on the edge of the ditch. He never 
drank again and told his friends: "I'd 
been mighty low in my time but that 
was the first time I'd every been below 
frog level." 

South Carolinians are usually right, 
but they have been known to misspell, 
mispronounce or otherwise corrupt a 
name right out of existence. Richard 
Pearis' tract of land has become Paris 
Mountain in Greenville County. 
Antreville was Centreville until a 
postmaster's poorly scrawled Ce's 
looked like A's. Mrs. Hosea Dean 
named the Spartanburg settlement 
Campa Bella (Beautiful Fields) and it 
became Campobello. The 
Berkeley County swamp on the Deas' 
family land became Daisey Swamp. 
Due West may have been the spot 
where the Keowee Path to Charleston 
made a due west turn, but it was more 
likely a mispronunciation. A corner 
near there had been De Witt's Corner 
for the owner of a stopover on the 
corner of Indian Land. The name was 
pronounced "du wet" and the corner 
was where the Cherokees signed the 
treaty surrendering their land in South 
Carolina. 

Swansea in Lexington County 
purportedly began as the German word 
"zwanzig." When travelers asked a 

German storekeeper 
the distance to 
Friday's Ferry, near 
the present site of 
Columbia, he would 
tell them "Zwanzig" 
(German for "twenty") 
Records have been 
found of a German 
storekeeper in 
Swansea, but Dr. 
Walter Edgar, a history 
professor at the 
University of South 
Carolina, has found 
18th- and 19th-century 
records of family 
names in South 
Carolina such as 

sand dune, he just said "My, what a 
windy hill!" and his host Jeremiah 
Vereen named the oceanfront 
community Windy Hill. When Mrs. 
Samuel Marshall sold 3,000 acres to the 
Abbeville Freedman's Bureau for aid to 
former slaves, a rumor got around that 
each household head was to get 40 acres 
and a mule. It was a rumor, but to the 
ex-slaves in Greenwood County it was 
the Promised Land. 

Places can be named for their location 
in relation to another place. People who 
lived over east of Columbia became 
residents of Eastover in Richland 
County. For all its Mexican 
connotations, South of the Border in 
Dillon is just south of the North 
Carolina line • 

The most popular legend behind a 
South Carolina place name is the tale of 
the Cherokee princess Cateechee (or 
Isaqueena in Choctaw; both mean "deer 
head"). She ran 96 miles to warn her 
English lover, Allen Francis, in the 
Cambridge settlement (now Ninety Six) 
of a planned massacre by her own 
people. And supposedly her distance is 
marked by the naming of Six-Mile 
Creek and Twelve-Mile River in 
Pickens and for Three-and-Twenty 
Creek and Six-and-Twenty Creek in 
Anderson. But the story was invented 
by a South Carolina newspaperman. 
Ninety Six in Greenwood County is 
simply 96 miles from the former town of 
Keowee, main town of the Cherokee 
Nation. Whether she existed or not, the 
Cherokee princess is so popular in 
Palmetto folklore that she lives today in 

ladies there urged that the name be 
changed to Wisacky, the name of an 
Indian tribe. The citizens of Frog Level 
petitioned the legislature in 1873 to 
change back to the original name, 
Prosperity. Frog Level may have been 
Frogmore first, but according to legend, 
a drunk man fell off his horse into a 
ditch there and slept until he was 
wakened by rain. Looking up, he saw a 

Swansey, Swancey, 
Swansy, Swanzy and Swanzey. 

The family name, in fact, is probably 
the most common basis for a place 
name. The Bamberg family founded 
that county seat. Allendale County is 
either named for postmaster Paul H. 
Allen or for Alan Adale. James Cayce's 
wife inherited Fort Granby, scene of two 
Revolutionary battles, and they 
converted it to the Cayce House, a 
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tavern. From this derived Cayce in 
Lexington. Clemson in Oconee was 
named for the university, which is 
named for its founder, Thomas G. 
Clemson, son-in-law of John C. 
Calhoun. Britton's Neck in Marion 
County is named for the Britton family, 
which settled there in 1735. Martin 
Chapin of Chapin, New York, was sent 
to the South by his doctor, who said the 
pine tar fumes would fight his 
tuberculosis. In 1850, Chapin came to 
Lexington County and opened a saw 
mill. When the railroad came through, 
Chapin gave the land and the town of 
Chapin was named for him in 1885. 
Gaffney, the county seat of Cherokee, 
was named for Captain Michael Gaffney 
of Ireland, who came there in 1804. Dr. 
Jacob Bishop, who bought up land in 
Lee County, is now immortalized with 
its county seat of Bishopville. Cyrus W. 
McCormick, inventor of the reaper, 
once owned thousands of acres in the 
present McCormick County. 

You don't have to own most of the 
land to have it named for you. Two 
residents of Ireland Creek, a Mr. Walter 
and a Mr. Smith, each wanted the town 
to bear his name. So they decided with 
a tree-felling contest which Walter won, 
creating Walterboro, the seat of Colleton 
County. In the 1800s, in the community 
of Rock-eye in the Horsecreek Valley, all 
blacks had a curfew except 
one—Langley, an elderly servant of a 
prominent family. The legend goes that 
someone once said: "After dark, the 
town is Langley's." Today it is Langley 
in Aiken County. 

for the monks at nearby Mepkin Abbey. 
It is named for Thomas Monck, who 
bought Mitton plantation there in 1735 
and whose son-in-law opened a store 
on the corner. North in Orangeburg is 
named for its largest land donor, John F. 
North. An election was held to decide if 
Highland Home in Laurens would be 
changed to Gray's—after Robert Adams 

love story behind the town's 
development. Alfred Andrew Dexter, 
charged with locating the railroad line, 
was going to draw it south of the 
present Aiken to avoid a sharp drop of 
400 to 500 feet. Dexter fell in love with 
Sara Williams, whose father owned the 
land where Aiken is now. He told 
Dexter: "No railroad for me, young 

REVOLUTIONARY 
Anderson . . . Col. Robert Anderson 
Barnwell . . . Gens. John and Robert 

Barnwell 
Horry . . . Gen. Peter Horry 
Jasper . . . Sgt. William Jasper 
Kershaw . . . Maj. Gen. Joseph 

Kershaw 
Laurens . . . Col. Henry Laurens 
Newberry . . . Capt. John Newberry 
Pickens . . . Gen. Andrew Pickens 

Sumter . . . Gen. Thomas Sumter 
Winnsboro . . . Gen. Richard Winn 
Marion . . . Gen. Francis Marion, 

for whom more places are named 
than for any other American 
except Geoige Washington. 

CONFEDERATE 
Lee . . . Gen. Robert E. Lee 
Hampton . . . Gen. Wade Hampton 

(also governor 1876-1879) 
Early Branch . . . Gen. Jubal A.Early 

"Greenville may have been named for Gen. Nathaniel Greene, but more probably refers to 
the area's color, as Greene's name ends with an e. 

Gray, wealthy cotton planter—or 
Dorroh's—after Sarah Dorroh, 
postmistress. Gray won. A telegraph 
operator suggested that "Court" be 
added to make the name Gray Court 
more impressive. The ghost of Dexter 
Edgar Converse, a prominent textile 
industrialist of the 1800s, keeps 
returning to his namesake town and 
college in Spartanburg. He is thought to 
be dissatisfied with his wife's decision 
to remove his grave from the Converse 
campus after he specifically asked to be 
buried there. 

tigervill There are surely 
Clemson supporters irT Hgerville of 
Greenville County, but the town is so named 
because it is located at the head of the Tyger 
River, which in turn was named for either 
the animal or a French trader named Tygert. 

The student of names will frequently 
come across a place name that sounds 
like it has a story behind it, but is 
actually another family name, such as 
Cross in Berkeley and Cope in 
Orangeburg. Fingerville in Spartanburg 
County is named for its founder, Joseph 
E. Finger. Monck's Corner is not named 
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In the 1800s, towns developed around 
railroad stations and usually took their 
names. Aiken County was named after 
the town, which was named in honor of 
William Aiken, first president of the 
South Carolina Railroad and father of 
William Aiken, South Carolina 
governor from 1844 to 1846. There's a 

man, no girl for you." So Dexter ran the 
railroad through Aiken and for years 
the trains were let down and dragged 
up the incline by cable over windlass. 

Peak in Newberry County was 
named forH.T. Peak, first 
superintendent of the Columbia and 
Greenville Railway. Cherry's in Oconee 
County was the name of the 
landowners at a stop on the Blue Ridge 
Railway. The county and town of Dillon 
commemorate the efforts of J.W. Dillon, 
an Irishman who led the movement for 
the Wilson Short Cut Railway. Florence 
County is named for Miss Florence 
Harllee, daughter of W.W. Harllee, first 
president of the Wilmington and 
Manchester Railroad. 

After Denmark in Bamberg County 
was named for the Denmark family, the 
other towns along the Columbia-
Savannah line were named by John S. 
Baxter, the railroad surveyor, for 
Scandinavian countries: Norway, 
Finland, Sweden and Switzerland. 

If you're ever looking for Friendship, 
it's in Greenwood County, but you can 
also find it in Anderson, Barnwell, 
Marion, Oconee and Spartanburg 
county voting precincts. There's New 
Hope in Florence and a New Prospect in 
Spartanburg. Such virtuous names 
usually begin with a church, such as 
Unity in Lancaster, named for Unity 
Associated Reformed Presbyterian 
Church, formed after part of the 
congregation left for the Southern 
Presbyterian Church. Union County 



was named for the old Union Church, 
built in 1765 for both Episcopalians and 
Presbyterians. St. Stephen in Berkeley, 
St. George in Dorchester, St. Matthews 
in Calhoun and other South Carolina 
"saints" usually carry the name of 
former parishes. Society Hill is named 
for the St. David's 

for a mother city, but at least three South 
Carolina towns are English 
grandchildren. York, Lancaster and 
Chester were named by settlers from 
the same towns in Pennsylvania, which 
were named in turn for places in 
England. 

Society, which 
established a 
seminary there in 
1778. 

The combination 
of initials or first 
syllables into 
acronyms for 
towns can result 
in names one might think foreign 
or meaningful in some other way. Mr. 
Long and Mr. Bellamy combined the 
first syllables of their surnames and the 
word "company" to name their 
vegetable packing house and later the 
town of Lobeco in Beaufort. The first 
two letters of the words "Campbell 
Limestone Company" form the name of 
Calico in Spartanburg County. Irmo in 
Lexington County is named from the 
first syllables of two names: C.J. Iredell 
of Columbia and H.C. Moseley of 
Prosperity. 

There is not enough space to cover 
here the names of South Carolina 
plantations as well as towns, but they 
were named with more creative license 
than most towns. Some town and 
county names are derived from former 
plantation names. Richland (County) 
was Col. Thomas Taylor's plantation. 
Greenwood County was named for 
Judge John McGehee's "Green Wood" 
home. Col. Arthur Simpkins sold the 
lots that later became the village of 
Edgefield on the edge of his plantation, 
Cedarfields. William Summer operated 
one of the largest and best nurseries in 
the South—with 500 apple trees, 500 
peach trees and 500 pear trees. He 
named his plantation "Pomaria," for the 

strawberry 
in Berkeley County is 
named for Strawberry Hill 
near London. 

As part of the big melting pot, South 
Carolina has place names from many 
other countries. North Augusta 
in Aiken County, which began 
as a northern suburb of Augusta, 
Georgia, is now a town of its own right; 
both are named in honor of Princess 
Augusta, mother of George III of England. 

engineers who built the road from 
Jacksonville to Richmond. 

Two towns in Clarendon County have 
Italian names. Among builders of the 
railroad bridge across the Santee River 
were many Italians. They named their 
campground after an Italian seaport, 
Rimini, and 
the town is 
there today. 
The residents 
of Sardinia 
argued about 
a name until 
they agreed 
to spin the 
globe and 
let someone 
close his eyes 
and point to 
a spot. The 
spot turned 
out to be 
Sardinia, 
Italy. 

A granite IringcflfPA 
monument IVlIIgOlI Vt 
marks where, in the 1730s, the King's surveyor chose 
a tall pine for an English ship's mast. When asked 
wherethey lived,settlers would say:"At the King's tree'' 

Darlington, Dorchester, 
Marlboro and Bath are all place names 
in England. 

Latin "pomus" (plants), and it's now a 
community in Newberry County. 

Plenty of place names are namesakes 

Although the majority of our 
inherited names are English, settlers 
came from other countries too and 
brought their place names with them. 
When Joseph Henry Derham moved to 
upper Horry County in 1858, he was 
reminded of the green of his native 
Ireland; he named the new settlement 
Green Sea. Doneraile in Darlington is 
thought to have been named for an old 
Irish town. Abbeville was named by Dr. 
John de la Howe for his former home in 
Abbeville, France. There is a legend that 

members of the 
Palmetto 
Regiment 
stopped on 
their way 
home from the 
Mexican War 
in a Newberry 
County 
spot. They 
named it Jalapa 

after a similarly pleasing spot in Mexico. 
Lugoff in Richland County is named for 
Count Lugoff of Russia, one of the 

frogmore, 

One of our German place names 
sounds Indian and another Dutch. 
Walhalla was settled by the German 
Colonization Society of Charleston and 
is German for "paradise of the gods." 
The fork between Saluda and Broad 
rivers, which stretches into Richland, 
Lexington and Newberry counties is 
called Dutch Fork, a corruption of 
Deutsch (German) Fork, because many 
Germans settled there. 

The original dwellers of this state, the 
Indians, are responsible for some of its 
most poetic place names. These names 
are also the least understood and 
riskiest to interpret. Just as the label 
"Indian" was based on a wrong 
impression, so was their language often 
misunderstood by the immigrants who 
adopted parts of it- The meaning and 
significance of Indian place names are 
therefore hard to pin down. 

Cherokee County was certainly 
named for the powerful Indian Nation 
of Cherokees. Edisto Beach, Yemassee, 
Seneca and Modoc were named for 
other tribes. Salkehatchie was formerly 
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Sadkeche and was spelled Saltcatcher in 
old record books. It was one of 10 
Yemassee towns. 

Monetta in Saluda County was 
named for a pretty Indian maiden who 
is said to be buried where the railroad 
station was later located. Jocassee, 
daughter of Chief Attakullakulla, died 
when she threw herself into today's 
Jocassee River after seeing her lover's 
scalp around a warrior's neck. 

Oconee County may have derived 
from Uk-oo-na, "the water eyes of the 
hills." Daufuskie, a Beaufort island and 
river, means "place of blood" and was 
the site of one of the worst Indian 
battles. Situated on a high bluff, 
Cheraw in Chesterfield County means 
"fire town" and may have been a tribal 
signal station. Honea Path is thought to 
have been the Indian word for path 
followed by its translation. Others say 
Honea was a settler's name and still 
others claim there was a Honey Path 
there where Indians kept bee trees. 

Once upon a time a man in Jasper 
County couldn't get his mule to move. 
A bystander said: "Poke 'e tail, 'e go." 
This is the unauthentic tale told about 
the naming of Pocotaligo; according to 
linguists, it is Creek for "gathering place" 
or "border town." 

Claude H. 
Neuffer, 
professor 
emeritus 
of English 
at the 
University 
of South 
Carolina, 
and his 
annual 
publication, 
Names 
in South 

Carolina, 
are the unchallenged leaders in the 
study of state place names in America. 

First published in 1954 by the U SC 
English Department, Names in South 
Carolina began as five mimeographed 
pages mailed at no charge to 100 
interested people. The late Dr. Havilah 
Babcock, head of the USC English 
Department, Dr. Francis W. Bradley, 
then head of the USC Faculty, and 
Neuffer, associate professor of English, 
instigated the periodical with Neuffer 
serving as editor. Now in its 26th year, 
the journal is a printed volume of about 

Indian names for rivers and creeks 
sound like the noise of running water. 
Ashepoo, a river in Colleton, is a 
Muskogean word for "river dwelling." 
Toxaway may have come from 

40 pages and is mailed to over 800 
subscribers. Throughout its 
publication, Neuffer and his wife, Irene 
Laborde Neuffer, have compiled and 
edited the material which comes to 
them from scholars and grass roots 
enthusiasts alike. 

Separate issues of Names in South 
Carolina now cost $3 for state 
residents and $3.50 forout-of-staters. 
Volumes I-XII with index are now 
bound and can be purchased directly 
from The Reprint Co., P.O. Box 5401, 
Spartanburg, S.C., 29304, for $26, 
which includes sales tax. Mr. and 
Mrs. Neuffer have also published a 
children's book of state place names, 
entitled "The Name Game: From 
Oyster Point to Keowee." It can be 
purchased for $5.50 from most state 
book stores. 

Among subscribers are the 
universities of Harvard, Yale, 
Pennsylvania, Alabama and California. 
The New York Public Library, the 
Newberry Library in Chicago, 111., and 
many other distinguished libraries 
carry the volumes of Names in South 
Carolina. 

Tuckahoe, the Indian name for an edible 
tuber plant. Coosawhatchie, a river in 
Jasper County, means city of refuge, and 
Generostee (Creek) in Abbeville is 
Cherokee for Little Cedar. 

Neuffer's work has inspired 
research in the field of onomastics (a 
study of the origin of names) among 
scholars from other states. Names, the 
quarterly journal of the American 
Name Society, honored Neuffer with 
a "Festschrift" (writing feast), the 
dedication to him of an entire issue 
with articles by only the most 
prominent linguists. It is the first 
Festschrift a USC professor has 
received in 50 years. 

The great majority of subscribers 
to Names in South Carolina are 
residents who love their state. 
Without their contributions, the state 
risks the loss of an irretrievable oral 
tradition. Neuffer accepts 
enthusiastically their explanations of 
not only larger place names, but also 
the names of creeks, corners, 
crossings, bridges, islands, buildings 
or anything that can be called a place. 
Anyone with information on the 
origin of a name can enhance the 
state's history by mailing it to 
Names in South Carolina , USC 
English Department, USC Campus, 
Columbia, S.C., 29208. 

Others may disagree, but the most 
melodic Indian place name to me is 
Saluda, the town, the river and the 
county. "Pitchfork". Ben Tillman 
fought with his brother George 
over the naming of the county. 
George wanted it named "Butler," 
the name of an aristocratic local 

q 1| |fl family—too aristocratic for Ben's 
OCAllHACl taste. Ben won and named it 

Saluda. It meant river of corn to the Indians, but it 
means home to me. And it's the intense attachment 
of South Carolinians for their homes and families 
that leaves us with our rich history behind their 
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names today. 
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5 
by Donald Millus 

Saltwater 
(ome of the finest trout fishing in America may be found 
along the South Carolina coast every autumn. It's not for 

brook, brown or rainbow trout, nor even for the seagoing 
members of the family Salmonidae. In the surf and inlets from 
Little River to Hilton Head, the trout that glitters every fall is 
the spotted sea trout, also known as winter trout to anglers 
fishing the saltwaters of coastal Carolina. 

Its scientific name, Cynoscion nebulosus, roughly 
"beautiful-shining-spotted-one," tells part of the story. The 
winter trout comes out of the water showing pink, copper, 
blue, green and silver, with clearly defined black spots. 
Getting these saltwater trout out of the shallows of an inlet or 
from a breaking surf is a challenge for even the most skilled 
and persistent angler. 

Light spinning or bait-casting tackle and artificial lures are 
ideally suited to the pursuit of the winter trout. Still, the 
angler who prefers using a live shrimp or mullet minnow, 
patiently drifted beneath a float from a pier or from a small 
boat anchored in an inlet, will also do well... if the trout are 
feeding. 

The winter trout feed in coastal inlets and bays all year but 
are present in their greatest numbers after the first cold snap 
of autumn. Their natural prey are the shrimp, mullet and 

Rainbows 
The speckled or winter trout 
has probably never seen a 
dryfly, wetfly, nymph or streamer. 
His habitat is not the rushing 
mountain stream, but the salt
water of bays, inlets, creeks 
and surf. From the water he comes 
with sparkles of pink, copper, 
blue, green and silver. The anglers 
who follow the movements of 
the saltwater rainbow trout from 
early fall through the frozen 
salt spray of winter are 
as devoted as any who 
ever whipped a dry fly 
to freshwater trout. 



In a typical inlet, trout concentrate 
in holes at the mouths of feeder creeks, 
near oyster beds, on the outside bends 
of channels or around docks, old 
pilings and near submerged objects. 
Such trout drops change with the 
tides, winds and seasons. A falling or 
rising tide is always best. Surf 
fishermen usually prefer the inlet 
mouths and submerged cuts or tidal 
pools. Live shrimp or minnows are the 
best natural baits, while favorite trout 
lures include Flowering Floreo 
and feathered jigs, plastic grubs 
and Mirrolures. 

,11/1 /«/<• KM'1# 

docks or pilings 

other small fish or crabs that inhabit the rich coastal waters. 
As these smaller marine animals are pushed back and forth 
by tidal currents, the winter trout, at times with their 
cousins, the summer trout or weakfish, the croaker and 
spot-tailed bass, take their choice of live prey. A plug such as 
the classic Mirrolure, an artificial bucktail such as the 
Floreo or plastic-tailed lures like the Stingray grub or 

Mister Twister can all be effective. 
But the winter trout is not easy to find. It will do its 

feeding only in selected areas of an inlet where the right 
combination of current and bottom structure bring its live 
bait quarry within reach. And for most of these trout 
holes, only a certain stage of the tide will be productive for 
the angler. 
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Troy "Frog" Hills of Charleston 
adds another speckled trout 
to a stringer any angler 
would be proud to take home. 

The combination of currents and falling or rising water 
will have trout anglers checking their tide tables to plan their 
day's fishing, whether they are wading or casting their lures 
from a small boat. The same holds true for those few rocky or 
stumpy areas along the coast that provide good trout fishing 
in the surf. The tide must be at the right stage for winter 
trout fishing. 

Time of day is important too. A trout hole that is good two 
hours before low tide may be fantastic if that tide occurs at 
dawn or about dusk. A week before Christmas two years 
ago, on a windy, rainy day, we found such a trout spot at the 
confluence of two saltwater creeks near Litchfield Beach. 
Until it was pitch dark the trout hit both plugs and grubs for 
two anglers who just wanted to try their luck at the end of 
what had been a moderately good fall run of trout. 

Some trout may be caught in September, but the peak 
season comes later in the fall. After the first cold snaps, 
anglers will be casting their plugs on many an October or 
November morn when the temperature is hovering just 
above the freezing mark. On these trips thermal underwear, 
skijackets and gloves are a necessary part of the equipment 
for the really dedicated winter trout angler. 

So dedicated are some of these trout fishermen that they 
will even move their fishing efforts as the trout move. Last 
year I chatted with one of the most successful trout anglers in 
Murrells Inlet, Lem Winesett, a retired publisher. Winesett 
explained that he had fished for trout in the inlet waters near 
Hilton Head Island for years, but what he hoped was a 
temporary decline in Hilton Head trout had brought him to 
Murrells Inlet to fish for trout year-round. 

Winesett started plugging for the trout in August. He 
coated deep-running Mirrolures with fluorescent green and 
red paints to make them more attractive. So successful was 
he with his "patient plugging" that veteran live-bait 
fishermen like Captain Tommy Sing were soon working 
their plugs slowly across an incoming tide in a likely trout 
hole. Sing will go back to live bait fishing when the trout are 
in thick. "You can catch more faster with live bait," he noted 
while casting a plug. 

Some of the best trout spots along the coast can be reached 
on foot, such as the surf and pier at Second Avenue North in 
Myrtle Beach or some of the trout holes in our coastal inlets. 
But there are casualties, too. One of the best trout holes in 
Murrells Inlet became useless when docks were built over 
marshland and water, altering the current's natural flow. 
Since there are few trout holes and many anglers, some 
prospecting is necessary for the newcomer. 

Chest-high waders with a foul-weather top, a water-tight 
belt and a flotation device like water skiers wear are essential 
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equipment for those hardy anglers who wade the surf to fish 
for winter trout. The ski belt is essential, for one may step 
into a hole while casting plugs or bucktails on a rising tide in 
late fall. A1 Nichols of Myrtle Beach, a successful billfish 
angler, will don a wetsuit to pursue doggedly five- and 
10-pound winter trout on ultralight tackle in a chill 
November surf. 

Whether one is wading in surf or inlet or fishing from a 
boat or pier, the plug is worked slowly just above the bottom. 
The strike may range from the slightest of taps like a bream 
nudging a worm on a hot August day to a sudden grab that 
yanks the reel handle away from the angler. Yet after these 
little taps, and a fight that has a trout of six or seven pounds 
running against the drag and coming to the angler only after 
a most grudging struggle, the angler may discover that his 
fish has swallowed the plug completely. On other days the 
trout will just lip the plug and only the quickest strike will 
put a bend in the rod and a shining winter trout at the end of 
the line. 

Plugs, bucktails and grubs may also be cast from a boat 
anchored against the marsh grass. Here, too, one may have 
to wait patiently until the tide is right. Plastic-tailed grubs 
may also be trolled against the current, ever so slowly, in 
Murrells Inlet and behind Hilton Head Island. 

Live bait fishing for trout means shrimp or mullet 
minnows which may be taken by anyone who knows how to 
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use a cast net. As of this past June it appeared that shrimp 
were making a comeback in Murrells Inlet and elsewhere in 
our coastal marshes, a good sign for the coming fall after the 
killing deep freezes of two and three winters ago. 

Live baits may be drifted just off the bottom with floats, 
either in the inlets or from some of our coastal piers. Many 
anglers use a small treble hook, lip-hooking the minnows, 
and hooking the shrimp on their "collars" to keep them alive 
and flipping, for the winter trout prefer a moving target. 

Each saltwater trout angler has his favorite trout hole. 
Some will be willing to pin down an area, such as the May 
River behind Hilton Head Island or the Sam's Point area on 
St. Helena's Sound, two of the favorite trout spots of Dean 
Poucher, a noted Beaufort County angler. W.VV. Hills, also 
known as "Creekman," will admit that Charleston Harbor 
can provide great trout fishing at times, but he prefers to talk 
in terms of what kind of area to fish. These include the surf 
off the barrier islands where there are stumps or downed 
trees that the winter trout love to feed around or the 
shellbeds near grassy edges in the creeks all along the coast. 
"From Charleston Harbor to Cape Romain the angler will 
catch trout if he fishes any breakwaters in the inlets, 
anything that disturbs the flow of the current and makes bait 
an easy target for the trout," he says. 

Minnows, live shrimp, grubs and, when big trout are 
present, Mirrolure plugs are the Creekman's favorite 
methods. 

Farther up the coast, Roy Brigham of Myrtle Beach will 
fish Grand Strand inlets and the rocks around Second 
Avenue Pier in Myrtle Beach, using both plugs and grubs. 
Frank Saevino of Murrells Inlet has taken nice catches of 
winter trout from Winyah Bay, although there is some fine 
trout fishing right in his front yard. 

Catch one of these anglers in his favorite trout hole and he 
may tell you more . . . after the fish stop feeding. But you 
may have to get up early on a frosty morning in late autumn 
or early winter to share their sport. The few really devoted 
saltwater trout fishermen like it that way on the South 
Carolina coast. 

Although I have taken winter trout from a pier on a cold 
rainy January morning, or have been surprised on a bright 
May afternoon by a trout that hit with gusto a live shrimp 
fished for flounder, it is always the solitude of wading after 
winter trout that dominates my memory. One treasures the 
moments free from responsibilities of the everyday world, 
eagerly dons waders and picks up a bag of lures and a light 
spinning rod for a few hours of trout fishing. 

The winter trout may not have been hitting last week, and 
the waters of the inlet may seem too rough as a cold 
northwest wind blows across the marsh. In the mud, there 
may be footprints of an angler or two who tried the hole 
earlier and gave up in the face of a stiff breeze that blew the 

In the winter, seasoned 
anglers prefer to wade in 
Murrells Inlet and 
cast artificials for trout. 

cast lures back shoreward. The trout do like fine, brisk 
weather, almost as if the bright sunny day brings out the best 
in their shining, speckled, flashy nature. 

The working day is finished, a few hours of daylight are 
left, and the inlet waters are empty of other anglers. The tide 
is coming in. Perhaps our fellow anglers left too early. 

A plug in red and white with spots and a mirror finish 
provides the bright colors trout prefer. A 60M Mirrolure 
weighs just a little too much for this slowly moving tide, so a 
52M goes on. In another situation one might prefer to bump 
bottom with a red-headed Floreo or Stingray grub with 
fluorescent orange tail; it is the saltwater trout version of the 
game of dryflies, wetflies, nymphs and streamers. Selecting 
the right lure is just the beginning of the ritual. 

Cast right into the wind, for the lure must be worked 
across the flow of the incoming tide. In that wind, 40 feet is a 
good cast. Let the lure sink for a few seconds and reel slowly. 
Nothing. Speed up the lure at the end of the cast to pick it 
out of the water. A strike, an unexpected reward for a change 
of pace. The fish hit only a few yards from shore in the cold, 
clear, moving salt tide. The trout surges against the drag 
before coming slowly toward shore, using the current to 
prolong its battle. 

Another moment of decision: wade back to the grass and 
slide the fish up on shore, or play it until it tires and grasp it 
by the gills? This one is small, just under two pounds, so the 
rod is held high and the fish gently but firmly grasped . . . 
after a few splashing misses! 

Man cannot touch nature and leave it alone. On the back of 
the winter trout, now swimming on the stringer, the mark of 
the angler's hand is left, a spot more blue than the rest of the 
bluish-green top of the fish. Like the dolphin, the trout must 
be seen as it comes from the water, but its colors of silver, 
blue and green, with black spots, sparkle even in death. 

That first fish is a surprise for a cold windy day, but it is 
only the beginning. Three other small trout follow before 
time for a coffee break. At sunset every cast draws a strike 
and this school of trout are in the four-pound class, not 
record fish, but ones to remember even after they grace an 
autumn table. 

The next evening might find more anglers at that spot, and 
perhaps as many fish. But the wind won't be the same and in 
a few days the tide might be wrong at dusk for that hole. A 
storm front could move in and cold rainy weather might 
lead to a frigid spell in January, thus ending another fall for 
winter trout. 

That one autumn day and those few winter trout won't be 
repeated. It s never the same, for the tide and fish are always 
moving. One looks forward as well as back to fishing for 
Carolina's saltwater trout. 
Dr. Donald Millus is associate professor of English at Coastal Carolina 
in Conway and editor of On The Green, a Grand Strand golf magazine. 
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BACK 
by Charles C. Ross 

photographs by Art Carter 

Riders, horses and hounds surge forth over fields 
and fences in hopes of a glimpse of the fox. 

It is a scene from the past, faithfully repeated 
through a love of tradition, horsemanship, 

hounds and the fox. 
The old farmhouse stands on a hill at the 

base of the mountain in upper Greenville 
County. The fields in the valley below are 
laced white with the morning frost. The sur
rounding oaks and peach trees have sprouted 
crystal leaves. 

The house is deserted, but within a few 
short hours many will assemble here. It is the 
first Saturday in December, the traditional 
date of the opening hunt of the Greenville 
County Hounds. 

Trailers and vans pull into the farmyard, 
joining those already parked. The foxhunters 
stamp their booted feet on the ground and 
call cheerful but chilly greetings. Horses 
stomp and snort inside the vans. 

Among the last to arrive is a pickup haul

ing a trailer quite different from the others. It 
is wide but low, and from it there emerges a 
joyous combination of howls and yowls, 
barks and whines. It is the hound box, and 
when the gate is opened, some two dozen 
foxhounds pour forth, milling around in 
happy anticipation of the meet. 

All assemble in a nearby meadow. Hounds 
of every hue—black and white and brown, 
liver and white, black and tan, reddish 
brown—cluster around the huntsman. 

At a discreet distance from the hound 
pack stand the field,horses and riders, 60 or 
70 strong. The horses, too, are a colorful 
lot—bays, grays, blacks, browns, chestnuts 
and roans. Their manes and tails have been 
braided; their coats brushed and burnished. 
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A Blessing of Hounds 
Let us Give Praise to God: 

For all we have is from God and of God. 
All of life is holy. 

O Lord, let the heavens rejoice, and let the earth be glad; let it 
praise God and magnify Him forever. 

Bless, O Lord,the Rider, Horse and Hound. 
Shield the Riders from danger to life and limb, and may the chase 

bring to them vigor of body and clearness of mind. 
May the Horse that carries the Riders come through unharmed to 

the close of the hunting day; and be regarded as a helper in their work 
and play. 

Let the Hounds be counted as the Riders' companions, creatures 
made by God, to be with them and to be sharers of His joy. 

We ask it all in the name of Jesus Christ, Thy Son, our Lord and 
Savior. 

And may The Blessing of God Almighty, the Father, the Son and 
the Holy Spirit be with you and remain with you always. Amen. 

Offered for the liryon, N.C., Hunt Club by the Rev. James J. Noonan of St. John's Catholic Church in 1ryon. 

Equally well turned-out are the riders, 
their attire dictated by tradition and com
mon sense. Their head gear—hunt caps, 
derbies, toppers—is black; their coats scarlet 
or black. Many wear the colors of their hunt 
on their collars. There is orange for the 
Camden Hunt, green with gray piping worn 
by Charlestonians from the Middleton Place 
Hounds and sage green sported by the 
neighboring Tryon Hounds from North 
Carolina. The host Greenville County 
members wear alternate colors; black velvet 
on scarlet coats, scarlet with blue piping on 
black coats. 

It is time for the annual blessing of 
hounds. A hush falls over the assembly as the 
minister comes forward. Heads are bowed 
and he gives the Lord's blessing, asking for 
safety and good sport. 

With the blessing over, the two Joint-
Masters of the Greenville —one the 
huntsman, the other the field master—nod 
to each other. The huntsman gives a long 
blast on his horn and the procession begins. 
Flanked by his assistants, known as 
"whippers-in," the huntsman leads his pack 
from the meadow into the adjacent peach 
orchard. 

Behind hounds marches the main group of 
foxhunters, called the field, led by the field 
master. The field is arranged very much by 
protocol. Right behind the field master are 
the visiting Masters, and behind them, 
color-wearing members of the various hunts, 
visitors given preference. Next come adults 
who have not yet earned their colors, and 
finally, juniors. 

Still another group moves off in a different 
direction. These are the hilltoppers, who 
move at a more sedate pace than the regular 
field. Some are inexperienced riders, others 
have green horses, and for these or other 
reasons they avoid the jumps and hard going. 
Nevertheless, by being off to the flank of the 
main hunt, they often get a view of a running 
fox. 

Having traversed the orchard and reached 
a wooded ravine, the huntsman casts his 
hounds by raising his cap and speaking to the 
pack. Hounds surge forward, spread out and 
begin working the covert. It is slow work at 
first. Heads down and tails wagging furiously, 
hounds sniff and search the hillside, the only 
sound audible the rustle of their pads on 
fallen leaves. 

They have reached the bottom and are 
crossing a small stream when a hound 
gives tongue. It is Margo, a red Virginia 
bitch. The other hounds honor her cry 
and move toward her as she darts back 
and forth, nose to the ground, whining 
anxiously. Then she straightens out and 
moves forward, her voice first tentative, 

then more confident. She is joined by 
Richard and Alibi, then Gordon and Ajax. 
Now Richard has the scent. He lifts his head 
and gives a magnificent bellow, followed by 
the voices of the others as they, too, pick up 
the line. 

The huntsman stands fast, cautioning, 
"Not yet, not yet." Hounds have the fox up 
and moving, but not running. As wagging 
tails disappear in the underbrush, he breaks 
into a trot, leading the field down the narrow 
trail, jumping the stream, splashing through 
it a second time where it recrosses the path. 

Suddenly the ravine erupts in a great 
chorus of sound. Now the fox is running, the 
pack pursuing in full cry. The huntsman 
screams encouragement, blows "Gone 
Away!" on his horn and dashes after them. 
The field follows at a gallop, horses straining 
as they start uphill on the far side of the 
gulley. 

At the top of the hill there is a jump, a 
panel set into a wire fence, and beyond, a 
large pasture. Horses literally fly the jump, 
landing in the open and galloping on. 

As the field emerges from the woods, those 
well to the front are treated to a marvelous 

sight. Hounds are halfway across the 
meadow, and barely a hundred yards in front 
of them, racing for his life, a small reddish 
creature, his bushy tail floating behind him. 

"Tally Ho!" It's a red! The field thunders 
after him, shouting, urging horses on. No 
one dares pass the Masters, but the polite rule 
of visitors first has given way to the fastest 
horse to the front. 

The fox has reached the end of the 
meadow and darts into the far woods, hounds 
close on his heels. Near their entry point 
there is another panel leading to a path. Lead 
horses dive over the downhill jump without 
checking and careen down the trail, charge 
through still another stream and roar up a 
wooded hill. 

As they approach a clearing the upfront 
riders hear another "Tally ho!". Breaking 
into the open, they are greeted by the hill-
toppers. The fox has run right under their 
excited noses, then veered into the orchard, 
hounds right behind. 

Without a pause, riders gallop after them, 
dodging branches. Now hounds leave the 
high ground and duck down into the ravine. 
The underbrush is too thick for the field to 
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Page 20: Aside from being an experienced rider, 
the foxhunter must know every thicket and timber 

of the country to be hunted. 
Left: The music of hound's cry is one thrill of the hunt. 

A foxhound is prized for its ability to connect its tongue to its 
nose; he should speak the moment he scents the fox, but not 

before. Below: Charles Ross saddles up for the Greenville 
hunt. Foxhunters are preoccupied with their horses' welfare, 

constantly watching their condition and exercising 
them on non-hunt days. 



Right: Kate Hartzog serves the stirrup cup to 
Anne Craig and Carl M. Wooten Jr. before the 

Middleton Place hunt begins. Below: 
Huntsman J. D. McMahan of the Camden 
Hunt Club gives directions to his staff. Far 

Right: Charles H. R Duell and Mrs.G. L.Buist 
Rivers, Joint-Masters of the Middleton Place 
Hounds, lead their field off the greensward to 

begin the hunt. Inset: An early 1800s 
immigrant from England and the North, the 
red fox requires faster horses and bolder riders 
than the gray; the red goes to ground only if 

hard-pressed. He can take comfort in the fact 
that, with most Carolina hunts, the chase is 

more important than the kill. 
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Below: The first rider to approach a jump 
should check for wires and obstacles on 

the landing side. A rider behind will 
allow him to land and get 

clear before attempting the jump. 
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HUNTING 
Hunting attire is based on tradition and custom, but there are also practical reasons for 

some of the fancy and colorful get-up. For example, while some types of head gear offer 
more protection than others, all are of hardened material. The scarlet coat can be seen 
at a distance. That white stock around the throat not only keeps cold air off your neck, 
but can be used as a bandage or sling. 

Customs of a particular hunt also dictate attire. Some hunts are formal while others 
allow informal or "ratcatcher" attire. The Aiken members wear a green coat instead of 
scarlet. At one time, only gentlemen wore the scarlet coat. Today in some clubs ladies 
who are Masters or hunt staff (a huntsman or whipper-in) may wear the scarlet. But on 
most of South Carolina's hunts, ladies wear black, gray or dark blue coats. Safety is also 
a consideration. More and more hunts allow anyone to wear a hunt cap as it is more safe 
than a derby or a topper which tends to fly off if the rider flies off the horse. Some clubs 
even encourage harness-type chin straps. 

Keeping the above in mind, the following represents a simplified version of what 
most hunts consider proper attire: 
Formal Attire 
Scarlet Coat—worn by Masters, hunt staff, gentlemen members who have earned 

colors 
Hunt Colors—worn on the coat collar 
Britches—white 
Boots—black with brown tops (gentlemen), black patent leather tops (ladies) 
Head Gear—hunt caps (Masters, hunt staff), black silk topper (gentlemen 

members) 
Black, Gray or Dark Blue Coat—worn by ladies, juniors, gentlemen members who 

have not earned colors 
Hunt Colors—on coat collar (ladies and juniors) 
Britches—brown or buff 
Boots—black without tops (ladies may wear black patent leather tops) 
Head Gear—black bowlers or derbies (juniors wear hunt caps) 

White socks with plain gold safety pin, vest (yellow, white or buff) worn with either 
coat. 

follow, so they run along the edge, parallel to 
the cry of the pack. 

Suddenly the tempo of the music changes 
No longer moving, it is stationary, and rather 
than a cry of excitement, it is one of accom
plishment. 

The field pulls up on the huntsman's sig
nal. "I think he's gone to ground," he says, 
and beckoning to one of his whippers-in to 
follow, picks his way down the hill. 

As the huntsman works his way toward 
the hounds, more of the field ride up, join
ing the leaders who are peering down 
through the brush. Guided by scarlet coats, 
they spot the pack, ringing a fallen tree and 
howling with joy. 

The huntsman dismounts, handing his 
horse to the whipper-in, and walks to the log, 
hunkering down to look into a hole beneath. 

"They've denned him!", he cries. Then 
standing, he blows a long note on his horn, 
echoed by the cry of hounds and cheers from 
the field. 

The fox is in the earth, safe to run another 
day, but the pack has won! The huntsman 
praises his hounds extravagantly, calling 

them by name, pounding on their flanks. 
Then he calls them off and leads them back 
up the hill, grinning from ear to ear. 

The huntsman will cast his hounds again. 
Depending on scenting conditions, skill and 
luck, there may be another run—or a third 
one—or none. 

Nevertheless, the hunt just described is 
representative of foxhunting in South 
Carolina. It should be noted that the word 
"typical" was not used. There is no such 
thing as a typical meet, all are different. It 
may be a successful day, with several runs, or 
you may be completely blanked. Hounds 
may run long and hard, the field doing much 
galloping and jumping, or you may spend the 
day walking and trotting. The quarry may be 
a red fox, a magnificent sportsman who runs 
in great, long circles and will only give it up 
and go to ground when extremely hard-
pressed. Or it may be a gray—shorter circles, 
a quick, fast run and into his earth. 

The hunt clubs themselves have different 
characteristics as well. There are five hunts 
in South Carolina recognized by the Masters 
of Foxhounds Association of America. They 

are the Camden Hunt in Kershaw County, 
the Greenville County Hounds near Gow-
ensville, the Middle ton Place Hounds of 
Charleston, and two located in Aiken, the 
Aiken Hounds and the Whiskey Road Fox 
Hounds. 

The basic distinction among hunts is be
tween those that hunt "live" and those that 
"drag." A live hunt does just that, hunting 
red and gray fox in their natural environ
ment. The pace and direction depends com
pletely on scenting conditions, the whim of 
the hunted fox and the skill of the pack. If 
there is no scent, there is no run. Such a day 
can be very boring for the uninitiated, those 
who only desire to run and jump. However, 
for a "hound man," any hunt is a delight. 
Watching hounds work, observing them at
tempt to piece out a cold line, or viewing the 
pack away in full cry, this is a pleasure of live 
hunting. Galloping across country, jumping 
fences, that is great fun, but incidental. The 
ultimate is to view the fox, whether he be 
racing full tilt or just trotting along, disdain
ful of the hullabaloo behind him. This is why 
live hunters hunt. 

On a drag hunt, hounds do not chase a 
fox, but rather follow the "drag," a burlap bag 
or cloth soaked with artificial fox scent. 
Dragging is usually much faster than live 
hunting and, unless scenting conditions are 
bad, the direction controlled. Some drag 
hunts are like a steeplechase, but they need 
not be all that fast. A skilled "dragger" can 
vary the speed of the chase by the amount of 
scent used, the time the drag is layed prior 
to the hunt, picking up the drag to set up a 
"check" or by "dotting," that is, alternately 
lifting and dropping. 

Hunts that drag do so for a number of 
reasons. Hunt members may prefer to go 
hard with plenty of jumping, the country 
may be limited, or the area may have a lot of 
deer. Running deer with hounds can lead 
to a merry chase, but it's bad for pack 
discipline. A strong drag will tend to keep 
hounds off deer. Some purists disdain 
drag hunting, but for others, it's a lot of fun. 
Of the South Carolina hunts, the Aiken and 
the Middleton Place drag; the others hunt 
live. 

The other major difference in the 
C a r o l i n a  h u n t s  i s  f o u n d  i n  t h e i r  
country. Greenville hunts mostly in 
the foothills, but will occasionally go par
tially up the mountains. Hence, the country 
is more difficult, but it is also more 
varied—hilly, with both woodland and open 
grass. The soil is mostly clay, good footing, 
there are extensive trails and the jumps not 
too daunting. 

As for the Lowcountry hunts, all have 
sandy soil, piney woods and mostly level 
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ground. The Middleton Place gallops over 
well-kept trails through a beautiful forest of 
pine and live oaks draped with Spanish 
moss. Charleston is coastal plain, so beware 
leaving the paths. Offfoad, it can get 
swampy. On the main, the Lowcountty 
hunts offer especially good footing and 
plenty of medium-sized jumps. 

In the Midlands, Camden and Whiskey 
Road have similar country, but at Camden 
you can literally gallop down the pine rows. 
Whiskey Road has more open land, while 
the neighboring Aiken hunts woodland. It 
is a very special wood, however, with miles 
and miles of drag lines along well-
maintained trails. Years ago, Aiken's famous 
aikens—big poles over brush, named for the 
hunt—were huge. But in more recent 
times, they have toned them down a bit. 

The chief distinction between foxhunt
ing and other hunting is that in foxhunting 
the chase is more important than the kill. 
In fact, the fox is rarely killed. The vast 
majority of foxhunters prefer to put the fox 
to ground, particularly if he is a good run
ning fox, thus saving him for another run. 

Except for the mode of locomotion and 
the time of the hunt, foxhunting with 
horses is much akin to the country sport of 
fox chasing or night hunting fox, where 
hound men turn their packs out for the 
chase, then sit by a fire and listen to the 
music in the clear night air. Actually, the 
two variations of the sport are growing 
closer. More and more night hunters now 
follow their hounds—with pickups. 

There is no more inefficient way to kill a 
fox than to chase him with hounds. On the 
rare occasion that a fox is killed by hounds, 
it is usually because he is infirm or sick. 
Even then, the end is instantaneous. 

As for the notion that the hunted fox is a 
terrified creature, there is too much evi
dence to the contrary to support this belief. 
The fox has many earths or dens, not just 
one. Yet he will go to ground only when he 
has failed to outwit his pursuers. Some say 
that the fox actually enjoys the challenge. 
This may or may not be true; no one has 
thought to ask him. But why else would he 
lead hounds on such a merry chase, just 
loping along, running only when hard-
pressed, and seeking refuge only as a last 
resort? 

There is a way in which a fox can be 
killed, in cruel fashion, by hounds. Respon
sible foxhunters find their quarry in his nat
ural habitat and chase him on his home 
grounds. To import a fox from another area 
and drop him out of a bag just prior to the 
hunt is a highly unsportsmanlike and cruel 
act. Such a fox, called a "bagman" or 
"dropped fox," has no chance. He does not 

28 

Aiken Hounds 
Hunt colors—buff collar 
Joint-Masters—Mrs. G. H. Bostwick; Mrs. Beth Sauerborn 
Huntsman—Mrs. G. H. Bostwick 
Honorary Secretary—Mrs. Hugh Fenwick (803)649-6945 
Drag hunting, November—March (Tuesdays, Thursdays, and Saturdays) 
3,400 acres in Aiken County 

Camden Hunt 
Hunt colors—orange collar 
Joint-Masters—Mrs.J. D. McMahan III; Maj. Geoffrey A. Gordon-Creed 
Huntsman— J. D. McMahan III 
Honorary Secretary—Mrs. Rufus J. Redfern (803)432-6779 
Foxhunting, Thanksgiving Day-March 15 (Wednesdays and Saturdays) 
15 square miles in Kershaw County 

Greenville County Hounds 
Hunt colors—black velvet collar, gentlemen; scarlet collar with blue piping, ladies 
Joint-Masters—Gerald Pack; Thomas Greene 
Huntsman—Gerald Pack 
Honorary Secretary—Mrs. Gerald Pack (704)894-8127 
Foxhunting, November-March (Tuesdays and Saturdays) 
180 square miles in Greenville County 

Middleton Place Hounds 
Hunt colors—Charleston green collar with gray piping 
Joint-Masters—Charles H. P. Duell; Mrs. G. L. Buist Rivers 
Huntsman—Rodney Swanson 
Honorary Secretary—Mrs. B. M. Barone (803) 577-2151 
Drag and some fox hunting, November—March (Tuesday mornings, Thursday 

afternoons, Sunday mornings) 
18 square miles in Charleston County 

Whiskey Road Fox Hounds 
Hunt colors—green velvet collar 
Joint-Masters—Dr. Melvin L. Haas; Dr. Richard R von Buedingen 
Huntsmen—the Joint-Masters 
Honorary Secretary—Mrs. Melvin L. Haas (803)278-1496 
Foxhunting, September-March (Wednesdays and Sundays) 
201 square miles in Aiken County 

know the country, has nowhere to go, and 
will be caught up with early on and chopped 
by hounds. He is not fairly hunted and is, 
indeed, the terrified creature mentioned be
fore.No respectable foxhunter will drop a fox. 

Some people believe foxhunting is a sport 
of the idle rich. This is simply not true. 
There are wealthy people who hunt, but the 
majority are middle-income. A foxhunter 
must accept the cost of mount, tack, attire 
and a means of transportation to the meet. 
This is not inexpensive, but then neither 
are golf, tennis, boating and many other 
forms of American recreation. 

In olden times, when the horse was 
everyone s means of transportation, 
foxhunting was a country sport, enjoyed by 
all. Today, hunt clubs still encourage com
munity participation. They are grateful for 
being permitted to hunt on private land and 
they want landowners to be part of the 
sport. Many of the clubs invite landowners 
to hunt free of charge, have annual cook-
outs for the community, and are delighted 
when local people turn out to watch a hunt. 

All responsible foxhunters care for the 
land they are privileged to use. They will 
not ride over crops or off-limits country, and 

Greenville County 
Hounds 

Box 575 
Columbus 
North Carolina 
28772 

Middleton Place 
Hounds 

Route 4, Highway61 
Charleston 
South Carolina 
29407 

Whiskey Road 
Fox Hounds 

245 Berrie Road.S.W. 
Aiken 
South Carolina 
29801 

Below: Members of the Camden 
Hunt and the Middleton Place 

Hounds of Charleston met 
for a joint breakfast-hunt hosted 

by the Camden club. 

CH)  

Aiken Hounds 
53 Deerwood Court 
Aiken 
South Carolina 
29801 

Camden Hunt 
Route 4, Box 148 
Red Fox Road 
Camden 
South Carolina 
29020 

if someone causes damage,they are quick 
to make amends. 

For those who would like to try foxhunt
ing, but don't know how to go about it, 
the procedure is simple. As do most American 
hunts, all of the South Carolina hunts 
allow visitors to come hunting with them. 

You should first contact the Hunt Secre
tary (see the list of hunts with names and 
phone numbers) and request permission, 
which is invariably granted. You will be told 
time and place and also the "capping fee," 
usually $15 or thereabouts, sometimes less 
for juniors. 

There are a few requirements. You should 
be able to ride well enough to jump fences 
and control a horse at a gallop. Lacking this 
ability, you will be more comfortable riding 
with the hilltoppers. You should have a 
horse with manners or you might ask the 
Hunt Secretary for the name of a local pro
fessional who will rent you a qualified 
hunter. 

You should ask about attire. Some hunts 
are strict, some more lenient, and several 
allow informal wear, called "ratcatcher" on 
weekdays, dressing up only for the weekend 
hunts. 

It would be a good idea to bone up on 
hunting customs and courtesy by talking to 
a knowledgable foxhunter or reading one of 
several good books on the subject. You 
won't become an instant expert, but if you 
use common sense, you'll do fine. 

On the appointed day, show up spic and 
span and on time. You will find nice people 
that are glad you came. Tbu will also find 
great sport. Good hunting! 
A resident of Columbus, N.C., Col. Charles C. 
Ross, U. S. Army (ret.), is ex-Master of Foxhounds at 
the Fort Leavenworth Hunt in Kansas and currently 
hunts with the Greenville Hunt. 
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South Carolinians have the shortest life 
expectancy at birth in the nation, except 
citizens of the District of Columbia .We can 
expect to live an average of 5.7years less than 
the citizens of top-ranked Hawaii. In a state 
that prides itself on a tradition of outdoor living, 
the statistics are shocking. Is there a simple 
cure or is it more a question of lifestyle? 

Carolinians Die Early 
-interpreted. 

Harold B. Johnston wasn't a particularly special man. 
When he finished school he married a local girl from 
Union County. Had two kids. Worked hard all his life. 
Enjoyed his weekends immensely. 

And died early. He was 58. 
The obituary mentioned that he was a member of a 

church and several clubs .That he had a wife and children. 
But the newspaper left out the name of one brother. And 
spelled his wife's name wrong. It was the only 
time that Harold B. Johnston's name had ever 
appeared in the paper, Mrs.Johnston told the 
reporter two days after the funeral. "He was a 
good man and you got itwrongj'she said thinly. 
"It was the only death he is going to have." 

Harold B. Johnston became a statistic ten 
years ago. And since then those figures have 
been crunched by computers, debated by 
politicians, stretched, pulled, examined and re-interpreted. 
It was an early death like so many in South Carolina. The 
coroner had ruled it heart failure, the same malady bv Scott DCflcS 
responsible for half of the deaths in South Carolina every year. J 

Now what everybody wants to know is why. 
Not only about Harold B. Johnston, but the other people 

who died in South Carolina—24,254 in 1977. According to 
the national statistics, at birth South Carolinians have the 
shortest life expectancy in the nation, except the District 
of Columbia. 

The 1970 rankings show Hawaii at the top with a life 
expectancy at birth of 73.6 years. The Palmetto State trudges 
in at 67.9 years. When blacks and whites are separated, the 
figures place white South Carolinians at 70.3 years. Black 
South Carolinians—who represent 32 percent of the state's 
population—are at 62.6, the lowest in the nation. For both 
races, the life expectancy of women is about six years greater 
than men. 

The 1980 census will likely reflect higher life expectancy 
figures for the state, nearly all health officials declare. The 
infant rate is falling. Heart disease and stroke deaths are down. 
We are doing better, they say, but so is the rest of the nation. 
It's unlikely that our status at the bottom of the heap will 
change dramatically. "It doesn't really matter whether we are 
48th, 49th or 50th," one health official said, "as long as we are 
in the bottom 25 percent there is room for improvement." 

31 



GREENVILLE 

SPARTANBURG PICKENS 

ICHESTERF'ELD 
/ LANCASTER 

MARLBORO/ 

[DARLINCTON DILLON ANDERSON .LAURENS 
FAIRFIELD KERSHAW 

NEWBERRY 

FLORE F 
ABBEVILLE 

\S RICHLAND / HORRY "^^GREENWOOD,' SALUDA / 

McCORMICKj^o^^ J 
\ fo°o°qVopA. 
PUf 

SUMTER 
LEXINGTON 

J p  — / u  
•A CALHOUN \J CLARENDON 

WILLIAMSBURG 

AIKEN 
ORANCEBURG 

BARNWELL BERKE .FY BAMBERG VV^V DORCHESTER 

ALLENDALE 

V, COLLETON 

HAMPTON 
\ CHARLESTON 

/o°\ A 

1®CIASPER)^ sgB6Ss&i 

mmmu 

Highest rates for death 
from coronary heart disease 
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Highest rates for death 
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from stroke 

These high- and low-rate counties were identified in a study published in The Journal of the 
South Carolina Medical Association, April 1978. Using 1969-1971 death certificates and the 
1970 census, this study shows stroke and heart disease death rates for white and black males 
and females, ages 35 to 74. In almost all counties,white females were uniformly at the lowest 
risk of both coronary heart disease and stroke. 

Major killers of the past—contaminated drinking water, food poisoning, 
malnutrition, germ-related disease—now concentrate their efforts on the 

streets of the poor. Unsanitary living conditions welcome illnesses and early 
infant deaths; high costs discourage proper medical treatment. 



No one knows why South Carolinians die early. Each 
question seems to draw only more questions, not answers. 
Several dozen studies are now underway throughout the 
state to monitor the death rate and to find an answer. The 
theories are abundant, but it's hard to tell which ones are 
valid until they are tested. 

Climate could be an answer. Climate was a favorite of 
19th-century European theorists who attributed everything 
from Southern speech, architecture and work habits to fg 
the South's climate. The pounding rays of the sun 
certainly contribute to skin cancer, especially in the 
agricultural Pee Dee region. And the "stroke belt" hugs 
the fall line sweeping through Georgia, up across South 
Carolina from Allendale to Marlboro County and into 
North Carolina. In this region the nation's highest rate 
of stroke-related deaths are recorded. Is it climate? Is it 
barometric pressure? How about water? Is the water of 
the region sufficiently different to kill hundreds every 
year? Or is it poverty, poor diet and a scarcity of medical 
care? Nearly everyone agrees, poverty can be harmful 
to your health. 

Many health scientists in this state insist that today's 
death rates in South Carolina are not distinctly different 
from those in the rest of the country. Southern history 
includes a long and quite un-American experience 
with poverty. And South Carolina, like much of the 
South, simply started so low that it will take time to 
catch up. The South,they point out,is in the midst of an 
economic and social revolution that will level many 
old monuments of regional distinctiveness, including 
major differences in the life expectancy. 

The health scientists also declare that statistics or 
rankings present a distorted picture when they deal 
only with life expectancy at birth. They then include 
South Carolina's high number of infant deaths, 
particularly among blacks. A more realistic measure, 
they say, would be the ranking of life expectancy at 25 
years,when one has passed the infections of childhood 
and the foolishness of youth. Using 1970 statistics, the 
life expectancy of someone 25 years old is 70.9 years, more 
than three years higher, on the average, than the life 
expectancy at birth. The figures place white males at 68.7 
years, white females at an impressive 76.8 years, while black 
males fall to 62.7years and black females stand at 70.7 years. 

At the turn of the century, the life expectancy of all 
Americans at birth was a mere 47 years. A wide variety of 
infectious diseases lurked about, regularly wiping out large 
segments of our population. Small pox, polio and measles 
are all treatable today. Whooping cough claims few lives 
anymore. Better living conditions and an emphasis on 
preventive medicine—including check-ups and shots—has 
forced many germ-related diseases into the shadows. 

The water has been cleaned up. Cholera no longer kills 
with regularity. Refrigeration has reduced food poisoning. 
The infectious diseases of the 1970s are in clustered pockets. 
Rocky Mountain spotted fever in the Piedmont, rabies from 
wild animals in the Barnwell area, turberculosis in the Pee Dee 

By improving our way of living, we have altered our way 
of dying. The process from cradle to grave takes longer. So 
we are succumbing to diseases of the aged: heart problems 
and cancer. Heart disease is the nation's top killer, 
responsible for more than 50 percent of all deaths every year. 
In many ways, it's a disease of affluence, of lifestyle. There is 

Overexertion in the hot sun in an 
area of high humidity can cause 

skin cancer and contribute to heat 
stroke and heart attack. 
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no shot to cure it. The way you live may literally determine 
the way you die. The Heart Association keeps offering advice: 
stop smoking, lose weight, eat less saturated fat, reduce your 
cholesterol consumption and get regular exercise. 

One tobacco farmer chuckled, "Maybe the reason we die 

Death Rates by Cause of 
Death for 1977 

Cause 
South 

Carolina 
United 
States 

heart 
disease 251.6 209.8 

malignant 
tumors 134.7 132.9 
stroke and 
related deaths 74.1 48.4 
accidents 59.8 44.7 
These rates are the deaths per 100,000 population. They are 
age-adjusted to control for differences in population age 
structures in order to provide for direct comparisons with 
United States data. Source: South Carolina Division of Re
search and Statistical Services. A 1975 study by the National 
Center for Health Statistics found South Carolina with the 
highest annual death rate of any state—784 deaths.per 100,000 
population compared to a national average of 692.9. 

early is we live so well." He had been raised on beans cooked 
in fatback. His cornbread is always prepared with lard. Pork 
is a favorite dish. And a big meal at lunch and supper is a 
must. Standing by his tractor in Horry County, he squinted 
into the afternoon sun. "Listen, if I had to give up all those 
things, and smoking and drinking too, just to live longer, 
well, I'm not sure what I would want with all that extra 
time." As a Columbia cancer patient said, "Is living longer 
necessarily better? If we enjoy the way we live, what are the 
trade-offs?" 

During this century we have made a number of changes 
and concesssions to progress. We have been dropping some 
of our old, somewhat provincial ways, exchanging with the 
rest of the country in the process, not only strengths, but sins. 
Yet this state possesses in every corner an overflowing cache 
of individualism. Southern history is full of disease, despair 
and frustration, but also energy and hope and determination. 
There is an independent spirit that flexes its imagination, 
heritage and values in the face of change. The voice that says, 
right or wrong, "I'm going to live my life anyway I want to." 
It's a voice with a healthy disrespect for governmental 
pronouncements and official dicta. As one man said, 
"Anyone who won't eat what the government doesn't want 
him to can hardly eat anything at all." 

However, most health observers are now pointing out that 
preventive medicine, including regular check-ups and living 
your life in moderation, saves lives. A change in lifestyle, not 
more doctors or better pills, will stretch most people's life 
expectancy. 

Department of Health and Environmental Control officials 
said the myriad of studies now underway probably will 
provide only clues to what is killing us, not final answers. 

When one DHEC official was asked, "Are we dying because 
of too much salt in the diet or smoking or overweight or the 
water or something that comes from the factory up the 
stream?"he replied, "Possibly all of the above." In fact, a 
recent decline in heart disease has scientists excited, not 

•• because something is working, but because they don't 
know why it is falling. Better health care and an improved 
diet are probably contributors, they say, pointing out that 
the amount of salt we use directly affects our blood pressure 
and our overall health. In this state of nearly three million 
people, more than 400,000 have some problem with high 
blood pressure. There is some indication, particularly 
among blacks, that high blood pressure may be heriditary. 
And clearly any person whose family has a history of heart 
disease must be wary. 

But if heart disease is cured, what will it mean to 
longevity? Very little, DHEC officials said. Heart disease is 
largely an illness of the elderly. To wipe it out completely— 
something that everyone agrees is impossible— 
would add only a few years to the life statistic, while the 
elimination of homicides, suicides and accidents would 
bring major changes.The number of productive years lost in 
South Carolina when a 20-year-old dies in an automobile 
accident or is shot in a barroom fight is tremendous. The 
trio—homicides, accidents and suicides—are all social ills. 

South Carolina's homicide rate is high compared to the 
rest of the nation, but it represents less than two percent of 
all persons who died in 1977, the latest statistics available. 
Most of the killings are between relatives and neighbors: acts 
of spontaneous violence in a state with a tradition of violence. 

J What are the other causes of death? Cancer represents 17 
percent of all deaths and is one of the few diseases in which 
the statistics for whites are higher than for blacks. The 
reason, doctors said, is that blacks in South Carolina tend to 
die earlier of strokes and other heart-related problems, 
leaving fewer of their race to succumb to that rival of old 
age — cancer. 

The various studies now underway are searching for all 
causes of death and dying in this state. But some efforts are 
looking closely at environmental causes such as air pollution, 
discharge from factories and the use of pesticides. In the 
Savannah River region, the number of leukemia cases has 
risen in the past few years, but Newberry County is the 
state's leader. What does it mean? On the Sea Islands, the 
number of patients with cancer of the esophagus is high. Is it 
because of the environment of the area? Is it because of the 
spicy food and harsh homemade liquor? Why should death 
for all types of cancer be highest over the past few years in 
Chester County and practically non-existent in neighboring 
Lancaster County. 

If I had the answer to those questions," a University of 
South Carolina public health professor said, "we'd probably 
all live a little longer and I'd be a millionare.'W 
ScottDerks is director of citizen information for Richland County and a 
free-lance writer. 

Good eating in South Carolina has traditionally 
meant salted meats and vegetables fried in fat and 

white flour, followed by sugar-packed desserts. 
Such eating habits can lead to obesity, high blood 

pressure and too much cholesterol. 
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the Forgotten Game Bird 
by Joel M.Vance 

He corkscrews upward, twittering through the 
saplings and briar vines of his favored grounds, 
always reliable in his unexpected gyrations. He 
is a superb challenge for the sportsman or orni
thologist, yet few hunt this sprite of the tangled 
bottoms and little is known about his life-style. 

There's an avian white rabbit among 
us, ever late for some obscure 
appointment. He twitters anxiously 
through thickets that would daunt Br'er 
Rabbit. Those who know and love him 
benefit from his will-'o-the-wisp 
migrations. 

Woodcock have always been around, 
right? Maybe not as plentiful as when 
Audubon saw vast congregations of 
them in the 1840s, but certainly they 
aren't in any danger. . . 

Don't bet on it. Wbodcock nearly 
vanished once, they could again. 
Market hunters and swamp drainers 
combined their dubious talents to such 
effect that by 1902, A.K. Fisher, writing 
for the U.S. Department of Agriculture 
Yearbook, said the wood duck and the 
woodcock were vanishing birds. 

Sportsmen helped put the brakes 
on in time through the establish
ment of game limits and restricted 
seasons, and today we have hunt-
able populations of both birds. But 
what does the future hold for the 
woodcock in South Carolina? Do pes
ticide residues in earthworms, a wood 
cock's favorite food, work insidiously to 
upset the bird's delicate reproductive 

mechanisms? Is nesting habitat 
declining? Does hunting play a part? 
Does there need to be work on 
woodcock habitat? What is good 
woodcock habitat anyway? 

Remarkably little is known about the 
lifestyle of the freewheeling little bird 
that ornithologist Arthur Cleveland 
Bent called "this mysterious hermit of 
the alders, this recluse of the boggy 
thickets, this wood nymph of 
c r e p u s c u l a r  h a b i t s  . . . "  

I'm one of a growing army of 
woodcock hunters, a trend that, for all 

the experts know, may be perilous to the 
birds. Biologists only now are calling for 
serious study of the reclusive woodcock 
or bogsnipe because its popularity is 
beginning to skyrocket, as did that of 
the mourning dove a few years back. 

And, next to the dove, the woodcock 
is the most widely distributed upland 
game bird east of the Mississippi. He 
shares aspen groves with bog-hugging 
grouse in Canada and he probes 
contentedly for earthworms in the 
thickets that hide South Carolina quail. 
Bobwhite hunters, lunging through 
infernal blackberry thickets, sometimes 
spook up big-winged brown birds that 
gibber as they go with feverish fret. As 
often as not the hunters exclaim,"What 

A the hay was that thang? Had a nose 
on 'im lak a ten-penny nail!" 

Almost anywhere in that range, 
y if you are lucky and bemused by 

magic, you may see a spiraling 
{ r; male bird putting on a springtime 
\fT acrobatic show second to none. 

The March sky, devoid of much 
else of any interest, is enobled by 

an ardent woodcock a hundred yards 
high, showing off for his silent, 
third-again-larger mate—or at least his 
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date for the evening, since male 
woodcock, as feisty as English 
sparrows, believe in loving 'em and 
leaving 'em. 

He's everywhere and nowhere, this 
spritely, perverse little game bird. I've 
spent countless hours watching them, 
with and without a gun. I've witnessed 
their passions when they turn the red 
evening sky to a magic lantern show. 
I've had them within five feet, bowing 

and posturing for the all - but-
invisible female who ultimately 

will produce more woodcock. 
While woodcock have been 

hunted in New England 
since colonial days 
and are eagerly sought 

in a few states today, 
they are a nearly untouched 

game bird in most other 
t„ ,»1 areas. Many longtime quail 

hunters rarely if ever have shot a 
woodcock and don't know the season or 
the limits. Woodcock, being migratory, 
are under federal regulations. Most 
years, the season runs from sometime 
in October into December, with a daily 
limit of five, possession limit of 10. 

The International Association of Fish 
and Wildlife Agencies has sponsored a 
book on migrating shore and upland 
birds, and in virtually every state 
surveyed, biologists say there is unused 
hunting potential. Many states have no 
concrete information on hunter 
numbers or annual harvest. Of those 
that do, Pennsylvania leads with 138,000 
hunters and a harvest of 210,000. 

Wisconsin estimates 137,000 
woodcock taken but has no data on 
hunter numbers. Biologists would like 
to see a woodcock stamp or some sort of 
funding for research on the birds. 
Theoretically, woodcock at least 
reproduce themselves each year, with a 
typical clutch of four eggs. But there's 
not a biologist in the country who 
knows what the long-term trend of the 
birds is. The suspicion is that the 
population is declining, but no one 
knows for sure. One pretty good guess 
is that overall woodcock habitat is 
declining. The outlook is bleak, for the 
soils deposited by branches, streams 
and rivers in much of the better 
woodcock habitat are extremely fertile 
and are desirable for the production of 
agricultural crops. 

Habitat loss ranges from the maturing 
of forests, which then become 
unattractive to woodcock in the Great 
Lakes states, to stream gutting by the 

ever-busy draglines that rip out the 
leafy cover and meanders of a remote 
river. 

My own woodcock singing ground 
was transformed into something 
entirely different a year ago. This 
presto-chango magic trick took only a 
couple of bulldozers and quite a lot of 
money and suddenly there were houses 
and people where the needle-nosed 
sprites of spring had once courted 
among scrub cedar. Charles Lindbergh 
summed up my feelings: "I realize that 
if I had to choose, I'd rather have birds 
than airplanes." 

The North American range of 
woodcock is from southern Canada 
south to the Gulf States, from the 
Atlantic westward roughly to the 
western borders of Minnesota, Iowa, 
Missouri, Arkansas and Louisiana. 
Woodcock are covert birds, not found 
on the prairies. One of my productive 
hunting coverts is an old strip mine 
area, now grown up in saplings. Old 
farmsteads reverting to brush also can 
be good. Another hot covert is on a 
river bench where sycamore saplings 
are as thick as dog hair. This maze is 
festooned with catbriar and wild rose 
and hunting it is no more difficult than 
conquering a basic training obstacle 
course with one arm and a leg bound 
together. 

Finding good coverts is like mining 
for gold—there's a lot of barren gravel 
between lodes. But as long as the plant 
composition is attractive to woodcock, 
they'll come to the same covert year 
after year. Ask quail hunters about 
woodcock. They can give you tips on 
hot coverts. Ask the local ornithologist. 
But, to avoid later hard feelings, be sure 
you make it clear you're going to hunt 
the birds. 

The most time-consuming method 
(but also the most fun) is to take a dog 
and a gun and explore areas that look 
possible. Woodcock migrate at night, 
moving ahead of freezing ground that 
prevents them from probing for 
earthworms. Southern gunners learn to 
anticipate a migration by watching the 
national weather report. Sudden sharp 
cold to the north may spark a flush of 
woodcock into South Carolina and if the 
weather remains clement, they'll stay. 

The nice part of hunting states where 
woodcock aren't traditional game is that 
there's little competition from other 
hunters and it's relatively easy to get 
information about places to hunt. 
Getting an old Pennsylvania bogsnipe 
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Left: "Woodcock" 
by Ken Carlson. 
Below: "Motionless--Woodcock" 
by Gary Moss. 
Page 37: "Autumn Day-Woodcock" 
by David A. Maas. 
All courtesy of Wild Wings Inc., 
Lake City, Minnesota. 
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Right: "Edge of the Thicket-Woodcock" 
by Owen J.Gromme. 
Below: "Woodcock" 

by David Hagerbaumer. 
Both courtesy of Wild Wings Inc. 

Page 40,41: "Late Day-Woodcock" 
by Robert Abbett. 

Courtesy of Sportsman's Edge, New York. 
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hunter to share his coverts is virtually 
impossible. 

Woodcock meat is dark and 
protein-rich. It's strong meat, not for 
the faint of heart. But woodcock in a rice 
casserole with mushrooms or smoked 
over hickory and accompanied by a nice 
white wine will make a gourmet 
salivate. Traditionalists leave the 
entrails intact, cook them with the bird 
and eat all. A friend reports the 
experience is quite pleasant. But I'll 
leave that method of cooking to the 
diehards of tradition. 

Shooting a woodcock is either the 
easiest thing you've done or the 
hardest. Compared to the rocket launch 
of a flushed quail, a woodcock is all 
anxious confusion, wing twitter and 
indecision. A quail will dodge a tree 
because he doesn't want to break his 
neck on it, but a woodcock dodges and 
jerks because he can't seem to make up 
his mind which way to go. 

The bird crouches, tail flared 
apprehensively, until you're within a 
footfall, then rockets straight up, 
sideways, or both at the same time, 
with the musical wingtwitter that until 
recently ornithologists swore was throat 
song. Yet when a woodcock wants to, he 
can fly as silently as an owl. 

Theoreticians say to wait until a 
rising woodcock tops out and begins 
straight line flight. At that instant, he is 
alleged to be an easy target. Woodcock, 
however, don't read the books and are 
more likely tQ act like feathered 
corkscrews. 

Quick shooting is the answer—that 
and ignoring the brush. Just shoot 
through it. One shot, usually No. 8 or 
even No. 9, will drop a woodcock. 
There's no need for big pellets or 
high-powered loads. 

Because of the tangled terrain the 
birds prefer and their wonderful 
protective coloring, a dog is mandatory. 
Brittanies are the classic woodcock dog, 
close workers you can see in thickets, 
careful pointers, natural retrievers and 
good dead bird hunters. 

Some dogs don't care to retrieve the 
birds since, like doves, dead woodcock 
suffer "feather shock," a charming 
biological term meaning trauma. It 
causes them to shed feathers and dogs 
are no happier than people to have a 
mouthful of feathers. 

Over the last several seasons, I've 
shot enough woodcock that the 
individual birds have faded from my 
memory, but one does stand out 

because of circumstance. It was the 
Universal Woodcock. 

The bird was the third I took in a 
memorable hunt that saw my Brittany 
Chip work flawlessly. He capped off his 
woodcock chores with a quail covey 
point. I doubled on that rise with one 
shot—two birds crossed within the 
pattern, a feat I'd never before 
accomplished nor ever expect to again. 

The third woodcock was crouched in 
the middle of a dense stand of sycamore 
saplings. It was a chilly, bright 
November morning. There'd been frost 
flowers earlier in the day, but the sun, 
warm for the season, melted their 
fleeting glory. Chip flowed through the 
saplings, his breath ghostly. I was 
pleasantly tired with the glow that 
comes after fighting brush, clambering 
over blowdowns and dragging my legs 
through buckbrush and dewberry. 

A few shaggy mane mushrooms were 
poised to turn to inky pulp. Withered 
wild grape stood ready to help birds 
through the bitterness that was sure to 
come. I paused a moment to blow and 
thought there could be no finer time 
than to be with my dog and my nicked 
old gun on a wine-tangy autumn day, all 
gold and red and crisp. 

Chip went birdy, then crouched on 
point, his stub tail vibrating almost 
imperceptibly with the taut thrill that 
the musk of wild game bird triggers in 
him. 

I walked in and the woodcock 
flushed, tremulous wings carrying it 
straight up to the tips of the sycamore 
sprouts and, as it paused, 
etched against large, dark clouds ,Br 
that promised a coming 
storm, I fired. The reaching 
woodcock crumpled and 
fell into the tangle. 
The little dog found 
the bird and retrieved. 

I stroked the velvet 
feathers and the 
odd head, with eyes 
so far back they're 
behind the bird's ears, the long beak, 
still with a bit of wet mud clinging to it, 
the rich fawn and black and brown 
colors, merging and mingling in a 
pleasing abstract pattern. 

And I thought that if man, in his 
unyielding determination to tame 
nature and cram it into unfamiliar and 
inhospitable compartments, manages to 
leave the woodcock an unfortunate 
victim along the way, what a pauper he 
will become. 

Joel M. Vance is a staff writer for the 
Missouri Conservationist magazine and 
free lances for national and regional outdoor 
magazines. 
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Can the 
WOOD 
DPCK 
Stand a 

Limit? 
by Tom Poland 

The wood duck's return from near extinc
tion to an expanding huntable population 
threatens to cause a small-scale civil war. 
Southern sportsmen, certain that the major
ity of their woodies are produced in Rebel 
swamps, are demanding a higher number 
of wood ducks for their legal bag. North
ern hunters claim that a higher Southern 
harvest would severely damage their migra
tory nesting populations. At the center of 
the controversy the U.S. Fish and Wildlife 
Service asks the wisdom of Soloman to 
determine the outcome. 

Except for the mallard, no duck is as important to Atlantic 
Flyway sportsmen as the wood duck. Many consider the 
woodie to be the most beautiful of all waterfowl in the east
ern United States. 

Its habit of perching in trees and nesting in natural cavities 
further distinguishes it from most waterfowl. But the wood 
duck is exceptional in another way. For 23 years, no legal 
hunting of the wood duck was permitted and, at present, 
harvesting of the wood duck is restricted. 

The story of the wood duck is one of a breathtaking brush 
with extinction. 

No figures were gathered on the Early American popula
tion of woodies. The writings of Audubon, naturalists and 
others describe "skies clouded by thousands and thousands 
of various species of waterfowl." The early population of 
wood ducks had to have been tremendous. Early American 
waterfowl ranged over abundant, natural habitat. 

As the country grew, so did its demands on the wood duck 
and its habitat. Milliners provided a ready market for skins 
and feathers, and commercial gunners killed the duck in 
excessive numbers. The late 1800s were years when millin
ers major contribution to fashion was the hat's adornment 
with multi-colored feathers. The Swamp Drainage Act 
brought about the clearing of thousands of acres of swamp 
and bottomlands much to the detriment of the wood duck 
and other species. 

During the 1870s large numbers of woodies ranged over 
the eastern United States. This was the last decade when the 
bird enjoyed healthy numbers without benefit of man's 
management. The wood duck population declined through
out the remainder of the 19th century. The continued drain
ing and clearing of swamplands, the absence of protective 
laws and wildlife management spearheaded the decline of 
the duck. 

cT190!: ^biological Survey (predecessor of today's 
U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service) warned of the wood duck's 
possible extinction. Excessive killing and continued shooting 
during the nesting season pushed the wood duck to the very 
brink of extinction. 

The turning point came on July 3, 1918. President Wilson 
signed into law the Migratory Bird Treaty Act. This act im-
Plejmf ?ted treatles with Great Britain (on behalf of Canada) 
and Mexico that made the protection and welfare of mi-
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During the late 1800s and the early 1900s, de
struction of habitat through swamp drainage, mar
ket hunting for the drake's multicolored feathers 
and illegal hunting reduced wood duck populations 
so drastically that all hunting season for the species 
was closed for 23 years. Preservation of dead 
standing timber for natural nest cavities, nest 
box programs and a rise in the number of beaver 
ponds have helped bring the birds back to an ex
panding population. 



gratory birds a federal responsibility. Legal provisions were 
made to regulate the taking, selling, transporting and im
porting of migratory birds. Unlike earlier efforts by the states 
to protect endangered waterfowl, the Migratory Bird Treaty 
Act was equipped with teeth for enforcement. Unethical 
hunters could no longer kill the wood duck with abandon. 
Violators faced conviction and penalties for the first time. 

Regulation Four of the treaty proved to be the critical part 
for the wood duck: "Waterfowl (except wood ducks, eider 
ducks and swans) may be taken each day from half an hour 
before sunrise to sunset during the open seasons." 

This regulation closed the wood duck season. In Canada 
and the United States, the wood duck received full protec
tion for a period that lasted until 1941. 

The ensuing years brought strength to the wood duck. In 
1941, limited hunting was permitted in certain areas where it 
had been determined the population was strong enough to 
sustain controlled harvests. At the time 14 states allowed a 
limit of one wood duck in the bag. Illegal shooting con
tinued, but the years of indiscriminate killing were over. 
Law enforcement and the astute management of the wood 
duck populations have resulted in the bird's gradual rise. 
Though the wood duck's numbers have fluctuated, the bird 
is on the increase, thanks in part to habitat restoration prog
rams, the preservation of dead standing timber for natural 
nest cavities and nest box programs. 

The reclusive wood duck does not easily lend itself to cen
sus. It is extremely difficult to arrive at a precise figure for the 
wood ducks' population because the birds avoid open areas. 
Nonetheless, the U.S. Department of the Interior maintains a 
count on the number of all ducks harvested in the major 
flyways each season. Their figures substantiate what many 
sportsmen have known for some time: more wood ducks 
exist each season despite their difficulties with habitat. 

One clue to the wood duck's return may lie in the re
surgence of nature's pond builder, the beaver. 

Like the wood duck, the beaver also suffered a drastic loss 
in its population. Before the arrival of European settlers, the 
beaver population probably numbered in excess of 60 mil
lion. Trappers took excessive numbers of beavers. Overlap
ping was the first blow dealt to its population. 

Again, like the wood duck, habitat alteration added to the 
beaver's troubles. Farming, logging, expanding human 
settlements—these and other factors produced a rapid de
cline in the beaver's numbers. At the turn of the past cen
tury, much like the wood duck, remnant beaver populations 
could be found only in remote, wild areas. 

With help from man, through laws on trapping and some 
restocking, the beaver has made a comeback over much of its 
former range, including South Carolina. Today it is esti
mated that beaver have ranged into 20 of South Carolina s 46 
counties. 

The beaver, like man, can dramatically alter its habitat. The 
construction of dams brings about the flooding of bottom
lands. Beaver ponds provide excellent habitat for the wood 
duck. Research from 1977 indicates that the spreading range 
of the beaver has proved to be a strong, positive factor in the 
increase of wood duck populations. In some areas the 
beaver's return often destroys valuable timberlands. As a 
result many landowners are reluctant to welcome the 
beaver's spread. 

Biologists studying the beaver predict its range will con
tinue to extend in the future. More than likely, the wood 

1978 ATLANTIC FLYWAY 
STATE-BY-STATE 

WOOD DUCK HARVEST 
RANK STATE ALL DUCKS % WOOD 

HARVESTED DUCKS 
1 NORTH CAROLINA 181,746 45.17 
2 SOUTH CAROLINA 174,246 34.89 
3 NEW YORK 255,572 19.99 
4 GEORGIA 84,257 51.40 
5 PENNSYLVANIA 150,889 26.22 
6 FLORIDA 303,083 12.78 
7 VIRGINIA 133,140 17.47 
8 NEW HAMPSHIRE 27,856 33.81 
9 MAINE 77,040 12.05 

10 VERMONT 36,108 25.28 
11 MARYLAND 163,772 4.96 
12 MASSACHUSETTS 91,878 8.39 
13 NEW JERSEY 122,972 5.98 
14 CONNECTICUT 38,050 8.49 
15 WEST VIRGINIA 7,665 30.08 
16 DELAWARE 73,423 1.87 
17 RHODE ISLAND 15,167 6.35 

Information Courtesy of United States Fish and Wildlife Service, 
Office of Migratory Bird Management, Laurel, Maryland 

The wood duck kill on the Atlantic Flyway increased by 
about one third from 1976 to 1978. The total retrieved and 
unretrieved kill in 1976 was 299,008. It rose to 324,331 in 
1977 and jumped to 397,700 in 1978. 
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Most of the woodie's breed
ing range lies in the south
eastern Atlantic Flyway 
states. Population studies in
dicate that the time is fast 
approaching when wood 
duck limits will be raised to 
allow the Southern sports
man a more equitable share 
of their most prevalent duck. 



duck will continue to reap benefits from the floodings pro
vided by beaver dams. How significant this habitat is to the 
future of the wood duck population remains to be seen. 

In the world of statistics, a trend is defined as any phe
nomenon that persists for at least three consecutive years. A 
look at the data from the last three seasons in the Atlantic 
Flyway reinforces the claims that the wood duck's popula
tion growth is indeed a healthy trend that has been in exis
tence for 19 years. 

Figures seem to indicate that the time is fast approaching 
when the limits on the wood duck will be raised. 

However, an increasing population is not the magic key 
that prompts the U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service to increase 
the limit. The wood duck bag limit issue is too complex, its 
intricacies bewildering to the casual onlooker. 

Waterfowl harvest reports indicate that over 397,000 wood 
ducks were taken in the Atlantic Flyway in 1978. A state-by-
state breakdown provides a revealing look at that harvest. 

While wood ducks make up slightly more than 20 percent 
of the total waterfowl bagged on the entire flyway, they com
prise 32 percent of the total bag in states of the Deep South. 
Most of the wood duck's breeding range is in these Southern 
states, which represent only five out of the 17 states in the 
flyway. 

Whatever recommendations the U.S. Fish and Wildlife 
Service makes on the wood duck limit must be reviewed by 
each member state of the Atlantic Ryway Council. At pres
ent the council will not entertain any recommendations to 
raise the wood duck limit. Northern flyway states fear an 
increased limit in the South would cut too heavily into the 
northern segment of the breeding populations and result in 
fewer woodies returning north each season. 

Northern states in favor of retaining the present wood 
duck bag limit quickly point out the overall harvest superior
ity enjoyed by Southern states. "Why raise the wood duck 
limit for the benefit of states that already harvest more ducks 
than the other flyway states?" This has no more bearing on 
the issue than if Southerners sought to expand the woodie 
limit because Northern hunters get all the Canada geese. 

A compromise to allow the Southern states more equitable 
harvesting of their most prevalent duck was offered by the 
U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service for the 1978 seasons. Migratory 
regulations provided that Virginia, North Carolina, South 
Carolina, Georgia and Florida could change their regular 
hunting season by closing the season nine days earlier in 
January and including a nine-day season between October 1 
and October 15 with no special restrictions on wood ducks 
within the regular five duck daily bag and 10-duck posses
sion limit. 

In 1978, the South Carolina Wildlife and Marine Resources 
Department could have elected to establish a higher limit for 
wood ducks during such a nine-day season. This option, 
however, would have shortened the latter part of the 
waterfowl season by nine days at a time when mallards and 
other ducks are most plentiful. In all probability, the higher 
wood duck limit option, had it been chosen, would not have 
proven popular with South Carolina sportsmen. 

The establishment of any hunting bag limit is for the good 
of the species, and it is based upon thorough research. Any 
decision on the wood duck's bag limit ultimately rests in the 
hands of the U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service regardless of how 
the Atlantic Ryway Council votes. 

If the wood duck population continues its growth, the 

time may arrive when the U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service 
permits a higher limit without a trade-off penalty. The prob
ability of that occurrence remains to be seen. Habitat de
struction, thought by some to be the most serious threat to 
the wood duck, reduces the wood duck's population despite 
the help of a spreading beaver population. But data being 
accumulated indicates that the wood duck is growing 
stronger. 

Is its population strong enough to sustain a higher limit? 
Most likely it is, in the southern ranges of the Atlantic 

Ryway, at least. 
The wood duck outproduces other species of ducks. Its 

high productivity was a major factor in recovery from near 
extinction and in building a higher population level each 
season. 

Several factors contribute to the high productivity rate that 
is increasing the eastern population of wood ducks. Weather 
in the eastern United States is more stable than in other 
areas. Despite seemingly severe winters, the Atlantic Ryway 
weather conditions are conducive to preserving a stable 
population of wood ducks. 

The wood duck also produces a sizable clutch of eggs. 
Although the clutch ranges considerably because of preda-
tion and dump nesting (the laying of eggs in a single nest by 
two or more hens), it generally averages 12 eggs per nest. 
Dump nesting has produced nests containing 40 or more 
eggs. Predators (especially the raccoon) take their toll on 
wood duck clutches. Infertile eggs, dead embryos and other 
adversities lower the success rate, but wood ducks some
what overcome nest losses because of an inclination toward 
renesting. 

Some observers have noted that some hens produce more 
than one brood during the nesting season. No other duck is 
known to contribute two broods to the fall population. 

Although repeat nesting is not a major trait contributing to 
the maintenance of a high population, it certainly does no 
harm. 

An especially important aspect of the wood duck popula
tions in each state is revealed by a harvest statistic referred to 
as the immature to mature ratio. If the population is healthy 
with an adequate amount of young being produced, the 
hunter's bag should contain more immature birds than ma
ture birds. The 1978 Atlantic Ryway immature to mature 
ratio was 1.72 to 1.0 (almost two immature per one mature). 

In South Carolina, the immature to mature ratio for 1978 
was 1.8 to 1.0, indicating a healthy population that is highly 
productive. For now, however, Palmetto sportsmen must 
wait to harvest their fair share of the growing wood duck 
population. It seems unlikely that the U.S. Fish and Wildlife 
Service will raise the limit anytime soon. Their overall re
sponsibility is to the wood duck and to the Atlantic Ryway. 
Even so, it seems illogical to deny Southern sportsmen a 
higher limit of a very productive bird often wasted by its 
own high natural mortality rate. 

The issue of raising or maintaining the wood duck bag limit 
is complex and sensitive. In all probability, forthcoming data 
will continue to reflect an optimistic outlook for the woodie. If 
this trend persists through whatever hazards lie ahead, it 
seems inevitable that the limit will one day be raised. 

Tom Poland is a scriptwriter-cinematographer in the Information and 
Public Affairs Division of the South Carolina Wildlife and Marine Re
sources Deparment. 
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Of Rxiltices 
And Ibltergeists 

byKayB.Day 
Folk medicine and magic are colorful parts of our African and 

European heritage. In the past, remote areas usually had at least 
one individual who tended the sick and afflicted. It is now more 

practical to see a qualified physician than to dig up the 
countryside or purchase an amulet in hopes of a miracle cure. 
But there are still areas with houses trimmed in blue and there 
are still those who have faith in natural plant medicines and 

the root doctor's chant. 

Th .he winding backwater roads in the country 
around Hemingway produce a curiously hypnotic 
effect to a late-night traveler. There is the erratic 
whoo of an owl through the open car window, 
along with frenetic chirps from crickets come with 
early summer. Car lights shine on the moss, and 
everything has that soft gray tone of night in the 
swamp roads. Easy roads to get lost on late at 
night—roads that get washed out many times dur
ing the heavy summer rains. 

This small town in Williamsburg County didn't 
have widespread use of telephones until the mid 
sixties and the closest clinic was 10 miles away for 
many residents—now a 20-minute drive by car 
over the rural roads. In years past, when weather 
was bad, going that distance by foot or horseback 
was risky. Because childbirth, colds and fever will 
not wait, these remote areas usually had at least 
one individual who tended to the sick and 
afflicted. Ellen Goss is such a person. Aunt Ellen, 
as the townspeople call her, spryly describes her
self as "just always wanting to help others. 

Aunt Ellen's heritage, she says, "is a pretty good 
mix." Of African-Indian descent, she remembers 
many of the herbal cures taught her verbally, and 
in her husky, quick voice, she tries to convince you 
"I don't get around like I used to." In years past, 
she cared for the babies and the young mothers 
and the old people there in the country near 
Hemingway. Her remedies ranged from teas for 
fever to boiled remedies for arthritis. Some of 

these remedies are derived from herbs like those 
growing in the fields beyond her house. Aunt 
Ellen quickly disputes any claim, however, to the 
title "root doctor." 

"I just have a gift I have shared with others, and 
to talk about it would be to risk losing it." 

Residents claim Ellen Goss can draw fire from 
burns. Verification of a sort is available in a story 
related to me by one of my friends who grew up 
right down the road from Ellen. 

"When I was in high school, we were having a 
picnic, and my cousin's little sister stepped on 
some hot coals. She was crying real bad, and it 
looked like an awful burn. We didn't even have a 
car, so we took her to Ellen Goss's house— 
everybody always said that's where to go for 
burns. Aunt Ellen took her inside, said a few 
things in a quiet voice, and soon, she wasn't cry
ing anymore." 

Ellen's neat house is trimmed in bright blue, a 
color believed by some to bring good luck. Garlic, 
sage and comfrey still grow in the rich soil that was 
once the site of an old church. According to Mrs. 
Goss, "Garlic was used for high blood pressure. 
They just cut the root up, put it with vinegar, then 
took a little each day. Older folks—their parts get 
sore, they cut up comfrey in a cup, then put water 
over it." 

Elaine Eaddy, the school librarian in Heming
way for years, once wrote a story about Ellen Goss. 
Mrs. Eaddy is a history buff and her stories about 
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the evolution of the Lowcountry are fas
cinating. Her grandmother recom
mended catnip and fennel for colic. I 
warily called a Columbia pharmacist to 
inquire if he'd mix catnip and fennel for 
me. He replied, "I used to, but catnip is 
too hard to get right now. It was an espe
cially popular remedy for babies in times 
past. We used to stock it, and still get 
requests, but you just can't get it from 
suppliers. We stock a liquid catnip and 
fennel mixture, but it isn't as popular as 
the real thing." 

Catnip is an aromatic perennial that 
grows naturally in some areas and is 
often cultivated. For centuries, it has 
been and still is widely used in teas for 
rubbing on a teething infant's sore 
gums. In Dr. Julia Morton's book "Folk 
Remedies of the Low Country," it is rec
orded as having traditionally been given 
to women in childbirth. Also, some 
people still tie it in cheesecloth to hang 
around a baby's neck when his stomach 
is upset—the smell, for some reason, 
seems to soothe nausea. Others use cat
nip tea for colic. Mrs. Eaddy's grand
mother also had a few other remedies. 
"In spring, she came to visit, bringing 
blackstrap molasses with sulfur for tonic, 
because in cold weather, you didn't get 
your fresh things," Elaine Eaddy said. "It 
really didn't taste too bad." 

For winter colds, sassafras tea was 
made from roots or bark. This tea still is a 

52 

very popular remedy in South Carolina 
and is also used simply as a tonic. Sassaf

ras grows all over the state, and the rust-
colored twigs have fragrant blossoms in 
the spring. 

The herb life everlasting is one of the 
most well-known still used in teas 
brewed for colds. Julia Morton suggests 
it can be bought in some small markets 
in coastal towns in autumn. The plant 
grows statewide and the tiny yellow 
flowers that bloom in the fall are ex
tremely long-lasting. Carolinians have 
used it for treating fever, diarrhea, 
sprains and ulcers. Ellen Goss said 
"Most people boil it down low, bradish-
ing it until it gets syrupy. Everybody 
used it for colds—'specially children's. 
Some peoples simmered pine tops with 
it." 

"Bradish?" I asked. 
"Put sugar in it!" 
Mrs. Eaddy's grandmother offered a 

remedy for kidney troubles or 
rheumatism. She steeped spotted win-
tergreen in alcohol or spirits and 
suggested one tablespoon optimum 
dosage. Her recipe for cough elixir 
makes Nyquil pale by comparison. "She 
dropped rock candy and fat lighterd 
chips (for turpentine) into brandy or 
whiskey and then closed the bottle," her 
granddaughter said. "This was her 
cough syrup." Like Ellen Goss, Grand
mother Eaddy used comfrey for arthritis. 

Carolina's countryside supports a 
wide variety of plants that have pro
vided excellent sources for remedies. 

' '-ty 
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One of the most overlookednKaf is used 
in a drug today exists in the despised 
kudzu. Kudzu powder is used in the 
United States in a remedy for intestinal 
disorders, but it is, ironically, imported. 
The powder itself has been a part of 
Japanese medicine for centuries. In "Folk 
Remedies of the Low Country," another 
familiar sight, the American holly, is 
used in a solution for coughs. One old 
remedy suggests boiling into tea the 
holly twigs with leaves or bark still at
tached. The milk of the common fig tree 
has been put on ringworm and warts. 
The lovely dogwood tree, which thrives 
statewide, provided an important sub
stitute during the Civil War, when 
quinine could not be imported. The bark 
was soaked in spirits with black cherry 
bark to yield a bitter alternative to the 
then scarce quinine. Even the notorious 
persimmon tree has its remedial merits. 
The leaves, rich in vitamin C, are often 
used in teas. The unripe fruit itself, 
which has caused so many of us to draw 
up our mouths while others laugh, is 
often sliced and rubbed on babies sore 
gums. In one old receipt book, even 
household parsley is recommended as 
an antidote for the pangs of a hangover. 
This use has been documented as far 
back as the Roman Empire. Try chewing 
some next time you experience this tem
porary ailment. Another ancient use for 
parsley was popular with men who were 

bald, who sprinkled the herb on their 
heads in the belief that it would cause 
hair to sprout. 

Some modern cures are directly and 
factually linked to plants. Digitalis, used 
as a heart stimulant, is a derivative of the 
woodsy foxglove. Oil of clove offers re
lief for toothache, and catnip is an age-
old source of remedies for fever. Garlic, it 
is now claimed, not only has an antibi
otic ingredient but also has antitumor 
properties. 

Nevertheless, it is certainly not rec
ommended that a person experiment 
with cures himself. Nowadays, it is 
more practical to see a doctor than to dig 
up the countryside in hopes of a miracle 
cure. Medicine is not a do-it-yourself 
situation. 

Among the receipt books and journals 
gleaned on the subject of folk medicine, 
one curious and interesting remedy does 
not exactly deal with bodily pain, but 
nonetheless deals with one of man's 
greatest ills. Jon-Erik Svensson praises 
the success of this old formula in "Folk 
Remedies, Receipts, and Advice (Ber
keley)." He guarantees it to be effective 
against today's household culprit, the 
common roach. 

Mix equal portions of oil of peppermint 
with oil of pennyroyal and paint along 
baseboards and under sinks. 

A therapeutic usage for these pests 
must also be noted. In times past, an old 
Lowcountry remedy for epileptic sei
zures was to boil a cockroach in water 
and give it to the sufferer. 

Since the ancient Greeks, man has de
vised medicaments from his immediate 
environment. Just as many Carolinians 
brew sassafras tea as a panacea for all 
sorts of ills, the Greeks believed that red 
coral protected them against a variety of 
pains and ills. Red is a common color 
that recurs in many aspects of folk 
medicine. Blood is used in rituals and 
many teas made from roots and bark are 
rust-colored. Talismans, those objects 
believed to give magic to their bearers, 
are often red. Indians living here before 
America was discovered made great use 
of the wild sunflower and used the seed 
as food, the petals in dye and the stalks to 
make rope. The Roman Empire was, in a 
sense, aided by herbs and folk cures. 
Dioscorides, a physician for the Roman 
army, accumulated data on plants 
everywhere in his travels with the 
troops—both their uses and descrip
tions. He left behind a wealth of this 
information in his "De Materia Medica 
Libri Quinque." This was really one of 
the only well-known references on the 
subject for 16 centuries. 

Later, Nicholas Culpepper, a 17th cen
tury apothecary, collected and recorded 
herbal remedies of his day by compiling 
"Culpepper's Herbal," in which all the 
remedies discussed with Ellen Goss are 
noted, along with scores of others. Com
frey, with long black roots and furry 
green leaves, grows by many ditches 
and watersides. Culpepper offers com
frey as a cure of internal hurts, ulcers in 
the lungs, rheumatism and gout. 

He claimed the round, whitish garlic 
root was capable of miracles. In his 
notes, he suggests garlic for colic, 
asthma, phlegm and also states that it is a 
good diuretic. 

Culpepper and Dioscorides both claim 
fennel helps with headaches and is good 
for dizziness. Fennel is also suggested 
for toothache. The entire parsley plant, 
including its roots, is believed to help 
calm the stomach and ease the pain of a 
sore throat. The sage with which Ellen 
Goss seasons food might have been used 
by our forefathers as a poultice to stop a 
cut from bleeding or to clean canker 
sores. Strawberry leaves were some
times used in poultices. Even celery had 
its curative values. Jon-Erik Svensson 
notes an 1868 arthritis potion: 

Take one ounce of celery seed and put 
them in one pint water. Boil it down to V2 
pint. Strain and bottle. Dose is one teaspoon 
a day. 

The study of plants throughout the 
ages evolved into modern botany, from 
those who perceived and acted, like 
Dioscorides, to modern thinkers like Dr. 
Morton. Of course, there are areas of folk 
medicine that have very little to do with 
botany. There are other kinds of folk 
medicine: the "doctor" buries figurines 
in the yard to put "root" on a person; a 
kind of medicine that relies entirely on 
the faith of those involved; a type of heal
ing that concerns chants, amulets 
(charms to guard against evil), and 
asafetida (the gum of some oriental 
plants used to guard against disease). 
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In the South, carrying a horse chestnut 
for rheumatism is a classic. The elderly 
are wont to say it should be begged or 
stolen. The same goes for a potato. The 
eye is a recurring factor in folk medicine, 
thought always to be connected with 
magic, such as the often feared "evil 
eye." Some people still wear copper 
bracelets, believing that it will help ar
thritic pain. 

There are those people who claim they 
can remove warts by "talking them off." I 
myself have had this experience when I 
was younger, and a "white witch in 
Newberry talked some off my hand. At 
16, I became convinced that two un
sightly warts were going to doom me to 
ugliness forever. None of the various 
commercial remedies seemed to help, 
and at the suggestion of a local 
businessperson I knew, I visited this 
lady one summer afternoon. Standing in 
the living room of her small, lacy,shut
tered house she told me first that in order 
for her magic to work: "You simply have 
to have faith in me." I said that I did, and 
as she rubbed her smooth hand over 
mine, she mumbled something or the 
other in a preoccupied manner, and then 

said, "Within two weeks, your hand will 
be clear." Within days, my hand cleared, 
and to this day, I have never had another 
wart. 

Some practices in folk healing stem 
from customs of the Germans who set
tled around Orangeburg, Saluda and 
Newberry in the mid-18th century. 
Slavic as well as African immigrants 
turned to self-styled medicine because 
doctors were both scarce and cost-
prohibitive. A practice common among 
German settlers was "using." The healer 
would rub the victim's affected part with 
his own hands, blow his breath on it, 
and chant certain things over him. A 
sample chant originally dated back to the 
17th century in England: 
There came three angels out of the east; 
The one brought fire, the other brought 
frost. 
Out, fire; In, frost. 
In the name of the Father, Son and Holy 
Ghost. Amen. 
This chant was still used throughout the 
19th century in upper South Carolina for 
drawing fire from burns. Another 
r e m e d y  w a s  s u p p o s e d  t o  c u r e  
rheumatism: 

. . .  a  t e a c u p  o f  s w e e t  c r e a m ,  t h i c k e n e d  
with salt, seven buds of briar, nine of rose
mary, and eleven grains of black pepper. 
Simmer together, skim, and use remaining 
ointment on sore parts-rub downward and 
outward on three Fridays in the dark of the 
moon. 

A much simpler method was to take a 
sharp knife or razor to bed to "cut the 
pains." 

Carolina's vast folk medicine heritage 
is largely attributed to the African cul
ture, imported with the slaves brought 
to the plantations. Special treatment is 
given this subject in J. E. McTeer's book 
"Fifty Years as a Low Country Witch 
Doctor," perhaps this state's leading au
thority on witch doctors. 

The black slaves in Beaufort believed 
in astral cures, those cures which the 
witch doctors managed by controlling 
the patient's thinking. McTeer advises 
that these beliefs carried over into this 
century. He claims that a true root doctor 
does not dispense medical remedies but 
rather relies on astral forces. 

To this day, root doctors, the prodigy 
of the witch doctors, are feared, re
spected, and consulted on a widespread 
basis by simple and educated alike. 
McTeer's book vividly describes the sig
nificance of the blue flannel amulets car
ried by many blacks in his area—once 
again the power of the charm lies in 
faith. One curious custom in South 
Carolina prohibited females from be
coming root doctors, a contrast to prac
tice in Louisiana, where women are 
dominant. 

Into the 1950s, homespun remedies 
were still being popularized, even on a 
national basis. A country doctor in Ver
mont, D. C. Jarvis, believed he had 
found the universal tonic. In his former 
best-seller, "Folk Medicine," he claims 
two teaspoons of honey and cider vin
egar with water a few times daily is an 
excellent tonic, although, at the time, its 
medical value was solidly debunked by 
the scientific community. 

Home remedies have grown as an im
portant, colorful aspect of Carolina's her
itage, as much out of necessity as curios
ity. Transportation was often impeded 
by the country itself, and the rainy 
weather frequently washed out back
water roads. Doctors were in critically 
short supply, and in some poorer areas, 
still are. Yet the people were somewhat 
compensated by the availability of the 
plants and trees that thrive in our fertile 
land, not only as a source of remedies, 
but also as un unending source of food. 
Many modern drugs are still derived 
from plants and there is at present a sub
tle return to more natural ways of doing 
things. Even an attraction to preventive 
rather than curative medicine appears 
imminent. 
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Honed to Perfection by Mark Bara 

A keen cutting blade will serve 
the outdoorsman more than any 
other single tool. Putting a good 
working or razor edge on a knife 
is often presented as a mysteri
ous, complicated process. Here's 
a simple method that will work 
for you. 

Despite what you may have previously 
imagined no unusual or inborn talents or 
mysterious tricks are required to put a 
keen edge on cutlery. 

Everyone has seen the pocket and 
bench stones which are widely available 
and found in many homes. The varieties 
of abrasives used for sharpening stones 
and their application are unnecessarily 
clouded by a great deal of confusion. 

These abrasives fall into two major 
categories: man-made and natural. The 
man-made abrasives, silicon carbide and 
aluminum oxide, are electric furnace 
products. 

If I had to settle on one stone for all of 
my sharpening chores, an abrasive of in
termediate density and coarseness 
would present a clear-cut choice. The 
cheapest route, but an entirely satisfac
tory one, would be an aluminum oxide 
bench stone with a combination of fine 
and coarse surfaces. 

A soft Arkansas bench stone or a better 
grade Washita would be even better. A 
natural oilstone has less tendency to 
sludge up ahead of the blade. If properly 
cared for, it should outlast its original 
owner. 

You will need a hard Arkansas stone in 
addition to a coarser, faster cutting stone 
if you prefer a knife with a razor sharp 
edge. 

Acquire the best bench stone that you 
can afford, but also purchase the largest 
size that you can afford. I would rather 
have an aluminum oxide bench stone 
than an Arkansas pocket stone. A good 
rule of thumb is to select a stone at least 
as long as the blades that you will nor
mally sharpen. 

To begin with, the stone should be po
sitioned securely on your workbench. 
Coat the surface of your stone liberally 
with honing oil. This is a specially proc
essed light mineral oil distributed by 
Buck Knives Inc., Arkansas Abrasives 
Inc. (Indian Mountain Brand); Russell's 

Arkansas Oilstones; the Norton Com
pany and others. Honing oil assists the 
cutting action of the stone by floating 
away particles of steel, abrasive and dirt. 

Honing oil is best suited to the job, but 
lacking this, you can get by with 
kerosene, sewing machine oil, mineral 
oil, household oil, water or saliva. 

Place the heel or butt of your knife 
blade against the flat surface of the stone 
at either end of the stone. Elevate the 
back of the blade so that it forms a 20-
degree angle with the stone's surface. 

Personal preference will vary some
what within a 10- to 30-degree range, but 
a 20-degree edge bevel or edge taper will 
result in an excellent working edge. If 
your blade is 114 inches wide, the back of 
the blade should be a quarter inch above 
the stone to achieve a 20-degree bevel. 

Draw the blade from heel to point, 
edge first, across the length of the stone 
as though you were trying to slice a uni
form section from the entire surface of 
the stone. Turn the blade over and hone 
the edge bevel on the other side of the 
blade by crossing the stone in the oppo
site direction, but in exactly the same 
manner. 

Never use successive strokes on the 
same side of the blade. Always alternate 
from one side to the other. At the end of 
each stroke, lift the handle slightly to 
maintain the same20-degree bevel as you 
hone the curved portion of the edge that 
ends at the point. 

Hold the knife tightly with both hands 
and put your back and shoulders into 
each sweep. Along with maintaining a 
uniform and proper bevel angle, this is 
the key to a quick, clean edge. This is why 
the stone should be securely mounted 
on a workbench. Light delicate strokes 
may help pass the time of day, but they 
simply do not get the job done. 

After a half dozen strokes on each side, 
inspect the blade. To do this, hold the 
blade vertically under a strong light with 
the edge up. A dull blade will reflect light, 
whereas a sharp one will not. It is as 
simple as that. 

Running your thumb over the edge or 
even shaving hair off your forearm are 
not foolproof tests, but the light reflec
tion method works every time. This 
method will reveal small dull spots which 
the shaving test could miss. Dull spots 
will often show up near the point and 

along the curved portion of the blade. 
Another half dozen to a dozen strokes 

on either side should eliminate any re
maining dull portions. Inspect the edge 
again. If no light is reflected, you have a 
good working edge. 

If you insist on that ultimate razor 
edge, finish honing with another two 
dozen strokes on a hard Arkansas stone. 
In this case, don't bear down so hard on 
the last half dozen strokes. Bear in mind 
that the edge will now be finer and will 
not last as long as that obtained with a 
soft Arkansas or aluminum oxide stone. 

The method described here works for 
me every time. This is also the method 
recommended by custom knifesmiths, 
commercial knife manufacturers and 
those that quarry and distribute Arkansas 
oilstones. 

You may recall having seen bench 
stones with a deeply concave surface. 
True, they may have had considerable 
use, but the concavity was caused by 
people who didn't know what they were 
doing. This is caused by honing with a 
circular motion in the center of the stone. 
Wasting lots of time is a certain result of 
this method. A burr or wire edge on the 
blade is another result. 

Sharpening stones should always be 
cleaned after use. Honing oil does an 
excellent cleaning job. After really heavy 
use, I use kitchen cleanser and a stiff 
brush and flush the dirt away with tap 
water. An embedded or glazed Car
borundum stone can be cleaned with a 
stiff brush and kerosene, diesel fuel or 
gasoline. 

The average outdoorsman probably re
lies on his knife as much as any other 
single implement. Used with a little 
judgment and given reasonable care, it 
will serve its owner well. 
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I am delighted with the new feature in 
the magazine—nature stories. It en
hances an already excellent magazine. 

I, along with my family, have enjoyed 
reading the magazine for years. Keep up 
the good work. Eulalie E. Gibbs 

North Augusta 

In your May-June issue of South 
Carolina Wildlife I enjoyed the article, 
"Last Stands of Eden" pertaining to the 
swamps, and your article on the "Tide-
lands Issue." It might be of interest to 
point out that the freshwater ricefields 
which are so extensive along the rivers of 
the South Carolina Lowcountry were for 
the most part swamps such as those de
scribed in your article pertaining to the 
swamps. Mr. Duncan Heyward resumed 
the planting of rice at the end of theCivil 
War on fields belonging to his family. In 
his book, "Seeds from Madagascar," writ
ten in 1937, he traced the history of the 
ricefields on the Combahee River. He 
points out that the bulk of the ricefields 
became ricefields after the cypress trees 
were cut and the swamp converted to 
diked fields forthe plantingof rice. These 
ricefields for the most part were never 
marshlands. Stumps of cypress trees 
were clearly visible in many of the 
ricefields in the Lowcountry. 

Ricefields extend far up the rivers for 
distances of 30 miles or more from the 
ocean. A survey of the ricefields shows 
that with some of them, at least, their 
elevations are well above sea level and 
the high-water mark designated for the 
saltwater areas by tide tables. 

The tides at the mouths of the rivers 

had a dam-like effect on the fresh water 
flowing down the rivers which resulted in 
a variation in the depth of the water, de
pending both upon the tide and flow of 
water down the river due to the rainfall, 
which enabled the rice-grower to drain 
and flood the field. In some instances 
reserves were established so as to pro
vide water for the ricefields in the event 
of a drought. It can only be presumed 
that the old freshwater swamps were 
likewise flooded and dried periodically. 
Very much the same ecology in the old 
ricefield, particularly with reference to 
the duck population, the alligator and 
birds, exists today as in the original 
swamps if the dikes are maintained. 

The plantations in the Lowcountry 
originated with the King's Grants or Lord 
Proprietor Grants as pointed out in your 
article. In that these plantations were es
tablished entirely for rice planting, it was 
reasonable to assume that the original 
grants intended to encompass the 
swamps which were later cleared for 
ricefields. Albert R. Simonds 

Charleston 

Each year for the past four years a wren 
has managed to elude me and construct 
her nest somewhere in my garage, 
necessitating our leaving the garage 
open until she has reared her brood. As a 
matter of fact she usually accomplishes 
this feat twice each summer. This year she 

found a really unique setting in an old 
basket on a garage shelf in which my 
eldest son had left a set of shark's teeth. 
The results I felt compelled to call "Jaws 
III" which I am enclosing to share with 
you and possibly your readers. 

Foster C. McCaleb Jr., M.D. 
Beaufort 

Your July-August issue of South 
Carolina Wildlife is one of the finest 
examples of magazine publishing I have 
ever seen. Notice, I didn't qualify my 
compliment with "outdoors," "en
vironmental" or other such adjectives. 

In my opinion, and as you know I've 
been involved in magazine writing and 

editing for a number years, the layout of 
Tom Poland's article (p. 4, ff) is simply the 
best I have ever seen. 

The book content is breadth itself; the 
article depth is very good. 

Please don't let anything happen to 
SCW. The wolves are at the state mag 
publishers' doors, but the South can't af
ford to lose SCW. 

Lest you get too big-headed from these 
(and doubtless, other) compliments let 
me close in the vernacular of the linthead 
society we both escaped from. 

I admired to of read it. 
RS. kudos to Davis, Creel, Coleman, 

Baines and Howie (my, what a lovely 
Georgia peach) et al. 

Bill Morehead 
Coastal Information Officer 

Department of Natural Resources 
Brunswick, Ga. 

We enjoyed your magazine for some 
time now and take great delight in both 
the photography and exquisite jour
nalism contained in it. 

Your July-August issue was no 
different—not until I had the misfortune 
of reading the Readers' Forum. 

I do hope that you are above being 
brow-beaten as so many other outdoor 
magazines in printing comments such as 
the tripe about how nice it is to "not see 
any blood and guts." 

I am an outdoorsman who celebrates a 
love affair with nature. I love the hunt but 
I know the anguish that the kill becomes. 
I do, however, accept it as a necessary 
part of a balance in nature. 

I know that there are slob hunters. 
There are slobs who don't hunt also. Do 
you want us, like this writer, obviously 
retarding his children's education, to ac
cept a type of immaculate conception: 
that we can have shrimp, sirloin, fried 
chicken, and even potato pie without 
ending the life of some living organism? 

S. C. Wildlife and Marine Resources 
receives far more contributions from 
persons like myself, the hunter and 
fisherman, than they do from myself, the 
nature lover. 

Milk and eggs are the only animal by
products that I can think of that do not 
harm its donor. But have a heart, print a 
magazine without the two-faced heresy. I 
am a young man and all that cholesterol 
might stop my total enjoyment of the 
complete out-of-doors. 

P.S. And I won't hide it from my chil
dren, regardless of what you print. 

George S. Roof 
Lexington 

orum 
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Brave Quail 
by Robert Ruark 

Robert Ruark was born in 1916, mad, I will write about,"Ruark 
in Wilmington, North Carolina, and once said. During the last 20 
grew up with the Southern outdoor years of his life, he wrote over 
tradition of hunting and fishing. By 4,000 columns and authored several 
his death at the age of 49 in 1965, books, including two from his 
Ruark had become one of the most well-read columns titled "The Old 
controversial and prolific authors of Man and the Boy" and "The Old 
his time. 

After graduating from the 
University of North Carolina, 
Ruark served a hitch in the 
merchant marine and was 
employed briefly as an accountant 
before deciding upon a career as a 
writer. He arrived in Washington, 
D.C., in 1938 with $1.25 in his 
pocket, was hired as a copy boy for 
the Scripps-Howard Washington 
News and in a few months became 

gunnery officer on Atlantic and 
Mediterranean convoys, he 

returned to Washington 
and was assigned as 

a columnist. 

Man's Boy Grows Older." 
This article, which first appeared 

in the December 1951 issue of Field 
and Stream magazine, takes the 
reader on one of Ruark's favorite 
hunts-quail shooting in the Deep 
South. The article is centered near 
Kingstree on the quail lands of one 
of our greatest financiers and 
statesmen, Bernard M. Baruch. 

et's say it's a nice crisp 
autumn day, with the sun 
warm and the breeze 

winy, and you are approaching a 
copse of briar and leveled timber 
on a high hill with pine trees 
growing on it. One of your dogs 

"Anything that makes is cantering eaily, nose proudly in 
me glad, sad or air, with a cock to his ears that 
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convinces you he knows where 
he is heading. The other dog is 
circling rapidly, nose to ground, 
and all of a sudden both hit 
happily on a strange sort of radar 
beam. The nose-in-the-air dog 
wriggles down close to the earth 
and performs a hula with his 
hips. The circling dog crowds 
into the act, and the contest is 
suddenly clear. One of those dogs 
will freeze, and may even lift his 
right, left, front or hind foot. His 
tail will either stick straight up or 
straight behind him like a baton. 
And it will not quiver. Whichever 
dog to lose the contest will honor 
the winner by dropping and 
freezing. 

The man walks up behind the 
dog. His face is white. He sweats. 
His hands are shaking. His heart 

a rumba-beat. He is 
, generally 

a 26- to 28-inch barrel. The 
gauge of the gun is an index to 
the ability of the man to prove his 
Manhood at that moment. If it is a 
/ 12 gauge, he is so-so at his 

business. If it is a 16, he is 
pretty good. If it's a 10 gauge he 

is excellent, and if it's a .410 he is 
bragging. 

This man's mouth is cottony. At 
the very moment he feels like a 
bull-fighter awaiting a toro 
bravo, a big-game hunter 
preparing to meet an African 
buffalo's charge, a soldier verging 
on a desperate destruction of a 
machine-gun emplacement. His 
reflexes are cocked, and his 
reputation is at stake. Also, his 
stomach is full of squirrels. 

He prods the hummocks with a 
foot, and possibly the dogs sneak 
ahead to freeze again. The man 
draws his breath sharply inward. 
He kicks again. Nothing 
happens. Again. Nothing. The 
dogs inch forward. 

The man scuffs his boot. The 
lead dog switches his snout and 

points it downward. The man 
says the old cliche': This is it. He 
kicks, and the world erupts 
around him. The noise has 
something of the sound of an 
exploding land-mine, something 
of the rapid belch of an Oerlikon 
20-millimeter. It is otherwise 
indescribable. 

Small birds burst from the 
ground. They take off in all 
directions. They are traveling at 
more than 40 miles an hour, and 
they present a target as large as a 
big orange. If they are to be killed 
they must be killed before they 
have traveled 60 yards, and if the 
cover is heavy they may need to 
be shot within 20 yards. They 
may have to be shot from the hip, 
or off the biceps, or even off the 
nose. 

First, though, the gunner 
must select a bird from 
the thundering mass of 

rocketing fowl, because the man 
who shoots into the brown takes 
home no meat. A split-second 
selection must be made. The 
quail comes into the eye, the gun 
goes under the eye, the trigger is 
pressed, and if the man is good 
the bird drops in a shower of 
feathers. If the man is very good, 
he then switches to another bird, 
which he selects from the 
speeding gang, and fires again. If 
he is very, very good, another 
bird drops. 

Then the man turns around 
with his face split by a grin. He 
pats the dogs as they fetch the 
dead game. He lights a cigarette, 
and for a moment he is Belmonte, 
the bull-fighter. He is Dwight 
Eisenhower. He is Clark Gable. 
He is the late Frank Buck. He is 
David, standing over the 
prostrate form of Goliath. He is 
one hell of a big guy—to himself, 
if he is alone—to the others, if he 
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is accompanied. 
This is because, using the 

ancient Chinese invention of 
gunpowder, a great deal of luck 
and the skill of his dogs, he has 
just killed a couple of creatures 
that, while delicious to chew on, 
can be consumed in a couple of 
munches. He has just slain a little 
bird called a quail, bobwhite or 
partridge, according to where he 
lives. 

The American bobwhite 
quail has never been 
known to attack a man, 

even in defense of its young. Yet 
the dictionary lists a verb, "to 
quail," which means to curdle or 
coagulate. This curdling and 
coagulation occurs each fall, 
according to local game laws, 
when big brave men, armed with 
shotguns, step past a pointing 
dog and await the roaring rush of 
wings that signal the take-off of a 
little speckled brown bird that is 
prey to hawks, eagles, cats, foxes, 
rain, drought, high grass, low 
grass and man himself. 
Man—armed man—is scared 
stiff of the quail. He is easily as 
frightened as the matador de toros 
who faces the bull in the corrida 
on a sunny afternoon. After all, 
the torero will only be scared by a 
maximum of three bulls. Quail, 
on the other hand, get up in 
flocks. 

Some twenty-five million quail 
die annually in this nation in 
order to prove that a man is 
superior to a bird. The quail 
breeds well; a couple of clutches 
will build a covey up to 
twenty-five. He sticks to his own 
ground. The "same" covey will 
inhabit the same acreage for years 
if sufficient seed birds are left to 
rear a family. As a child I shot the 
great-great-great-great-
grandchildren of my first 

feathered friends in 
the four acres that comprised my 
own backyard. But he is not too 
long for this world unless he is 
rigidly protected. Weather, 
varmints, mankind and the auto 
have conspired to make him a 
potential candidate for extinction, 
except in areas where he is 
conserved by law and human 
consideration. 

The quail has never been 
satisfactorily explained in terms 
of his relationship to man, his 
peculiar fascination for man, or 
the occasional nobility or fraud he 
inspires in man. He seems to 
have been created especially for 
his catalytic approach to the 
genus Homo, and comes off 
heavily best by comparison. 

You may say, for a start, 
that as a result of 
association with quail, 

all quail shooters are liars. They 
are also braggarts, when the 
opportunity allows, but they are 
self-apologists and ingrowing 
liars first. Quail shooters do not 
merely lie to other people. They 
lie first to themselves. I know this 
because I am a quail shooter, 
raised in the company of quail 
shooters. 

By the same standard you will 
rarely find a dedicated quail shot 
who is not a pretty nice guy. He 
has to be a nice guy, because he is 
performing for the benefit of the 
dogs, himself and his 
companions, and all are expert in 
the detection of fraudulent 
behavior in the field. Lying 
afterward is permissible; ducking 
the basic conflict between bird 
and man is not. A man who 
comports himself shoddily in the 
presence of quail is stoned in the 
trade marts and derided in the 
taverns. Friendships have been 
broken when one friend detected 

He lights a 
cigarette, and 
for a moment 
he is Belmonte, 
the bull-fighter. 
He is Dwight 
Eisenhower. He 
is Clark Gable. 
He is the late 
Frank Buck. 
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an unpleasantness in his buddy's 
approach to quail. 

Mr. Bernard M. Baruch, the 
millionaire elder statesman, is 
fond of saying that there are two 
things a man cannot abide being 
kidded about: his prowess with 

, the ladies and his ability to shoot 
rife f quail. Mr. Baruch is a fair expert 

w v on both matters, especially on the 
latter. He has been a passionate 
quail shooter for something like 
65 years, and is, at 81, possibly 
the best senior quail assassin in 
the land. 

Mr. Baruch shoots quail three 
months a year. For the past 
50-odd he has shot them in the 
vicinity of Kingstree, South 
Carolina, where he has leased 

> and maintained thousands of 
acres nearby his plantation, 
Hobcaw Barony. Shooting quail, 
to Mr. Baruch, is a grave ritual, 

and he claims that his longevity 
is largely due to the sport. It 

i has kept him active long after 
his contemporaries have 

retired to the bath-chair. 
The old gentleman takes his 

quail a touch more seriously than 
Jtfe used to regard the stock 
/market, aftd his millions attest 
thatjie never approached the 
market on a frivolous basis. There 

X is no levity about B. M. B. when 
X the subject of quail comes up, 

although he can kid about the 
other shooting sports, and long 
ago gave up duck and turkey 
shooting. 

Quail killing at Mr. Baruch's is 
regarded as the top shooting 
privilege in the nation today. 
General Omar Bradley shoots 
birds with Baruch, as do a gross 
of other citizens with 
recognizable handles. Mr. Baruch 
coddles his birds as other rich 
folk look after jewels. 

The preservation of his quail is 
a local industry. His acres are 
constantly patrolled by a fleet of 

overseers, under the strong hand 
of a Mr. David McGill, who does 
not shoot quail himself. Cats, run 
wild, are exterminated. Bounties 
are paid on varmints. At the end 
of the season the woods are burnt 
free of underbrush, so that the 
little birds will not be trapped in 
the matted grasses. Poaching is 
more of a sin in that 
neighborhood than voting 
Republican. Clutches of eggs are 
lifted from the wet spots to higher 
ground. 

I do believe Mr. Baruch would 
shoot a man who would shoot a 
sitting quail, and I am certain he 
would fire any friend who ever 
exceeded the South Carolina limit 
of 15 birds per day. He limits the 
number of birds to be killed in 
any one covey to three, on a 
given day. Although he shoots six 
days a week for three months 
every year, his birds are rarely 
shot over more than twice, or 
three times at most. In this way 
Mr. Baruch maintains a backlog of 
birds that is almost unknown in a 
country in which indiscriminate 
shooting is ruining the bobwhite. 

Mr. Baruch does not approve of 
more than one gun per party, so 
that each hunter starts out with 
his own entourage. At the 
moment the old boy runs three 
rigs. They consist of Mr. McGill, 
who generally takes over 
B. M. B.'s personal safari, and 
two Negro boys, and two other 
sets of three men each. 

Dave McGill rides a horse and 
handles the dogs. The two 
colored lads have separate 
functions—one marks down the 
dead birds and the other watches 
where the singles fly. They are 
usually mounted on mules. 

Mr. Baruch rides a horse, as 
does his nurse, Elizabeth 
Navarro, who sometimes goes 
along with him. Miss Navarro is 
not a quail shot, yet. She shoots 
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squirrels with a .22 rifle, but since 
she has acquired a little mansion 
of her own, close to the quail 
grounds, she is beginning to 
make noises like a quail 
aficionada. 

It is a remarkable sight to see 
an 81-year-old man fork a horse, 
ride him three hours in an 
afternoon and alight as much as 
fifty times in that day, and still 
best most of his guests with the 
gun. 

Mr. Baruch is 81, after all, and 
he is deaf as a post, and when he 
shoots he does not wear a hearing 
aid. Most quail shooting is based 
on the association of sound and 
movement. A bird roars up to 
your right, your left, or 
behind you, and you whirl and 
gun him down—or miss him, as 
the case may be. Anything that 
does not rise in front of Mr. 
Baruch he does not shoot at, 
because he must depend entirely 
on sight. This cuts off a good 60 
per cent of his possible shots. 

Yet the old gent consistently 
comes home with the best part of 
his limit, and will often bring in 
the full 15—more than the 
combined score of his 
best-shooting guests. His record 
of 15 birds in 17 shots he recently 
bettered by 15 birds in 13 shots, 
an amazing score for anybody, 
and utterly incredible for a 
four-score old man with no 
hearing to help him. 

Fifty per cent is considered 
excellent in quail shooting. A 
man who can average 30 per cent, 
for shells expended, is good. 
Sixty per cent is fantastic, except 
among pothunters, and 75 per 
cent is nearly unheard of. Getting 
a limit at all, even with the 
profusion of game that Baruch's 
grounds boast, is a signal for 
champagne at the big house. 

Yet the senior stateman 
frequently kills three birds on a 

covey rise. He shoots a 
double-barreled 16 gauge. He 
likes to take a pot at the outriding 
cock bird as it roars aloft to signal 
the rest of the flock. Then he 
swiftly breaks the gun, ejects the 
spent cartridge, and blasts twice 
at the main herd as they jet 
themselves away. Often as not he 
is successful. 

On the long ride home 
Mr. Baruch does not 
talk atom bomb, world 

affairs or finance. He talks quail. 
It is a peculiar fascination of 
bird-for-man that even rubs off 
on the help, who are not allowed 
to shoot. When a guest comes in 
after a good day, all hands beam. 
When a guest comes in after a 
sour day, all hands are silent and 
respectful, as at a wake. This is a 
time-hallowed treatment of the 
wing-shot. Never cross a hunter 
when his timing is off is ingrained 
in the tradition. 

My friend Ely Wilson, a 
pleasant Negro gentleman who 
runs my hunt when I am lucky 
enough to go down to South 
Carolina, falls into a fit of 
desperation for hours if the dogs 
are not working well, or if I am in 
my usual state of firing much and 
dropping little. Ely would stay up 
all night to look for a bird that is 
known to be shot down but is 
difficult to find. On at least one 
occasion I have watched him 
search for an hour in a swamp 
looking for a crippled bird that 
the best retriever in the world, a 
nondescript and now deceased 
critter named Joe, had given up 
on. Ely finally found the cripple 
in a creek, and caught him with 
his hands. There is a lack of 
nobility in the man if he goes 
away and leaves a wounded 
quail. Ely is so good that on one 
occasion he finally found a highly 

Ely would stay 
up all night to 
look for a bird 
that is known 
to be shot down 
but is difficult 
to find. 
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rumpled corpse of a quail that 
General Bradley had shot two 
weeks before. The bird had 
lodged in a tree. 

"I lost him once," Ely said, "but 
I just knew that bird was around 
here somewhere." 

Not many hunters are 
lucky enough to 
indulge themselves 

under such luxe circumstances as 
the men who have made a hobby 
of creating their own game 
preserves, but the thrill of 
chasing the bobwhite is as great 
for the poor man as for the 
tasseled tycoon. Hundreds of 
thousands of quail shooters 
achieve the same sensation when 
the little brown bazooka takes off 
under their feet—a sort of 
delicious momentary terror 
followed by triumph or despair. 
The satisfaction of the autumn 
day, the working dog, the 
dramatic moment of point is as 
great for a small boy with a 
mongrel and a 10-dollar 

Jnokepole as for the well-heeled 
ig shot with the hand-carved 

r& Purdey or Greener or Sauer 
shotgun. 

Some people step into their 
> backyards to shoot quail; 

others spend thousands of 
, dollars annually for the 

same privilege. But they 
all share one defect of character: 
all quail shooters are abject 
liars. I know, for I have 
been lying steadily about quail 
and bird dogs since I was eight, 
and got physically sick from 
excitement when I killed my first 
one. 

The quail shooter's mind 
works roughly like this: 

They aren't making the same 
kind of cartridges any more, 
because when you point them at the 
bird the bird don't drop. Obviously 

something wrong with the powder 
. . . The sun was in my eyes . . . 
The damn bird flew around a 
branch just as I shot. 

The dogs have lost their sense of 
smell. . . The rabbit hounds ran up 
all the quail. . . One of the other 
hunters was in the way, or I would 
have killed too . . . It was getting 
too dark to shoot with safety. 

All the birds got up wild, away 
ahead of the dogs ... I slipped and 
fell... I had a headache and my 
timing was off. . . When I was 
going good after the first two 
coveys, we couldn't find any more 
f o r  a n  h o u r  a n d  1  c o o l e d  o f f .  

The safety on my gun jammed 
. . . The little single dog won't 
hackstand a point any more . . . 
The woods were too thick . . . The 
birds wouldn't hold to a point. 

These are the things you tell 
yourself. You tell other people 
that you only used half as many 
shells as you really used, and 
then you say that you had to run 
down a couple of wounded birds 
and shoot some more. 

You impugn the honor of the 
retrievers. You mention that you 
shot at least half a dozen you 
didn't bring home, but the dog's 
nose was off, or the bird fell in a 
swamp, or they are making the 
birds tougher now than they used 
to. Then you find that you are 
counting in the birds that you 
didn't collect with your full total. I 
have known men who could go to 
any bank and walk out with a 
colossal loan, on their face alone, 
to callously raise the total of their 
quail bag by 50 per cent a couple 
of days later, and for no reason 
except the salving of their ego. 
And remember, a quail is not a 
rhinoceros. It is less than a half 
pound of flesh and feathers. 

The quail shot also lies about 
the dogs he has known. Such as 
my old Llewellin setter Frank, 
long gone to his fathers, result of 
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I have been lying 
steadily about 
quail and bird 
dogs since I was 
eight, and got 
physically sick 
from excitement 
when I killed 
my first one. 

hanging himself as he tried to 
hurdle a fence to get at something 
comely in the way of a gal-dog. 
Frank was an expert in the quail 
profession. Today I wouldn't 
believe myself under oath when I 
talk about old Frank of Tennessee. 

Frank was a connoisseur of 
shooters. If you were going good, 
Frank would cooperate. That's to 
say, Frank would work. If you 
were shooting badly, Frank 
would go home. I missed thirteen 
straight shots one day, and finally, 
in desperation, took a crack at a 
bird that had roosted in a tree. 
This is unusual behavior for 
quail, and for me, too. I missed 
the bird in the tree. 

Frank took one look at me and 
sneered. He went home, and 
refused to hunt for a week. I 
could take him out into the fields, 
but he would just sit and sneer. 

Frank was what is known as a 
force-broken retriever. That 
means he didn't like to fetch 
things for the sheer love of it, but 
had been induced to retrieve by 
rigid training. Frank never so 
much as wet a bird, let alone 
crush one. He would come with 
the quail hanging limply from his 
lower lip, and he would rear up, 
put his paws on my chest, and 
nudge the bird inside my 
hunting jacket. 

One day I was training a 
pointer puppy named Tom, who 
was fast as Jackie Robinson, and 
this adolescent upstart beat Frank 
to a point. Birds roared up. I shot 
and killed one. Held onto the old 
dog to give the youngster a sense 
of gratification in his work. 
Puppy found the dead bird and 
retrieved him faultlessly. I patted 
the puppy. Told him he was a 
fine, noble puppy. Old dog 
looked at me and glared. 

Then the puppy found a couple 
of single birds. Shot again—I was 
going good that day—and 

another bird dropped. Again 
held the old dog to let the puppy 
strut his stuff, which he did. Old 
dog glared some more. 

Then Frank, the old codger, 
found another single. Bird got up 
and I killed him. Frank went and 
got his own bird. He brought the 
bird to me and looked up. He 
said a variety of things, all 
profane, with his eyes. 

Then he bit the bird in two 
pieces. He spat the bird out on 
the ground. Then he turned on 
his heel and stalked off. He didn't 
speak to me for a week afterward. 
This was a dog I have seen point 
a covey with a dead bird in his 
mouth. This was a dog that I have 
seen hold one bird in his mouth 
and press another, wounded bird 
onto the ground with his foot. 

At least I believe I have. Us 
liars are never quite sure later. 

This Frank, a setter, was the 
all-round best gun dog I ever saw, 
in general savvy, but he was not 
much better than Sam, a big 
young pointer operated by Mr. 
Henry Nelson of Kingstree, 
South Carolina, or the late Joe, 
owned by my friend Ely of the 
same community. It does not 
make too much difference about 
the breed. Joe was a hodgepodge 
of nothing much, but on his good 
days he could make a bum out of 
anything with Ch. in front of his 
handle. On one exceptional day 
when Joe found everything 
except Adolf Hitler, his boss got 
off the horse and briefly placed 
Joe in the saddle. 

"This dog too good to have to 
walk between coveys," Ely said. 

A couple of liars I know in Fort 
Lauderdale, Florida, claim to 
have hunted over a dog which 
would find a covey of birds, wait 
a reasonable time for the hunters 
to appear, and then back off to 
find the hunters and beckon 
them up to the birds. There was a 

story, too, about a dog so stanch 
that he was lost for years. They 
finally found his skeleton frozen 
into a point over a bevy of 
skeletonized quail, but that is a 
little rich for even a practicing 
quail-liar to believe. We all know 
bones fall apart. 

Each man builds his bird dog 
in his own image, but the 
definition of a good dog, like the 
definition of a good man, is one 
who knows and respects the 
bobwhite. No sincere hunter will 
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overshoot a covey, out of concern 
for next year's sport. No good 
dog will flush a covey of birds 
until the hunter is at his side. No 
good dog will encroach on the 
point of another. A smart dog 
knows more than any man about 
the likeliest spot to find his 
quarry. No good man or good dog 
is happy to leave a wounded bird 
unfound. No good man hogs the 
best shot, as no good dog is 
disrespectful of the rights of his 
hunting companion. Altogether 
the quail manages to bring out a 
great deal of fineness in both 
dogs and men. 

Unfortunately the available 
quail are becoming less available 
for the average man with a gun. 

/ There were practically no posted 
r l^nds when I was a nipper. Now 

nearly all populous game land is 
/^posted and protected, leased or 
£ owned by serious hunters. A 

hunter may no longer park his 
buggy by a strange peafield and 

' f \ expect to find a covey of birds 
•v unless he is friendly with the 

' farmer or leases the land. The 
automobile, in the last 20-odd 

years, has contributed greatly 
to the come-down of the quail, 

because it has made him 
available to a vastly increased 
number of occasional hunters, 

many of whom are careless of 
conservation. There are people 

-who will shoot a bevy down to 
fe last survivor. Added to the 

-mother vermin, plus the occasional 
awful inroads of weather, the 
indiscriminate hunter has come 
close to ruining the free domain 
of the friendly bobwhite. The 
brave quail is also the frail quail, 
who loves to live near man, and 
has suffered some pretty awful 
consequences thereby. Just like 
man himself. 

Protected, however, and shot 
with reverence and moderation, 
the quail still comprises the 

noblest American sport in the 
eyes of many men who have gone 
against grizzlies and wrestled 
single-handed with mountain 
lions. 

If there is a broad explanation 
for the fascination of quail 
shooting, it must be that no man 
can bet on just how good he'll be 
on any given day. The challenge 
of bird to man is permanent. You 
will catch a full night's sleep, find 
perfect shooting the next day, and 
miss everything that flies. You 
can get drunk as an owl, sit up all 
night, fly a plane from dawn until 
noon, and with a bellyful of 
butterflies kill all that rustles. My 
personal record of 15 out of 18 
shots was set on a basis of no 
sleep at all for two nights, due to 
work and travel, with a splitting 
headache and hands that shook 
like maraca gourds. Recently I 
had 11 in the bag with 13 shots. 
We couldn't find bird No. 12, and 
this so upset my timing that it 
took me 22 shots to get the other 
four quail. And we literally 
chased the last one to death. 

Apart from his courage and 
trickiness in the field, the 
bobwhite has the power of 
inspiring magnificent nostalgia in 
the evening, when the fire snaps 
and hisses and the bourbon 
melds gently with the 
branch-water. He tastes as good 
on the plate as he looks in the 
field, and no bird of paradise was 
ever handsomer to the hunter 
than this little brown gentleman's 
gentleman. He often ennobles the 
man who shoots him, a trick that 
has not yet been perfected by 
humans in relationship to each 
other. «K 

illustrations by Craig Houston 

Reprinted from the December 1951 issue of 
Field & Stream by courtesy of Field & 
Stream, 1515 Broadway, New York, New 
York. 
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STEEL SHOT 
Fewer Waterfowl Wasted With Its Use 

Now that waterfowl hunters have had more experience with the 
faster steel shot, fewer of them complain about its required use. 
Steel requires better marksmanship and shots within 40 yards. 

Extensive field tests have 
shown steel loads are as efficient 
as the old toxic lead shot, re
ports the National Shooting 
Sports Foundation (NSSF). And 
indications are that fewer ducks 
and geese are being crippled 
and wasted with steel than were 
previously damaged by lead. 

Up until 1976, American hun
ters deposited several million 
pounds of lead shot along the 
flyways of migratory wildfowl 
each year. About two million 
ducks died of lead poisoning 
annually. 

To counteract the unnecessary 
waterfowl mortality, the U.S. 
Fish and Wildlife Service put into 

effect a regulation requiring the 
use of steel shot in the hunting 
of waterfowl in certain desig
nated areas throughout the 
United States. 

In South Carolina the zone in
cludes Georgetown, Charles
ton, Colleton and Beaufort 
counties. Steel loads are re
quired for 12 gauge guns only, at 
least for the current season. 

According to NSSF, however, 
the regulation will soon cover all 
shotgun gauges used in major 
flyways across the country, in
cluding the Atlantic Flyway that 
covers South Carolina as well as 
other Eastern Seaboard states. 

Steel shot regulations caused 

an uproar among hunting en
t h u s i a s t s  w h e n  f i r s t  i m 
plemented. The lead versus 
steel debate, however, is quiet
ing down, observes NSSF. New 
and improved designs of steel-
loaded shells and an accumula
tion of hunter experience in 
using the new ammunition 
seem to be the reasons for better 
acceptance. 

Adapting to steel does require 
changes in field techniques. 
The velocity of a discharged 
steel load is over 100 feet per 
second faster than lead. The 
tighter pattern of the steel shot 
has meant giving flying targets 
within 40 yards shorter leads. 

Steel maintains a tighter kill 
pattern but slows more quickly 
than lead after 40 yards. Experi
enced hunters will pick their 
shots and try to take ducks 
within this 40-yard range. 

Field studies have shown that 
these demands are within the 
skill ranges of experienced duck 
and geese hunters. They show 
that the number of crippled 
and lost fowl may be decreasing 
with the use of steel. 

The extended velocity of lead 
loads and the expanded patterns 
tend to tempt "skybuster" and 
"hope and pray" shooting be
yond 50 yards. 

These practices maim and 
waste far more birds than they 
bring home. Tighter steel pat
terns reduce the chance of put
ting one or two pellets into a 
duck or goose—anonlethal, but 
damaging hit. 

Conservationists, according 
to NSSF, are particularly pleased 
with the nontoxic steel shot reg
ulation. One of the principal 
concerns regarding migratory 
waterfowl is the continuing re
duction of feeding sites through 
land development and pollu
tion. Elimination of lead from 
the flyways will remove one sig
nificant poisoning threat from 
flvway feeding areas. 

NSSF predicts hunters should 
be seeing the results of the pro
gram in the near future. Lead 
does not stay accessible to feed-
ingbirdsfor very long. In marshy 
or soft bottoms, it quickly sinks 
beyond their reach. While some 
hard bottoms will retain lead for 
long periods, estimates indicate 
that about 1.5 million more 
ducks should be filling the regu
lated flyways by the early 1980s. 

An important aspect of the 
success of the nontoxic ammun
ition program, says NSSF, has 
b e e n  t h e  c o o p e r a t i o n  o f  
waterfowl hunters. Although ini
tial objections were strong, it 
appears that these outdoorsmen 
are true sportsmen and under
stand that what is good for the 
d ucks and geese wi 11 be good for 
the sport. 

While migratory waterfowl, 
like all wildlife, face increasing 
perils as civilization progresses, 
the U.S. Fish and Wildlife Ser
v i c e  a n d  t h e  A m e r i c a n  
sportsman are seeing to it that 
lead poisoning is becoming one 
of the lesser threats to their 
number, concludes NSSF. ^ 
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DAVID 
First to Strike 
Carolina in 20 Years 

In late August, as thousands of 
South Carolinians made prepa
rations for the Labor Day 
weekend, the fourth Atlantic 
tropical storm of 1979 began to 
intensify and move away from 
equatorial waters. The storm 
quickly gained hurricane 
strength and exhibited awe
some power as it passed through 
the Lesser Antilles between 
Puerto Rico and South America. 
Maximum sustained winds were 
150 miles per hour. 

With winds of up to 150 miles 
per hour and a storm surge (tidal 
swell) of more than 12 feet, Hur
ricane David met the criteria for 
a class 4 storm. Since 1900 the 
deadliest hurricanes to strike 
either the East or Gulf coasts 
have been classified as category 
4 or 5. 

As David crossed over the 
Dominican Republic, the heavy 
rains caused intense flooding 
and over 1,000 people were 
killed. Not since Hurricane 

Camille in 1969 had the Atlantic 
spawned such a menacing 
storm. 

The path is influenced by the 
flow of winds and the distribu
tion and strength of nearby 
pressure systems. Near the 
equator the winds aloft move 
from the east to west (easterlies). 
North of the equator the upper 
air winds change direction and 
westerly wind currents prevail. 
Tropical storms and hurricanes 
which develop near the equator 
will therefore move first to the 
west, steered by the easterly 
wind currents, until they reach 
the latitudes of the westerlies. At 
this point, they begin to curve 
and move northeast or east. 

Hurricane David followed this 
pattern as it moved through the 
Bahama Islands and toward 
Florida. The hurricane scraped 
the Florida coast and began to 
move northward toward South 
Carolina. 

Because David's track was 

Impact of Hurricane David 
on the Carolina Coast I 
Flooding 

Beach Erosion 

Tornadoes (^) 

Area of Most Intense Wind and Rain 

Hurricane Model I I 

Smashing winds of 150 miles per hour and a 12-foot storm surge 
against the Carribean islands, David killed over 1,000people and then 
turned northeast. The hurricane lost force as it moved off the Florida 
and Georgia coasts. On September 4, it moved inland at the 
Georgia-South Carolina border and curved northward through the 
Midlands region of South Carolina. Although the storm continued to 
lose its power rapidly, beachfront and low-lying coastal areas suffered 
considerable damage from the storm's northeastern quadrant which 
contained the highest winds and heaviest rains. Below: A television 
crew films waves crashing over the Charleston battery. 
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Hurricane Classification Scale 

Category Central Winds Storm Surge Damage 
Barometric (m.p.h.) (in feet) 

Pressure 

1 28.94 74-95 4-5 Minimal 
2 28.50-28.93 96-110 6-8 Moderate 
3 27.91-28.49 111-130 9-12 Extensive 
4 27.17-27.90 131-155 13-18 Extreme 
5 -27.17 155 + 18 + Catastrophic 

near the coastline, the amount 
of energy flowing into the west
ern edge of the hurricane was 
considerably less than the en
ergy which was spiralinginto the 
storm from the east. The primary 
energy for hurricanes comes 
from evaporation and sub
sequent condensation of water 
vapor. 

Gale-force winds extended 
from the eye of the hurricane 
outward to the east for150 miles, 
while gale force winds extended 
only 50 miles to the west of the 
storm center. Maximum sus
tained winds decreased to 90 
miles per hour as the storm 
began to "fill-in" and weaken. 

Hurricanes often exhibit daily 
variations in intensity. During 
the day the thunderstorms in the 
"feeder bands" around the hur
ricane will intensify, while dur
ing the late night and early morn
ing hours some of the thun
derstorm activity will decrease. 
Hurricane David reached South 
Carolina late at night. Instead of 
being the fierce Category 4 
storm which had devastated 
several islands in the Caribbean, 
it was a Category 1 hurricane. 

Despite this decrease in hur
ricane intensity, considerable 
damage occurred in South 
Carolina. Beach erosion was 
significant at Hunting, Hilton 
Head and Fripp Islands. These 
islands were in the northeast 
quadrant of the hurricane sys
tem as the storm hit the Carolina 
coast. This area of the hurricane 
usually produces the most se
vere winds and storm surge. 
Edisto Island was isolated from 
the mainland by flood waters. 
Areas in Charleston, far from the 
eye of the storm, were flooded; 
maximum winds recorded at the 
Charleston Weather Service 
Forecast Office were 57 miles 
per hour and rainfall exceeded 
five inches in 24 hours. Erosion 
at Folly Beach caused several 
houses to collapse. Tornadoes 
were spawned in the spiral rain-
bands which swept across James 
Island, Litchfield Beach, Garden 
City and North Myrtle Beach. 

Phillip Jones, South Carolina 
Wildlife photographer, flew 
from North Myrtle Beach to Hil
ton Head Island and back to 
view the aftermath of David. 

"Sand dunes were flattened. 
There were stray boats, a lot of 
damaged roof tops and fires," 
Jones said. 

Although David 
had weakened 
from a class 4 to a 
class 1 hurricane 
before it entered 
South Carolina 
(see chart below), 
d a m a g e  t o  
beaches and low-
lying coastal areas 
was severe. Right: 
Flood waters at 
Edisto Beach. Far 
right: blunting Is
land State Park's 
beachfront road 
and parking area 
were destroyed as 
waves cut into the 
high dunes. 

"Capers Island seemed to 
have changed the most. "At the 
South end, the sand dunes are 
now a memory. The islands 
looked like someone had com
bed their hair; the palms, the. 
bushes, the sand were all 
pushed in one direction." 

By Thursday, September 6, 
Jones said, many of the birds 
had returned. It seemed to be an 
exceptionally low tide and 
looked as if you could walk out 
into the water for a mile, he said. 
Logs and other debris were float
ing in the ocean, making it very 
hazardous for shrimpers and 
other navigators. 

Damage could have been 
more serious. The greatest dam
age and loss of life from a hur
ricane is due to the storm surge. 
The weight of large volumes of 
crashing and swirling water can 
destroy anything in its path and 
drown any animal or human. A 
Class 4 hurricane can produce a 
storm surge of 13 to 18 feet 
whereas the maximum storm 
surge of a Class 2 hurricane may 
be between six and eight feet. 

South Carolina was experienc
ing peak high tides as David ap
proached. This combination of 
spring tides and David's storm 
surge between four and six feet 
left marsh grass next to and on 

many coastal roads including 
some stretches of U.S. Highway 
17. 

This serves as a reminder that 
primary escape routes from 
low-lying coastal areas will be 
inundated during an intense 
hurricane. Evacuation from 
hazardous low-lying areas is the 
best precaution to ensure per
sonal safety, and the advance 
warning provided by the Na
tional Weather Service is a key 
element for an ordered evacua
tion. 

The major erosional damage 
occurred on the barrier islands 
which protect Beaufort. If Hur
ricane David had moved slightly 
inland and then had moved par
allel to the coastline, the entire 
Carolina coast would have been 
exposed to the extreme winds 
and surge in the northeastern 
quadrant of the storm and would 
have suffered considerable 
damage. Precipitation exceeded 
9.5 inches in 24 hours in several 
places such as Summerville and 
Ridgeland. If the hurricane had 
moved more slowly across the 
state, the chances of excessive 
precipitation would have in
creased and widespread flood
ing would have been a serious 
problem. 

In recent years the number of 

hurricanes striking the East and 
Gulf coasts has decreased signif
icantly. For the 20-year period 
1958-1977, only 80 percent of the 
expected number of hurricanes 
have struck this southeastern 
section of the country and only 
73 percent of the expected 
number of major hurricanes 
(categories 3, 4, or 5) have hit. 
Hurricane Camille (Category 5), 
which struck the Gulf Coast in 
1969, is the only category 4 or 5 
hurricane to strike either the East 
or Gulf Coasts in 16 years. On the 
average a category 4 or 5 hur
ricane will strike the U.S. every 5 
years. 

David was the first hurricane 
to strike the Carolina coast in 20 
years, and on the average a 
major hurricane of category 3 or 
greater will strike our coast every 
eight years. David appears to be 
a reminder that we are suscepti
ble to the awesome power of 
hurricanes and that the best way 
to prevent or reduce loss of life, 
damage to our natural resources 
and property damage is to 
understand what the potential 
hazards are and to be prepared. 

TED BOSC 
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Hurricane Takes Wildlife to Unnatural Sites 
Estuaries, those coastal strips 

of green where seawater mixes 
with freshwater from inland 
shores, typically have fluctuating 
salinities. Residents of these 
zones can tolerate a limited 
range of salt in the water. 

Estuarine fish and inverteb
rates appear to have no trouble 
coping with the wind-whipped 
waves that hurricanes produce. 
But these animals can be af
fected adversely by runoff from 
heavy rains. 

Extremely heavy rains and 
flood-swollen rivers, however, 
can put so much freshwater into 
estuaries that fish, shrimp, crabs 
and other animals are killed. 
Large amounts of silt from flood
ing rivers can bury oysters and 
clams and clog the gills of aqua
tic animals. 

Flooding also pushes snakes 
and alligators from their normal 
haunts and deposits them in un
likely places such as backyards, 
front porches, playgrounds and 
other areas where they might 
not be welcome. They will usu
ally retreat to their natural 
habitat if left alone, advised a 

wildlife department biologist. 
Hurricanes prove beneficial to 

some wildlife. Anyone out listen
ing after the storm could confirm 
this. Frogs love heavy rains and 
often come out on hurricane 
nights to sing and breed. 

One toad, the spade-footed 
toad, is so associated with hur
ricanes it is called the hurricane 
frog in Florida. Seldom seen, this 
amphibian may suddenly appear 
by the thousands during hur
ricanes. Some believe that its 
breeding may perhaps be 
triggered by the low atmos
pheric pressure associated with 
hurricanes. 

Small bivalves and other bur
rowing animals that inhabit 
beaches seem to be all but unaf
fected by the severe beach ero
sion that often occurs during big 
blows like David. 

As for whales, dolphins and 
porpoises, they sometimes 
drown during hurricanes be
cause they are unable to breathe 
without inhaling large amounts 
of ocean spray. Very young ani
mals and those weakened by 
disease are most vulnerable. 

Many wildlife species ap
peared in unusual places follow
ing Hurricane David, wildlife 
department officials said. 

High water has a greater effect 
on wildlife than high winds. 
Most animals suffer few ill ef
fects and some may even benefit 
from the heavy rains, officials 
said. 

One of the most interesting 
aspects of the hurricane is the 
unusual dispersal of some birds. 
Strong fliers, such as open 
ocean and shore birds, may turn 
up anywhere inland. 

Dr. Sid Gauthreaux,a Clemson 
University zoologist, reported 
that a Wilson's petrel, normally 
seen some 30 miles offshore, 
turned up near Lake Hartwell in 
the wake of Hurricane David. 
Other oceanic birds could turn 
up anywhere in the state during 
or after such a strong storm. 

Terrestrial birds are usually 
able to ride out the high winds, 
according to Pete Laurie, South 
Carolina Wildlife staff writer and 
an avid Lowcountry birder. 
These birds, not such strong 
fliers, seek shelter in thick 

Unusually large catches of 
rock shrimp helped some of the 
state's commercial trawlers sal
vage a disappointing brown 
shrimp season last summer, but 
lack of local demand for this un-
traditional catch kept profits at a 
minimum. 

Rock shrimp, a hard-shelled, 
deep-water crustacean with a 
lobster-like taste, have never 
been a major fishery resource in 
South Carolina as they are in 
Florida. They seldom are abun
dant in South Carolina waters in 
the summer. 

But a combination of poor 
catches of brown shrimp, nor
mally the mid-season mainstay 
of the industry, and an unex
pected abundance of rock 
shrimp prompted trawlers to 

low bushes with dense foliage-
Pelagic (oceanic) birds, on the 

other hand, have no place to 
hide and are swept along with 
the storm, said Laurie. Since 
hurricanes roar in from the 
tropics, they often bring with 
them tropical pelagic birds. 
Sooty terns, bridled terns, jae
gers, shearwaters, petrels and 
even frigate birds occasionally 
spend a day or two on the South 
Carolina coast in the aftermath 
of a hurricane of the intensity of 
David. Being strong fliers, most 
of these birds return to their 
natural habitats when the winds 
die down. 

Less welcome visitors to coas
tal waters and beaches following 
a strong storm are colonies of 
the Portuguese man-of-war, a 
highly venomous jellyfish, easily 
recognized by the large 
balloon-like structure that 
functions as a sail when the ani
mal is in open water. Other 
species of jellyfish, venomous or 
nonvenomous, are sometimes 
swept into near shore or inshore 
waters where they might be un
common in normal weather. 

enter this alternative fishery. 
The crustacean management 

section of the South Carolina 
Wildlife and Marine Resources 
Department has been conduct
ing monthly surveys of rock 
shrimp since February to ascer
tain the extent of the resource. 

According to Charles H. 
Farmer, the survey attempted to 
determine the size and location 
of rock shrimp populations as 
well as the times and locations of 
spawning and rock shrimp 
growth rates. 

Rock shrimp generally are 
caught at night 15 to 50 miles 
offshore in more than 100 feet of 
water. Some trawlers have re
turned to the dock with more 
than 5,000 pounds (heads-on) 
after a three- to four-day trip. 

But according to the depart
ment's seafood marketing spe
cialist Paul Van Steenbergen, a 
locally poor demand for rock 
shrimp keeps the price low. 

"The demand for rock shrimp 
is far below what it should be," 
said Van Steenbergen, "but this 
is still a relatively new product 
for this coast, the supply is often 
spotty, and many local residents 
are unaware of how to clean and 
cook rock shrimp." 

Van Steenbergen said that 
medium rock shrimp are retail
ing locally for less than $2 per 
pound while medium brown 
shrimp are selling at two to three 
times that price. 

An informational brochure on 
how to clean and cook rock 
shrimp is available free by writ
ing Rock Shrimp, South Carolina 
Wildlife and Marine Resources 
Department, R O. Box 12559, 
Charleston, S.C., 29412. «K 

brown shrimp rock shrimp 

Despite an unusually large catch of rock shrimp this year, South 
Carolinians have been hesitant to buy them. Last summer they were 
less expensive than medium brown shrimp, but fewer people know 
how to clean and cook a rock shrimp. 

TRAWLERS INCREASE 
ROCK SHRIMP CATCH 
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Prescott Baines (right) reviews illustrations for an upcoming issue of 
South Carolina Wildlife with John Davis. 

Baines Named Director; 
Appoints Davis Editor 

Prescott Baines, a Columbia 
native and a seven-year member 
of the South Carolina Wildlife 
and Marine Resources Depart
ment's public affairs staff, has 
been named director of the de
partment's Information and Pub
lic Affairs Division. 

The announcement came 
from the agency's Executive Di
rector Dr. James A. Timmerman 
Jr. shortly after the job was va
cated by John Culler. Culler took 
the position of editor of Out
door Life magazine in August. 

As director, Baines has overall 
authority and responsiblity for 
the department's public affairs 
activities including the publica
tion of South Carolina Wildlife 
magazine. John Davis, formerly 
managing editor, has since been 
named editor of the award-
winning publication. 

Baines assumes responsibility 
for a wide-ranging public affairs 
program, the elementsof which 
have won international recogni
tion in the past several years. 

Among these are the produc
tion of films, a news release pro
gram and publication of the de
partment newspaper The Re
source, radio and television ef
forts, publication of a large col
lection of brochures and pam
phlets, an education program, 
photography, art and graphics, 
speaking engagements, a 
Charleston information office 

and other public affairs activities. 
A graduate of the Ringling 

School of Art in Sarasota, 
Florida, Baines is well-known 
throughout the state for his 
wildlife art. His works have 
appeared in public and private 
showings around the state. 

The new director worked for 
seven years with South Carolina 
Educational Telvision as an artist 
and art director before joining 
the wildlife department as a 
graphics artist in 1972. 

He soon became art director 
and subsequently became re
sponsible for all graphics, print
ing and photography for the di
vision. Recently that job became 
the Support Services Section of 
the public affairs division. 

As chief of support services, 
Baines was assistant director and 
handled much of the day-in and 
day-out administrative and man
agement affairs for the director 
of the division. 

"Prescott sets high standards 
for himself," said Dr. Timmer
man when he announced 
Baines' selection in August. "He 
gets along well with everyone in 
the department and is as reliable 
as the day is long." 

Timmerman said Baines has 
"the desirable combination of a 
creative background and admin
istrative experience to ade
quately perform the duties of 
this position. 

CANADA GEESE 
TO BECOME 
RESIDENTS 

In an effort to establish a resi
dent population of Canada 
geese in the Midlands region of 
South Carolina, state wildlife 
biologists have brought 191 birds 
from Pennsylvania to Lake Mon-
ticello in Fairfield County. 

The lake was constructed by 
the South Carolina Electric & Gas 
Company as part of the Summer 
nuclear station and Fairfield 
pump storage complex. 

While most of the Pennsyl
vania birds are immature, 24 are 
adult; of those, five pairs are 
known to be mated. 

According to John Frampton, 
the district wildlife biologist in 
charge of the project, mostly 
goslings will be released during 
the three-year project, because 
the young birds "imprint" on the 
area where they learn to feed. 
Once imprinted, theoretically, 
they will return to the site where 
they learned to feed rather than 
migrate long distances as is their 
natural behavior. Birds that be
come established in an area 
should mate and nest there, 
forming a resident population of 
the prized game bird. 

Canada geese once migrated 
to South Carolina in large num
bers during the winter. Now 
fewer come this far. Landowners 

in the mid-Atlantic states have 
provided food for Canada 
geese, a practice proven very 
successful in "short stopping" 
the birds in that region. 

The geese at Lake Monticello 
are responding well to man
agement. Mortality, said 
Frampton, has been extremely 
low, much lower than antici
pated. 

The success of the project de
pends on public response, 
Frampton said, which has been 
good so far. Regulations and 
common sense dictate that ap
proach of any nesting structure 
within 200 feet is prohibited. 
Boaters might encounter flight
less birds on the lake and must 
avoid them, he said. To protect 
the birds, the goose season is 
closed in Beaufort, Colleton, 
McCormick, Newberry, Fair
field, Anderson and Oconee 
counties. 

A similar project has been 
underway for several years at 
Clark Hill Reservoir in McCor
mick County. Robert Gooding, 
wildlife biologist in charge, has 
said the results seem promising. 
The wildlife department's 
waterfowl management area at 
Bear Island in Colleton County is 
conducting a similar project. ̂  

Harrelson 
Named 
Commissioner 

James R "Preacher" Harrel
son, a Walterboro attorney, has 
been appointed to the South 
Carolina Wildlife and Marine 
Resources Commission by Gov
ernor Richard W. Riley. 

He replaces Harold E. Trask Sr. 
who resigned after serving three 
years of a six-year term in July. 

Harrelson served in the state 
legislature for 18 years as a 
senator and a House member. 

James P. Harrelson 

He will represent the first con
gressional district on the nine-
member policy-making board.» 
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BIRD ETHICS 
SUGGESTED 

A code of birding ethics is of
fered as guidelines by the Co
lumbia Audubon Society that 
parties of bird watchers may 
want to keep in mind when prac
ticing their hobby: 

—Be quiet. 
—After photographing a nest, 

leave the habitat as you found it. 
—To avoid driving birds from 

their territories, do not play tape 
recordings in heavily birded 
areas. 

—Do not whack trees to 
arouse cavity dwellers. 

—When on foot, stay on es
tablished pathways. When in 
cars, stay on roads. 

—Obtain permission before 
entering private lands. 

—VWIk in single file in fragile 
areas. 

—Use discretion in divulging 
information on nests and rare 
and endangered species. 

1979-1980 STATE WATERFOWL REGULATIONS 
Species Open Seasons 

(All dates inclusive) 
Daily Bag Limit Possession Limit 

Ducks Nov. 21-24 
(Except sea ducks and Dec. 5-Jan. 19 
mergansers) 

5 (not to include more 
than one redhead or 
canvasback, one black 
duck or one mottled duck 
and two wood ducks) 

10 (not to include more 
than one redhead or 
canvasback, two black 
ducks or two mottled 
ducks or one of each and 
four wood ducks) 

Bonus blue-winged or Jan. 11-Jan. 19 
green-winged teal 

2 blue-winged teal or 2 
green-winged teal or 1 
of each daily (in addition 
to any in duck limit) 

4 (in addition to any in 
duck limit) 

Bonus scaup Same as ducks 
(To be taken ONLY east of U.S. Hwy. 17 north of 
Charleston and east of the Seaboard Railroad bed south of Charleston) 

2 (in addition to any in 
duck limit) 

4 (in addition to any in 
duck limit) 

Mergansers Same as ducks 5 (not more than one 
hooded merganser) 

10 (not more than two 
hooded mergansers) 

Sea Ducks (Eider, old squaw and scoter) Oct. 5-Jan. 19 7 
(To be hunted ONLY in Atlantic Ocean waters 
separated from any shore, island or emergent vegetation by at least one mile of open water) 

14 

Coots Same as ducks 15 30 

Canada geese Same as ducks 1 2 

Blue and snow geese Same as ducks 4 8 

Shooting hours are 30 minutes before official sunrise time until sunset. The Canada goose season is closed in Beaufort, Colleton, McCormick, Newberry, 
Fairfield, Anderson and Oconee counties due to projects designed to establish resident populations. Non-toxic shot must be used in Georgetown, 
Charleston, Colleton and Beaufort counties. There is no open season on swans and Atlantic brandt. 

—Keep talking, disturbances 
and noise to a minimum. 

—Avoid excessive use of 
squeakers. 

—Take notes while in the field 
on markings, voice and habitat 
to validate identification; try to 
have sightings of rare species 
verified by a second person. ̂  

Giant Shrimp Caught 
One of the largest white 

shrimp ever seen on the South
eastern coast was landed near 
Rockville in the summer by a 
commercial shrimper. More 
than 10 inches long and weigh
ing almost a quarter pound, the 
giant shrimp was caught aboard 
Kenneth Bolin's "Sea Fari." 

Claude Hart, owner of Hart 
Shrimp Company, said he had 
never seen anything like it in his 
more than 30 years in the shrimp 
business. 

Although no official state rec
ords are kept on large shrimp, 
David Whitaker of the wildlife 
department's crustacean man
agement section, said that it may 
be the largest white shrimp ever 
caught in South Carolina. 

Several nationally recognized 
commercial shrimp experts a-
round the country agreed that 
Hart's shrimp was the largest 
white shrimp known. 

Dr. Isabel Perez-Farfante, an 
expert on shrimp at the National 
Museum of Natural History 
in Washington, D.C., said the 
shrimp is more than two inches 
longer than any white shrimp 

Claude Hart of Rockville, South 
Carolina, shows off the 10-inch 
shrimp caught this summer near 
his Hart Shrimp Company. 

on record at the museum. 
Whitaker determined the 

giant shrimp at seven count, 
heads off; that is, seven shrimp 
tails of that size would equal a 
pound. 

White shrimp seldom grow 
larger than 16 to 20 count, he 
said. Most of the shrimp now 
being caught in South Carolina 
are brown shrimp and currently 
average 40 to 50 count. 

LANDMARKS CITED 
The U.S. Interior Department 

has designated the Francis 
Beidler Forest and the Stevens 
Creek Natural Area national 
landmarks. 

The Francis Beidler Forest is a 
unique portion of the Four Hole 
Swamp System which runs 
through the South Carolina 
Coastal Plain region. Situated in 
Berkeley and Dorchester coun
ties, the forest is jointly owned 
by the National Audubon Soci
ety and the Nature Conser
vancy. A visitor information 
center and aVA mile boardwalk 
have been built within the 
swamp to promote public 
understanding of the Southern 

swamp ecosystem. 
Stevens Creek Natural Area, a 

139-acre site in McCormick 
County, contains a variety of 
flora normally found in moun
tain coves or more southern lo
cales. Donated to the state by 
the Continental Can Corpora
tion in 1976, the Stevens Creek 
area is administered by the Her
itage Trust program of the 
wildlife department. 

The two sites were among 
five designated and the first to 
receive such designation under 
the recently organized Heritage 
Conservation and Recreation 
Service of the Interior Depart
ment. .#**. 

Students Express 
Anti-hunting Opinions 

If the entries in the South 
Carolina Wildlife Federation 
essay/poetry contest are an indi
cation, the hunter and his role in 
conservation are not appre
ciated by the schoolchildren in 
South Carolina. 

The annual contest is spon
sored by the federation in con
junction with National Wildlife 
Week. "Conserve Our Wildlife," 
may have been conducive to 
"don't shoot" themes. 

At the top of the list was the 
role sport hunting has played in 
wildlife conservation. Given this 

direction, the sportsman still re
ceived a very low grade with nc 
mention of conservation efforts 
except for alleviating over
population problems. 

With the exception of one 
group of papers, which was 
analyzed separately, 83 percenl 
of the entries which mentioned 
hunting did so negatively. Of the 
293 entries, only four papers had 
positive comments about hunt
ing. 

The excepted group, frorr 
Marion Elementary School, hac 
looked into game management 
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laws and programs and had 
learned to differentiate between 
sport hunting and slob hunting. 
It was this group which ac
knowledged hunting as a popu
lation control factor. 

It could be disturbing to the 
South Carolina sportsman that 
his efforts in habitat develop
ment are unrecognized and that 
his funding of conservation 
programs is overlooked. 

The children gave a variety of 
reasons for their prejudices, 
often attributing human values 
to the wildlife, particularly in the 
younger grades, making com
ments like "How would you like 
it if someone shot you?" or "Kil
ling an animal is like killing a per
son." Aesthetics entered in: 
"Cod put the animals on this 
earth to make this earth beauti
ful, not to kill." 

Lack of respect for seasons or 
bag limits, greed, carelessness, 
lack of concern for the resource 
and similar unsportsmanlike 
qualities were mentioned. 

One recurring theme was that 
the hunter kills just for pleasure. 
This was a criticism which came 
from all grade levels. Some chil
dren indicated that hunting was 
justifiable "in emergency cases 
like if you're about to starve to 
death." 

The quote may be an extreme 
one for the sportsman, but con
sumption of game taken was 
certainly a factor in the children's 
toleration of hunting. Abuse, 
not use, of the resource was of
fensive, although they did not 
usually make the distinction. 

Entries to the contest came 
from schools across the state, 
rural and urban. 

Reasons for such negative atti
tudes can only be speculative. It 
may be that the children are no 
longer exposed to hunting and 
wildlife to the degree they once 
were. Walt Disney attitudes may 
have dictated this generation's 
morality for evaluating wildlife 
management. It could be that 
the true sportsman has failed to 
deal firmly with the slob hunter 
or to stress the sportsman's ethic 
within his own ranking. 

Perhaps it indicates failure of 
the sportsman to communicate 
wildlife management facts and 
values to children—the very 
group he needs as a friend if 
sport hunting is to continue.*^ 

BETTY SPENCE 

WE'VE Gar 
AGUDE 
FOR YOUR 
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 
-F56 state sales tax. 

$15.41 total [shipping included) 
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Binders to 
Protect Your 
SOUTH 
CAROLINA 
WILDLIFE 
magazines 
Binders are a great gift idea along 
with a gift subscription to SOUTH 
CAROLINA WILDLIFE. Ourcustom 
brown leather-like binders are so 
handsome, you'll be proud to give it 
to anyone. The binder holds one 
year of the magazine and has 
easy-to-insert metal rods to secure 
each issue in place. 
Only $6 including postage and 
handling. Please use the enclosed 
order form. 

South 
Caroli 

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

Please send me: copies of A CAROLINA PROFILE at $15.00 each. 

Please send me: binders at $6.00 each. 

Please send me: 

Please send me: 

. three-volume sets of Golden Field Guides for trees, birds and 
seashells at $15.41 per set. This includes taxes, handling and 
postage. 

. T-shirts at $6.95 each or two at $13.90. Three (special discount) 
at $17.95 and four or more at $6.00 each. 
Color: Navy Lt. Blue Orange 
Red Tan 

Please state 1st and 2nd color choice. 
Sizes: S M L XL 

Name 
Address 
City • State • Zip. 

• Payment Enclosed 
• Bill to Master Charge . 
• Bill to BACVISA 

For gift orders, please attach another sheet. 
Make checks payable to South Carolina Wildlife. 
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We Have WhatYxire Looking For., 
Great Christmas Gifts From 

South Carolina Wildlife 
A Special Gift for Everyone. . . 
SOUTH CAROLINA 
WILDLIFE magazine 

SOUTH CAROLINA WILDLIFE 
magazine is an impressive gift for 
everyone on your Christmas list — 
teachers, doctors, friends and relatives. 
It's a lasting gift that will renew your 
thoughtfulness and good wishes six 
times a year. It's a gift that has a personal 
touch — and one that the entire family 
will enjoy. It's easy and economical too 
— only $7.95 for a whole year. 

Just fill in the order form and mail it 
in the enclosed envelope along with 
your other orders. But do it now! 
Christmas is just a few weeks away. 

T-Shirts 
A Wild Idea for a 
Stocking Stuffer 

Our handsome high quality T-shirts 
are perfect for that "extra" gift at Christmas. 
T-shirts are heavy 100% domestic cotton 
and come in four attractive colors — 
navy, light blue, red and orange — all 
with white lettering — or tan with 
brown lettering. 

"Put Something Wild in Your Life" is 
the slogan on the front of each shirt and 
the SOUTH CAROLINA WILDLIFE 
magazine  logo is  on  the  back . . .  A 
perfect way to show your support for 
the outdoor activities of South Carolina. 

Order yours today! All orders received 
before November 15 will be guaranteed 
shipment before Christmas. T-shirts are 
$6.95 each. Please use the enclosed 
order form. Please state size S, M, L, XL 
and 1st and 2nd color choice. 

Binders to Protect your 
SOUTH CAROLINA 
WILDLIFE magazines 

Binders are a great gift idea along 
with a gift subscription to SOUTH 
CAROLINA WILDLIFE. Our custom 
brown leather-like binders are so 
handsome, you'll be proud to give it 
to anyone. 

The binder holds one year of the 
magazine with easy-to-insert metal rods 
to secure each issue in place. 

Only $6.00 including postage and 
handling. Please use the enclosed 
order form. 




