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Either we've 
produced a fantastic 
book or we've fooled 

a lot of people! 

Judge for yourself! SOUTH CAROLINA WILDLIFE 
magazine has been named the best of its kind in 
North America for the past five years. Subscribers 
have tripled during that time. Complimentary letters 
pour in each day. 
Yes, the magazine has achieved fame and continues 
to grow and improve. BUT what about 
the fantastic book? 
Well, A CAROLINA PROFILE is a collection of the 
best articles, photographs and paintings from 
SOUTH CAROLINA WILDLIFE magazine - 160 
high quality pages of unbeatable color and 
excitement. It's a priceless collection from the 
heritage, culture and natural beauty of South 
Carolina - presented in a beautiful hard-bound 8½" 
x 11" volume. 
Here we can give you only a small taste of what you 
can expect. For instance you will open the book and 
see "Mountain Greening" - the beauty of Upcountry 
Carolina spring with photographs by Eliot Porter; 
"The Bright Gifts of Autumn" - a portfolio of 
wildlife paintings by Larry Toschik. You'll see the 
splendor of "Mountain Cascades" - South Carolina 
waterfalls photographed by Art Carter. You'll visit 
South Carolina's sea islands with 
photographers Ted Borg and Art Carter 
in "A Priceless Place" and see 
the natural beauty 
of Capers Island or 
explore Daufuskie 
Island with artist 
Robert Mills. 
You see much, 
much more of the 
beauty that IS 
South Carolina. 
An exclusive offer 
- on! y $15 for this 
exciting book! 
Order your copy 
today and treasure 
the beau ty of our state 
for years to come. 
Use the enclosed order 
form and envelope to re
serve your copy today. 

Send order to: 
South Carolina Wildlife 

P. 0. Box 167 
Columbia, S.C. 29202 
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Across the Lowcountry swamps, the cougar 's eerie booming 
scream is said to have been rocketing through the naked cypress 
trees for three centuries. 
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In 1931 Harry Hampton began writing enthusiastically about sportsmanship and 
ecology and turned the public's concept of game and fish around. At 82, he is still 
active in his struggle for environmental awareness. 

pucl_is J>( the _Atlanti~ Flyway ...b',s:;eorge Reiger 
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Each fall they come from across the northern edge of the continent. Black duck, mallard, 
canvasback, teal and more-wings slice the air as with one mind, they move along the Eastern 
coastline. 
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Coastal camping on a wild island can be a bit different from the usual, but to many, the 
experience is worth it . 

Waterfowl ing: Coastal _ Style by Jan _won_grey 

At dawn, they gather in twos and threes, in bunches and long Vs, above open salt 
marshes-a heaven for waterfowlers who know where and how to hunt. 

The Season of Trial by Don Belt 

Life ends for many in the firm clutch of winter-but its survivors grow even 
stronger. 

My Gu,p_ is Gone by Mike Creel 

If past trends hold true, over $1.5 million in firearms will be stolen 
this year in South Carolina. Some precautionary measures might 
keep your favorite rifle from becoming a statistic. 
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57 Why I Envy Wild Things by Archibal_d Rutledge 

South Carolina's first poet laureate points out through a selection of 
observations that man would do well to copy some of the virtues found in wildlife. 
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Only 
TheGood 

Things 
There's a special flaw of memory 
in each of us. We never forget the 
things that made us smile or laugh, 
the things that brought a warmth 
to the heart. Call it optimism, hope 
or whatever you wish. The bad 
moments fade with age while the 
good are brought back again and 
again to sparkle in the mind. 

~ \ / ~.,., 

Remembering the good is a subtle 
trick performed by the human mind. 
O ur most ,pessimistic fellows w ill 
despise their memory w hen trying to 
work up a case for doom and despair. If 
they think long enough, the good or 
amusing moments will slip in to spo il 
things by hedging their bets on gloom 
w ith hope. 

This t rait is parti cularly visible now. 
Ho lidays are ending. Everyone is 
returning to jobs or to school. But 
there's a pause. 

The new year begins w ith this pause 
fo r refl ection on die past and 
resolutions for the future. A time for 
hope. We look back. Some learn ; 
others never seem to. Time softens the 
difficult moments of the past. We 
forget the bad or at least minimize it by 
drawing forth its more humorous 
aspects. 

Remember? You postponed most of 
the shopping until the papers and 
radio reminded "O nly one more day 
'ti l Christmas." Yet, even the recent 
rush of last-minute shopping dims with 
the memo ry of someone special 
opening that gi ft on Christmas morn . 
Agonies of post-ho liday dieting are 
associated w ith the odd growling 
sounds an empty stomach makes at a 
most inappropriate time and thoughts 
of w hat should be done to people like 
the brother-in-law who never. r· '.;/. 
seems to gain even though . 
he eats half the turkey · 
single handedly. But , ' 
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illustration by Joseph Byrne 

of Christmas feasts are remembered far 
more vividly than the days of crash 
d ieting req uired to lose those pounds. 

It never fails. We remember the 
good . Avocation, occupation, race, 
religion, sex or age can't prevent the 
good times from dominating the 
memory. 

Lovers remember the electric 
feelings that came with fi nding each 
other. They forget the spats in favor of 
the making up. The touches that say, " I 
love you." 

Parents forget the detai ls of their 
children's wrongs in favor of the 
smiling faces and upstretched arms 
that greet them after a day or night 
away from home. "Daddy's here!" 
"M ama's back !" 

Child ren remember mastering a new 
_bicycle and the proud looks and words 
of their parents. They forget the pain of 
elbows and knees skinned in the 
learning. 

Despite the situations to w hich fate 
and friends may have led us, the good 
days return . In the instant replays of 
the mind, good always pushes as ide 
the bad . It keeps us going. Keeps us 
looking for more. 

Go ahead. Try it yourself if you don't 
believe. Dredge up one of your bad 
times complete with the fo lks and 
things invo lved . Perhaps if you really 
wo rk hard at it you can finagle yourself 
into a fair representat ion of the gross 
blue funks. But those memories of the 
positive side w ill fi ght you all the way. 
Why wo rk at trying to remember 

something to mope about? Let the 
good times take you. 

Remember last year 's ice storm ? It 
brought hardship to a lot of folks 

and drudgery to power crew s. But , fo r 
most of us, it w ill be remembered in 
the thoughtfulness of relatives, friends 

and neighbors-the shrills and whoops 
of kids on cardboard , trashcan tops or 
an occasional waterski sliding down 
glazed slopes-the feeling of 
togetherness w hich comes from family 
talks around the fireplace after a 
pioneer supper. 

Few, if any, would wish for a return 
to the powerless days and nights of 
that storm . But that time held moments 
cherished still by each of us. 

For some, special memories might 
incl ude the smell and feel of that first 
car-a special dress or corsage for that 
first school dance-the pride that 

came with a simple task like raking 
leaves-when your dad first called you 
a man. We forget the scratches on the 
car 's pai nt job and the ping to its 
engine-the pimple that we were sure 
everyone at the dance would 
notice-the fact that Dad raked ten 
piles of leaves to our one. 

For me, the special times incl ude 
fetching squirrels that my father shot in 
the oak woods-licking the beaters 
clean of my mother's cake batter-the 
sight of black ducks lowering their 
orange legs to skid onto a full marsh 
tide and one unknown Maryland 
goose that managed to fly away totally 
unharmed from a fusillade of shots 
fired w hile he d id his damnedest to 
light in front of the blind. 

Add to these the sight of autumn 
leaves streaked by afternoon sun-the 
contented sigh of my dog as leep in the 
back seat after a long day afield-the 
fresh cri spness of a morning spent 
fi shing w ith a friend amid a 
spring-green cypress swamp,-my 
boy's first sticky bout w ith cotton 
candy-the warm softness in my w ife 's 
eyes w hen I remember to bring her a 
glass of iced tea during an after-supper 
icebox raid . These are some of my 
fondest remembrances. Things that 
keep the bad times in a proper 
perspective . 

Even the "chicken w ith its head 
chopped off" atti tudes we often 
assume w hen struggling against a 
late-night deadline to get the magazine 
to the printers aren't so bad w hen 
weighed against the ti red but 
triumphant "Goodnight-See you 
tomorrows" as the staff stumbles 
homeward . 

I've never met anyone w ho enjoyed 
wait ing in crowds. But the richness of 
the concert 's melodies lives beyond 
the memories of standing in line. So 
we are each blessed with the same 
wonderful affliction of memory. Leave 
the weighing of life to the historians. 
For all of us, may the new year leave 
only the good things for remembering. 

John Davis 

Biosphere 
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Return Of A Legend 

by Scott Derks 
Across the Lowcountry swamps, the eerie booming 
scream is said to have been rocketing through the 

naked cypress trees for three centuries. It's a 
primeval voice imbedded into the Southern psyche 
so deeply that we all secretly, subconsciously know 
more about the cougar than we've ever read, more 

than we've ever heard. 

Shy and elusive, the graceful Eastern cougar has warily avoided man and 
may actually exist only in folk tales or in the recesses of our brains, where 
we wish against hope for a glimpse of the nation's most effective hunter: 
Its yellow eyes watching. Its long tail turned back at the end. Its white 
underbelly that lightly scrapes the ground-while the back slumps soft
in that final moment betore the strike. 

It's the stuff myths are made of. We grew up fearful of the very tales we 
begged to hear. And if by chance the neighborhood dogs drew together 
and went yelping across the field, shedding civilization with every bound, 
we wished to go, dreaming there was a cougar to catch. And in the late 
evening when the dogs returned defeated and tired, throwing hoarse 
insults over their shoulders, we were glad. But we weren't sure why. 

5 



For the past 20 years, with some regularity, the more sensational out
door w riters have fed our cougar curiosity, banging out adventure tales 
called "Fang against Knife" or "Crazy Cougar " that mixed fact and fiction 
rather liberally. But always the point was made, the cougar is a killer to be 
feared, ignoring the fact that it took several men and a well-trained team of 
dogs to find the elusive varmint. We've also read with interest as popular 
journals regularly rediscovered the Eastern cougar on its last prowl, 
though the beast has been considered extinct since the turn of the 
century. 

Eighty years after it was written off in this state and throughout the 
South, the evidence is mounting that the cougar is back-if indeed it ever 
went away. 

In Upper Greenville County, a man working for Champion Timberlands 
was driving down the road : "We followed the mountain lion as it ran in 
front of us on the road . While following it at about 20 m.p.h., I observed 
it was definitely black and approximately two and a half feet high at the , 
shoulders. It was also long, slender and gaunt." 

From the Carolina Sand hills National Wildlife Refuge came this report in 
1976: "A large doe had been knocked down in a plowed field and dragged 
in a straight line for 45 yards into the edge of the woods. We found the deer 
carcass lying next to a log buried with leaves. The kill was approximately 
one day old . The deer's neck was cleanly broken. Claw marks and two 
puncture wounds were visible on the head and neck. Claw marks were 
present on the log. Large tracks approximately three inches in diameter 
were found at the site. The tracks appeared to be those of a large cat." 

Or drop back to 1953, when Charleston newspaperman Jack Leland 
looked from the upper window of his house three miles from Mount 
Pleasant and saw a cougar on his lawn . "The creature was standing parallel 
to our line of vision in clear moonlight. Its long tail was visible, as was the Mr,-; 

short head. It appeared to be about four and one half or five feet ....... } ~ 
long, not counting the tail , which wou ld add two feet to the 
length. Its color was nearly that of a sable collie-that is 
nearly tawny. " 

Known variously as panther, painter, mountain 
lion, catamount (cat of the mountain) , puma 
and even katalgar (by the Creek Indians), 
the cougar once ruled every part 
of the country before the 
white man arrived . It was 
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Survival of the cougar infant depends largely 
on its mother. The male leaves after mating or, 
if he does return, it may be to eat the new
borns. The mother has to hunt diligently to 
maintain her milk,and,later, meat supply. Two 
or three infants make up the average litter, 
which can be borne at any time of the year. At 
birth, they are about a foot long and weigh 
one pound. T~eir pale fawn coats have brown
ish black spots and their tails have rings, but 
these markings disappear within two months. 
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truly the universal American animal , living in swamps and hills and moun
tain ranges. But by the late 1800s , it was virtually gone from the eastern half 
of the United States, driven out by the settlers as they tamed its land . 

In the early 1700s commercial pelt hunters began to take a high toll on 
deer and other fur-bearers upon which the big cat preyed (from 1700 to 
1715, 882,982 deer skins were shipped through the port of Charleston 
alone). About the same time hunters were complain ing that elk and bison 
had disappeared, the cougar vanished too. By the 1920s the range of the 
cougar was restricted mainly to a few rough mountain states of the west 
and a few Florida swamps. That distribution hasn't changed much in the 
past 60 years, but public attitude toward the cougar has. 

Today, bolstered by the Endangered Species Act-the Eastern cougar is 
a charter member of the endangered list-the big cat is finding renewed 
interest and respect throughout the South. 

Signs are being posted asking for "Panther Reports" in North Carolina, a 
state that scoffed at sightings until recent years. In Florida, where less than 
50 of the cats survive, enough evidence is building that cougars live in the 
Big Cypress Swamp, just north of the Everglades, that cougar pro
tectionists are threatening to close the oil-drilling work of Exxon. 

In every Southeastern state, reports of cougars are being gathered by 
the Eastern Cougar Survey Team based in Clemson, S. C. , and headed by 
Robert Downing, a wildlife research biologist. Downing readily admits 
that about 80 percent of all reports are little more than big ddgs, frightened 
bobcats or things that go bump in the night, but he says he is so eager to 
uncover evidence, to find clues , that he will check out any reasonable 
report. 

Scientifically known as Fel is concolor, "cat of all the same color," the 
cougar's short fur varies from light brown to gray to soft reddish-brown or 
tawny-depending upon the seasons, the species and age. In all , the big 
cat's family tree includes 15 species throughout North America, but most 
are essentially the same animal. In many cases a detailed examination, 
including a skull X-ray, is necessary to distinguish one species from 
another. 

The Eastern cougar 's traditional range extended through most of South 
Carolina, North Carolina through the Appalachian Mountains, and north 
into New York and Canada. The Florida panther's range once extended 
into Georgia, parts of South Carolina, Alabama and Mississippi, so it is 
possible the smaller, darker Florida panther is really the animal now 
making its "comeback" in Sout_h Carol ina. It's also possible that western 
cougars-the type we see snarling at us on television ads-have been 
released by disgruntled animal lovers who learned too late the problems 
of keeping a wild animal as a pet, especially one as large as a cougar. 

(\ (\ ll/VvZ-1- So little is known about the Eastern cougar, in fact, some 
riY,.Y-1-___L!-J..rb, ,ll.J.VHtM',/J , , experts are not sure they would be able to 

~ '~:1 ... ~ distinguish an Eastern cougar from a Florida 
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Recognizing the Cougar Track 

Cougar 

Front Rear 

Front Rear 

When you find a suspected cougar track, look for 
these characteristics: 

-It will be about 3 to 3½ inches wide. The marks 
of the front paws will be slightly larger than those 
made by the rear paw. 

- The heel pad will show three lobes and two 
distinct indentions on the rear margin of the track. 

-The toes will tend to be tear-drop shaped and 
claw marks will not show. Unlike the dog or bear, 
the cougar's tracks rarely show claws. Under usual 
circumstances, cats keep their claws retracted. 
Also, whereas the toes of a dog are all the same 
size, the cougar has a "little toe:' 

-Tracks will frequently be distorted by the 
cougar 's habit of placing his hind foot in the front 
track, ,particularly when stalking game. 
-A series of cougar tracks will tend to weave 

back and forth incessantly to make the best of cover. 
-During snow tracking, look for signs on logs or 

wooden railings, places cougars can stalk more si
lently. 

-When measuring tracks in snow, remember 
that the area where the animal stepped is com
pacted and will melt more rapidly-distorting the 
shape. In addition, if the track is old enough for 
freezing and melting to have taken place, even the 
track of a small animal can become very large. 
-If you spot what you suspect is a cougar, a 

cougar track or cougar scat, observe as much as 
possible. Protect the area to preserve the evidence 
and write: Non-Game Section, P.O. Box 167, Dutch 
Plaza, Building D, Columbia, S.C., 29202. 
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panther. There is a chance that interbreeding has taken place or that one of 
the species doesn't exist at all. 

"We have nothing you can hold in your hand," Downing said. "Some 
people say that I'm chasing a ghost," but for the next four years Downing 
will spend his winters in the snow looking for tracks-some were found 
along the Blue Ridge Parkway last year-and studying reports of scat 
(droppings) or sightings. Despite his efforts, he never expects to see the 
object of his quest. 

"A man who does see a cougar is lucky and it's a once-in-a-lifetime thing. 
All you will get is two or three seconds." Reports are increasing throughout 
the South, especially in areas heavily popul9ted with deer, a favorite food 
of the mighty cougar. 

Most experts believe the healthy deer populations of the past 30 years 
have breathed new life into the cougar, an animal so silent, so secretive 
and swift afoot that it seems literally able to dissolve into its environment. 
A solitary animal, the cougar does not share its food and hunts mostly at 
night. Lacking stamina to run long distances on a chase, the cat's method 
of attack is normally from ambush, stalking its prey to within 20 to 75 feet 
before pouncing with great velocity. 

Using evidence largely gathered in the western states, cougar re
searchers have learned that with one clawed paw grasping the prey's 
muzzle, the cougar snaps the neck at the first or second vertebra so that 
often the animal is dead almost on contact. If the victim lingers or is able to 
run, the cougar will hold onto the neck until the prey suffocates. And 
unlike dogs, the cougar will go through the rib cage first, eating the heart, 
liver and lungs. (Dogs, after pulling a deer down, will most often attack the 
rear and buttocks). The cougar will consume a large portion of the kill, 
including a lot of bones, so often its scat will include large pieces of bone. 

When the cougar is finished eating, it will hide the remainder carefully, 
first by dragging the carcass into heavy cover, before trying to conceal it 
entirely with dirt and sticks. The bobcat also covers its kills, but the cougar 
makes a greater effort to hide its leftovers completely. 

A female is ready to breed at about two years, and litters may be 
produced at all times of the year, though spring and summer are more 

• pronounced. Litters are composed of two to six kittens, born blind and 
largely helpless. It is the female's role to train her young to hunt, a task that 
often lasts until the young outweigh their mother. A female CO!Jgar weighs 
about 100 pounds, but a male may tip the scales at more than 200, though 
the average is about 150. 

In addition to deer, the cougar devours wild pigs, raccoon, squirrels and 
even grass at times. Stories which claim cougars will kill for the sake of 
killing or will drag their catch into a tree are false. But make no mistake 
about it, the cougar-though half the size of the African lion- is lean and 
lithe, endowed with tough skin , sharp claws and 1 ½-inch teeth. It is a rare 
killer of man, but the incidents are so infrequent, so widely separated as to 
be flukes, simply sad accidents of nature. 

Cougars are highly territorial , announcing their presence to others with 
scrapes of leaves, dirt, fir or pine needles. They will also urinate or leave 
other signs to mark their property and have been known to scar trees as a 
boundary marker warning. Two cats seldom fight, except when males spar 
for a female. For years cougars were thought to require a considerable 
amount of acreage well away from man because they are capable of 
travelling long distances in a single day. But studies now indicate cougars 
can live in close proximity to man without his knowing-at the entrance to 
a public park or on the far side of a fishing pond. 

If it has survived, will it still be able to compete with the death-dealing 
ways of growth, including highways slicing through its territory and sub
divisions in its favorite hunting grounds? Will all the new attention be 
harmful or encouraging to its population? Clearly, its fate is still uncertain .. -, 

Scott Derks is a freelance writer from Columbia whose work has appeared 
in local and regional publications including South magazine and The 
Atlanta Constitution. 



this old house 
by Joel M. Vance 

They dot the landscape, echoes of 
another time. Some are restored, 
most are forsaken to decay. A few 
live again as a fishing shack, a 
hunting club and a general 
flophouse for those weary for a 
gentler slower age. 

Entrenched on the rolling hilltop with 
the tenacity of the very well-built, the 
farmhouse has overlooked the river 
bottoms for a century. It must be nice to 
have the patience of an old farmhouse, 
one which has endured the rasp of 
winter and the oppression of summer 
decade after decade without cracking 
under the strain. 

The seasons perform their ageless 
recessional with no apparent effect on 
the old house. It is one of those stolid 
houses, laden with the echoes of a 
gentler, slower age. There's a wrap
around porch, white clapboarding 
and green trim. You think of homemade 
ice cream, eaten on a hot summer day, 
while a cooling breeze moans through 
the massive, scarred maples of the 
front yard. 

Nature flings her often fierce temper 
tantrums at the old house and it 
endures them all. There is a deep well 
and also a cistern . Out back is a huge 
red barn that takes a summer to paint. 
Twenty long steps (or five running 
bounds on a cold morning) from the 
back door is an outhouse, wasp-ridden 
in summer, agonizingly cold in winter. 
Inside, a coal-oil stove jousts constantly 
with icy drafts that infiltrate the thin 
defenses put up by insufficiently 
insulated walls . A huge tarnished 
teakettle atop the stove provides 
moisture to keep the house from falling 
apart during dry winters . The floors, 
bent with the weight of years , run 
downhill from the walls to the center of 
the room, so that if you spill a drink, it 
winds up in a puddle under the dim 
ceiling light. 

It is here that the shifting seasons 
have provided small adventures for me 

photography by Art Carter 
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and some other guys who like to hunt 
and fish and try to rekindle dwindling 
youth. 

There are no dominant memories. I 
never won $100,000 shooting eight-ball 
against Minnesota Fats. Raquel Welch 
never asked me to bring her out to see 
the exciting Buford Plow and 
Implement Co. calendar for 1953 which 
hangs askew on the upstairs bedroom 
wall. 

But the old house has served and 
served well as a fishing headquarters , 
hunting shack, duck club and 
flophouse . 

Mallards funnel down the river across 
the road, looking for the lowland 
backwaters their heritage says should 
be there. But the river, now a long 
narrow monument to the frightfully 
efficient skills of those dedicated to 
jerking the interesting kinks out of 
waterways, is channelized to an 
inch-deep ditch. The mallards still come 
each fall to the few remaining oxbows. 
They feed in the cornfields and can be 
had by a patient stalker or by one 
willing to pitch a few decoys out and 
lurk ankle-deep in the squishy muck of 
the bankside willows. 

Mostly it's quail that pulls us to the 
old house. Some years the little 
feathered rockets are plentiful and 
coveys burst from every piddling 
fencerow. Other years, after a harsh 
winter, the pickings are slim. Hard-core 
cover isn't what it once was. The cow is 
king and he chews close to the dirt. 
Quail cover takes up cow space and 
rank growth is not encouraged in 
today's clean farming era. So the quail 
withdraw to the willow breaks along 
the backwaters and hope for better 
days. Down there in the briar hells and 
willow thickets, they are as tough to hit 
as the pitch Gaylord Perry says is not a 
spitball. 

I remember slogging back to the old 
house one icy November twilight after 
chasing both quail and ducks over the 
lumpy, frozen bottoms. I had two quail, 
no mallards and legs that felt like they 
had been slammed in a car door. My 
hands, feet and what few brains I have 
were numb with cold and fatigue. But 
the house was there, yellow-lit 
windows warm in the icy night. There 
was a stack of hunting coats dumped by 
the creaking door. Someone was frying 
home-processed side meat. The house 
was warm and Lawrence Welk bubbled 
dimly on an antique television set. One 

of the setters rose stiffly from a burlap 
sack and wagged a tired tail. I was too 
tired to wag back. 

Soaking in welcome heat, I shucked 
off my coat and slumped on the sagging 
couch . Two of the guys were dressing 
quail on the back porch, amid eddying 
feathers. The Lennon Sisters 
harmonized amid a blizzard of 
electronic interference. 

We ate the side meat voraciously. 
Everyone else went to bed, but I stayed 
up to watch the late movie. It was a 
spook flick of 1942 vintage: "Curse of 
the Undead" or some such. Evil things 
prowled fog-shrouded moors and the 
little boy in me responded with spinal 
ripples of delicious fear. 

Finally I turned off the set and went 
out to the car for my sleeping bag. So 
help me, a dense ground fog eddied 
across the big field in front of the old 

house. A werewolf moon rode through 
the cold, dead sky. Suddenly, a pale 
white shape loomed just on the other 
side of the fence and my heart caromed 
around my rib cage in terror. The shape 
hovered there, eerie, ghostly, alien. 

I was petrified. Damn it! I knew there 
were no ghosts! Or ... were there .. . 

And then the shroud-hung figure 
turned sideways, revealing the familiar 
shape of a horse , a lonesome horse in a 
big pasture who just wanted a friend in 
the night. Maybe he was afraid of 
ghosts, too. 

Spring came to the hills and the 
maples responded with reddening, 
swelling leaf buds. The old house 
became headquarters for a turkey hunt. 
I wandered cautiously through the 
redbud-tinged woods, hunger gnawing 
at me. As usual, I'd forgotten to take a 
snack and kept thinking about 
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home-cured bacon and farm-fresh eggs. 
Davy Crockett certainly didn't make his 
woodsman reputation thinking about 
his belly all the time. 

That afternoon was warm and soft, 
promising summer. We lay on the grass 
atop an old root cellar, watching the 
clouds sail past. I thought about the big 
trees of the turkey woods. It is a quality 
forest . Quality is at the heart of all our 
talk about "saving the ecology" or 
"saving the environment." We can't 
save either one-only change their 
quality. Big and little bluestem grass 
grows in the faint old wagon trails 
through shaded glens . It's quiet back in 
the heart of the woods, save for the 
romping of busy little gray squirrels. It 
always seems to come to a 
choice-beefsteak or bluestem, 
groundhogs or ground beef. 

I rose from the slope of the root cellar 
and walked to the front of the old 
farmhouse. I stood between two big 
maples. The white horse was not in the 
pasture. I looked down the slope and 
checked for the sight of a wheeling flock 
of ducks, but there weren't any. 

If the old house were to disappear 
and someone else were to come along 
and think, "My, this is a fine place for a 
house," would it be the same when 
they'd built it as it is now? No, it 
wouldn' t. They'd build a rancher with a 
picture window and indoor plumbing. 
The gnarled maples would have to go so 
the machines could dig the basement. 
You'd have to take off your muddy 
boots at the back door and they 
wouldn't let you gut quail on the back 
porch. If you knocked over a can of beer, 
it would soak into the shag carpet 
instead of running to the middle of the 
room. There wouldn't be any coal-oil 
stove on which to dry your socks and 
the television set would feature 
"Laverne and Shirley" in color instead 
of Lawrence Welk in faded gray. I'd have 
to sleep in a comfortable bed instead of 
on the narrow, lumpy couch by the 
stove. 

The house probably wouldn' t even 
creak and grumble like an arthritic old 
dog in the painful clasp of a biting 
winter wind. _,,,,,., 

Joel M. Vance is an information specialist 
and staff writer for the Missouri 
Conservationist who also finds time to 
freelance for local and national 
publications when not goofing off on one of 
his ill-fated trips afield. 
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HeSpeaks 
· forthe 

Wilderness 
by Nancy Coleman 

In 1931, Harry Hampton 
began his bid to preserve 
South Carolina's wild cre
atures and places. Because he 
wrote so enthusiastically 
about sportsmanship and 
ecology - because he ar
gued, cussed and hollered 
about the need to protect and 
maintain our wilderness, the 
public's concept of game and 
fish was turned around. At 
82, Hampton is still active in 
the struggle for environmen
tal awareness. 

Crouched beside his pond and 
squawking goose calls to the dense 
woods on the outskirts of Columbia, 
Harry Hampton at 82 seems very much a 
member of the wildlife family around 
him. 

His head is bald, his eyebrows dark 
and his beard unshaven like his front 
yard, which is actually a continuation of 
the woods behind his house. Hampton 
is big game-six feet, four inches, 182 
pounds-but blends so well with the 
pond and woods that he might be hard 
to find . 

Despite a lifetime of protest, Hampton 
sees encroachments on his habitat every 
day. His generation of conservationists, 
who maintained the wildernesses we 
see today, are increasingly rare animals. 
It is to be hoped that they aren' t an en
dangered breed. 

Those who appeciate the natural re
sources of this state can be grateful to 
Hampton for leadership of a movement 



that resulted in the creation of the 
Wtldlife and Marine Resources Depart
ment and the organization of the South 
Carolina Game and Fish Association, 
forerunner of the South Carolina 
Wtldlife Federation. Largely as a result of 
his writing and speaking all across the 
state, enough people have become con
cerned over issues like the Congaree 
Swamp and the Richard B. Russell Dam 
to throw stumbling blocks in the way of 
buzz saws and bulldozers. 

During a recent visit in his "Wood
lands" home, I asked Hampton what 
made him feel so personally responsible 
for the wild animals and plants of this 
state. 

He leaned back on a Victorian sofa that 
faces his porch so his setter can look in 
and see him. "Just bullheadedness, I 
guess, is at the bottom of it." 

That bullheadedness, along with his 
love of nature and his willingness to 
fight for a cause, may be inherited traits . 
Hampton's great-grandfather was 
William Elliott, the early South Caroli
nian outdoor writer. His great uncle was 
Wade Hampton II, governor, Civil War 
general and U.S. Senator. His uncles 
were Ambrose E. and N . G. Gonzales, 
founders of "The State" newspaper, and 
William E. Gonzales, ambassador to 
Cuba and Peru, and once the best rifle 
shot in the state. 

Hampton showed me the portraits of 
these men in his home before we sat 
down for an afternoon of remembering. I 
sat in his parlor while he built a fire , 
mixed jiffy juleps, read his poetry and 
tried to remember the inscription on the 
Statue of Liberty and all four verses of 
the Carolina Alma Mater. I dropped my 
interview questions after the first 10 
minutes . When Hampton quotes some
one, he impersonates him; when he 
mentions an animal, he mimics its cry, 
quack or gobble. He joked, he sang , he 
wept, he hesitated, he became furious , 
spilled his guts and then reasoned with 
himself aloud. He is both proud and 
self-effacing. As a child, he was a 
crybaby and a hell-raiser. He gives 
everyone and everything a nickname. 
He hates red tape and writing to 
senators, but he's been known to bother 
with both. When I decided to leave, he 
put on his camouflage hat, walked me to 
the car, opened my door and checked the 
tires. 

******* ** *** 
In 1931, 10 years after he had begun his 

career as a newspaperman, and three 
years after the hunting license law was 

established, Hampton began a bid to 
sportsmen through his "Woods and 
Waters" column of The State newspaper. 
"Whether or not they know it, or admit 
it," he wrote, "the preservation of our 
wildlife is of importance to every man, 
woman and child in this state, and this 
movement deserves the whole-hearted 
support of every right-thinking individ
ual within our borders, whether hunter, 
fisherman or not." 

A prod in the form of a visit from the 
late Alexander C. (Zan) Heyward gave 
Hampton the confidence he needed to 
take charge through the print medium. It 
was in 1931, that Heyward found the 
outdoor writer, relegated at that young 
age to a third floor supply room of "The 
State" building, then on Columbia's 
Main Street. Hampton pushed a few 
more boxes back into the shadows so 
Zan could sit down. 

Zan looked at him and charged, 
"Harry, through your column you have a 
wonderful opportunity to start a 
sportsman's organization that will do 
something for the game and fish situa
tion. And, God knows, if somebody 
doesn't dci something soon, there won' t 
be anything left to save ." 

Hampton remembers this day. He was 
hesitant . "I said I had been thinking 
about that, but didn't think I was ready 
for the job-and all the other prelimi
nary back-downs . But being a male Ado 
Annie, I always could be persuaded to 
do anything, or from doing anything. 
So, despite kicking and squawking and 
digging the heels in, I finally knuckled 
under and agreed to give it a try." 

Hampton typed out a series of articles 

shoots. He advocated the issue of fishing 
licenses, restocking programs and a limit 
on fishing seasons during spawning. 

Heyward and Hampton hit the road, 
organizing chapters all over the state . 
Hampton wrote national wildlife organ
izations and other state game commis
sions for advice. 

In February 1932, a legislative commit
tee appointed to draft game and fish laws 
proposed seven bills dealing with spe
cific game problems instead. None dealt 
with quail, duck or geese, so Hampton 
called on sportsmen to limit voluntarily 
their partridge bag to 50 per season; 
ducks to 15 per season and geese to five 
per season. He asked them to pledge not 
to own or shoot a repeating or automatic 
shotgun; if they had one, he wanted 
them to trade for a double barrel. "God 
and the legislature help those who help 
themselves," he wrote, still hoping to 
unite them behind a bill setting up a 
game commission. 

This hope went unfulfilled through 
the thirties. Opponents said there were 
too many commissions already. And 
there were charges of political favors . 
Because the chief game warden was 
selected by the general assembly and the 

Hampton spent 26 years building the duck 
pond where today he spends hours observ
ing waterfowl. He has also found time to 
write two books-the autobiographical 
"Woods and Waters and Some Asides" and 
a book of poetry, "Random Rhymes" -
both published by The State Printing Co. 
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for his "Woods and Waters" column. Zan 
wrote a letter to the editor, asking the 
counties to form a local chapter of what . 
became the Game and Fish Association i'i 

and suggesting that Hampton serve as 
state secretary. Its main purpose was to 
draft a bill for a state game commission. 

On June 17, 1931, Hampton wrote: 
"What is needed just at present is a nu
cleus of a few men in each county who 
are realiy behind game restoration and 
willing to make a little effort to bring 
about the needed reforms ... . the main 
object right now is to acquire the 
strength of union to bring the necessary 
pressure to bear on the lawmakers of 
South Carolina. . . . " 

At a time when game laws and man
agement were still primitive, he urged "' 
that fees from hunting licenses and shell ~ 
taxes go to the game department and that ~ 
paid wardens check game bags and ~ 
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Hamfton's column occasionally carried 
proo that he really had "been there" such 
as this photograph of a 101/2-pound 
rockfish he caught in a freshwater pond. 

A lifetime member of the 
South ·carolina Wildlife 
Federation board of di
rec tors, Hampton is 
shown here (middle pho
tograph, seated, third 
from left) with the 1965 
board. His fight to save the 
Congaree cypresses (right) 
began in the 1950s. 
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county wardens by their legislative dele
gations, they were seen as political 
animals. 

"Bad blood developed between our 
association and the legislators," 
Hampton recalls, "so some of our mem
bers used the impending war as an ex
cuse to disband." 

The association was revived in 1947 as 
the South Carolina Wildlife Federation. 
The Federation's draft of a game com
mission bill was killed in the Senate that 
year. Through 1948 and 1949, Hampton 
kept pushing for the commission. · 

The emotion of the times is apparent 
in excerpts from the letters that went to 
and from Hampton's desk at The State. 

Hampton to Jimmie Blanding of Sum
ter, secretary of the Federation, Septem
ber 8, 1949: "These so-called sportsmen 
of South Carolina obviously have lead 
up their butts till it's choking the bastards 
to death. If they had any pride, anything 
but the wish to keep on hogging game in 
the same old way without running risk 
of interference they'd get up and do one 
little something." 

Hampton to Alderman Duncan of thE 
Associated Press, writing to ask that thE 
A. P. show more respect for the Federa· 

tion in its stories, January 19, 1950: "The 
Federation does not set up to be any 
Sacred Cow. At the same time we are up 
against a helluva job with far too little 
support from the very people who 
should be supporting it, and subtle in
nuendoes are not at all appreciated, nor 
deserved." 

Hampton to L. H . (Dutch) Knight of 
Greenville, April 3, 1950: "They (the 
members) can fish five times a week but 
'haven't got time to possibly do any
thing' about conservation. They give me 
a pain." And of a meeting in Barnwell, 
where he had spoken in favor of a com
mission: "Edgar had the place packed 
with hecklers." 

Sen. Shepherd K. Nash of Sumter, 
then president of the Federation, to 
Hampton . . . as Shep is about to go 
fishing, September 23, 1950: " .. . but 
before leaving and while the spirit 
moved, wanted you to know that I think 
the people of South Carolina owe you a 
great debt for all you have done and are 
doing for wildlife conservation. The 
Carolina Sportsman is your effort, and it is 
the result of your writings." 

A monthly magazine, The Carolina 
Sportsman, published by B. P. Davies Jr. 
of Barnwell, was written almost exclu
sively by Hampton. For the first three 
years of the fifties, Hampton served as 
president of the Federation and the 
magazine lasted almost that long. To 
his disgust, the magazine was discon
tinued because it didn't make money. 

This was a disappointment, but his 
number one goal was accomplished as 
president. James F. Byrnes, then gov
ernor, inserted Plan 8 into a bill like the 
Federation's commission bill and it 
passed. Thus, the Wildlife Resources 
Department was created March 1, 1952. 

Before Hampton saw the commission 
issue settled with Byrnes' Plan 8, he had 
begun to fight another battle. On Janu
ary 8, 1957, he wrote the attorney for the 
Santee River Cypress Lumber Company, 
a company owned by the Beidler family 
of Chicago. He asked that the company 
not log its Congaree Swamp area, but 
hold it for a preserve instead and con
sider turning it over to the state. 

The Congaree Swamp was a second 
home for him and a close group of men 
which leased the land and called their 
organization the United States Game 
Club. Following a hunting or fishing ex
pedition, the clubhouse there was the 
site of many "razoos" (stag parties) or 
" razettes" (mixed parties, which 
Hampton preferred) . They fried fish, or 



sauteed canned salmon on an unlucky 
day, and sat around the fire and sang, a 
pastime Hampton still enjoys. His 
daughter's birthday was traditionally 
celebrated out in the clubhouse. 

Hampton's move toward preservation 
began after he took many distinguished 
environmentalists into the swamp. He 
wrote the Beidlers, asking that the Con
garee be donated as a memorial to their 
family and used for a tax break. Then he 
wrote the Beidler's manager, who an
swered him that since the family had 
already been forced to give up their 
Santee-Cooper land to the Public Service 
Authority, they couldn't consider donat
ing the Congaree Swamp. 

Hampton stayed with a National Park 
Service team of biologists for one week 
in the United States clubhouse and took 
them to see the virgin cypresses and the 
world record loblolly pines. The team 
recommended the area be preserved but 
the park service couldn't afford to buy it. 

To suggest that your old -hunting 
grounds be sold to the government with 
5,000 acres to become a sanctuary made 
Hampton feel "a close kinship to Judas 
Iscariot." 

"Even my own brother was against 
me," he said. "I was all by my little old 
self and was half-hearted at that, because 
it was against my own interests in 
ways." 

Finally Harry instigated a local effort to 
buy the swamp, so a meeting of 10 
Columbians was held at his home in 
September 1961 and the "Beidler Forest 
Preservation Association" was formed. 

There was a lot of interest, but little 
real progress made during the sixties. In 
1969 the Beidlers' began cutting at the 
rate of 500 acres a year until 1975. While 
shopping in downtown Columbia one 
day in the early seventies, Hampton met 
Jim Elder, a public schoolteacher, and 
Elder asked about the Congaree. 
Hampton told him to go visit the swamp 
and drew a map on the package Elder 
was holding. 

Eider's interest was picqued and the 
two worked together for two years. In 
1976, after many had joined a fight which 
generated a national publicity blitz, 
Congress designated the Congaree a 
monument. The State Environmental 
Coalition ha!' agreed to buy the approx
imately 20,(J00 acres but a decision on 
how much the state can pay has been 
tied up in an arbitration committee. 

************ 
Hampton was born during a thun

derstorm on July 8, 1897, to Frank and 

Gertrude Gonzales Hampton. In four 
years, Gertrude Hampton had five chil
dren: Frank; Harry; the twins, Gertrude 
and Lucy; and Ambrose. Gertrude died 
when Harry was three. Thus Harry was 
brought up by his father and gov
ernesses but spent many days under the 
roof or in the fields of his aunt, Miss 
Harriott Rutledge Elliott Gonzales. 

No memory is sharper to Hampton 
than the day he got his first gun . The 
family was living in Charleston, where 
his father was manager of a cotton oil 
refinery. One day a box arrived from Col. 
John Cheves Haskell, the uncle-in-law 
who lost an arm fighting for the Confed
eracy. Inside the box were five rifles, all 
different except two bolt-action Win
chesters for the twin girls. 

"Mine was a round barrelled gun
the cutest little rifle. Didn't have a breech 
block. I was about six years old then. My 
father's refinery was about two miles 
out of Charleston on the edge of the 
marsh and we would put targets up 
there and shoot them. We'd go to my 
aunt's place at O?k Lawn and shoot the 
birds and squirrels. So I started hunting 
real quick." 

Harry Hampton was educated at pub
lic and private Charleston and Columbia 
schools, Porter Military Academy and 
Randolph Macon Academy in Front 
Royal, Virginia. His interests in athletics 
culminated when he entered the Univer
sity of South Carolina to major in En
glish, history and foreign languages. He 
revived the college's defunct track pro
gram without financial or administrative 
assistance. Hampton managed, cap
tained and coached the team, while par
ticipating in the high and low hurdles, 
the high jump, broad jump, shot put, 
and quarter and half discus. 

After graduation in 1919, Hampton 
took a job selling books in Tennessee, 
but the following January, he met Uncle 
Ambrose Gonzales at the bottom of the 
steps at "The State" newspaper office 
and asked for a reporting job. 

"We climbed up together and he said 
he wouldn't mind having me around if I 
would work. And he said, 'What The 
State lacks is spriteliness, lightness. And 
so that's what I started working on. 
Brion Bell was sports and telegraph 
editor and he let me help him write 
sports. And Brion would write a sports 
column called "Playing the Game" and I 
got facetious and started one called "De
laying the Game by Norn de Guerre" and 
put all kind of fool stuff in it." 

After several years, Hampton's writ-

ing drifted naturally toward his sporting 
interests. Thus he began to write the 
"Woods and Waters" outdoor column in 
1930. After retirement in 1965, Hampton 
has continued "The State's Survey" col
umn in honor of his cousin, the late 
Robert E. Gonzales, and in doing so has 
revived the editorial practice called "par
agraphing." 

Also in 1930,he married 23-year-old 
Mary Rebecca DeLoache. "The Mrs'.' be
came an almost constant character in his 
column. Mary didn't hunt or fish but 
liked to go crabbing at the beach or walk 
with Harry in the woods. If she didn't go 
along on a camping trip, he would tell 
his readers what she did do that day or 
record her reaction upon his i;eturn 
home. After the birth of their daughter, 
Harriott, Hampton kept everyone up on 
"my girls" or "Cool Hootie" and the "lit
tle Mrs." Harriott would go with her fa
ther to" see what the wild dog-tooth vio
lets were doing" or on another day she 
would become impatient with his efforts 
to teach her to maneuver a boat. 

Harriott liked to play by the duck pond 
her father built, "a project that went on 
forever," she said. She remembers him 
shooting mistletoe from the trees at 
Christmas. She remembers a yardful of 
dogs and trees and birdhouses and 
bicolor lespedeza. She remembers her 
mother praying every winter that Harry 
would get a turkey. And she hasn't for
gotten that he worked himself ragged to 
save the swamp and that others derided 

"Who said anything about fun?" Hampton 
says of duck hunting. "It's a challenge, and 
when you get a duck, you've got something 
to be proud of." 
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him for taking a stand on what is today a 
more popular cause. 

Harry gave Harriott a typewriter when 
she was 10 and encouraged her to write. 
They wrote long letters back and forth 
while she was at Smith College. Today 
Harriott Hampton Faucette is a reporter 
for The Columbia Record. 

In June 1970, Mary DeLoache Hamp
ton died in a car accident. Two years 
later Hampton married another nature 
lover, Elizabeth Heyward McCutcheon, 
widow of Dr. George Mccutcheon. 

****** **** ** 
In order of preference, Hampton likes 

to hunt turkey, duck, quail, dove and he 
doesn't care a thing about hunting deer. 
He has only killed one deer ever; he just 
doesn't enjoy the mosquitoes, waiting, 
hauling and butchering involved in a 
deer hunt and he likes to watch them run 
too much to shoot. He prefers turkey and 
duck because they require more skill 
and action of the hunter. 

Harry's best turkey dog was Scarlet 
O'Hara, "a red-headed bitch after my 
own heart." He had Rhett Butler, Ashley 
Wilkes and countless other dogs. But his 
all-time favorite was Chief, a 
Chesapeake Bay dog with a low rumble 
in his belly for anyone who wasn't 
overly friendly to his boss. 

"I was getting ready to go off on a trip 
with some other fellows and one of 'em 
came up on the porch and tried to put my 
duffel in the car. He said, (he growls this) 
'No, no, no, no, no, no sir.' Wouldn't let 
him touch my duffel! Ah, now, he was a 
boss dog all right. A one-man dog. 

"Bought him from a fellow in New 
York state. When he came, he had this 
kind of pale look around his eyes and I 
wrote the man and said, 'Something' s 

the matter with this dog. His eyes don't 
look right.' The gentleman wrote back 
and said, 'No, boy. After a while you 
won'ttake $5,000 for him.' ... He didn't 
know what he was talking about." 

"Would you have taken $5,000 for 
him?" I asked. 

He replied quietly, "I wouldn't have 
taken $50 million. They haven't made 
enough money to have bought Chief. 

"Something happened to him. He got 
a kind of funny look and went away. I 
think he got the dumb rabies. Couldn't 
find him. I advertised for him. Saw some 
remains in the woods two or three times. 
Died in the woods . . . . That was when 
there were woods around here. Those 
days are gone forever." 

Today Hampton's dog, Gandy, is "a 
friendly little setter, but he isn't a really 
serious dog," he said. "He doesn't know 
what a bird is, just fake points at any
thing." 

Hampton had definite ideas about 
what makes a good hunting or fishing 
trip. He liked to have his dog with him. 
He liked to do the cooking himself. He 
like to bring home something to make 
Harriott wide-eyed. And he didn't like 
too much trouble. As he once wrote: "I 
used to like to get a congenial companion 
who hasn't got a lot of set ideas of his 
own and doesn't make any trouble, in a 
little boat like the one I built last summer 
that can be worked both ways without 
the necessity of moving to change from 
paddling to fishing, and drift down a 
good, broad creek like Cedar Creek, 
with a flyrod and some topwater bugs." 

In fact, Hampton wrote many a col
umn describing his idea of a good com
panion. It's a fellow who takes pleasure 
in all the small events of the trip and 

Frank Hampton built "Woodlands" shortly after his marriage to Gertrude Gonzales in 
1895. Harry was born there in 1897 and has lived in the Columbia home most of his life. 
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doesn't worry so much about the game 
bag. He congratulates the others on their 
successes and resists stealing a shot that 
clearly belongs to someone else. If a 
guest, he lets the host decide the agenda 
and is extra careful with a landowner's 
property, leaving behind neither dam
age nor litter to mark his trail . 

"And when he is successful, the real 
sportsman .. . is doing much more than 
lug in a dinner," Hampton once wrote. 
"If he gets a couple of brace of ducks or a 
wild turkey, he calls in his friends to help 
gnaw the bones and 'whistle through the 
carcasses' over the kitchen sink. It is the 
same when he catches a fine fish or 
string thereof. He shares his success 
with others, and makes several other 
people happy. Thus hunting and fishing 
rank high in the humanities." 

Probably the majority of Hampton's 
hunts were ventured alone or with one 
of the dogs. There was a time when he 
could pick up a gun at 4:30 in the after
noon and find four coveys in his back
yard before dark. Today he thinks the 
mosquito spray poisons the birds as well 
as the insects. 

Civilization is taking over his play
ground. The reason fewer kids are going 
hunting these days, he said, is because 
there's so few places left to practice 
shooting. You can't wander for miles 
anymore without bumping into man or 
his changes. Someone took shots at 
Hampton in the woods a while back. His 
guns have been stolen twice. 

Recently several members of the mag
azine staff visited him to get some pho
tographs. He was dressed for the woods 
when we arrived and cranked up his 
"Monster" for a drive to see his duck 
pond. On the way back, he stopped by 
the spring where he played as a child. It 
was once used by Indians, he said, and 
then by his family to keep milk and but
ter sweet in the springhouse. 

Later I found a "Woods and Waters" 
column in which he mentioned the 
spring. He plays in it still, he said, mak
ing little dams with his fingers and let
ting the cool water wash the mud away. 

"And it also washes away the harsh 
realities of a brutal, sordid world. Cares 
flatten. Criticism and contumely shrink 
in importance. Malice evaporates. The 
world of the mind is laved clean with the 
simplicity of a newborn babe's when 
you play in the spring. The therapists 
should look into it. It might save reason 
or life. As far as me, I'll 'grow up' and 
stop his 'childish trick' when they throw 
dirt in my face.".--, 
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Ducks of 
the Atlantic 
Flyway 
by George Reiger 
Each fall they come from across the northern edge 
of the continent. Wings slice the air as with one 
mind they move along the Eastern coastline of the 
Atlantic Flyway to seek momentary shelter on its 
bays, rivers, lakes and ponds. Black duck, 
mallard, canvasback, teal and more-their 
names have made the flyway legend to the 
thousands of waterfowlers who await their 
coming. 

"Sundown Ballet-Mallards" by Larry Toschik 

The Atlantic Flyway is a misnomer, for it implies that the 
birds which move out of Canada each fall, to provide recrea
tion for thousands of waterfowlers, birders and photogra
phers in South Carolina, come principally from Quebec and 
the Maritime Provinces. Actually only the black duck and 
goldeneye fit this description. Most other waterfowl species 
come from the central and western United States and 
Canada-many flying more miles east than south in their 
annual drift across the continent to Carolina streams, lakes 
and sea coast. 

Every autumn, pintail bred in Alberta, scaup from Sas
katchewan, bufflehead from Manitoba and green-winged 
teal from Ontario make their way to South Carolina to join 
the wood ducks, mallards and gadwall reared on local ponds 
and sloughs. Blue-winged teal and shorebirds touch and go 
in the state on their compulsive rounds between North and 
South Americas. Even Canada geese from Alaska, lesser 
snow geese from the Northwest Territories, and greater 
snow geese and brant from Baffin and Ellesmere Islands oc
casionally find their way to South Carolina when storms 
drive them from their usual wintering grounds to the north. 

The three western flyways have more waterfowl funneling 
south each autumn than the Atlantic Flyway, but the Eastern 
Seaboard still holds the edge for waterfowling romance. 
There may be more mallards in the Mississippi Flyway, more 
gadwall in the Central Flyway and certainly more pintails in 
the Pacific Flyway, but the Atlantic Flyway has a special 
quality-call it "tradition" - that causes a canvasback, for 
instance, to be more than the sum of its biological, ecologi
cal, sporting and culinary parts . King Can's reputation as the 
"gold standard" of North American waterfowl is based on 

19 



"Edge of the Marsh-Baldpates" by Gary Moss 
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more than 300 years of hunting this species over the bays, 
sounds and flats of the Atlantic Flyway. 

Although the Mississippi Flyway has had its share of 
decoy carvers and market hunters , their numbers and fame 
do not equal what New Jersey or North Carolina alone pro
duced in the way of legendary shooters and decoy art. When 
the Mississippi was still claimed by the French and 
Spanish-when Detroit and St. Louis were not yet fur
trading posts-Dutchmen on the Hudson and Swedes on the 
Delaware were rigging decoys and building blinds, as the 
Indians had taught them to do , to harvest the bounty of the 
Atlantic Flyway. 

It is not too much to suggest that waterfowling traditions 
along the Eastern Seaboard helped nurture the notion of 
democracy throughout the New World. In 1621, Edward 
Winslow in Massachusetts wrote to England to tell prospec
tive Pilgrim immigrants they would need smoothbore mus
kets for the wonderful waterfowling near the Plymouth Col
ony each spring and fall : "Let your piece be long in the barrel 
and fear not the weight of it," noted Winslow, "for most of 
our shooting is done from stands (blinds)." 

In the Old World, waterfowling was a privilege, reserved 
for the aristocracy. In America, waterfowling was a necessity. 
Our hunting traditions were born of self-reliance, altered by 
the New World's distance from European restraint, and 
magnified by each successful colonist's achievement and 
personal independence. These qualities helped sponsor the 
political concepts that coalesced during that chaotic period 
toward the end of the 18th century when an empire died and 
a nation was born. 

American widgeon can drive a duck hunter to distraction. 
They will sometimes circle, and circle, and circle-start to 
slide down toward the blind, and perhaps, one or two 
will-before the rest climb back out of gun range to circle 
and circle again. It seems as though they are playing the 
waterfowl equivalent of "chicken" with the first birds down 
over the stool, the winners-or the losers if the hunter's 
reflexes have not been utterly discombobulated by the 
baldpates' hesitation waltz. 

There are two species of widgeon, and some ornithologists 
prefer the name "baldpate" for our native bird and "wid
geon" for our uncommon European visitor. Although the 
European widgeon strays as far south as the Carolinas, this 
pretty species with the apricot head and neck-abundant in 
Great Britain and one of that nation's most hunted waterfowl 
species-is rare along western Atlantic shores, although 
seen with increasing frequency during this past decade. 

Our native widgeon or baldpate is the sixth most com
monly found duck in the bags of South Carolina 
waterfowlers . More than 8,000 are taken annually in the 
state. Baldpate are frequently found in association with di
ving ducks, and popular tradition has it that baldpate rob 
canvasback, redheads and scaup of their food. However, 
during two wintry weeks spent in a photographic blind film
ing these species together, I never saw a single incident in 
which one duck robbed another. More often, a canvasback 
will bob to the surface with a weed in its bill, shake its head 
while swallowing the plant, and inadvertently toss part of it 
to one side. Meanwhile, the baldpate, sitting high and alert 
on the water, quickly paddles over and consumes the root or 
leafy fragment. In exchange for such thrown-away tidbits, 

Widgeon 
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the baldpate's alert and nervous disposition serves as a 
warning system to diving ducks otherwise preoccupied with 
earning a living. 

When the phrase "wild duck" is mentioned anywhere in 
the world, "mallard" is most often meant. Although its tra
ditional nesting range in North America stretches from the 
upper Midwest to Alaska, any roadside ditch, borrow pit or 
farm pond is liable to nurture a hen mallard and her 
mosquito-eating brood of ducklings. If you construct a pond 
and are impatient , Sears Roebuck and Montgomery Ward 
will sell recently hatched mallards- "as near wild as 
possible" -for less than a dollar apiece . 

Approximately five million mallards are harvested every 
year in the United States out of a continental population in 
excess of 12 million birds. The mallard's closest competition 
in this respect are pintail and green-winged teal. However, 
the harvest total for these two species combined comes to 
less than half the mallard harvest by itself. 

Their adaptable and even aggressive temperaments create 
the tendency in mallards to raise havoc with unique genetic 
pools wherever man has altered the environment or intro
duced the species in such a way as to give mallards the upper 
wing. The mottled, Mexican and Forida ducks may not exist 
50 years from now if interbreeding with mallards continues 
to contaminate the remaining pure strains of these birds. 

Even the aloof black duck finds itself susceptible to the 
mallard's charms, and miscegenation is just one more bur
den the beleaguered black duck must bear as mallards make 
themselves increasingly at home in the black duck's winter 
stronghold, the coastal marshes. 

Still familiarity can never breed contempt for the mallard. 
This species has contributed most to the development of 
waterfowling traditions in America by responding eagerly to 
good calling and pitching enthusiastically to a well-designed 
spread of carefully-painted decoys. 

Finally, its habit of gleaning harvested fields of com and 
soybeans causes the mallard to be the best-eating duck that 
can be set before the gourmet today. Considering the tasty 
competition, that fact alone would make the mallard Ameri
ca's favorite waterfowl. 

Like the gadwall, this gentleman is considered a special 
prize by South Carolina hunters, both for its handsome ap
pearance and for its flavor. With his long black tail, white 
belly and neck, and chestnut head, the drake is distinctive 
and easy to recognize in flight . 

However, the pintail is wary and difficult to decoy. Most of 
your shots will be at passing birds. Since this duck is not 
abundant in the Atlantic Flyway, there is no point in putting 
out a large number of pintail decoys. One or two drakes to 
one side of a spread of mallards will not only account for any 
curious pintails in the area, but the large amount of white on 
a pintail drake decoy will help catch the eye of other ducks 
which might miss the more subdued mallard tones. 

It is a pity more American waterfowlers do not have the 
opportunity to see "our" ducks on their nesting grounds in 
Canada. The pintail has an especially spectacular courtship 
flight that would humble the precision Navy flying team, the 
Blue Angels, by its sudden turns, swift and nearly vertical 



"Sand Flats-Pintails" by Kenneth Carlson 
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"Teal Hunt'' by John P. Cowan 

"Green Wmg Teal" by Gary Moss 
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"Hurry of Blacks" by Harry C. Adamson 
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climbs, barrel rolls and dives-with last-minute pullouts be
fore striking the ground. 

The canvasback has an equally awesome nuptial flight that 
sometimes culminates with the drake gently catching the hen 
by her tail so the two birds play "crack the whip" at 50 miles 
per hour barely 10 feet above the prairie. The can is a larger, 
more powerful flier, but the pintail is more agile. Both 
species are early spring migrants, and their whistling wings 
design spectacular arabesques in the crystalline skies above 
ice-rimmed Canadian potholes. 

The two teal species found in the Atlantic Flyway are 
classified as close relatives, but never were two birds more 
temperamentally unlike. Blue-winged teal can't seem to 
stand cold weather, while green-winged teal thrive in it. As a 
result, the majority of blue-winged teal in this flyway are in 
Florida or Cuba by the time the regular waterfowling seasons 
open further north. Thus, practically none are killed in New 
England, few are taken in the mid-Atlantic, and often fewer 
than 1,000 are bagged, usually at the outset of the season, in 
South Carolina. By contrast, 10 times as many green-winged 
teal are harvested every year in South Carolina with many 
taken in the coastal estuaries blue-winged teal generally 
avoid. 

The three characteristics shared by all teal are their appar
ent great speed, their eagerness to decoy and their superb 
flavor on the table . In regards to their speed, many early 
authorities rated teal at over 100 miles per hour, and some 
better-than-average shots insisted teal had to be killed on the 
water or not at all . 

Today we know such estimates are nonsense. Teal rarely 
exceed 45 mph. Indeed, their small size works against the 
possibility of their flying much faster than that in the same 
way that short-legged runners are generally outdistanced by 
their taller rivals . However, the teal's small size and the bird's 
proximity to the gunner when they buzz the decoys or make 
touch-and-go landings in the stool cause us to think of bees, 
not ducks-and how do you figure the proper lead for a 
bee?! 

Although teal, like all puddle ducks, prefer to tip for their 
food, they can and do dive several feet for particularly desir
able plants or when rations are in short supply. For this 
reason, a retriever is a must for any conscientious hunter. 
Teal are small enough to fly through a pattern of number 4 or 
5 shot so that only one or two pellets strike the bird-enough 
to l<nock it down, perhaps, but not enough to kill it. A good 
dog will be on top of the stunned birds, or in such hot 
pursuit of the cripples, that they never have that opportunity 
to orient themselves and make an escape . 

The black duck is the Crown Prince of the Atlantic Flyway. 
There are so many stories about this species' sagacity, one is 
tempted to recall those times when black ducks have acted 
just plain dumb. I once had a wary black duck land out of 
range on a slack tide, go to sleep-he must have been up late 
the evening before-and then as the tide turned, drift, still 
with head tucked under a wing, smack dab into the middle 
of my stool. He woke up when he bumped into a decoy, 
looked at me standing on the bank not more than 20 yards 
away, and his startled expression had all the quality of "Oh, 

Teal 

Black Duck 
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no!" Embarrassing to relate, I missed-which only goes to 
show that a special providence protects knaves, politicians 
and foolish black ducks. 

Today the black duck needs all the providence it can get. 
Although South Carolina gunners used to harvest between 
8,000 and 9,000 annually, that figure has dropped in recent 
years, even as the U. S. annual harvest has fallen in the past 
decade from nearly one million birds to approximately 
300,000. Such shrinking numbers make for delicate resource 
management with little room for mistakes or even acts of 
God. 

Part of the problem is habitat destruction, but a more 
serious cause is overshooting, much of it by baiters. The 
black duck is clever enough to avoid large permanent blinds 
and careless spreads of decoys but apparently never grows 
suspicious of shucked corn in places shucked corn shouldn't 
be. Tens of thousands are still trapped or shot illegally every 
year, using corn as bait, and some even make their way to 
"wild game markets" in Baltimore and Philadelphia. 

Hunted fairly from a layout boat with four, or at the most, 
six black duck decoys resting in the creek or cove before you, 
a dog tucked between your legs, and the morning's light just 
beginning to suffuse the sky, black duck hunting is the ulti
mate experience of waterfowling in the Atlantic Flyway. 
However, until baiters are treated as the vandals they are, the 
black duck's future remains dim. 

Greater and lesser scaup, ringneck ducks, canvasbacks and 
redheads all belong to the genus Aythya, from an unknown 
Greek water bird mentioned in Aristotle's Natural History. 
Since all species of this genus share a tendency to feed or rest 
in large concentrations, they traditionally have been hunted 
over large numbers of decoys. In the old days, when compe
tition was fast and furious between guides and market hun
ters on such legendary grounds as Long Island's Great South 
Bay or the Susquehanna Flats at the head of the Chesapeake, 
several hundred decoys were commonly set and maintained 
by each guide or market man throughout the season. 

Today few hunters can afford such rigs, and four dozen 
diving duck decoys is considered extravagant-certainly in 
the amount of time it takes to put them out and pick them up 
again. However, the modern hunter occasionally suffers 
from competition from rafts of live birds that build up a few 
hundred yards from his blind but close enough to draw 
every small group or single duck that passes by. Thus, ex
travagant though it may be, the old rule still holds true: The 
more decoys, the more opportunities for action with diving 
ducks. 

Greater scaup (or broadbill) prefer large coastal bodies of 
water where their diet is almost exclusively composed of 
mollusks. They are uncommon in South Carolina, and fewer 
than 1,000 are taken every year by local hunters. 

The lesser scaup (or bluebill) and ringneck ducks prefer 
vegetables to meat in their diets and are consequently tastier 
than greater scaup . Lesser scaup and ringneck ducks also 
prefer the large freshwater impoundments avoided by most 
other species and migrate further south than greater scaup. 
These differences add up to quality gunning and eating for 
those South Carolina hunters who specialize in these small 
members of the Aythya tribe. About 15,000 lesser scaup are 
taken annually in the state, while up to 10,000 ringnecks are 
bagged. 
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Canvasback and 
Redheads 

George Reiger is the Conservation Editor of Field & Stream and 
author of a new book on waterfowl and water/owling called "The 
Wings of Dawn," published by Stein and Day, New York , NY. 

The fi lm "Ducks On The Wing" is a 57-minute duck identification 
program that has been shown nationwide. For loan or purchase, contact 
the fi lm section, P. 0 . Box 167, Columbia, S.C. 29202 . 
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ucattail Canvasbacks" by Francis Golden 

When a species population dwindles, their former range 
shrinks as well. No longer do pioneering juveniles push at 
the frontiers . The birds concentrate on survival and expend 
little energy on exploration. 

The canvasback and redhead ducks which used to spill 
into South Carolina in fair numbers from their great winter
ing concentrations in Currituck and Pamlico Sounds do so no 
longer. Today, large rafts of redheads and cans are rare sights 
even on the Chesapeake, and only token flights are forced 
south by freezing mid-Atlantic weather. Thus, fewer than 
1,000 of both species combined are killed during South 
Carolina's annual waterfowl harvest. 

With a point system value of 100-equivalent to one bird a 
day-the canvasback and redhead have become the greatest 
trophies available to South Carolina waterfowlers. Some 
hunters specifically seek drake canvasbacks with the inten
tion of preserving them through taxidermy. A more certain 
way for them to be preserved is through propagation. The 
canvasback population, however, continues to decline even 
as the duck's optimum nesting and wintering habitats con
tinue to decline . 

In some ways, redheads are more adaptable ducks, but 
their continuing scarcity is largely a result of their preference 
for breeding areas in the southern parts of Canada and the 
central United States where there is intensive land clearing 
and pothole draining underway. 

In addition, they are less wary than canvasbacks, often 
flock with scaup, and thus are taken inadvertently by scaup 
hunters. The hen redhead looks so much like the hen 
ringneck the two birds create confusion even among experts. 
The perpetuation of this species lies largely in the hands of 
farmers in the upper Midwest and waterfowlers in all fly
ways to do a better job of identifying their targets. -~ 
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Family Camping On 

Caoers 
Coastal camping on a wild island can be a 
bit different from the usual, but to many the 
experience is worth it. A South Carolina 
Wildlife subscriber and her family weather 

-- high tides, sandspurs and an occas~onal 
mosquito to share her camping experience. 

by Susan W. Campbell 
When a tidal flood stopped just short of our tent flaps on 

the first night, we thought the roughest part of our Capers 
Island camping trip was over. We were wrong. 

My husband Dan and I had camped alone before, and so 
had the other two couples, but this was the first time with 
children or other couples. A late November weekend had 
been chosen in hope that a hard frost would slow the snakes 
and cut down on aggrayating insects. Past experiences in 
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Caper's center is crowded with subtropical 
vegetation including myrtle, palmetto, live oak 
and pine. In 1978, 20 Youth Conservation Corps 
members cleared the existing trail from the beach 
to the marsh and also constructed several miles of 
hiking trails from the main route to the 
boardwalk on the largest brackish pond at the 
island's south end. 

Lowcountry camping had proven encounters with either are 
less likely from late fall through early spring. 

We had our dates approved at the Charleston office of the 
South Carolina Wildlife and Marine Resources Department. 
To avoid duplication in supplies, the three families put their 
heads together and determined menus and equipment in 
advance. Tide charts indicated a high tide in the early after
noon Friday and in the mid-afternoon on our chosen return 
date. This was good luck, because we planned to launch the 
boats at Moore's Landing near McClellanville, South 
Carolina, which is inaccessible at low tide. 

The weather forecast for that weekend was ideal. With all 
our preparation, the trip seemed destined to go smoothly. 
We grownups grew as excited as our children. 

The north end of Capers was closer to Moore's Landing 
and more familiar to some of us so we headed that way. 
Mooring the boats near the mouth of the inlet is a pain, so we 
cruised up Schooner Creek behind the island, getting as 
close to the sand dunes as possible. 

Everything had to be carried 300 to 400 yards. Next trip we 
shortened our list. After the first haul, we shedded layers of 
clothing and wished we had worn shorts instead of 
"longjohns. " 

Camp was set up in a clearing among the thick brush 
between the dunes and the forests. Camping in the woods 
on Capers is forbidden. 

We chose a firepit site and placed food and utensils nearby. 
Then we put up our tents out of the reach of sparks. 

Some of the guys anchored the boats away from the shore 
to keep them available at any tide while the rest of us 
unrolled sleeping bags, unpacked gear and scouted for 
wood. We cooked on charcoal and a gas camping stove, so 
the small amount of wood we found was saved for those 
special after-dinner campfires . Each couple took turns cook
ing and cleaning up for certain meals and looking after the 
children, so the others could fish longer or sit by the fire and 
talk. 

Several large dunes with wind-sculpted cedar trees and 
large bushes growing on them enclosed our campsite. The 
children hid from the adults behind these "forts," but they 
stayed close enough for the smallest hurt to bring a consoling 
parent within seconds. The ocean lay one-half mile to the 
east hidden by enormous sand dunes with heavy-headed 
sea oats. To the west stretched a vast sea of golden spartina 
grass, burnished orange in the sunset. 

With darkness the air cooled quickly. Bundled up and 
exhaling fragile clouds, we let the sky be our entertainment. 
A few constellations were recognized and the kids searched 
for shooting stars. 

When the children bedded down and fell asleep, the 



adults stayed awake to enjoy the night outdoors. Waves 
crashed onto the beach, tugboats labored to push heavy 
loads along the intracoastal waterway, large birds screeched 
as though disturbed unexpectedly, a jet hummed miles 
above us and small animals scurried about beyond the edges 
of lantern light. 

Reluctant to retire from this peaceful scene, yet extremely 
tired, we placed the food in coolers and tents to secure it 
from raccoon raids, put out the lanterns and fire embers and 
crawled into our sleeping bags. 

Around 2:30 a.m., we were startled by the cry "Get up! 
There's water everywhere!" 

My husband and I thought the air in the other tent must 
have condensed. We had experienced "rainfall" inside our 
own tent before, but its new fly prevents this from happen
ing. Then came another cry of alarm, "Hey, everybody! Wake 
up! We're having a flood!" 

Since the two tents were supported by aluminum frames, 
it was easy to move them to higher ground. Ours was 
pegged down, however, and not quickly moved. We were 
forced to watch as the water inched toward our tent from the 
dark inlet. It stopped inches from the front flaps. 

Shorebirds and fallen trees crowd Caper's 
beachfront. Surf fishing and beachcombing are 
especially productive along the pristine shore. 

The following morning, we moved further away from the 
inlet to a dry area and puzzled over the fact that we had 
arrived at high tide and the sand in the camp had been dry. 

Our wet sleeping bags were hung over tree limbs so the 
brisk winds would dry them. Saturday was spent walking 
over the dunes to the beach, looking for shells and fishing for 
channel bass. We explained to the children that sea oats 
prevented erosion of the dunes and that they were not to 
break them. 

That evening we retired laughing about our "near miss" of 
the previous night and reassuring each other that it would 
not happen again. 

Then I awakened around four o'clock that morning to the 
sound of trickling water. Water sloshed under the tent floor 
as I turned over to wake my husband, Dan. We yelled to the 
others and moved the tents up the side of the nearest sand 
dune. Dan and I rolled our clothes and sleeping bags into a 
huge bundle and lifted them, just as the water spilled over 
the rim of our tent. 

We sloshed around ankle-deep, gathering submerged lan
terns, boots, floating loaves of bread and the portable toilet 
as the tide continued to rise. Inlet and sea met as water also 

Hiking can be difficult when the tide is high 
enough to enter the fallen trees . A half-falling to a 
half-rising tide presents the best time for walks. 
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HIGH TIDE 

LOWTIDE 

Motor Elevated 
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200-foot Line 
(longer if needed) 

Gallon Milk Jug 

Heavy Anchor 

lOOFeet 

Dan used a makeshift pulley to anchor the boat 
offshore and still have access to it at both high 
and low tides. At 150 feet offshore, he dropped 
the anchor on a SO-foot line attached to a loop 
and a milk jug float . A 200-foo t line tied to the 
boat was then run through this loop, tied end 
to end and anchored on the beach, forming a 
pulley. The bow of the boat will point into 
the wind. 

came behind the dunes from the ocean side. It looked like no 
dry spot would be left. 

The water stopped rising slowly. A glowing "fingernail" 
moon (my six-year-old's name for the new moon) rose from 
the ocean. 

"Haven't I heard somewhere that a new moon can cause a 
flood tide?" I ventured. No one knew, but to chilled, wet
footed campers, it was as good an explanation as any. 

Our son slept in a tent with one of the other families . My 
husband and I roughed it on the side of a sand dune in our 
sleeping bags. Persistent mosquitos occasionally bothered 
us until the rising sun shone brightly, bringing us a new day. 

The second year, only two families could arrange to go 
back to Capers. Hugh, our three-year-old, joined us for his 
first camping trip. We went on Thursday this time to allow 
more time to explore Capers and neighboring Bull Island on 
the Cape Romain National Wildlife Refuge. Another father 
and his son were to arrive Saturday. 

Landing near the north of Price Inlet at Capers' northern 
tip, Dan devised a method of rigging an anchor so we could 
keep the boat in the main channel at all tides and shifts in the 
wind direction. 

The water rose again that second year, but we were wiser 
and camped in a higher cup-like depression surrounded by 
tall dunes. This time we had to battle the sand spurs. We 
cleared the ground under the tent, but I still had to pull 
countless spurs from the boys' clothing. 

On Friday, we took the boat to the landing at Bull Island 
and hiked through to the beach. There is a nice concrete pier 
for the federal refuge managers at the island but no docking 
facilities are there for the general public. The children and I 
got out at the pier, Dan backed the boat out, anchored it and 
waded to shore through the marsh. 

The children were thirsty so we took them to water foun
tains at the information center. While walking on the road to 
the center, we saw a raccoon several hundred yards ahead 
ambling toward us . Warning the boys to be very still and 
quiet, we crouched and watched as the raccoon approached 
unafraid. The gray-haired old bandit raised a graying-black 
mask and stopped with one paw lifted. With a look of total 
surprise at seeing us so close to him, he hastily abandoned 
the road and disappeared into the nearby marsh. 

As we hiked we pointed out fox squirrels, deer tracks, 
alligators, endless vistas of sub-tropical vegetation, tower
ing live oaks and rustling palmettos. 

Surf fishing was excellent on Capers that Saturday. All the 
channel bass caught were released except those we cooked 
for supper. The children had the opportunity to fight for fish 
almost as long as the kids were tall . 
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Our Kangaroo Kitchen steamed oysters collected that af
ternoon from the inlet. While we ate them, a freshly caught 
bass baked in the cooker, the children toasted marshmallows 
over a driftwood fire and then went on to sleep. 

Early Sunday, the sound of cold air moved by many pow
erful wings awakened us. Flying low, flocks of ducks pro
duced a beautiful cadence.-

The third year our camping trip attracted four families 
with nine children whose ages ranged from four to 13 years 
and eight adults. We took daily hikes from the mid-island 
dock on the inlet through the wooded middle of Capers to 
the beach strewn with the silvered corpses of palms and 
oaks. Walking from this photographer's paradise to the 
north end of the island, we marveled at the numerous sand 
dollars and conchs bleaching in the sun. Occasionally, the 
wind carried a horrible smell and we would seek the pitiful 
carcass of a dolphin upwind. 

My two young sons, Wells and Hugh, rested with me 
beside the path one afternoon, as the older children and 

ATLANTICOCEAN 

adults explored the interior of the island to the south. We 
heard a crash in the woods as four ewes approached a small 
ditch near the path. A large ram appeared, took a quick look 
at us and, shaking his head, took off with his flock. I did not 
get close enough for a good picture, but we did have a tale to 
tell the others about the ram's stately head and curved horns. 

Conservation officers from Charleston visited us Sunday 
and answered our questions concerning Capers. We were 
distressed to hear that someone had been using a chain saw 
illegally to cut down the beautiful dead trees on the beach. 

As we packed to leave we took away every scrap of litter, 
whether it belonged to us or not. (We want our camping 
permit approved next year). As before, we returned home 
tired and sandy, more experienced, more appreciative of our 
wilderness and full of yams to tell by future campfires . . ~ 

Susan Campbell is a South Carolina Wildlife subscriber 
whose love of the state's outdoors and her family led to this 
article about their experiences on Capers. 
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by Jan Wongrey 

At dawn they begin to 
gather in twos and threes, in 
bunches and long V's that 
seem to stretch forever. The 
brackish ponds and open 
salt marshes of Carolina are 
a heaven for waterfowlers 
who know where and how 
to hunt. 

Hands grip numbly, grateful for the 
warmth stolen from a last cup of coffee. 
Thin sheets of ice crackle and fall from 
waders wet while decoys were set by 
flashlight. But there is more for the 
senses than cold and blackness. There is 

Sunrise and a set of pintail 
decoys will bring the first flights 
into this abandoned Colleton 
County ricefield. Most such 
fields are privately owned and 
hunted, but the South Carolina 
Wildlife and Marine Resources 
Department manages three 
coastal sites among its public 
waterfowl areas. 
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wings slicing air, in the.chatte'r of short 
quackings and the occasional s'plashe's 
as some break away from flights 
overhead to settle nearby on the marsh. 

Winter's predawn is the 
waterfowler's hour on the brackish 
ponds and salt marshes that line our 
coast. There are other places where 
liinits are just as easily filled . But the 
coast offers something special, 
something as hard to define as the 
reason for being there. Perhaps it is the 
fresh air mixed with salt and the endless 
horizon that comes with daylight. 

They were up there before night gave 
way. Against the newborn day they 
formed a scene written before the hand 
of man. Those who have seen it once 
return. Others who have known only 
inland hunting yearn for such a sight. 

/ 

I 

Once,~ttracted by the plantation 
ricefields, waterfowl common to the 
Atlantic Flyway still come to many of 
these areas which are managed 
specifically to provide them food and 
shelter. Management for waterfowl is 
the most expensive kind . Only a few 
individuals or large corporations can 
afford to winter the ducks on private 
shooting grounds. But there is a benefit 
to the independent waterfowler and to 
the ducks. The plantation fields help 
preserve and improve the wintering 
habitat necessary to concentrate large 
numbers of ducks in the state. 

For those who wish to experience the 
plantation style of hunting, the state's 
Wildlife and Marine Resources 
Department provides three coastal 
waterfowl management areas with fresh 
or brackish ponds maintained by dikes 
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and ricefield-type flood gates. Five hunt 
sites are available on these areas. 

Bear Island on the Ashepoo River, 
Santee-Delta between the north and 
south Santee rivers and Samworth on 
the Peedee and Waccamaw rivers are 
open to the public through a drawing 
held each year in October. A fee of $10 
per hunter is as reasonable as one can 
get for a morning hunt. Boats, blinds 
and decoys are provided, except in the 
case of the Bear Island West Side anq 
Santee-Delta hunts where hunters must 
provide their own gear and choose their 
own blind sites. 

For those unfamiliar with this type of 
coastal hunting, marsh areas adjacent to 
a river are ditched and surrounded with 
dikes . Flood gates or trunks allow water 
to be drained from the fields in early 
spring. The fields are managed through 
burning and disking in addition t9 the 
draining, so that natural duck foods 
such as smartweed and widgeon grass 
will grow thick by fall . Trunks are then 
opened to allow the rivers to flow in and 
cover the fields before the waterfowl 
begin their southward migration. 

Although water on these fields is 
usually no more than a few inches to 
two feet in depth, ditches are a common 
hazard for the unwary waterfowler. 
Marshes an~ flat. Wherever there is high 
ground there is also a ditch, usually cut 
by a dragline bucket. These 
straight-sided channels have taught 
many duck hunters the art of ice water 
swimming in waders. Most of those so 
blessed agree that the "My Gawd' s 
cold" breaststroke and two-footed 
kangaroo hop offer the best chance for a 
hasty exit. 
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Any coastal duck hunting is best 
done with a retriever. Cover on the 
plantation-type impoundments is often 
as thick as on the open salt marsh. A 
good dog greatly increases the chances 
of finding downed ducks and decreases 
the hunter's chances of unexpectedly 
finding a ditch or soft marsh ground. 

The first problem facing those who 
prefer to hunt the tidal marsh is that of 
locating public lands. Much of our 
tidelands are privately owned and not 
open to the public. Most such lands and 
waters are clearly marked, but if there is 
any doubt a local conservation officer 
may be contacted through the Wildlife 
and Marine Resources Department 
headquarters in Columbia, or through 
the district office for the particular area 
in question. 

There are thousands of acres of open 
salt marsh still available to South 
Carolina's waterfowlers. Ducks come to 
the marsh to feed and rest and are 
usually agreeable to the sight of decoys 
in a low water pothole or at the bend of 
a salt creek. 

A spot for shooting is selected on a 
first-come, first-served basis for coastal 
as well as inland waterfowling on public 
lands. But many of the best blind sites 
along coastal rivers have been shot 
season after season for generations by 
the same families . While these veterans 
have no more legal rights than the 
rawest newcomer, coastal hunters have 
somehow managed to retain, for the 
most part, an unwritten code that a 
man's blind and the marsh within 200 
yards or more around it belong to him 
alone to hunt for as long as he keeps his 
blind in working condition. Many 

coastal waterfowlers also practice the 
code that ducks working to the calls and 
decoys of another blind will not be shot 
until that blind has its chance. Both 
practices insure the best possible hunt 
for all involved. 

Hunting the open salt marsh is 
different from other waterfowling in 
that tidal movements determine the 
best time of day for shooting or scouting 
a new blind. Low water is best for 
preseason scouting as it insures that 
you won' t become stranded back in an 
unfamiliar creek. Potholes navigable at 
low tide are also among the best 
potential blind sites as waterfowl seek 
them out to rest and preen on when 
most of the marsh is dry. 

Some islands in the marsh and mu!2h 
of the high land surrounding it have 
brackish or freshwater ponds that ducks 
use for feeding . Most of the larger 
ponds are privately owned and shot. 
While a blind site immediately adjacent 
to such an area may seem ideal, it is not 
recommended. Ducks coming into 
these ponds usually remain high 
overhead until directly over the pond. 
Shots from an adjacent blind will 
usually be at high birds and will most 
often result in keeping the birds out of 
the area. A better solution is that of 
constructing a blind at least 100 yards or 
more away from the pond and 
concentrating your efforts on the ducks 
leaving the pond for the marsh. 

Palmetto fronds cut a week or so in 
advance are the standard material for 
coastal duck blinds. The fronds should 
be cut with long stems of four to six feet 
so they may be adjusted around the 
boat or hunters with the tide's rise or 
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Left: Black ducks, pintails and 
others like this pair of mallards 
come to the ricefields and 
freshwater ponds to feed. 
Below: Gregg Herlong of . 
Manning calls to a passing flight 

" of mallards. 
~ 
< 
~ fall. The profile of the blind should 
< remain as near level with the 

surrounding marsh at high tide as 
possible. For this reason, it is best to 
select the highest ground when 
constructing a blind. A high blind also 
helps in spotting incoming ducks. 

If the hunters plan to hunt an area 
regularly, a more permanent blind 
construction of poles driven into the 
mud offers a better solution than the 
portable method of surrounding the 
boat with palmetto fronds. Cross pieces 
of weathered rough cut lumber should 
be attached to the poles and palmetto or 
other brush common to the area, then 
wired or nailed in place on this frame . 

Half full to full tide and vice versa is 
usually the best time for hunting the salt 
marsh, except for those who locate that 
low water pothole. Ducks come to rest 
and socialize while the marsh is full and 
blind sites are easily accessible. For 
hunting both inland and coastal 
impoundments, dawn and dusk are the 
most popular times of day for the duck 
hunter. On the open marsh the tide 
level determines the best shooting hours. 

Overcast days with varying winds of 
six to seven miles per hour are the best 
days for coastal hunting. Such winds 
provide no safety hazard in coming or 
going to the blind but usually provide 
enough chop to keep the ducks from 
settling down on the open bays and 
sounds. Heavy cloud cover also affects 

~ Jan Wongrey is a past outdoor columnist 
g with The State newspaper. 
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Left: A good retriever like this 
Chesapeake, Gyp, owned by 
Buddy Bullard of Hampton is a 
must for finding downed ducks 
in the thick coastal marsh. 
Below: Open marsh along South 
Carolina's coastal rivers provides 
spectacular scenes and shooting. 

the birds, causing them to fly lower 
within the hunter's range. 

A few scattered showers mixed into 
an overcast day usually make a hunt to 
be remembered. After each shower, the 
ducks tend to move around trading 
back and forth across the marsh to 
provide excellent shooting. 

But even the slow days are special for 
the coastal hunter. There's no moment 

"' quite like watching wild ducks working 
~ in a crisp salt breeze over a broad 
u expanse of marsh. It's a scene from the 
~ best of a waterfowler 's dreams.-$, 
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season or tria 
LJfe ends J or many in the clutch of winter.,,, but its survivors grow stronger. 

by Don Belt 
The ghost in the air is Wlnter. Its grip is brittle and precise. 

It startles our skin with a kiss of cold steel. It fractures the sensitive atmosphere. 
Songbirds stagger. The light begins to fail. Everything alive is on trial. 
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The body in the field is Wi'nter. It arrived one morning on a wafer of ice. 
It thrills the vannint with fragrant fur. It scratches and numbs the soil. Roads crack. 
The gutters are ugly. Pawprints harden in the mud. 
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The flesh of the toad is rigid. 
Fish never quite uncurl. 
Trees pose alone. 
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The glow in the heart is Winter. It wanns the walking off athers and sons. 
If lovers grew apart, they grow together now. We tend our fire like a jewel. 
Our eyes turn up to the Light of the v¼rld and we throb in the presence of death. 
We prepare our soil for Spring. 

The strength in the seed is Winter. _,,,,., 

Don Belt works with a Co lumbia advertising agency and is an avid soccer player. Belt s writing 
has appeared in local and regional publica tions. 
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MYGUNIS 
GONE! 

If past trends hold true, over $1.5 million in 
firearms will be stolen this year in South Carolina. 

Some precautionary measures might keep your favorite 
shotgun or deer rifle from becoming a statistic. 

My most cherished gun is gone. It was 
stolen two years ago . It was not some 
expensive, rare collector's item-unless 
you collect memories. It was just a little 
.410 shotgun, sing le barrel and 
hammer-cocking, that a fa ther and two 
sons had learned to hunt with . 

My grandfather, a storekeeper in 
Poston, South Carolina, had bought the 
gun mail-order from the Edward K. 
Tryon Company in Philadelphia during 
the thirties for his eldest son (my Dad) . 
The light, little shotgun and a youthful 
sharpshooter put many a Florence 
County squirrel, quail, dove and duck 
on my grandparents' table . When he re
turned from the Pacific Theater in World 
War II, my father used the .410, readily 
available inexpensive shells, and his red 
setter, Mike, with telling success on 
bobwhite quail . 

When my brother and I were ready to 
hunt with a shotgun , the little .410 be
came our first gun. It brought down my 
first squirrel, my first rabbit, my first 
dove, my first quail and my first duck. 
By this time my brother had refinished 
its well-worn stock with linseed oil . 

I graduated from the little shotgun at 
age 13. In October 1961, my father 
bought me a 28-inch double-barrelled 16 
gauge Fox B shotgun "special-ordered" 
through the old F. E. Huggins Hardware 
in my hometown. Now I was able to 
bring down squirrels and ducks 50 yards 
away and I could choose the barrel to fit 
the range, full choke or modified. 

On November 23, 1961, the opening 
day of quail season, my father and I were 
eating lunch with my grandmother at 
Poston. The bird dog was chained to an 
old apple tree in the yard and the shot
guns were on the seat of our station 
wagon parked almost in the carport. 

by Mike Creel 

When we had finished the meal of 
turkey, trimmings and Grandma Pearl's 
special thin-layer chocolate cake, we 
were ready to try 'em for the afternoon. 

As we loaded the dog in the rear of the 
station wagon and prepared to depart 
for our Florence County farm we saw 
what had happened while we ate . My 
new 16 gauge was gone! Apparently 
someone passing on foot had seen our 
setter snoozing in the grass next to the 
driver 's side of the car and had taken the 
least chancy gun to reach, my gun on the 
passenger side. 

The stolen gun was reported to the 
county sheriff's office, but it has never 
been recovered. This theft occurred be
fore passage of the 1968 Gun Control Act 
which required that all guns have a serial 
number. Fox B double barrels were a 
new item for the company in 1961 and 
none of them carried a serial number by 
which the guns could be traced. 

Then, just two years ago, my .410 was 
stolen. So now the first two shotguns I 

had growing up as a hunter are probably 
in the hands of some honest out
doorsman who bought them directly 
from "old Joe," a local fellow with a tale 
about his out-of-town brother who lost 
interest in hunting and just keeps pass
ing guns on to him to sell . 

If you have, leaning in your closet, a 
little.410shotgun marked Keystone Arms 
Company, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, 
and stamped with serial number 166295, 
think about it. You possess stolen prop
erty, more than that, stolen memories 
tied to a gun worth no more than $35. 

This serial number and my name are 
already on the FBI computer list of stolen 
guns at the National Crime Information 
Center in Washington, D.C. If this gun is 
someday stolen from you, it will be re
turned to me when it is recovered. 
Should this occur you will be out the 
money you paid for the gun and you will 
have to live with the knowledge that you 
played a part in the growing crime of 
gun theft and burglary in America . 

During 1978, a total of $1,503,461 in 
firearms was reported stolen in this 
state, according to "Crime in South 
Carolina," an annual publication of the 
S. C. Law Enforcement Division . 
Firearms valued at $151,458 were recov
ered by South Carolina law enforcement 
agencies last year. The value of the arms 
recovered amounts to just 10 percent of 
the value of those stolen. 

These statistics pain t a gloomy picture 
for gun owners w hose possessions may 
become dollar marks in the booty of 
some thief this year. Even more distres
sing is the low rate of recovery for stolen 
arms. Stolen property is sometimes re
covered years after the theft. But the 
odds of regaining possession of your sto
len gun are not good. 
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Firearms Inventory 
There are many people who own guns but have neglected to make a 

record of the serial numbers and descriptions of their firearms . If their guns 
are ever stolen, the chances are nearly zero that their possessions will ever 
be _ret\lrned. For a la~ ~nforcement agency to return a recovered stolen gun 
to its rightful owner, it is necessary for the owner to report the theft and his 
guns' serial numbers or Operation ID numbers. Using these identifying 
numbers and a computer in Washington, law enforcement officials 
throughout the United States can trace many recovered stolen guns back to 
their original owners. If you have not made a firearms inventory, stop right 
now and do it. The simplest way is to draw off five vertical columns on a 
sheet of notebook paper as shown here . At the top of the five columns write 
MAKE, MODEL, CALIBER, DESCRIPTION and SERIAL NUMBER. Re
trieve each of your guns from its place of security and fill in the inventory 
form with legible, brief printing. Make sure all of your arms are unloaded, 
free of rust and have clean bores . You might rub some heavier oil on less 
frequently_ u~ed guns. 1'. you want a more detailed record of guns, use a 
four- by SIX-mch ruled mdex card and include the data shown here. Once 
your ~ire~rms Invent~ry is completed, make several photocopies and place 
them m different locations so if one is lost or stolen that's not "all she wrote." 

In 1977, $1,466,760 worth of guns were 
reported stolen and in 1976, $1,222,358. 
The value of guns reported stolen in 
South Carolina has risen steadily over 
the past three years. This could indicate 
more thefts or more people educated to 
the need of reporting gun thefts to law 
enforcement agencies. 

Gun theft is a problem that may never 
be solved, but there are methods to aid 
in preventing the theft and recovering 
them. Make a detailed record of the 
firearms you own. Check and improve 
the security of your home and the places 
your guns are kept. Keep trustworthy 
neighbors informed of your movements. 
Don't show off your firearms to people 
who couldn't care less. 

Hunters and gun owners traditionally 
talk freely about their new guns, their 
old guns and that gun that shoots "dead 
on the money" Arms are usually kept in 
glass-fronted, hardwood gun cabinets, 
over the mantle, on den walls and 
perched in the rear window gun rack of 
pickup trucks. 

If you have even one gun you don't 
wish stolen, keep a low profile both ver
bally and visually. Bite your tongue 
when a co-worker mentions his repro
duction Winchester rifle in a crowd, and 
you've got an 1894 original. Carry some
thing to a turkey shoot besides your 
great-uncle's 32-inch double barrel full 
and full choke Purdey. Don't bring your 
prized Trapdoor Springfield out of hid
ing to impress your daughter's new 
boyfriend. 

Check with your insurance agent to be 
sure your homeowner's policy covers 
the value of the guns you own. He 
should be given a list of your arms. 
There is usually a limit to the value a 
policy will cover and there may be a 
provision excluding coverage of 
firearms. You may need additional in
surance such as that available at a rea
sonable rate to members of the National 
Rifle Association. 

When I ask whether they have a list of 
their guns by serial number, most people 
say, "No, but I've been meaning to do it." 
Intentions are great, but they're no sub
stitute for a record after the theft! 

Retrieve all your guns from their 
"hidey-holes," check that they're un
loaded and spread them on the floor. 
While you're filling in your inventory, 
print clearly and concisely. Don't forget 
to include information such as caliber or 
gauge, barrel length, choke, extra bar
rels, magazine capacity and any special 
markings or finish . 
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Many of South Carolina's 447 police 
departments and 46 sheriff's depart
ments have crime prevention programs . 
Services offered by these law enforce
ment agencies range from home security 
surveys by officers to guidelines for 
Neighborhood Crime Watch Programs. 

One activity of particular interest to 
the gun owner is Operation ID, a pro
gram designed to discourage burglary 
by permanently marking valuables in 
homes and businesses with an identifi
cation number assigned by a crime pre
vention officer. Electric scribers, usually 
available on loan from the law enforce
ment agency, are used to engrave the 
valuable item. 

The numbering system used in Opera
tion ID is a nationwide standard. It iden
tifies your state, county, law enforcement 
agency and you . For example, the 
number S.C. 40-1-000 indicates it was 
assigned in South Carolina, Richland 
County, by the county sheriff's depart
ment. The last three digits are the 
owner's personal number. Once a 
firearm, appliance or any other valuable 
is engraved with an Operation ID 
number, it becomes traceable back to its 
rightful owner. 

Operation ID numbers may be affixed 
to a gun by scribing it into metal covered 
by full assembly of the gun, by burning 
it irlto wood at some concealed area like 
the underside of the forearm or under 
the butt plate, or by concealing it on the 
gun with a printed plastic label. 

Using a number to identify your per
sonal property other than an Operation 
ID number issued through a local law 
enforcement agency is not advisable, ac
cording to Ray Isgett, South Carolina's 
State Crime Prevention Coordinator. 

"All law enforcement agencies are 
aware of Operation ID' s unique identify
ing numbers," Isgett explained . "Some 
people have used their driver's license 
number for identifying property, but 
this has limited usefulness since license 
numbering systems vary so greatly be
tween states ." 

If a firearm with an Operation ID 
number is ever sold, it's a good idea for 
both seller and buyer to sign a bill of sale 
which describes the gun and its identify
ing marks and numbers. The new owner 
could put his own Operation ID number 
on it also, if he chooses. 

Make several photocopies of your 
completed arms inventory and put them 
in several locations: at home concealed 
apart from guns, in a bank safety deposit 
box, at the office, with your lawyer, with 

a close friend or with a relative. This 
eliminates the chance that all your gun 
records will be destroyed or stolen. 

People are looking for an indication 
that you have a gun . Decals on your ve
hicle, gun racks visible in the window or 
even hunting clothes left in your car are 
dead giveaways. Make an effort to limit 
such advertising that points you out as a 
hunter and gun owner. 

"The majority of gun thefts are from 
automobiles, mainly pistols out of glove 
compartments, " said Durwood G. Rus
sell, Special Agent in charge for the 
South Carolina District office of the 
Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco and 
Firearms. "Gun racks in the back win
dow of a pickup truck are nothing more 
than a come-on, an absolute invitation 
for theft. Some people can open a locked 
car door in two seconds flat and for them, 
car break-ins are a going business." 

Don't advertise your trips out of town 
by letting mail and papers pile up or the 
same light stay on. Arrange for a friend 
to pick up your delivered articles daily, 
cut a different light on, and even move 

ble, in the chest of drawers and dresser 
and in the master bedroom closet. Avoid 
these hiding places, if you have several 
guns, don't put them all in one place. 

Look for gun-size hollow spaces in
side, under, behind, below and on top of 
any solid or opaque panel in your house. 
Let your imagination run the gamut. 
Remember that some guns will disman
tle into two or more pieces half the origi
nal length. The possibilities are limit
less, particularly if you're an amateur 
woodworker. Remember that the area 
should be reasonably dry and away from 
excessive heat. 

If you' re planning a vacation, also plan 
to store your guns, especially the irre
placeable ones, in more secure and bet
ter camouflaged locations or put them in 
the care of a friend with a reasonably 
secure cache. Owners of large, expen
sive collections should consider placing 
their guns in easily built crates for 
bonded storage with a moving and stor
age company. Make sure the storage area 
is not affected by extremes of heat, cold 
or moisture. 

"' ~ 
< u 
b: 
< 

Before you etch an Operation ID number with an electric scriber into the metal of a firea rm , 
practice first on another metal object. At lower speed settings the scriber makes a shallower 
cut and is easier to manipulate . Numbers should be covered by full assembly of the gun . 

your second car around . Electrical tim
ers, good door locks, window latches 
and deadbolt door latches all discourage 
burglars. 

If a burglar enters your home, he 
should be confronted with a challenging 
and difficult search for your guns. The 
most likely places he will look first are on 
wall racks, in the gun cabinet, under the 
beds, in the drawers of the bedside ta-

Return address labels can be hidden 
on your guns. Using gummed or 
pressure-sensitive labels, personalize 
your possession in several places not vis
ible or accessible without a complete 
breakdown of the gun. On your arms 
inventory, note, preferably in code, the 
location of your address stickers . Such 
labels may bring your stolen gun home if 
it ever reaches honest hands . 
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Another idea is to place most of your 
firearms in a single sturdy cabinet that 
has been booby-trapped with a squal
ling, foolproof burglar alarm. Be sure it's 
loud enough to be heard by your 
neighbors and tell them you have it. It 
can operate on household current but 
should ideally have a battery back-up 
system in case the electrical lines are cut 
or power failure occurs. 

Guns stored in uncamouflaged, 
ready-access cabinets or closets should 
be unloaded and also separated from 
ammunition. They should be locked in 

chor the whole business to a solid 
member of the house or to a built-in steel 
frame. Remember that all the metal 
hardware which touches the gun must 
be padded to prevent injury to the arm's 
finish. Vinyl, leather, cloth or shrink-fit 
tubing will accomplish this. 

"Camouflaging the location of your 
guns is often a better approach to pre
vent theft, particularly if you're a collec
tor, than locking them down with a fool
proof, high-security hardware system," 
said Terry F. Lunders , assistant 
ATF special agent, South Carolina Dis-

Inspector William Brasington , standing in the evidence room of the Richland 
County Sheriff 's Department, shows some of the guns recovered during criminal 
inv estigati.ons. When a gun enters the custody of a law enforcement agency, they 
attempt to trace it to the original owner by serial number or Operation Identification 
number. 

place. Few ready-made devices which 
do this are available. The alternative is 
the use of case-hardened chains, steel 
cables and deep-throw padlocks to an-
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trict. "If a professional gun burglar lo
cates your armory, the chances are that 
he will damage the arms in getting them 
out, or, if he is foiled, he may be so 

enraged that he damages the guns and 
leaves them in place. It may have been 
better had he stolen the guns un
blemished, and you take the chance of 
having them recovered. " 

Steel security cabinets and chests af
ford another means of safekeeping guns 
and other valuables in the home. Tread 
Corporation of Roanoke, Virginia, a 
leader in gun safe manufacturing, offers 
models that will fit in vehicles, apart
ments and homes. Each is constructed of 
heavy gauge welded steel with high
security steel pin sliding cylinder locks. 
With some 10,000 security chests in use, 
only three or four have been broken into 
successfully and the burglars were pro
fessionals who knew beforehand exactly 
what they were up against, according to 
Paul Miller of the Tread Corporation. 

If people did not buy stolen guns, 
there would be no market. But they do 
buy hot firearms, some at super bargain 
prices, others for the full going rate . 

When somebody offers you a fine gun 
at a ridiculously low price, or when a 
stranger offers to sell you a gun under 
odd circumstances, be suspicious. Know 
the person you' re buying a gun from and 
be sure to ask for a bill of sale. 

If you are approached with the sale of a 
gun which is greatly below the ap
praised or normal value, get the make, 
model and serial number of the gun and 
the salesman's license number and de
scription and ask your local law en
forcement agency to check the gun 
against the list of reported stolen guns at 
the National Crime Information Center. 

Anyone who buys a stolen gun, except 
for an ATF undercover agent doing his 
job, is encouraging, supporting, putting 
food on the criminal's table. The next 
firearm these criminals steal may be 
yours. If it is, you'll be fighting mad and 
call the sheriff's office immediately to 
report the theft, hoping helplessly that it 
will be recovered and returned to you. 

Reporting the loss of your guns to local 
law enforcement should set the wheels 
into motion. The officer takes your 
statement and checks the burgled pre
mises for any clues or fingerprints the 
thief may have left. If you have had 
enough foresight to copy down the serial 
numbers from the guns, the officer will 
then enter these into the computerized 
list of stolen and lost firearms at the Na
tional Crime Information Center with 
the Federal Bureau of Investigation. If 
you're very lucky, one day you may re
ceive a telephone call that your guns have 
been recovered and will be returned. 
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Just during the last year in South 
Carolina, Lunders estimates that 75 
firearms were returned to their rightful 
owners as a result of gun-tracing work." 
We recently returned some very expen
sive guns to their owner, and he was 
surprised and delighted by the news. 
Three of the guns were valued at over 
$9,000." 

"If guns are stolen and we recover 
them, we are most anxious to return 
them to their legitimate owners when an 
investigation is concluded," Lunders 
said. "If a gun cannot be returned to the 
owner or put into service by another 
government agency, we are bound by 
statute to destroy it as a surplus gun. If it 
is a particularly rare gun that cannot be 
returned, it may be placed in our Na
tional Firearms Reference Library in 
Washington, D.C." 

Nobody, not even the experts with 
ATF, can predict how long it will take to 
recover a gun or even what the odds are. 
But without a correct serial number, a 
promptly filed stolen gun report to law 
enforcement authorities and the entry of 
that number into the NCIC computer, 
the chances of your gun ever being re
turned are nearly zero. 

There are many alternatives the gun 
owner can use to make his residence 
secure enough to discourage most bur
glars. No home can be made an impene
trable fortress against all burglars. A vet
eran break-in artist, given the time and 
opportunity, can gain access, nullify 
most alarm devices and get by the locks 
on an expensive all-metal gun safe . But a 
reasonably secure home with guns 
locked away out of sight and perhaps a 
moderately priced burglar alarm can 
slow a thief down and make stealing 
your possessions just not worth his time. 
Good neighbors who are alert to your 
comings and goings and who will help 
your home to look lived-in when you're 
away are the most effective means of 
burglar protection. 

A theft of any kind violates your rights 
of privacy and security. When you are 
the victim, all the statistics become per
sonal. 

An individual who has been engaged 
since childhood in a sport such as hunt
ing or fishing usually has at least one 
shotgun or old fishing reel that means 
something special to him or her. It's 
probably not a collector's item, but the 
memories are invaluable. Gun theft is a 
crime which kills a memory of days 
afield. It takes from the law-abiding and 
makes quick cash for the lawless.-, 

These materials 
are available from 
Crime Prevention 
officers. 
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The National Firearms Tracing Center 
of the Alcohol, Tobacco and Firearms 
Bureau traces domestic and imported 
firearms to their first retail sale as an in
vestigative aid for federal , state and local 
law enforcement agencies . Since the 
center began in October 1972, more than 
240,000 firearms have been traced (as of 
June 30, 1978) to either an individual or 
the last retail dealer. About 5,500 trace 
requests are received monthly. The ArF 
center is able to successfully trace 50 per
cent of all recovered guns and nine out of 
10 of those sold since 1968:' 

"At the rate we're going, we will have 
received 60,000 requests to trace guns by 
the end of the year," Howard Criswell 
with the ATF Public Information Office 
said. "Sixty percent of these requests 
come from state and local law enforce
ment agencies . It is considered a suc
cessful trace when we can follow a gun 's 
ownership to the first retail sale . 

If the gun has been sold between indi
viduals after the initial store sale, it be
comes a real problem to get the gun back 
to the person it was stolen from. That is 
why all gun owners should carefully re
cord the serial numbers of their arms and 
get those numbers put into the National 
Crime Information Center list of lost and 
stolen guns if the guns are ever stolen. 

When guns are reported as stolen to a 
law enforcement agency, they are, as a 
rule (check to make sure) entered into the 
computer at the FBI's National Crime In
formation Center. When weapons are re
covered during criminal investigations, 
an initial step is to run that serial number 
against the stolen and missing guns on 
the computer. 

If the gun's original owner had re
ported the serial number and it matches 
that of the recovered weapon, the rightful 
owner will be notified and it will be re
turned to him after legal proceedings. 

The computer, as of August 1, 1979, 
contained a record of 1,365,106 guns re
ported lost or stolen. The number of 
firearms unaccounted for grows each 
year, even with guns being subtracted 
from the list when they are recovered . 

And this does not include the many guns 
that were stolen but not reported, due to 
oversight, lack of concern or failure to 
record the serial number. 
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realized that sometimes we, as hunters, 
can be insensitive towards the feelings of 
those who love wildlife and do not hunt. 
When we make light of the "kill, " it is 
impossible for a non-hunter to under
stand that we, as hunters, love and ap
preciate wildlife, possibly much more 

r \ > than they. 
,' ·,ff:i I feel that hunters should make an ef
)i j ort to convey to those who do not hunt, 

, , , the love and admiration we have for 
/ ' 

1
11 ' rj, )1/ wildlife. The worst thing we can do as za ,: 71 I: I/ I i hunters (or as human beings for that mat-

lll/fl'llf¥1,llli''llllllll ill ' .,l, ' ter) is to portray ourselves as heartless 
_ ~ ' butchers of God 's most beautiful 

ers creatures . 
( 

I cannot understand your using that 
bald eagle article in the No. 3 issue of 
S. C. Wildlife magazine. It appears an 
open invitation to harassment and no
thing else. Now I hear of " research" on 
the least tern . This is equally inexcusable. 

These species need to be protected 
and left alone. "Research" should be 
strictly prohibited. 

E.B. Chamberlain 
Research Associate, Charleston Museum 

Editors ' Note: Your concern is appre
ciated. Research on any endangered 
species is reviewed with other biologists 
and scientists to insure that the project 
will not harm the species. Scientists must 
study many endangered animals to more 
fully understand their biology and causes 
of decline. 

Banding is a legitimate research tool 
used on bald eagles 1 especially in Florida, 
for many years with no adverse effects. 
Information gained from such marking 
and nesting studies is basic to formulat
ing mapagement decisions that will ulti
mately recover many endangered ani
mals. 

Recently, several friends and I were 
discussing dove shooting in the presence 
of a lovely young lady friend who does 
not hunt, but loves wildlife (particularly 
birds). Because of our knowledge of her 
love for birds, we thought it funny to 
discuss the gory details of how to finish 
off doves that do not fall dead. By the 
time we had finished, I noticed that tears 
had swollen in her eyes. I felt a deep 
sense of guilt and a feeling of being a 
person who is totally insensitive. 

After thinking it over for a while, I 
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If we can convey our love and respect 
for wildlife as hunters to these people, 
then maybe, just maybe, we in return will 
gain their respect as well as their under
standing. Paul Graham 

Summerville 

I have been planning to write to you for 
a while. Now that it has come around to 
renewal time, I have a good chance. 

When I first started my subscription, it 
was to a fine wildlife magazine. You had 
excellent articles on small and big game 
hunting. I also loved the wonderful pic
tures in your magazine. 

I am afraid you have lost your touch . 
Gone soft. South Carolina Wildlife has 
become nothing more than a woman's 
magazine.' 

Why don't you add a section of crochet 
and knitting? Don't forget to add a few 
dress patterns and plenty of more rec
ipes. 

I want a hunting and wildlife maga
zine ; not a woman's magazine. I am not 
going to renew my subscription to a 
magazine like that. I will be sure to tell my 
friends not to either. 

I would be embarrassed to call you 
publishing a wildlife magazine. 

No thank you . Robert W Still 
Greenwood 

I always look forward to receiving my 
copy of the South Carolina Wildlife . All 
issues are excellent, but I believe that the 
July-August magazine was the best I have 
read . It seemed that every article had a 
special appeal to me. As one who grew 
up near the shores of the Santee River 
and still loves to return to fish and relax, 
your articles on the Santee, its fishing 
guides and its fish brought back many 
pleasant memories. 

Even your article on "Mysteries of the 
Firefly's Light" had unusual interest to 
me. My daughter spent the greater part 

of this summer doing research on the 
mysteries and the efficiency of the 
bioluminescence of the firefly in a special 
class for scientific-oriented students in 
the Greenville County schools. Also in 
that class was a student who did research 
on the possibility of using the kudzu 
plant (also mentioned in the July-August 
issue) as a raw material in the production 
of alcohol which could be used to help 
solve our fuel crisis. 

Congratulations on 
magazine available! 

having the best 
Bill Clifton 

Taylor 

The article "Recipes with that Charles
ton Flavor" by Ben Moise, appearing in 
the September-October issue of South 
Carolina Wildlife 1 was the most fantastic 
piece I've ever read on Lowcountry sea
food preparation. Mr. Moise is due a spe
cial vote of thanks for sharing his secrets 
with your readers! Let's hear more from 
him in future issues. L.E. Terrell III 

Columbia 

I just read the letter from a subscriber 
who didn't renew his subscription be
cause he felt it was becoming an artist's 
book. So I have a few words about your 
magazine. 

First, I have no interest in hunting and 
killing animals. Not that I'm against it. 

Second, I'm an artist and amateur pho
tographer and that's the reason I sub
scribe. 

South Carolina Wildlife is the most 
beautifully printed magazine I have ever 
seen . Its high quality paper and color 
reproduction is breath-taking. 

I'm a realist painter and it's a pleasure 
to receive a book which reproduces such 
work. Cliff Hinson 

Rock Hill 

Ph.D. Shirley McGreal 's letter brand
ing hunting a "blood sport" and con
demning wildlife management as an arti
ficial means of utilizing a "hunter's mur
derous services" misses the mark on sev
eral points. 

Ph.D. McGreal seems typical of the 
breed that enjoys meat, leather goods 
and other animal products but prefers to 
use her income to hire others to slaugh
ter domestic animals. Apparently she 
feels it is more humane to have cattle 
fattened in feed lots, injected with ten
derizers and slaughtered out of her sight 
rather than to cultivate and harvest 
wildlife as a sport and an economical way 
of supplementing store-bought meat. 

Before she sets her next table or puts 
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on her next leather coat, Ph.D. McCrea! 
should visit a slaughtering plant where 
hundreds of animals daily are killed for 
the benefit of people like her. 

As for her idea of running anti-hunting 
articles, an educated person like herself 
is no doubt aware the Supreme Court has 
ruled the press is under no legal obliga
tion to present opposing viewpoints, un
like radio and TV. 

Still anti-hunting articles in South 
Carolina Wildlife might not be a bad 
idea-as soon as hunters can read pro
hunting articles in magazines put out by 
the Audubon Society and the Sierra 
Club. 

2nd Lt. Floyd R. Harris 
U.S. Army 

Clemson 
Cpl. Robert Rudolph 

U.S. Army 
Shreveport, La. 

Your Sept.-Oct. issue reflects so many 
of the wonderful qualities causing well
deserved recognition of a job well done. 
The Association for Conservation In
formation and its fine judges are to be 
congratulated for their good taste in 
selecting South Carolina Wildlife tops 
again. Five times in five years-you' re 
not only great, you're consistent to a re
markable degree. 

Thanks for many delights through 
many issues-and most recently for the 
article about Lynn Bogue Hunt by Pete 
Laurie and the classic from the genius of 
Nash Buckingham. Not to express my 
gratitude would be unthinkable. 

John C. Ridley 
Decatur, Ga. 

Please be assured of my enjoyment of 
S. C. Wildlife . I subscribe and give three 
gift subscriptions to my friends. It is a 
treat to relax and read your magazine, 
and I welcome its arrival every two 
months. 

I wish to bring to your attention several 
errors in the article "Pulse of the Coast" 
by Pete Laurie. The article is very well 
presented and illustrated and I am certain 
every coastal outdoorsman will study it 
carefully. In the fourth paragraph, first 
sentence, Mr. Laurie writes "as the moon 
circles the earth on its daily voyage, . . . ", 
and same paragraph, second sentence, 
"Since the moon circles relentlessly Earth 
every 24 hours and 50 minutes, ... ". 
Each of these is misleading and incorrect. 
The first is ambiguous and the second 
sentence is wrong. It appears Mr. Laurie 

has his months and lunar days mixed up. 
I would refer him to the textbook by 
Robert H. Baker, Ph .D. , "Astronomy", 
Princeton, New Jersey, D. Van Nostrand 
Company, Inc., 1957. 

Thank you for editing an outstanding 
magazine. H. W Rogers Jr. 

Mooresville, N. C. 

Editors ' Note: Thanks for pointing out 
the error. It 's back to the earth science 
taught in the eight grade for us all. The 
moon's voyage around earth requires 
29½ days. The moon's gravitational pull 
and Earth's own revolutions form tvvo 
tidal bulges on opposite sides of the 
planet. The figure 24 hours and 50 min
utes refers to the time required for these 
two high tides to pass a given location on 
the ocean shores. 

All summer long I struggled with my 
inability to explain to my five-year old son 
how lightning bugs and tides work. The 
last two issues solved my dilemma, and I 
have been restored to a position of re
spect in the eyes of my child . How can I 
thank you enough? These two issues 
have been the best ever, from front to 
back, and that's saying a lot, rnnsidering 
the excellence of issues past. 

Many thanks for this entertaining, 
edu cational , de corative - simpl y 
outstanding-pub! ication . 

A.H. Gibbes 
Columbia 

I have not renewed my subscription to 
S.C. Wildlife because, in my view, it has 
become simply a hunting and fishing 
magazine. 

While I agree that you do a fine job 
w ith these subjects, I would like to see a 
return to the excellent environmental 
journalism done so well by Carol Speight 
and other writers. 

This state abounds with opportunities 
for in depth stories regarding our natural 
resources, if only you have the guts to do 
them. Guy Jones 

Address unknown 

Editors' Note: Maybe you 'll want to 
take another look then. We have an arti
cle scheduled to be written by Carole 
Speight, who is indeed a fine en
vironmental journalist. 

As is usual with the magazine, I tre
mendously enjoyed the September
October edition but was disturbed by 
Mike Creel's "Sportsman's Corner" arti
cle. If author Creel wants to recommend 

hauling enough material to a dove shoot 
for an African safari , fine. 

However, recommending use of "a 
good supply" of salt tablets ranks right up 
there with applying snow to frostbi te and 
taking whisky for snakebite; all should be 
equally discouraged . 

Otherwise, this was your customary 
great job. Best wishes to editor Culler in 
his new endeavo r. His effo rts have 
brought considerable pleasure and en
joyment to me for the past several years. 

A/vi n F. Crowder 
Charleston Heights 

I enjoyed the arti cle on retrievers. I'm 
an amateur handler and trainer and have 
visited Bruce Jackson's fa rm duri'ng trials 
on several occasions. 

Most people think that you've got to 
have endless amounts of time to train a 
gun dog. All you need do is spend a few 
minutes a day and anyone can have a fine 
hunting retriever. 

Many thanks. T. B. Thrower 
Battleboro, N.C. 

The 5. C. Wildlife is an excellent maga
zine, and I'm glad to see that Greenville 
ranks third in number of subscribers. 

O ne of your w riters with his splendid 
young wife and a friend of hers were up 
from U.S.C. this weekend to see the new 
collectio n at the art muse um, and 
brought me the spring copy containing 
his latest article. Besides mv interest in 
the wildlife, I am greatly e'njoying the 
waterco lors by Alice R. Huger Smith and 
am saving the back cover fo r framing. 

Some years ago when an alumnus 
from each of the state colleges and uni
versities was invi ted to the 150th anniver
sary of the College of Charleston, I 
rented a rowboat and rowed through the 
Cypress Gardens by myself. I was also the 
only alumna in the crowd and was sitting 
there waiting, when the very gracious di
rector of the Charleston Museum, read
ing my name on the pinned-on card, 
said, "Come and be my partner to the 
outdoor platfo rm ." 

Afterwards, it occurred to me that the 
invitati on committee had mistaken 
Colorado College, an independent in
stitution in Colorado Springs, fo r the 
state university. 

But I should not take up too much of 
your time in getting acquainted with all of 
your subscribers of which I hope to be 
the 2,545th one from this city on the 
Christmas gift list . 

Mrs. Hattie Finlay Jones 
Greenville 
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by Mike Creel 

The surest way to improve 
your score on crappie is to 
build your own beds. 
Some trees, weights and 
a few lengths of cable sub
merged in the proper place will 
lure Mister Goggle-Eye year 
round. 

Crappie beds are nothing new; tJ,ey 
have been used for years by a great rljl'any 
people in all areas of the crappie's r~nge . 
And there is no trick to building ~ pro-
ductive bed. / 

The effectiveness of a bed i~1 largely 
dependent on its location. l7he area 
should have little natural cover! to com
pete with the bed and reduce' its effec
tiveness. Irregularities it1! the lake 
bottom-a drop-off, ledge 9r old creek 
bed-provide excellent bedjlocations as 
these features are atttactiv¥ to crappie . 

Water depth stroli)'dly,inffuences where 
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Crappie Gone to Bed 
crappie will be at a particular time. Crap
pie are caught between 15- and 35-feet 
during the greatest portion of the year. 
This varies with different lakes. Build sev
eral beds at different depths to be more 
assured of finding fish each time you go. 
For cane pole fishing, beds should be 
no deeper than about 20 feet. 

The simplest type of bed construction , 
which may be as effective as any, consists 
of brush anchored to the lake bottom. 
Cedar is a favorite for many crappie bed 
builders . Its profusion of small branches 
provides more cover than most trees or 
shrubs and its decay resistance increases 
the bed life . Willows, wax myrtle, sweet
gum, Scotch pine, fir, spruce and camel
lia bushes, can also be used with success, 
however. Green brush seems to concen
trate fish faster than dry. 

The bed should be constructed so that 
it will maintain a high vertical profile even 
after waterlogged. There are two means 
of accomplishing this. The first is to 
weight the base and buoy the top of each 
bush or tree so that it stands upright 
when sunk on the bed. A plastic milk jug 
with the tbp made watertight with bees
wax or pipe-joint compound makes a 
good, permanent float for this purpose. 
The float should be tied to the treetop 
and to the weight which is roped to the 
tree base. When the tree decays and the 
float breaks free, it will thus be kept from 
returning to the surface by the weight. 

Another method is to tie the bases of 
several trees together to form a bundle. 
When the trees become waterlogged , 
they will remain in a pile with the desired 
high profile. Four or five bundles per bed 
are adequate unless the bed is to be 
heavily fished . 

Beds may be laced with a bale of hay or 
other organic attractant to promote a vig
orous population of zooplankton (min
ute forms of animal life) , the basic food 
for most minnows. The attractiveness of 
your bed to the crappie is thus increased 
by bringing his minnows and cover to
gether. If you anchor your hay bale at the 
bed for at least one day, it will become 
sufficiently waterlogged to sink. 

Permits are required in some South 
Carolina lakes before a fish attracting 
structure can be placed in them. Fisher
men who would like to build a fish attrac-

tor or crappie bed in a reservoir should 
first check with the responsible au
thorities such as South Carolina Electric 
and Gas Company, Duke Power Com
pany, South Carolina Public Service Au
thority or the U. S. Army Corps of En
gineers. Unauthorized crappie bed build
ing could evoke fines and penalties. Also, 
poorly built beds, especially those in
adequately anchored or in water too shal
low, could become boating hazards. 

Don 't be discouraged if you can't catch 
fish at your bed site immediately after it's 
built; it usually takes about two months 
for fish to concentrate properly. 

It is not at all uncommon to catch 
largemouth bass, bream or catfish at 
crappie beds. Catfish can be lured to 
your bed with a perforated can of cat 
food or a cake of cottonseed meal (in a 
wire box or it will soon be devoured). 
This bait should be suspended two to 
four feet off the bottom. 

It is best to mark your bed by triangula
tion using natural landmarks. Floating 
markers will either be destroyed or will 
lead other fishermen to your private 
hotspot. 

For those without the time or inclina
tion to build their own crappie beds, the 
South Carolina Wildlife and Marine Re
sources Department has been building 
beds in Lake Marion, Lake Moultrie and 
Lake Murray and this spring will begin 
similar work in Lake Wateree . These beds 
are clearly marked and in readily accessi
ble areas. 

Christmas trees and trees cut from the 
area are used as brush for the attractors. 
White and orange buoys with 
"S.C.W.M.R.D." insignia are placed at 
the center of brush piles 150 feet wide 
and anchored to the bottom. 

The department recently published a 
series of six map-booklets called 
"Fisherman's Guides" covering Santee
Cooper, Lake Greenwood, Clark Hill, 
Fishing Creek, Cedar Creek Lake and 
Lake Wateree. Each booklet shows the 
location of buoy-marked fish attractors, 
locally known as brush piles or crappie 
beds in the specified lakes. 

The booklets are available free by writ
ing "Fisherman's Guides," P. 0. Box 167, 
Columbia, S. C., 29202. Please name the 
area maps you need. $ 
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ild Things 
by Archibald Rutledge 

Most folks 
brought up in 

South Carolina 
are familiar with 

at least some of the 
works of the late Archibald 

Rutledge. Teacher, poet and 
writer, lover of nature-all of 

these descriptions applied to the 
man appointed in 1934 as the state's 

, first poet laureate. 
During his life Rutledge 

lished numerous magazine 
-'I!"-f~icles, books of poetry and tales 

. ." ~out the people, wild creatures 
· f:lnd experiences encountered in the 
Carolina Lowcountry surrounding 
his ancestral home, Hampton, on 
the Santee River in Charleston 
County. 

Like many of us who hunt and 
fish, Rutledge was an ardent 
observer of nature. In this article, 
taken from his book "The Woods 
and Wild Things I Remember," he 
points out through a selection of 
these observations that man would 
do well to copy some of the virtues 
found in wildlife. A short biography 
of Rutledge is included on page 64. 

A 
s nearly every day I spent 
long hours in the 
woods, it was natural 
for me to observe the 

behavior of wildlife. 
The buck and the doe were 

coming daintily through the bronzed 
huckleberry bushes under the giant 
pines. I saw them from a crotch in a 
bay tree, into which I had climbed to 
watch for wildlife. About me for 
miles stretched a green country, 
beautiful with spiritual springtime. 

The deer came tripping forward, 
pausing now and then to browse 
upon the tips of green shoots. 
Coming to an obstruction of myrtles 
in their pathway, the buck, just like 
any man showing off his strength 
before his best girl, bowed his 
antlers and tore through the 
bush-bucked the line, I suppose! 
But just then the two got the scare of 
their lives. They ran almost into my 
hitched horse! He snorted and tried 
to break away. A horse hates to be 
tied when anything unusual 
approaches him. 

The deer, that but a moment 
before had imagined themselves 
remote and secure in their deepest 
forest home, sequestered by the 
falling twilight, then suddenly 
discovered that they had unaware 
encountered Man. A deer probably 
would not mind a horse but for the 
fact that it associates the danger from 
man with a horse. The two must 
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have got my scent as well. It all explain what I mean by telling corr 
meant murder to them. stories that illustrate the traits "mt 
No wonder these deer jumped rather than by trying mal< 
desperately, bolted, and tore merely to describe the traits plas 
through the greenery, crashed themselves . alw, 
through the young kno 
cypresses and bays, and vanished to b 
running. I n our South Carolina cun 

Had I been in their place, miles plantation house we had a kno 
would swiftly have separated me rustic basket hanging in the whE 

from such danger as they had met. hall; in it we used to is rn 
But wild things are different. It keep gloves. One year we were but 

happened that from my perch I could delighted to find a wren building in 11 
see into an adjoining field, not more the basket, and the next year she asp 
than two hundred yards off-a reared another brood in the same thar 
lovely open place, now suffused with place. From her home to the front infe 
the warm colors of sunset. I door the distance was only a few one 
distinctly saw the two deer quietly feet. The third year the house was nesl 
enter the calm vale; they were closed-every door and every desl 
walking. Moreover, they had started window. Yet when I went there one stef 
to browse again, apparently entirely April day and unlocked the front on t 
forgetful of their late peril. door, the wren darted down the long hou 

If the Thing which had menaced hallway ahead of me. She passed T 
the had menaced a man, he would through two rooms, and I saw her hod 

have run for a week, would have apparently fly through a window foUJ 
called in the police, would pane, at least eighty feet from her trip -.. 

have been haunted day and nest. beil 
night by the experience. Investigating I found in the glass soo: 
Perhaps all his life he of the window a small hole made by his 

would have been shadowed the passage of a bullet. I pus 
by its memory. But wild creatures remembered then that some careless the 

appear to have the fortunate power boy on a picnic had let a revolver go mir 
suddenly to recover their poise, off, and had drilled the glass with a ano 
swiftly to regain their equanimity, bullet. The hole was not bigger than anx 
without delay to shake off the fears my thumb, and its edges were con 
that beset them. And I profoundly jagged in places. 1 
envy them this virtue. What's past The tiny brown bird, finding her hav 
with them is past-immediately, home shut and barred against her, the 
definitely. I wish I were like them in had searched (with infinite patience W01 
this-and that all of us were. and intelligence, I believe) until she pus 

Many a time I have watched wild at last found this singular mode of foUJ 
things display this quality: Roosevelt access. Through this minute, the 
remarked the same speedy return to sharp-edged hole she had carried ThE 
normal among the frightened herds fresh sticks and lining for her nest. D01 
of African game animals. They run She had showed an affectionate "Th 
the gauntlet, escape (sometimes), persistence that any human being kne 
and then forget all about might well envy. I often think of that But 
it-unchanged by the experience busy, caroling songster, of her tha1 
save, perhaps, by a heightening of quaint, confiding home in the dark nov 
general alertness, a development of hallway, of her devotion to it. "Love mD 
keener shrewdness. If poise is one of will find a way," says the old song. clay 
the finest traits of character, then Even so. It will, when all else fails. Ii 
surely the swift recovery of it is thir 
another. ThE 

There are many other qualities in All observers of nature have one 
natural life that appeal to me as well marked the patient ofg 
worth trading for some that we persistence of wild creatures. haf 
possess; and I shall try to There is a species of wasp pla, 
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commonly called the 
"mud-dauber," from its habit of 
making its house of wet earth, 
plastered neatly against a wall, 
always out of reach of the weather. I 
know that our plantation porch used 
to be disfigured every year by these 
curious inhabitants. The insect 
knows that the nest must be put 
where the rain cannot reach it; for it 
is not a house built upon the sand, 
but of sand. 

I tried one day, I hope more out of 
a spirit of scientific investigation 
than out of one of mere torment of an 
inferior thing, to discover how often 
one of these wasps would begin a 
nest if what had been started was 
destroyed. I just sat on the front 
steps with a long cane, with my eye 
on the beginning of a particular 
house. 

The wasp went to the river for his 
hodful of mud. It took him about 
four minutes to make the round 
trip-most of his time probably 
being spent in gathering his load. As 
soon as he had laid the foundation of 
his house and had flown away, I 
pushed the flimsy thing down with 
the end of the cane. In a few 
minutes, back he would come with 
another burden; and, though clearly 
anxious, would begin again to 
construct his dwelling. 

To me it appeared that he must 
have thought that he was bringing 
the wrong material-stuff that 
would not hold up; for I noticed, as I 
pushed down each succeeding 
foundation, that the color of the earth 
the wasp was using had changed. 
There was more and more clay in it. 
Doubtless he was saying to himself: 
"This is a funny thing. I thought I 
knew exactly how to build a house. 
But everything collapses. It must be 
that I am using too much sand. From 
now on I am going to make a 
mixture that is mighty strong in 
clay." 

In all, I demolished the poor 
thing's house twenty-one times. 
Then I had to have a heart. He never 
once weakened, or showed any sign 
of giving up. Two days later, when I 
happened to look back toward the 
place under the eaves where a 

half-dozen of these wasps had built, 
I noticed one nest made almost 
wholly of red clay. 

That was long ago; but the scene is 
vivid to me now, and I never think of 
it but I say: "That wasp had the kind 
of virtues which make some men 
stand before kings; that wasp had 
wholesome self-examination, the 
ability to criticize his own work, 
endless patience against the most 
frightful discouragements, a cheerful 
courage sufficient to see to 
completion the most baffling task. I 
envy those virtues, and I wish that 
through life they might be mine." 

\ 

S 
upporting that same front 
porch were certain giant 
cypress pillars, hewn out of 
the swamp two centuries 

ago. In these a few bumblebees 
had drilled holes; and, as these 
were both weakening to the 
posts and unsightly, I decided to stop 
up the holes with putty, thinking, of 
course, that the bees would go 
elsewhere. But the day after the 
putty was applied, I found all of it 
neatly piled in powdered form 
beneath the holes! Then I tried 
successively plaster of Paris, wooden 
pegs, and tough clay, painted over. It 
was all the same. I hardly had the 
heart to kill the bees; and, as a result, 
their descendants are there, to this 
day. 

I think I would call this virtue the 
Virtue of Stubborn Attack. Here an 
insect meets an obstruction to its 
home. It does not ask who put it 
there; it does not question whether it 
is worthwhile trying to remove it; it 
does not say hesitatingly, like 
Hamlet, "This should be scanned." It 
immediately makes a furious frontal 
attack-laying aside every 
consideration save this thing of vital .. / 
moment. With a pertinacity nos.,,~ 

4' 

\1 
\ 

'\ 

to be denied, with a certain ""--.,,. 
wild hardihood not to be gainsaid, ' -...,.. ,.-, 
and with intelligence sufficient for the ~ ~ 
occasion, this creature that we ' 
disdainfully call an insect goes right 
manfully to work. 

Of the amazing, innocent, 
all-sufficing beauty and beneficence 
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of nature, I feel that wild creatures 
must be fully aware. At least, I envy 
them their apparent utter 
contentment-and this in the face of 
imll)inent and deadly peril. 

Ipo not believe that they are 
cqntented because they are not 
cfware of these dangers, but rather 
~ause they have come calmly to 

)
acc~R_t them as a part of the general 
system of their lives. They take the 
matter of existence as it comes. 
Moreover, they do not languish for 
some other land, some other life, 

' some far off and different mode of 
being. What they find here and now 
satisfies them very well. They 
achieve present happiness. 

Nor can this feat be attributed to 
mere insensibility-"brute nature," 

fi 
as some would call it. Wild things 

· have a grave beauty and rejoicing 
, looks, as if their spirits were at 

;:::: peace. I do not think they feel 
like wanderers here. 

This earth is truly 
their home. They 

love it, and they 
love the life it offers. May we not 

justly envy them their serenity: 
, a calm of heart that condemns 

our feverish activity, our restless 
longings, our vain, wild yearnings? 
They are happy with what is given, 
and question not what is withheld. 

same accident happened. The tide 
tipped the nest until the egg rolled 
out. I wondered what the wild 
mother would do. Within a week, a 
full complement of five eggs had 
been laid, and apparently they were 
safe. 

It happened that the tide at that 
time was up to the bottom of the 
nest, and as I waited I saw the waters 
lift it gently and float it upward. The 
bird had evidently released a tie on 
the nest, so that now, while it was 
still anchored to two stout marsh 
stems, the loops that held it were 
sliding ones, permitting the nest to 
move gently upward with the tide 
and then to move downward to its 
normal resting place on a bundle of 
broken marsh tops. 

I am not saying that all marsh hens 
build sliding nests, but here 
certainly was one that did. Think of 
it! A frail, tiny home in the heart of 
the vast, waste sea marsh, visited 
daily by the monstrous sea tides; 
and the bright-eyed mother, 
dismayed but resolute, finding a 
way out of her distress. She made 
one of the mightiest forces in all 
nature work for her; what would 
ruin her, she, by a little deft 
adjustment of circumstances, made 
safe for her what was most precious 
to her. 

I watched with no little fascination 
that sliding nest until the young 

0 
ne day I happened to find were fledged. I frankly envied the 
the nest and eggs of a marsh lone bird with wit enough to handle 
hen (clapper rail) hidden a sea tide. I had never thought to 
in the green sedges that find a marsh hen harnessing the 

bordered a tidal creek on the coast. main. But there it was. 
The nest was anchored to A German scientist, after years of 
the marsh stems, and in it when I scholarly experiment in laboratories, 
discovered it were three eggs. That came to the conclusion that wild 
was a time when I was a fisherman, things cannot reason. Well, they get 
so that every day, going and coming along remarkably in a world in 
from the fishing grounds, I passed which reasoning men have a pretty 
the nest. The second time I saw the hard struggle to succeed. 
nest, the eggs were gone, tipped In the matter of the keenness of all 
from the structure by the tide that their physical senses, wild things are 
flooded the marsh regularly. I found infinitely our superiors. I have tried 
the eggs in the mud under the nest through many years to keep careful 
where the waters had left them when watch on wild creatures for the 
they subsided. purpose of ascertaining just how far 

The next day the mother had ahead of us they are in this matter of 
straightened the nest and had laid their senses. Their awareness is 
another egg. But on the morrow the amazing. But not all the senses of 
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wild things are by any means 
equally developed . Birds in general 
see much better than animals; the 
animals I know seem to hear farther 
than birds, but perhaps not more 
keenly. I recall testing one day the 
hearing power of a wild gobbler. 

I twas in mid-March, the 
mating season for the wild 
turkey; and at that time the 
males are belligerent, 

seeming to take every noise as a 
challenge. It is quite possible to go 
into turkey country at such a time 
and make one bird gobble merely by 
giving a shrill whistle, whereas to 
call one up by imitating the note of 
the hen is ridiculously easy: 

I located a big bird near the river 
by hearing him gobble defiantly 
when a rooster crowed in the yard of 
a Negro cabin hidden away in the 
forest. I approached within two 
hundred yards and whistled loudly, 
and was answered by a perfect 
torrent of proud abuse. Far up over 
the dreamy pines I saw a red-tailed 
hawk soaring. As it was away from 
the river, it must have been at least 
twice as far from the turkey as from 
me. 

Faintly I heard it give a scream, so 
far that I hardly distinguished it; yet 
the gobbler heard it, and the hawk 
promptly received a defiant 
berating. I stole along quietly 
through the thicket until I reached an 
old rail fence beyond which was a 
clearing bordering the placid, wide 
river. 

Full in view, some eighty yards off, 
I saw the gobbler strutting, his 
mighty fantail spread, his wattles 
crimson, his aspect regal, yet so 
overbearing as to be ludicrous. I 
think there is nothing more 
pompous in wildlife than a strutting 
turkey cock. 

Now was my chance to test his 
ears. I was close, hidden behind a 
dense fall of jessamine vines that 
draped a wild orange tree. It was 
necessary for me not to make any 
sounds that the turkey might detect 
as human. Carefully, therefore, I 
imitated the notes of certain birds, 

the cries of certain beasts. The 
gobbler, remember, was full eighty 
yards off. Yet so keen was his sense 
of hearing that my most diminished 
notes and calls were heard. It seemed 

' to me that I could utter no sound at 
all that he did not detect. If it was 
audible to me, it was to him. 

Of course, it is difficult to be exact 
in estimates of this kind; but to me it 
appeared that the gobbler could hear 
a noise as clearly as eighty yards as a 
man could at a few feet. Finally, 
almost under my breath, I said a few 
natural words. Instantly, the huge 
bird, a moment before all fluffed out 
and full of abounding pride, shrank, 
glistened with swift stealth, became, 
under my very eyes, a trim racer, and 
in a moment was gone into the 
friendly depths of the sheltering 
forest. He had not only heard keenly 
but discriminatingly. 

I used to have a horse named 
Redbird; and though certainly 
not wild, he had senses that 
used to put mine to shame. 

One night, I remember, I was 
riding him down a lonely 
road, and, just as we were 
dipping into a hollow, he suddenly 
snorted and came to a stand. I coaxed 
gently, then with spur and whip, for 
turning back would mean a ride of 
six miles farther. We had to cross the 
swamp at this place or not cross it at 
all. 

But Redbird had evidently made 
up his mind. I could feel him tremble 
and shiver under me. I knew then 
that he had the wind of something 
perilous. After a few moments more 
of useless urging on my part, we 
turned back. For an hour after that 
he was fidgety, and the least thing 
made him shy violently: 

Next day a Negro brought to the 
plantation a diamond-back 
rattlesnake that he had killed. 

"Where did you meet it?" I asked. 
"By Pinckney Run," he answered, 

referring to the swamp that Redbird 
had refused to cross. 

"When?" 
"Yesterday morning," he told me. 
It must have been twelve hours 

I think there 
is nothing more 

• pompous 10 

wildlife than a 
strutting 
turkey cock. 
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I have noticed 
a tendency 
among wild 
things to stand 
together-to 
call up the 
stragglers, to 
shelter the 
weak. 
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later that my horse had caught the 
scent of the snake. Of course, the 
place where the snake was killed was 
deeply impregnated with its scent; 
nevertheless, Redbird's nose had 
been good; and I found it easy to 
forgive his behavior when I saw the 
thing whose scent he had feared. 

I do not say that I covet his ability 
to smell a rattlesnake, for I have but 
meager personal ambitions in that 
direction. But I do covet his power to 
wind a scent infallibly. A human 
nose is a very degenerate organ. If 
we get, at a few yards, the scent of a 
rose bed or of a petunia plot, we are 
fortunate. I have seen a bird dog 
halt, lift his head to a damp breeze, 
and stand statuesquely ninety yards 
from a covey of quail. I think we 
must completely miss, especially in 
the woods, many of the more 
delicate aromas, many of the more 
shyly wafted dim sweetnesses, less 
of the earth than of the air, sidereal 
and evasive. 

Except, of course, in the sense that 
the Creator made some creatures to 
prey on others, wild things are 
singularly independent. They do not 
spend their lives trying to reform 
other creatures. They live fully and 
freely, untormented by the envy and 
malice that distress our lives. 
Depending utterly on nature and on 
themselves, they have a certain 
tawny ruggedness of spirit reserved 
to those into whose lives the artificial 
never enters. They possess that 
fortitude that we always associate 
with trees and rocks and rivers; 
finding the unfailing source of their 
strength in the fathomless serenity of 
earth's bosom. 

One day a Negro turpentine 
worker brought me a tiny fawn that 
he had found in the woods, and as 
such a creature is easily reared I 
decided to make a pet of it. It was so 
young that it could stand only in a 
wobbly fashion, and take only a few 
uncertain steps on its miniature 
hooves. Every morning I gave it a 
bottle of milk. 

Then I noticed that it became 
restless and tried to get into the 
patch of oats before the house. I 
carried it there at first, and later it 
went there itself. All day long it 
would lie curled up snugly in the 
oats. 

Then I noticed when I sent to 
bring it into the house for the night, 
it would always be just where I had 
left it. Why? Because, in the one or 
two days that it had been in the 
woods with its mother she had 
taught it to stay where she told it to 
lie, when she left it to go away to 
feed. Now that it was with me, it 
remembered its mother's injunction, 
and obeyed. 

Because deer teach their young 
this obedience, it is not hard to walk 
up to a crouched fawn. I have caught 
several; and their attitude plainly 
showed that they permitted 
themselves to be approached, not 
because they did not fear me but 
because, in lying still, they were 
obeying a higher law. Such, at least, 
has been the conclusion that I have 
drawn from cases of this kind. 

M atthew Arnold, in his great 
"Rugby Chapel," praised 
his father for having 
been the kind of man who 

made the gapped ranks close, who 

W 
ild things appear to have praised the brave, who encouraged 
definite laws that guide the weak, who restored order when 
their lives; so do we. demoralization among those in his 
But they show a sense and care was imminent. I have noticed a 

an alacrity in obeying them that tendency among wild things to stand 
should make us hang diminished together-to call up the stragglers, to 
heads. I am thinking of the great shelter the weak. There is a concert 
natural laws, such as temperance, of action, a community morale that is 
continence, obedience, the sacrifice remarkable . 
of the will of the one for the safety of Even a person who has never 
all. The almost pathetic obedience of before taken any interest in 
wild children I have seen in many observing wild things will be 
instances. persuaded of their extraordinary 
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tribal spirit if he will spend an hour 
watching a hill of ants, or a flock of 
crows, or a school of fish, or a hive of 
bees. Of course, among the larger 
animals, as civilization scatters the 
herds, they live a more solitary and 
individual existence, yet always they 
are, in pairs or in groups of 
hundreds, able to execute perfectly 
mass maneuvers. To this day I get a 
thrill out of watching wild ducks 
coming into their feeding fields at 
sundown. 

H
ere, for example, will 
come a flock of forty green
winged teal. A charge 
of shot could hardly be 

swifter. The speed of this arrowhead 
of flight had been carefully measured 
at a hundred and twenty miles an 
hour. When they are within fifty 
yards of me, I show myself from 
behind a marsh tussock. The flock 
makes a thrilling veer, whirls in the 
track like a racing car that is being 
wrecked; but this racing machine 
never skids. 

The teal had been flying only 
twenty feet above the marsh, and I 
was close to them. When they passed 
above me they were more than a 
hundred feet up. To flare swiftly, 
enigmatically, yet with precision, is 
to them a business that they have 
long since mastered. It is not so 
much their speed that saves them, 
but their bewildering power to 
execute, as a body, at the proper 
second without warning and while 
going at cyclone speed, the exact 
maneuver fit for the occasion. 

I am not saying that their beautiful 
swift dress parades in the sky, 
gallant and breathless and 
dashing, always insure their safety. 
But I am envying them 
their ability for such speed; 
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and, in such speed, their capacity to illustrations by Craig Houston 
manifest a coordination and a control 
that must ever be the despair of a 
blundering mortal. 

Patient wasp, buck and doe swift 
to recover your peace of mind, timid 
marsh hen bitting the sea tide-I 
know you and love you. And when I 
say I envy you, I mean I am jealous 
for some of your clear virtues .. ~ 

----------
Editors' Note: At the time this 
was written, the fact that 
a doe visits her young fawn only 
five or six times for feeding each 
day was not widely known. During 
the rest of the day, the fawn is left in hiding 
while the mother feeds. 
Wildlife game biologists advise against 
disturbing the young of any wild animal. 
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Archibald Rutledge: 
Poet of the Soutli 
B

orn in McClellanville on October 
23, 1883, Archibald H. Rutledge 
grew up in the shadow of 

the South's plantation age. As the youngest 
son of Henry Middleton Rutledge 
II, a Civil War colonel, and Margaret 
Seabrook, daughter of a former South 
Carolina governor, Rutledge's thoughts and 
writings were influenced by genteel 
Southern aristocracy as well as the beauty of 
the Carolina coast. 

Several weeks after his birth the family left 
their summer home in McClellanville and 
made the 10-mile trip home to Hampton on 
the South Santee River. This old rice 
plantation and the lands surrounding it 
provided the basis for many of Rutledge's 
poems, articles and books. 

As with most plantation youths in the 
generations before him, Archibald 
Rutledge's education began on a nearby 
plantation. Although his teacher at first 
scolded that the boy was habitually late 
because of his interest in the wild things 
around him, Rutledge soon began to show 
promise. 

Immediately after receiving his bachelor's 
degree from Union College in Schenectady, 
New York, the 20-year-old graduate 
answered an advertisement for a substitute 
teaching position at Mercersburg Academy 
in Pennsylvania. This was the beginning 
of a 33-year career in teaching during 
which he became head of the school's 
English department. 

In 1907, Rutledge married Florence Louise 
Hart and also published his first book of 
poems, "Under the Pines." Throughout his 
career away from South Carolina, he and his 
three sons visited Hampton on almost 
every available vacation and holiday. He 
had a particular love for hunting the deer, 
turkey, ducks and hogs of the river delta. 

B
y the mid-1920s Rutledge had begun 
to achieve national attention through 
his poetry and volumes about 

the Lowcountry lifestyle. National 
publications including The Nell ' )brk 
Ti Illes, The St1l11rd11_11 Eue11111g Post , Good 
Housekeeping and Field{~ Stre11111 
carried his articles and poems with 
increasing frequency. In 1930, he received 
the John Burroughs Medal, a national award 
for the best nature writing of that year. 

Rutledge experienced both sadness and 
honor in 1934. In January of that year, his 
wife Florence died, and on March 2, 
Governor Blackwood, with the approval of 
the legislature, appointed Rutledge South 
Carolina's first poet laureate. Both of these 
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events undoubtedly influenced the writer's 
return to his homeland. 

In 1936, Rutledge married a former 
childhood sweetheart, Alice Lucas of Wedge 
Plantation, about two miles from Hampton. 
By the spring of the following year, the 
couple returned there. The plantation had 
been vacant for seven years and most of the 
restoration work fell to the 53-year-old poet 
and his wife. But Rutledge still found time to 
write. 

His article appearing in The Saturday 
Eve11i11g Post , "The Return of the Native," and 
a following book, "Home by the River," 
drew widespread attention to the plantation 
and the state. For the next 30 years a steady 
stream of visitors came to see Hampton and 
to meet Rutledge. 

He preferred to write in the hours of early 
morning, before others were up and about. 
His literary works remain beautiful in their 
simplicity and insight-expressing the 
wonder and interest of all who have walked 
the Lowcountry woods or paddled its 
waterways and marshes. In a 1969 address to 
the U.S. Senate on Rutledge's 86th birthday, 
Sen. Ernest F. Hollings described Rutledge 
as "the poet of the South." The title was 
never more deserved. But honor and 
sadness Jgain filled the same year-his 
beloved Alice passed away. 

In 1970, Rutledge sold Hampton and 275 
acres surrounding it to the state. The 
remaining acreage was kept for the 

family 's occasional visits. 
The home is open to the public from 1 

p.m. to 5 p.m. on Sundays from 
mid-February through mid-November and 
is available for group visits by advance 
request to the Parks, Recreation and 
Tourism offices at Suite 113, Edgar A. Brown 
Building, Columbia, S.C., 29201. 

A bad fall in 1967 had ended Rutledge's 
hunting. As his health grew worse, he spent 
much of his time bedfast at Alice's old home 
in Spartanburg. 

Almost miraculously, "the summer place," 
which had been sold in 1955, came on the 
market the same week Hampton was 
transferred to state ownership and Rutledge 
bought the old house on Jeremy Creek. Soon 
after its purchase, he returned to 
McClellanville and the house of his birth. 

On the evening of September 14, 1973, 
the state lost its first poet laureate and 
most gentle spokesman. Archibald 
Rutledge was buried in the family grave 
site at Hampton. The poet 
returned once more to his spiritual 
"home by the river."$-

Beautiful Wings 

Bea11tif11l Wings, 110 more , a/1, 11ever111ore , 
811 Copahee , or Capers' wild seas/1ore, 
Or i11 the parish pi11ela11ds sweet and old 
Shall his clear eyes your radiant grace be/told. 

Bea11tif11l S1111sets over Cooper River, 
Hts glory shall be given you forever; 
Bea11tif11l Dawns that 011 the sea m!'ake , 
Henceforth you,· light shall of his light partake. 

Bca11tif11l Woods and Marshes, he shall roam 
Your solitudes no more , that were his home. 
Hereafter you shall never be the same; 
Each path he walked lives brightened by his fa111e. 

A nobler grandeur wears the live-oak dim , 
A11d the momentous pine, reme111beri11g him, 

-

A taller splendor; in each birdsong sweet 
A melody his life has made co111plete. 

Beautiful Minstrels, he who heard 1/0U best, 
Liste11i11g all his life, 110w takes his ·rest. 
Si11g to him sleeping' He has loved you well. 
Now let your love of him your music tell. 

A11d let the sweet bay and the jasmine frail, 
A11</ the im111aculate mag11olia pale , 
The tall wood violet 011 waying stem 
Weave for his fame a fragrant diadem. 

Darkness, deal bravely with 111y galla11t friend 
Who walked i11 ligl1t a11d virt11e to the end. 
Land that he honored, ho11or well your so11 
\!\'hose life a11d your ow11 glory 110w are one. 

Archibald Rutledge 

Editor's Note: Our appreciation to Irvine H. 
Rutledge 1111d tire R. L. Bry1111 Company for 
permission to reprint "Why l E11vy Wild Things" 
from "The Woods 1111d Wild Thi11gs I Remember", 
(1970); "Beautiful Wings" from "Deep River," 
(1966); and for permission to conde11se 
material from "We Called Him Flintlock," by 
Irvi11e H. Rutledge, (1974). 
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QUAIL MANAGEMENT: 
Doctor's Orders Lead to 2,000 Acres 

W hen H ampto n Co unt y 
timber producer Harry Hanna's 
doctor told him he needed to 
get more exercise, Hanna de
cided to revive a long-neglected 
interest in quail hunting, a deci
sion that has resulted in a private 
wi ldlife management success 
story. 

At first Hanna had taken up 
tennis, a game at w hich he be
came prof icient "for a man my 
age," but a leg injury restricted 
his court action after several 
yea rs of local competition . 

With his tennis playing in a 
slump, Hanna began thinking 
very seriously about quail hunt
ing as a means of gett ing the 
exerc ise hi s doctor recom
mended. With that as one of his 
motivations, he began a w ildlife 
management program on his 
land that has come to prove a 
po in t. 

That po in t, says the quiet
mannered Hampton County na
tive, is that w ith little sacrifice on 
the fi nancial end, a landowner 
with an interest in quail can have 
timber and crops, and birds and 
hunting too. 

Today the fourth generation 
timber producer has about 2,000 
acres in quail management of 
some 14,000 acres he owns or 
manages through his family
owned timber business based in 
Fairfax . 

Hanna is proud of his w ildl ife 
management accomplishments 
and can cla im w ith some credi
bili ty that he has some of the 
best quai l hunting in South 
Carolina. He's not afraid to 
compare his quail hunting w ith 
plantat ions managed so lely for 
quail and bird hunting. 

Hanna enco urages o th er 
landowners to fo llow his exam
ple and state wildli fe officials 
endorse his effo rts. Several state 
wildli fe department bio logists 
and a South Caro lina Wildlife re
porter recently visited the prop
erty to see w hat Hanna has been 
up to. 

With hi s so n Joe , Hanna 
toured a 450-acre site of timber 

Wildlife officials consider this Hampton County cornfield a fine example of quail management. 
Owner Harry Hanna (right) and his son Joe (left) examine quail food with wildlife biologist Lewis 
Rogers. 

and agricultural crop land that 
he has managed for quail rather 
intensive ly for the past several 
years. The biologists were im
pressed and said so. 

His son Joe, an avid quail 
hunter, recently graduated from 
the Citade l and has jo ined his 
father in the timber business. 
Joe is as enthusiastic about the 
quail program as his father. 

Driving down the dusty one
lane roads that transect his pine 
plantation, Hanna po inted out 
and discussed areas w here he 
had conducted prescribed burn
ing, thinned for pulpwood and 
where he had planted peas in 
fi re breaks . 

A lo ng th e roads he had 
planted peas also. In other 
places he had planted lespedeza 
and other food plants favorable 
to quail and pointed to open 
areas in the timber stands he 
ca lled "bird gardens." 

These gardens are open areas 
occurring naturally in the pine 
stands, sa id Hanna. He advised 
that such areas make excellent 
places for planting supplemental 
food at min imum cost. 

Most of the th ings he does, 
Hanna po inted out, are just 
good timber management prac
tices such as the burning and the 

thinning for pulpwood. O ther 
activit ies might cost the land
owner some or a lot of money 
depending on how serious he is 
about hi s quail management. 

"You get out of it w hat you put 
into it, " sa id Hanna, "but at a 
certain point you reach prog
ress ive ly d imin ishing returns in 
t he amo unt of mo ney you 
spend. " 

Init ially, it takes little money to 
increase the number of coveys 
and the increase is proportional 
to the amount you wa nt to 
spend. But somewhere along 
the way, o nce a certain number 
is atta ined, it begins to cost more 
per covey. 

"Most landowners cou ld im
prove thei r quail potential w ith 
li tt le expense and effort. M uch 

Ji1I\ 
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ca n be done by simply en
couraging natural foods. I w ish I 
could get it to w here I didn 't 
have to plant a th ing, " sa id 
Hanna. 

Planting is supplemental, ac
co rdin g to d is tri ct wi ld l ife 
bio logist Lewis Rogers, w ho 
hopes to encourage other land
owners in his lower coastal dis
trict to do a better job w ith quail 
on thei r lands. 

M ike Saunders, a w il d li fe 
technician, agreed that planting 
is just " icing on the cake" in a 
quail program. Saunders and 
bio logist Billy McTeer had come 
from the Columbia office to join 
Rogers on the tour of Hanna's 
land. 

McTeer is the recently ap
pointed small game bio logist 
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with the South Carolina Wildlife 
and Marine Resources Depart
ment. He is a recent graduate of 
Clemson with a masters in 
wildlife management. 

McTeer is developing a 
statewide program to increase 
the quail population, as well as 
other small game populations, 
in South Carolina. Most of his 
efforts will be through the pri
vate landowner, at least at first, 
because currently that's where 
most of the quail potential is in 
the state. 

McTeer acknowledged that 
some skepticism exists among 
South Carolina landowners 
about the financial feasibility 
of developing quail habitat. 
He said Hanna's activities 
should dispel some of this 
skepticism. 

Perhaps the most practical 
example Hanna had to show was 
a strip of bicolor lespedeza 
planted along the edge of a 10-
acre corn field. The strip was 
about one-tenth acre and can be 
set aside for quail at virtually no 
cost. 

,;If every farmer in this state 
planted a bicolor strip along field 
edges," McTeer said, "we could 
provide many acres of good 
habitat for q uai I in Sou th 
Carolina. " 

Bicolor is recommended be
cause it is cheap and nearly per
manent if properly maintained . 
Once it's planted, it continues to 
produce seed at a critical time 
when other preferred quail 
foods are in short supply. 

Hanna said the one-tenth-acre 
strip represented about $2.50 in 
lost rental revenue since most 
farm land is rented for $25 an 
acre . McTeer added that $15 
would purchase 1,000 bicolor 
lespedeza seedlings, enough to 
establish a one-tenth-acre food 
plot. 

"There is the possibility for a 
small farmer actually to increase 
his income with just a little man
agement for the birds, " Hanna 
said . 

Hunters will pay well to hunt 
good quail habitat. 

In summary, Hanna suggested 
that landowners who want more 
quail "burn a little, thin a little, 
and plant a little." 

For more information, write : 
Small Game Program, P. 0. Box 
167, Columbia, S.C., 29202 or call 
Billy McTeer in Columbia at 
758-6524. ~ 
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Institute To Study 
Oil's Effects 
$531,704 Grant 
Awarded 

"?,-

A half-millionMollar grant t9 
study the possible effects of oil
related activities on offshore 
fishery resources has been 
awarded to the South Carolina 
Marine Resources Research In
stitute by the U.S. Bureau of 
Land Management. 

According to Dr. V. G. Burrell, 
director of the institute, the 16-
month, $531,704 study will con
centrate on rocky outcrops as far 
as 65 miles offshore. 

Burrell said that these rocky 
outcrops, also called " live bot
toms," are the areas where many 
commercially and recreationally 

The Marine Resources Division's 107-
foot research vessel, "Dolphin," will 
be used to study the impact of oil 
exploration and production on feed
ing areas for fish. 

important bottom fishes con
gregate. 

Live bottoms are areas where 
sea fans, sea whips, hydroids, 
anemones, ascidiums, sponges, 
bryozoans or corals attach to 
rocky formations. These areas 
favor the accumulation of turtles 
and fishes, Burrell said. 

Live bottom areas off South 
Carolina and Georgia will be 
sampled summer and winter 
during the next year to deter
mine to what extent these areas 
are used by fish for spawning, 
feeding or as nursery areas. 

The project will gather in-

formation on the possible harm
ful or beneficial impact of such 
activities as oil exploration and 
production. 

Georgia's Office of Coastal 
Resources will act 
subcontractor for a 
of the study off the 
coast. 

as a 
portion 
Georgia 

Burrell will serve as the pro
ject's principle investigator with 
Dr. Robert Van Dolah as the chief 
scientist. 

The project will use the state 
wildlife department Marine Re
sources Division's 107-foot re
search vessel, "Dolphin." .-, 

SEVEN WIN SLAM 
Seven South Carolina sports

men faced the challenge of the 
1978-1979 Carolina Slam and 
completed its tough require
ments. 

Slam qualifiers were Randy 
Bickley of Newberry; S.C. 
"Sammy" Thompson of Sum
merton; J. Thomas Rushin of 
Edgefield; Robert Q. Rodgers Jr. 
of Rock Hill; Edward D. Barnhill 
Jr. of Columbia; Robert R. Brown 
Jr. of Winnsboro ; and Danny 
Duncan of Catawba. 

The Carolina Slam is a yearly 

program sponsored by the 
South Carolina Wildlife and Ma
rine Resources Department to 
encourage all sportsmen to 
broaden their outdoor interests 
and to recognize the state's most 
skilled outdoor sportsmen. Ad
ditionally, this program has the 
aim of fostering good sports
manship and improving the pub
lic image of hunters and fisher
men. 

To qualify for the Carolina 
Slam, a person must catch and 
bag four different species of 

game fish and game animals 
within a one-year period which 
runs from August 15 of one year 
to August 14 of the next calendar 
year. The game must be taken in 
a sportsmanlike manner without 
violation of game laws. 

A junior Carolina Slam will 
begin August 15, 1980. Such a 
youth program will serve to en
courage and educate our state's 
young sportsmen and to foster 
good sportsmanship and ad
vancement in sporting skills 
among their ranks. -, 
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''WARNING'' CALLS FOR ACTION 
Cars stopped in the highway, 

birds frozen, homes without 
food or power, trees leaning 
across power lines, businesses 
closed, freezing motorists res
cued from blocked interstates 
with thousands huddled in 
emergency shelters . . . it can 
happen here again. It happened 
in February of 1973, again in Feb
ruary of 1979, and it will happen 
again in the future in South 
Carolina. 

In the snowstorm of February 
9-10 of 1973, snow depths up to 
25 inches were reported be
tween Columbia and Charleston 
on the coastal plains where such 
depths usually do not occur. 
Cars were stranded in the mid
dle of usually busy thor
oughfares, massive snow kept 
residents indoors, prevented 
the buying of food and neces
sary supplies. Electrical power 
was disrupted due to falling 
trees, ice accumulations on 
wires and strong gusty winds. 
Damage ran into tens of millions 
of dollars. 

Officer Honored 

Fritz Jolly, a Conservation Of
ficer 1st Class who has served in 
the South Carolina Wildlife and 
Marine Resources law enforce
ment division for five years, 
has been named Conservation 
Officer of the Year. He was 
selected from among the 200 
officers stationed throughout 
the state. Jolly is stationed 
in Richland County and lives 
in Blythewood with his wife 
and four boys. ~ 

On February 6, 1979, a winter 
storm moved across the state 
and deposited one half to two 
inches thick layers of ice on trees 
and power lines. Once again 
trees were down, roofs collaps
ing and power was disrupted for 
many days in some areas. 

The National Weather Service, 
component of the U.S. Com
merce Department's National 
Oceanic and Atmospheric Ad
ministration, issues timely 
warnings against hazards from 
the air and ocean. As winter 
drops its cold mantle over North 
America, weather service 
meteorologists work to detect 
the disturbances which may be
come severe winter storms and 
develop warnings against the 
storm's approach. 

The terms "watch" and "warn
ing" are used for winter storms, as 
for other natural hazards. The 
WATCH alerts the public that a 
storm has formed and is ap
proaching the area. People in the 
alerted area should keep listening 
for the latest advisories over the 
radio and television and begin to 
take precautionary measures. 
The WARNING means that a 
storm is imminent and immediate 
action should be taken to protect 
life and property. 

Ice storm warnings means 
significant, possibly damaging, 
ice accumulation is expected; 
freezing rain or drizzle means 
precipitation is expected to 
freeze when it hits exposed sur
faces. 

The ice storm in February 1979 deposited up to two inches of ice 
on trees and power lines in South Carolina. Scenes like the one 
above were common in Columbia, and homes were without 
power for days . . 

Heavy snow warnings for 
South Carolina means that a 
snowfal I of two inches or deeper 
in 12 hours or four inches or 
deeper in 24 hours is expected. 
During and after the storm: 
Dress warmly. Wear multiple 
layers of protective clothing, 
scarves, mittens and hoods. 
Cover the mouth to protect 
lungs from extremely cold air. 

Avoid travel, but if stranded, 
stay in your vehicle, keep it ven
tilated, run the motor to keep 
warm only sparingly, bundle up, 
stand watches, occasionally 
change position and don ' t 

panic. Open windows on the 
downwind side when you run 
the car to keep warm . Be sure 
you have a full tank of gas before 
the storm hits, and never travel 
alone. If your car stalls in heavy 
snow, do not run the motor as 
long as the exhaust is blocked by 
snow. Avoid overexertion . Heart 
attacks are a major cause of 
death during and after winter 
storms . Shoveling snow or 
freeing stuck vehicles can be ex
t re me ly hard work . Don ' t 
overdo it. 
Think Weather Safety!!~ 

- John C. Purvis 

Falcons Living on D.C. Roof 
Four endangered peregrine 

falcons that grew up and learned 
to fly atop the U.S. Interior De
partment building in downtown 
Washington, D.C. , were re
ported taking their own food in
dependently in August. 

"We are greatly encouraged 
by these first signs that the ex
periment is working well," said 
Secretary of the Interior Cecil D. 
Andrus. Andrus had placed the 
young birds on top of the build-

ing in June in a ceremony de
signed to focus public attention 
on restoring peregrines to a por
tion of their former range. 

The peregrines ' indepen
dence successfully caps the first 
phase of the joint project by the 
Interior Department's U.S. Fish 
and Wildlife Service and Cornell 
University's Peregrine Fund 
to restore the species to its 
former range in eastern United 
States. 

That range included Washing
ton , D.C., and other major East 
Coast cities before the pesticide 
DDT interfered with the pere
grines' reproduction . 

It was the first attempt to re
stock the endangered peregrine 
in a major U.S. metropolitan 
area. In June a male and 
three female captive - bred, 
month - old chicks were placed 
on top of the building in a 
special nest . . ~ 
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SMALL GAME POISONED BY PCB'S 
Several environmental con

taminates, namely PCB's, methyl 
parathion and carbofuran , are 
affecting North Carolina 's 
wildlife populations, according 
to biologists with the North 
Carolina Wildlife Commission. 

Significantly high levels of 
PCB's were found in tissue sam
ples of both doves and rabbits 
collected last year in areas where 
PCB-laced oil was dumped along 
roadsides . In Central Eastern 
North Carolina, PCB levels in 
dove tissues averaged roughly18 
times the maximum level al
lowed by the federal govern
ment in poultry and fish sold for 
human comsumption. 

In the Central Piedmont re
gion, doves averaged roughly six 
times the maximum allowable 
level. Rabbits sampled in both 
districts averaged PCB content 
of 95 parts per million in their 
flesh, levels greater than that 
found in the dove population . 

Although the initial PCB con
centrations were high, studies in 
other areas have shown that 50 
to 80 percent of the PCB's found 
in various animals' bodies will 
disappear within a month after 
the animals quit consuming the 
contaminated feed. The remain
ing PCB's stay in the animals' 
bodies for a longer time. 

'We're just seeing the tip of 
the iceberg concerning hazard
ous substances and their effects 
on wildlife, " said Bob Hazel, ex
ecutive director of the North 
Carolina Wildlife Resources 
Commission and a past member 
of the North Carolina Pesticides 
Board . "'There's so much that we 
don't know about how these 
chemicals affect wildlife or those 
who consume wildlife. This goes 
not only for PCB's and her
bicides, but also for pesticides, 
heavy metals and other toxic 
substances." 

Biologists feel the doves 
picked up the PCB's from the 
contaminated soil by ingesting 
grit to aid in their digestive proc
esses and through eating organ
isms containing them . 

Rabbits could have picked up 
the PCB's by feeding on vegeta
tion that was coated with them. 

Although levels were highest 
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immediately following the spills , 
PCB's persist almost indefinitely 
and cannot be broken down ex
cept through a special industrial 
incineration process or with very 
elaborate treatment methods. 

Biologists feel that wildlife will 
continue to pick up PCB's in the 
spill for some time to come. 

"After looking at the initial 
PCB levels found in doves and 
rabbits near the spill sites, we 
can 't tell sportsmen that it is safe 
or unsafe to eat doves from 
these areas," said Hazel. "We 
simply don't know the public 
health implications of consum
ing contaminated wildlife. " 

No one is really sure how 
PCB's affect wildlife. Studies 

have shown that birds exceed
ing 10 parts per million PCB's in 
their bodies have poor egg pro
duction and hatching, increased 
susceptibility to disease and 
changes in basic behavior pat
terns. 

Effects of PCB's on birds vary 
widely among different species, 
however. The same situation 
holds true with mammals. Some 
animals can stand high PCB 
levels without visible effects. Yet 
others, particularly aquatic fur
bearers, are extremely sensitive 
to PCB's. Even very low levels 
can drastically curtail aquatic 
furbearer reproduction. 

"Over the past decade, we've 
seen a decline in small game 

populations, especially quail 
and rabbits," said Hazel. "These 
animals are usually found near 
farms; and in many areas, their 
decline coincided with the rising 
use of pesticides." 

He said a study found that 
high levels of methyl parathion, 
an organo-phosphate pesticide, 
inhibit the production of a 
chemical that is vital to the 
functioning of the vertebrate 
nervous system. Testing re
vealed that 35 percent of the 
quail collected near a large cot
ton field which had been 
routinely sprayed with methyl 
parathion exhibited an inhibi
tion rate of 50 percent above 
normal for this one study area. -, 

Jocassee Yields Record Trout 
A six-pound rainbow trout 

caught in September from Lake 
Jocassee by Robert Norris of 
Clemson not only broke the 
state record for the species but 
put fishery biologists to nodding 
their heads. 

The catch verified fishery biol
ogists' predictions that the next 
trout record would come from 
this Upcountry reservoir because 
of its suit ab le trout habitat. 
Lakes with such habitat produce 
bigger trout than do streams, 
the usual habitat of rainbows. 

Fishing early in the morning, 
Norris said he was trolling 120 
feet deep, with a Sutton's spoon. 
Fishing deep apparently is one 
of the secrets of catching the big 
rainbows from Lake Jocassee. 

Jocassee has offered a lot of 
promise since the wildlife de
partment established a lake 
trout fishery in this deep, cold 
and clear Blue Ridge reservoir. 
While skillful anglers have 
caught larger fish from the 
lake, the record has been 
somewhat long in coming. 

Robert Norris of Clemson broke the state record for rainbow trout 
by trolling 120 feet deep with a Sutton's spoon. Fishing deep is the 
secret in reservoirs like Lake Jocassee. 

The previous rainbow record 
was caught by Donnie Knight 
from the Lake Hartwell Tailrace, 
another fishery established by 
the wildlife department. Knight's 
fish weighed 5 pounds, 8 
ounces, a full half pound less 
than the new record rainbow. 

Wildlife department trout 
biologist Randy Geddings noted 
that Norris has a brown trout 
mounted on his den wall that 
probably would have been the 
state record, but he didn't check 
it in. 

Not just any reservoir would 
qualify for trophy trout designa
tion and at first the state fishery 
folks weren't sure Jocassee 
would qualify. It depends on the 
oxygen concentration at lower 
depths at a critical time in late 
summer. 

Biologists also had to establish 
a forage fish base for the trout. 
After several attempts the 
threadfin shad took and con
tinues to provide the forage 
necessary to produce the lunker 
trout. 

Now the rewards to anglers 
are beginning to show up as a 
result of the biologists' man
agement efforts. Norris' fish is 
the first record from Lake Jocas
see, but fishery personnel say it 
won't be the last . . t!lls 
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12-Year-Old 
Protects Island 

Roddy Medders, 12-year-old 
resident of Paukie Island near 
Beaufort, has taken upon him
self the responsibility of protect
ing the island's wildlife. 

A year ago he formed the 
Paukie Island Bird Associat'ion to 
provide an organized approach 
to managing the island's wildlife. 
A number of neighborhood kids 
were enlisted as members and 
workers in the association. 

A main association activity is 
collecting aluminum cans, 
mostly in the form of litter, to sell 
for recycling. With the money 
they buy bird seed to feed the 
island's winter wild bird popula
tion. 

But they also have built two 
nature trails and publish a news-

letter whenever they can. Keep
ing a keen eye out for law vio
lators and reporting infractions 
to the local office of the South 
Carolina Wildlife and Marine 
Resources Department are also 
important parts of their work. 

Members of the department's 
public affairs staff in Columbia 
visited Paukie Island recently 
and donated six wood duck 
nesting boxes to Roddy and the 
association . Roddy plans to put 
the boxes up in a small pond on 
the island by late February, time 
of the next nesting season. He 
hopes thereby to increase the is
land's wood duck population. 

Roddy had been correspond
ing with Patrice Cunningham, a 
wildlife department education 

Ex-Commissioner Dies 

Gen. Hugh Pate Harris of 
Bonneau, who served on the 
South Carolina Wildlife and Ma
rine Resources Commission 
from 1973-1976, died at Walter 
Reed Army Medical Center in 
Washington, D.C., November 3. 
He was 70 and was being treated 
for cancer. 

A four-star general, Harris had 
a distinguished army career be
fore his retirement in 1965 when 

he became president of The 
Citadel, the military college of 
South Carolina. A native of An
derson, Alabama, Harris gradu
ated from West Point in 1931. 

Formerly commanding gen
eral of the U.S. Seventh Army in 
Germany, Harris was active in 
state and local affairs following 
his retirement from the Army. In 
1971, he was named chairman of 
the legislative committee study
ing disposal of radioactive 
wastes in South Carolina. He 
was a member of the Commis
sion of Higher Education and 
di rector-at-large of the Boy 
Scouts of America. He was on 
the board of Francis Xavier Hos
pital in Charleston. 

His military decorations in
cluded the Distinguished Ser
vice Medal, Silver Star, three Le
gion of Merit Awards and Com
bat Infantry badges. 

Named by Gov. John C. West 
to probe affairs of the state 
wildlife commission, Harris was 
later named to serve on the 
commission. 

Harris was buried at Arlington 
National Cemetery. • 

specialist. 
"Roddy is a boy who pos

sesses a unique and very rare 
respect and interest in the out
doors," Cunningham said. "He 
and the 10 members of the asso
ciation have built bird feeders, 
cleared nature trails, and have 
identified and recorded numer
ous species of birds, butterflies 
and moths in the community. 
Through the club newsletter, 
Roddy attempts to alarm nearby 
residents to the importance of 
proper care for the rich en
vironment in which they live. Al
though a small association, it has 
the potential to create an aware
ness among the residents of the 
island and surrounding area." 

"It's not a flash-in-the-pan 

thing, " Roddy 's father, Rod 
Medders Sr., said . "He's been 
going strong on this for several 
years. He's caused other chil
dren around here to get in
terested in wildlife. " 

The senior Medders said 
Roddy comes up with some in
teresting ideas and angles to ac
complish his purposes. Some of 
these border on wheeling and 
dealing, his father laughed. 

"Roddy came up with this 
proposal for a partnership be
tween him and me to join the 
National Audubon Society," re
lated the father. "I 'd pay the dues 
and he'd be the member." 

As you might guess, Ro!;ldy is a 
member in good standing of the 
National Audubon Society. 

Roddy Medders and his sister Shannon (middle) listen while 
Patrice Cunningham, department education specialist, explains 
how to put up wood duck nesting tubes. The department con
tributed six wood duck tubes and five bluebird tubes to the 
association 's cause. ·""' 

PHOTO WORKSHOP 
SET FOR APRIL 

The fourth annual South 
Carolina Wildlife photography 
workshop will be held April 
18-20 in Oconee County. Spon
sored by the Division of lnf9rma
tion and Public Affairs, the work
shop has become a popular 
event with amateur and profes
sional photographers. Featured 
in the workshop will be sessions 

on use of equipment, composi
tion and showmanship. Regis
tration fee for the workshop is 
$30, which includes a chicken 
barbecue and supplies . For 
further information and registra
tion forms, write: South Carolina 
Wildlife photography workshop, 
P.O. Box 167, Columbia, S.C., 
29202 . . ta+-
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WAYNE DAVIS WIN-S 
CALLI NG CONTEST 

Wayne Davis of Orangeburg 
beat 48 competitors in the 10th 
annual South Carolina Duck Cal
ling Championship held Sunday 
at Mill Creek Park in Sumter 
County to be named the current 
South Carolina Duck Calling 
Champion. Ricky Nichols of 
Sumter was winner of the youth 
contest . 

Davis won $600 and will repre
sent the state at the national 
competition to be held in 
Stuttgart, Arkansas, later this 
year. Nichols won a new 16-
gauge shotgun as runner-up. 

The annual contest is spon
sored by the South Carolina 
State Game and Fish Associa
tion . $-

Wayne Davis (right) demonstrates championship calling with 
Ricky Nichols of Sumter, winner of the youth contest. 

Fire Policy Misconstrued, WMI Says 

Nellie Jones with fossil 

Hurricane 
Uncovers 
Tooth 

Among the unusual things 
produced by Hurricane David, 
which hit the South Carolina 
coast in September, was a 
million-year-old mammoth 
tooth discovered in the North 
Edisto beach surf by Nellie Jones 
of Hopkins. 

South Carolina state museum 
officials, according to Mrs. 
Jones, said the tooth is of a Co
lumbian mammoth elephant, 
believed to be one million to 
two million years old and a close 
relative of the more familiar 
wooly mammoth. 

Mrs. Jones and her husband 
were fishing earlier over the 
spot where the tooth was 
found . "The tide went out, the 
fish weren't biting, so we went 
fossil hunting," she said . . $-
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The summer flurry of western 
forest fires was used by mem
bers of the news media to 
criticize the U.S. Forest Service 
and wilderness protected under 
the 1%4 Wilderness Act, accord
ing to the Wildlife Management 
Institute. 

A Washington-based 
member-supported wildlife 
conservation organization, the 
WMI issued a press release say
ing major elements of the news 
media were misled about the fire 
control policy of the l.'.J.S. Forest 
Service and the role of the fire 
wilderness. 

The Forest Service estimated 
that about 137,000 acres of na
tional forest land were burned 
over the Idaho-Utah-Nevada re
gion during the summer fire sea
son. Most of that acreage is in 
wilderness designated by Con
gress or in primitive areas that by 
law must be managed as wilder
ness. 

Idaho Governor John V. Evans 
blamed the Forest Service for al
lowing some fires to burn in 
wilderness. He was joined by the 
Wall Street Journal and others in 
blaming wilderness status for 
what was suggested as being a 
great natural resource catas
trophe. 

The catastrophe that occurred 
was in the loss of firefighters' 
lives, answered the WMI, 
not in the loss of natural 
resources. 

Resource loss was blown out 
of proportion for at least two 
reasons, according to the WMI. 
First, under wilderness law, the 
trees destroyed have no eco-

nomic value because they can
not be harvested anyway. Sec
ond, fire is one of nature's three 
ways-fire, insects and 
disease-of renewing wilder
ness conditions. 

In some wilderness areas, and 
under certain weather condi
tions, the Forest Service has a 
" let burn" policy. So does the 
National Park Service. That 
means these agencies will let a 
fire burn in a wilderness as long 
as there is little danger of it 
spreading off the area and as 
long as it burns slowly enough to 
be suppressed easily. 

Two years ago the National 
Park Service was criticized for al
lowing a fire to burn itself out in 
a decadent lodgepole pine stand 
in Teton National Park. Such 
management is necessary, said 
the WMI, to help maintain the 
natural diversity of plant life in 
wilderness in the absence of 
timber harvest. 

When fire is excluded from 
wilderness, an unnatural situa
tion develops. In time the forest 
consists largely of mature trees. 
Such a situation supplies the 
·needs of fewer wildlife species 
than do forests with mixed-age 
vegetation. 

Further, suppression of fire 
permits the build-up of dead and 
fallen trees, tremendously in
creasing the fuel load . This 
poses the ever-present danger of 
scorching-hot fires that are dif
ficult and costly to control. They 
also destroy the thin organic soil 
built up over time. 

Of the 137,000 acres burned in 
Idaho area fires, a Forest Service 

spokesman estimated that only 
about 800 acres were commer
cial timberland. Wilderness and 
primitive areas or areas man
aged essentially as wilderness 
made up the remainder. 

Much of the burned commer
cial timberland, another forester 
said, is in "straight up and down" 
country the Forest Service wou Id 
not cut anyway because of soil 
erosion. 

Probably the most infamous 
of the summer fires is one that 
burned about 36,000 acres at 
Gallagher Peak in Idaho. That 
area is one the Forest Service 
had planned to " let burn" if con
ditions were right. Conditions 
were right, the fire started, and 
the forest supervisor elected to 
let it burn until conditions 
changed. Apparently he did 
right. 

But the fire got away and 
burned more area than pre
scribed, and the supervisor was 
denounced by politicians and 
the press. After the fire was ex
tinguished, however, inspec
tions revealed that mainly 
sagebrush and scrub ponderosa 
pine were burned. 

State and federal wildlife 
biologists reported that the burn 
is the best thing that could have 
happened to renew the area's 
wildlife habitat. 

National radio announced 
that fires were destroying 
wildlife and generations would 
pass before the losses could be 
recouped. Indulging in classic 
overkill , the Wall Street Journal 
claimed: "Wildlife is being scat
tered and roasted and when it is 
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over, there will be ugly scars on 
the West 's beautiful land
scapes. " 

Wildlife has contended with 
fire for thousands of years. 
Timber cutting, fires, insects and 
diseases once provided the 
necessary vegetative diversity to 
assure a like diversity of wildlife. 
Old burns make some of the 
finest wildlife habitat in the 
West. Fire is set deliberately in 
some areas to eliminate old and 
unproductive vegetation to im
prove wildl ife habitats, WMI 
pointed out. 

Those condemning the Forest 
Service for letting wilderness 
fires burn "because it destroys 
trees, wildlife and scenery" may 
not comprehend the wilderness 
concept. 

Wilderness, Congress has de
creed, is "an area of unde
veloped federal land retaining its 
primeval character and infl u
ence without permanent im
provements or human habita
tion, which is protected and 
managed so as to preserve its 
natural conditions .. . " 

Thus wilderness is not set 
aside to preserve trees, wildlife 
or scenic beauty, although that 
may happen. Its purpose is to 
preserve primeval character and 
influence and natural condi
tions. In the opinion of the 
WMI , efforts to eliminate natural 
events in wilderness are anti
wilderness actions. 

Fire is one of the primeval in
fluences that creates natural 
conditions vital to wilderness. It 
may destroy some trees and mar 
scenic beauty, but those events 
are only temporary. Fire can 
benefit wildlife . Properly man
aged, with resources outside the 
area in mind, fire is a natural 
means to maintain wilderness. 

An unfortunate result of the 
recent fires, said the WMI , is the 
political and media attack on the 
concept of wilderness through 
the press. The American people 
were misinformed about fire and 
about wilderness. 

Some conservationists say the 
real target of the criticism may 
not be fire and current wilder
ness areas. Rather the critics ' 
goal is to sour public support for 
the designation of still more 
wilderness on national forests 
and Bureau of Land Manage
ment land now under considera
tion by Congress.-WILDLIFE 
MANAGEMENT INSTITUTE .ti!II--

Soutb 
Carolina 
Wildlife 

... WJ;IILD: IN YOUR LIFE . 
.-shirt for any sport from ping-pong 
mesfic cotton shirts are available in 
~ -with white lettering and tan with 
ing. Send $6. 95 today and use the 

order form. Give size: S, M, L, XL. 
first and see-

r choice . 



CREATEA 
COLLECTION! 

Protect those back issues 
with a binder that sports the 

South Carolina Wildlife logo. 
Made of simulated leather, 

these attractive brown bind
ers are a tasteful addition to 

any bookshelf or coffee 
table. Each binder holds six 
issues with insertable metal 
rods. Send $6 with the en

closed order form. 

YOUR SPECIAL ORDER FORM 
Please send me: __ copies of A CAROLINA PROFILE at $15.00 each. 

Please send me: __ binders at $6.00 each. 

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. 

Please send me: __ 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 ___________________________ _ 

0 Payment Enclosed 
□ Bill to Master Charge ________________ _ 
□ Bill to BAC=VISA _ ______________ _ 

For gift orders, please attach another sheet. 
Make checks payable to South Carolina Wildlife. 
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Travel the nooks and crannies of 
South Carolina with the nation's best 
conservation magazine. You'll see 
mountains and marshes and oceans. 
You'll go hunting and fishing and 
farming. And you'll see South 
Carolina like you 've never seen it 
before. South Carolina Wildlife. The 
magazine about South Carolina.--
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WE'VEGOT 
AGUIDE 
FORYOUR 
VACATION. 
In fact we've got three guides. 

The editors of SOUTH CAROLINA 
WILDLIFE have chosen these 
Golden Field Identification Guides 
as the best available today. And just 
in time for your vacation I 

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 todayl 

All three for only $14 .85 plus South 
Carolina sales tax . 

$14 .85 three Golden Field Guides 
+56 state sales tax . 

$15.41 total (shipping included) 






