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Smokey and Barg Oysterman]ames]enkins of McClellanville 

Biosphere 
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Sixteen years have pa.&5ed since two South 
Carolinians visited an Audubon-sponsored 

wocxlcarving show in Chestertown, Maryland. 
The wocxlen birds Gilbert Maggioni and 
Granger McKoy saw there seemed too static and 
often displayed their individual carver's lack of 
anatomical knowledge. The two men returned 
home vowing to create something better. 

Each of their subjects was carefully researched 
and studied, then carried out with meticulous 
attention to detail. Individually carved wing, 
tail, and even body feathers, complete with 
burned-in vanes and barbs, were attached to the 
body and suspended in settings made of brass 
and plastic to create a display of animated beauty 
far beyond any mere imitation of reality. Only 
living birds could approach the finished 
carvings. Maggioni and McKoy were recognized 
as the masters of a new art form (see Sou.th 
Carolina Wildlife, November-December 1975). 

Since setting the standard, Maggioni has 
transferred much of his interests elsewhere. 
McKoy has continued to devote full attention to 
what seems a flawless art in which completion of 
each new piece often is measured in months or 
years. 

The techniques of Maggioni and McKoy 
have prompted many throughout the state to 
take up carving and have been adapted to a 
greateror a lesser degree in the styles offellow 
South Carolinians such as Billy Rhett, Smith 
McDonald, Van Marshall, and Ron Bailey. As 
shown in "Fleeting Moments," on page 30 of 
this issue, works of these artists perch, rise, soar, 
and dive like scenes from memory captured in 
minute detail. Each projects the illusion of a 
sliver from life, eternally frozen for examination 
at our leisure, yet capable, at a blink of the 
careless viewer's eye, of bursting into reality. 
Each piece, for me, prompted remembrances 
from my own quarter-century of sloshing 
through the duck marshes. 

In spite of my wife's assertions that I creak 
and groan more with each season and my own 
admission that I seem a bit slower at scrambling 
out of unexpected potholes and ditches, 
waterfowl and waterfowling will always remain 
my favorite winter recreation. An average 
human life span of some seventy years multiplied 
against our present season of fifty days reveals 
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some 3,500 IXJS-5ible sunrises on the 
waterfowling marshes. For those afflicted with 
the passion for watching, calling, and shooting 
ducks, each sunrise of each season is a 
spontaneous concert that can never be played 
again. 

Like a pro quarterback feeling the bruises and 
tears of too many seasons, I had entertained 
visions of approaching my final season, until 
inspired by the quail hunting tribulations of one 
Joel Vance. As admitted in "A-Hunting We 
Will Go," on page 12, Joel has been at his sport 
some thirty odd years. I have never hunted with 
him and cannot truthfully say that I, or any sane 
individual, would ever want to do so. Yet, I, 
along with many of you, always delight while 
sharing in his miseries from the cushy safety of a 
favorite arm chair. Joel sends his apologies for 
the out-of-date photograph, with the 
explanation that it was taken just after his first 
"Vance and Company Quail Hunt," on the 
occasion ofhis twelfth birthday. Perhaps he and 
I could combine hunting sports for a sequel to all 
the made-for-TV disaster movies--Da Vance 
Productions' "Quailing on Thin Ice." 

The somewhat pained expression underneath 
the falcon belongs to photography chiefT eel 
Borg, whom in past issues you've seen being 
kissed by cougars and spumed by tarpon. Teel is a 
likely candidate to do the photographic work on 
any cinematic true-to-life melodrama Joel or I 
might ever undertake. On this particular 
occasion, Teel had the luck of the draw to 
illustrate Scott Derk's article on master falconer 
Kent Nickerson and his birds, "Shadow Dance," 
on page 20. The lacerations in T eel's scalp join a 
growing list of job-related injuries including sore 
shutter fingers from a biting incident with a 
camera-shy rat snake, second-degree Nikon 
chest bruises obtained in an ill-calculated jump 
over a fallen tree on Capers Island, tongue
burned cheeks from the cougar mentioned 
above, and other misfortunes which shall be 
saved for later installments. 

Both Teel and Nickerson report that Smokey, 
the young peregrine falcon-hybrid atop Ted's 
pate, was actually just trying to satisfy his 
curia;ity while making a new acquaintance. 
That lack of fear of man is something that 
haunts all falconers' nightmares as a trained 
falcon is apt to soar low over any human it sees. 
There are still too many so-called hunters who, 
out of ignorance, youthful enthusiasm, or a 

Individually carved wing, tail, and 
even body feathers, complete with 
burned,in vanes and barbs, create 
an animated beauty far beyond 
reality. 

blatant disregard for the law, might try to bring 
down such a bird. What is it in human nature 
that makes some of us insist on instilling a fear of 
all men in every living creature with which we 
come in contact? 

Excerpts from freelance photographer Jack 
Leigh's book, "Oystering: A Way of Life," on 
page 14, provide portraits of a lifestyle that many 
South Carolinians have contact with, albeit our 
experience is usually limited to slurping down 
the delicate oyster at a roast or in a stew. The 
men and women Leigh focused on for two years 
still pry their livelihoods from Beaufort County's 
salt inlets, but the sight of a lone bateau being 
poled along a shell bank is vanishing and the 
sound of women singing at their work in the 
shucking house is fading. "An Industry In 
Decline," by staffer Pete Laurie, tells why and 
gives some hope for commercial oystering's 
future. 

Pete and staff photographer Phillip Jones 
combined efforts for "Legacy of the Longleaf," 
on page 40. Pete's interest in longleaf heart pine 
gained considerable first-hand information 
when he undertook the task of dismantling an 
old storage building in Florence County to 
transform the timbers into interior paneling and 
cabinets for his Johns Island home. He notes that 
mo.5t eighteenth- and nineteenth-century 

Southern architecture was made of longleaf, and 
local craftsmen also used the wood extensively 
to fashion all types of furniture for their homes. 
Longleaf tables and chests, later painted over or 
discarded for finer store-bought furnishings, 
have become some of the hottest items on 
today's antique circuit. 

Staffer Jane Simon's "Warm Up With 
Down," on page 28, gives you insight in 
deciding whether or not that down jacket or 
sleeping bag you've been agonizing over buying 
is really worth the price tag and tells you a bit 
about deciphering what the manufacturer's 
labeling really means. Until Jane came in with 
the article, I never realized that mo.5t of our 
down must be imported since we Americans eat 
very few domestic ducks and geese. 

Staffers Linda Laffitte and Meredith 
Chapman must be credited with contributions 
above and beyond, etc. , for their efforts in 
selecting the variety of game dishes displayed in 
"Five For the Main Event," on page 44. Each 
dish was taken from the South Carolina Wi/illife 
Cookbook's recipes as sent in by you, the 
subscriber. Wendy Shivers of Wendy Ethel's 
Restaurant volunteered todo the lion's share 
with all the preparation and cooking, but 
neither Wendy nor the staff got to sample a 
single bite. Food cooked for the photographer, in 
this case our own Jim Goller, must be treated 
and handled under hot lights until it's absolutely 
unfit for the palate. We, like you, can only look 
at the photographs and dream of the holiday 
table with hopes that someone in the family has 
some good luck while hunting. 

The late Harry Hampton's "The Sound of 
Home," on page 48, seems especially 
meaningful during the holiday season when all 
of us tum toward family and hearth for thanks 
and yuletidings. "Harry was the kind of man 
who seemed to look for places and excuses to get 
himself into little predicaments just to see if he 
could pull himself out," remembers his second 
wife, Elizabeth. "But no matter where he had 
been he always took delight in droning a special 
boyhood chant when returning home to 
Woodlands." 

From all of us to all of you on this special 
holiday season, we quote Harry to wish you 
"Ma;'home, Ma;'home, Ma;'home,"andadda 
particular hello to our newest subscriber, Patrick 
Coleman Wooten .. -. -JOHN DAVIS. 
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Three Cheers for S.C.A.K. 
The article by Jane Simons, 

"Custom Knives," in the March
April 1983 issue was excellent. 
George Herron, who was featured 
in the article, makes as good a 
knife as anyone in the country. 

· y~....- TheentireS.C.A.K. organization 
}, Yf' , deserves expa;ure because of the 

1 , / high quality of their knives. Please 

Of Ivorybills and Pileateds 
I'd like to take this opportunity 

to express my fondness for South 
CaroUna Wildlife magazine. Being 
an amateur ornithologist, the bird 
articles of course are the most 
interesting to me, especially the 
articles about Audubon and 
Bachman. 

I recently picked up a whole 
collection of South CaroUna Wildlife 
magazines at a sale and can't say 
how much I enjoyed them. 

A few months ago, an article 
was published on the pileated and 
ivory-billed woodpecker. The next 
time someone tries to tell me they 
have seen an ivorybill I will hand 
them the article and tell them, 
"Read all about it." 
James E. Branham 
Lexington 

Back Home At Last 
After nearly sixteen years of 

service in the Marine Corps, I have 
finally been stationed in my home 
state. SoutltCaroUna Wildlife has 
accompanied me in my journeys to 
Japan, Korea, and the Phillipines, 
as well as Hawaii (my most recent 
assignment). It has always been 
welcome and often commented 
upon favorably by those whom I 
entrusted its care for short periods. 
Keep it up! 
Joseph E. Sturtevant Jr. 
LaurelBay 

continue to give these craftsmen 
whatever coverage you can. 

Thanks for a fine magazine. 
George H. Wilson III 
Bronx, New Yark 

Of Boykins and Hunting 
I just read the letter from Dawn 

and 1bomas Lord in your new 
May-June issue. I'd love to see an 
article on Boykin spaniels, too. We 
have one, and there are two others 
on our street. Such a marvelous, 
precious dog-incredible nose! 
WP.Jones 
Hilton Head 

For a lapse ofa few years, I did 
not subscribe to your magazine. In 
1975 I was absolutely ecstatic 
when you printed a wonderful story 
of our state (should be) dog, the 
Boykin spaniel. 

I'm from Camden and have had 
these wonderful dogs for over forty
five years and my son, former 
Senator Arnold Goodstein also 
has them and tried to get the bill 
passed to be our state dog. 

But when you seemed to 
emphasize hunting and guns and 
shooting of wildlife, I stopped 
being a subscriber. 

I'll give it another chance. 
Carolyn Gooostein 
Charleston 

You ask why I have not renewed 
my subscription to South CaroUna 
Wildlife. The answer is that you 
have all but ignored the oldest 
sport known to man-hunting. I 
do not understand how you can 
publish a magazine devoted to 
wildlife and allow the South 

Readers' Forum 
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Carolina hunter to play such a 
small part. 

Your photography is excellent, 
but that alone is not worth the 
purchase of the magazine. 
Mike Long 
Florence 

Fancies Horseshoes 
Your article on horseshoe crabs 

was very enlightening. It was 
wonderful how you researched so 
much information. 

I'm informing you that as a 
youngster living in Bayville, New 
York, on Long Island Sound, 
which led into Oyster Bay Harbor 
( then Bay Creek), we used to roast 
the large crabs to eat the sweet 
meat in the claws and also some 
other part of the crab. Real white 
sweet meat. 
Rudy Sobering 
Lake Worth, Florida 

Sparkleberry Record? 
In my home town of Nichols, 

South Carolina, there stands a 
Sparkleberry tree that could easily 
challenge the Sparkleberry tree in 
Kalmia Gardens in Hartsville, 
South Carolina. 

My brother and our friends 
played under that tree in the 
forties, fifties, and sixties. The 
branches cascaded to the ground 
on all sides screening us from many 
outside intruders. 

A neighboring boy would lie on 
the top of that tree on a bed of 
branches for hours with his kite 
string tied to one of its branches. 
The tree was a little too high for 
me to climb. 

The tree still stands but the 
magnificence of its branches no 
longer exists. The tree has to be at 
least twenty-five feet tall and more 
than a foot around. 

The tree's only sin is that it 
chose to grow where it did and not 
in a botanical garden. 

That magnificent old tree 
should have been documented as 
the largest of its type. 
Ida Pace Storrs 
Columbia 

A Serpentine Question 
I have enjoyed another copy of 

South CaroUna Wildlife. The last 
time I wrote you was after an article 
on snakes had been presented from 
the Barnwell-Savannah River 
area. The latest article on snake 
lore by Herb Johnson also was very 
good. 

I grew up in Sumter, and at an 
early age began catching snakes 
and doing natural learning at a 
camp that my great aunt owned in 
Keya Falls, Maine. My interest in 
snakes grew as I did, and when I 
was in Camp Sequoyah at Waynes
ville, North Carolina, we encoun
tered a timber rattler on a hike. 

My question is, you mention 
only three poisonous species-
timber rattler, cottonmouth moc
casin, and copperhead-in the pit 
viper family in the first part of your 
article as native to South Carolina. 
Later in the article you mention the 
canebrake rattler. I have always 
been aware of the close resem
blance of the timber and cane
brake, but I have always thought 
them to be first cousins but sepa
rate as far as different species. 

I practiced veterinary medicine 
in Bamberg for four years in the fif
ties and have what I thought to be 
a five-foot eight-and-three-fourths 
inches canebrake on a cypress 
board in my office at the 76 Ani
mal Hospital. What is the truth in 
this matter? Aren't the majority of 
large rattlers seen in the Lowcoun
try (not considering diamond
backs) canebrake rather than 
timber? 
Robert Hirshberg, D. V M. 
Sumter 

Editor's Note: South CaroUna Usts 
six poisonous species of snakes: the 
diamondback and the pigmy 
rattlesnakes, the cottonmouth, the 
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copperhead, the Eastern coral, and 
the timber rattlesnake. Canebrake 
rattlers are a geographical variation of 
the timber rattler, not a separate 
species. 

Anyone interested in obwining a 
full-color poster of these poisonous 
speciesmaycall(803) 758-0014, ar 
write the South CaroUna Wildlife and 
Marine Resources Department, 
P. 0. Box 167, Columbia, S. C. , 
29202. Attention: Poisonous Snakes 
of South Carolina. 

Setting It Straight 
Thanks for the mention in the 

recent edition of South CaroUna 
Wildlife. We enjoyed that and 
others articles in that issue. 

However, ifl may point it out, 
George W. Park Seed Company 
and all its divisions are located here 
in Greenwood, not Greenville. 
David R. Phillips 
GreenW'.XXl 

Your excellent article on "The 
. Etchings of James Fowler Cooper" 
in the May-June issue should make 
everyone order the$ 70 book from 
the USC-Press. For those of us 
who knew Mr. Cooper, it is a joy 
to see his work and character 
recognized for the fine gentleman 
he was. 

However, members of 
Indiantown Presbyterian Church 
might be a little unhappy that you 
left "bi" off centennial on page 21 
as the church was founded in 175 7. 
Being gracious people, I'm sure 
they'll forgive you. 
LS. Brice 
McCormick 

Lab Fan 
Four years ago, I proved to all 

my hunting friends that a house 
dog could, in fact, be an excellent 
field dog. In my opinion, there is 
not a better dog for hunting or play 
than a black Lab. 

In the field, she is the dominant 
dog, never failing to bring back a 
duck. At home, she is friendly as 
can be to friends and family, and 
very suspicious of strangers. If I 
were to get another dog, there is no 
doubt that it would be a Lab. 
Robert Thomas 
Florence 

Control Not the Answer 
I have always enjoyed South 

CaroUna Wildlife, but it was 
especially exciting when I received 
my first copy Oanuary-February 
1983) since becoming a resident of 
Africa. Having been born in 
South Carolina and spent most of 
my life there, it brought back 
many fond memories. 

I especially enjoyed the articles 
on "The Most Dangerous Game in 
Town," and read with great 
concern "Green Peril at Santee" 
and "Gun Control: From Morton 
Grove to Kennesaw." Those who 
advocate gun control and feel it 
will reduce crime, should live for 
awhile in a country that has strict 
gun control. My present residence 
is in a country that has strict gun 
laws. No private citizens are 
allowed to own or posses.5 any 
firearms. Yet, there are many guns. 
They are owned by thieves and 
criminals. Knowing that the 
citizens have no way of protection, 
criminals have no fear to break in 
your homes, day or night. Almost 
daily on the streets and roads, 
people are openly robbed at 
gunpoint of their possessions, and 
most especially their autos. I would 
like to see crime reduced 
worldwide, but I am sure that gun 
control is not the answer. 

I appreciate the good and 
informative work of your staff. I am 
proud to be a South Carolinian. 
Keep up the excellent work. 
L Arnold Gause 
Kitwe, 'Zambia 
Central Africa 

Into Fishing 
Early this year I became very 

interestd in freshwater fishing. I 

have done relatively little fishing in 
my life and never any bass fishing. 
But, I found myself becoming 
more and more interested in bass. 
At this point I realized that I knew 
nothing about bass fishing and 
very little about tackle in general. 
The myriad of lures in my local 
tackle shop only seemed to 
compound the confusion. Just 
when I was about to give up, I 
remembered that I had learned a 
great deal about archery equipment 
after reading an article about Tom 
and Owen Jeffrey in South CaroUna 
Wildlife. Surely, I thought, South 
CaroUna Wildlife would have 
articles on bass fishing. 

I learned about bait-casting 
reels and their history in the May
June 1979 issue in an article called 
"The Watchmaker's Reel" by Mike 
Creel. The article was extremely 
well written, and since then I came 
across an old (1930s to 1940s) 
beauty at an antique fair which has 
a similar appearance to the 
Shakespeare reel on the back cover 
of that issue. It is labeled Bristol 
88. TheMarch-AprilandMay
June 1978 issues provided a series of 
articles on bass fishng. These were 
by Mike Creel, Larry Mayer, and 
Vic Dunaway. Among these 
articles, two in particular caught 
my attention. These were "Top 
Water Bass Greats" by Mike Creel 
and "Best in the Box" by Larry 
Mayer. The haze surrounding the 
numerous lures available began to 
clear. Tom Mann's article in the 
July-August 1982 issue, "The 
Mann Method," taught me a great 
deal about artificial worms and 
how to rig them. Because of these 
articles, I was able to take the 
initial steps in learning and 
understanding bass fishing. 
Certainly there is much more to 
learn, but without these articles, I 

may never have gotten started. 
Finally, I returned to my local 

tackle shop (Haddrell's Point in 
Mount Pleasant} and, with the 
knowledge gained, along with the 
generous help of Mike Able, I 
picked out a bait-casting reel, rod, 
and some tackle. I then headed out 
to a small pond near my home. I 
knew there were a few bream there 
but did not expect to find any large 
bass. The first few times I went out 
I caught no fish and used the 
opportunity to learn how to cast 
properly and gain accuracy. Then, 
one afternoon while slowly reeling 
in a plastic worm in front of some 
brush, parallel to the bank, a fish 
hit. What a feeling! The drag was 
set on the reel so that I wasn't 
making much headway reeling the 
fish in and, for what seemed like a 
long while, a stalemate developed. 
The water churned and I was able 
to catch glimpses of the fish as its 
white belly flashed beneath the 
surface. In my excitement, I 
walked ( ?) backwards and ended 
up dragging the fish out of the 
water onto the bank! She 
measured fifteen inches long and 
was swollen with eggs. My heart 
was pounding with excitement. 
After close examination and 
showing her off to a friend to verify 
the catch, I released her. All 
together over two weekends I 
caught four bass. Three were 
caught with purple worms (seven 
and a-half inches) using a Texas rig 
and the largest, which weighted 
between four and five pounds 
( using my bathroom scales!) and 
measured twenty-one inches long, 
was caught on a top water lure (a 
"little chugger"}. I kept two, giving 
one to my parents, and released 
two. I cannot explain the thrill and 
joy involved with catching those 
few fish. 

Thank you South CaroUna 
Wildlife for providing the 
information which allowed me to 
get started. 
Jim Phillips, M. D. 
Charleston 
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Occasional pad print.s in moist earth, odd screams like those of 
a uuman, rare glimpses of shadow on the predaum road-
all are reminders that the bobcat still prowls softly in search 
of food through the night uoods. 

Phantom of the Forest 
by Catherine Sams 

T he private world of South Carolina's last remaining large predator is one humans 
are rarely permitted to enter. Content to roam one small piece of the world as long 

as it provides adequate food and breeding grounds, the North American bobcat has no 
desire to challenge the domain of another cat or to confront his two-legged neighbors. 

America's most common wildcat has survived the forces of nature and man for 
centuries. Dated skeletal remains suggest bobcats have been here since before Christ. 
They can thrive in the snow-covered ledges of the Rocky Mountains, the barren desert 
of the Southwest, or the unspoiled swamplands of South Carolina. They are found as 
far north as Canada, as far south as Mexico, and in every region of the continental 
United States in between. 

Although full-grown bobcats rarely exceed twenty-five pounds, they are capable 
hunters and have been known to prey on animals more than twice their size. Their 
keen hearing and eyesight make up for a sense of smell infe~ior to most predators. Their 
fur varies from a pale gray or buff to dark gray or brown, depending upon the geographic 
location. South Carolina bobcats tend toward a pale buff with a light reddish tinge. 
With spotted fur and tufted ears, they look remarkably like a miniature version of their 
cousin, the lynx. 

And that, because of their secretive and solitary nature, sums up just about all that 
was known about bobcats in South Carolina prior to an intensive three-year Clemson 
University study. Conservationists can't even agree on their population status. A 
growing market for bobcat pelts in Europe, spawned by a hunting ban on other long
haired cats like leopards and jaguars, caused enough concern to earn the bobcat 
protection under the National Endangered Species Act, which requires that each state 
limit hunting and trapping. On the other hand, frustrated hunters say the bobcat is 
quite capable of insuring its own survival. Many trappers find the $25 to $30 per pelt 
bounty inadequate compensation for the aggravation of stalking such an elusive 
creature. 

Conflicting opinions on the wary bobcat's movements are understandable. Clemson 
wildlife biologist Tim Fendley, the man behind one of the more thorough movement 
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Studies have shown that the bobcat will eat nearly anything it can 
cat.ch, but its principle prey in the Southeast are fiekl rats and rabbits. 
Impact on game animal populations is, at most, minimal, causing 
most game biologists to feel that the bobcat's control of vermin and 
weak and twUnded game far outweighs any preying upon game 
species and mre attacks on domestic stock. When this latter situation 
occurs, biologists recommend removal of the offending cat rather than 
condemnation of the entire species. 
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behavior studies of bolx:ats, says ma;t information has been drawn from examining 
carcasses obtained from hunters and trappers. "Bolx:ats are difficult to study in the wild, 
because they're not abundant within a given area," he says. One widely-quoted bolx:at 
study drew its conclusions from 170 observations of seventeen cats per season over a 
two-year period, which averages out to about ten sightings per cat per season. "That's 
all they had to back up all their conclusions about home range, habitat, and movement 
patterns. I can't help but question the validity of some of those findings." 

With the support of the S. C. Agricultural Experiment Station, Clemson's research 
facility, Fendley set out in 1978 to unravel some of the mystery of the bobcat. Using 
radio telemetry, he and graduate students David Buie, Susan Heller, and Mickey 
Griffith tracked twenty-one cats over a three-year period and averaged more than three 
hundred sightings per animal. That's more than double the number of observations 
obtained in all previously published tracking studies-enough, he feels, to describe the 
cat's private world with some degree of accuracy. Enough to conclude that the bolx:at 
has more to fear from "progress" and development than from the sportsman. 

Adult bolx:ats are entirely territorial within their home ranges, which they probably 
maintain through scent markings. Fendley found the territory to be at least ten times 
the range found in earlier studies at the same site. 

"A male's territory averaged twelve square miles and a female's about half that," he 
says. "During the second year of the study, there was a drastic die-off, probably from 
feline distemper. When the population was reduced, the female's range remained 
constant but the male's jumped to thirty-five square miles. Evidently, about ten square 
miles provides adequate sustenance, but they'll take more if given the opportunity. 
What limits the male's home range is probably the presence of another male." 

The cats preferred bottomland hardwoods, abandoned farm fields, and clear cut 
forest areas just begim1ing to grow up. Pine wood areas more than five years old were 
avoided, probably because they weren't as amenable to the small rodents that make up 
ma,t of the bolx:at's diet. 

Bolx:ats eat nearly anything that they can catch including rabbits, rats, mice, 
squirrels, opossums, raccoons, moles, shrews, deer, birds, snakes, lizards, invertebrates, 
and domestic stock.Their principal food in the Southeast consists of rabbits and field rats. 

,, T hose who believe that bolx:ats compete with sportsmen by preying on game 
animals, and thus should be eliminated, are basing their opinions on emotions 

rather than fact;' Wildlife and Marine Resources Department game biologist Mark Bara 
says. Like ma,t wildlife biologists, Bara estimates that the bolx:at's impact on game 
populations is minimal. Bara feels that the positive values of the bolx:at's predation
control of vermin and taking of weak and wounded game-far outweigh any negative 
aspects. 

"The widespread notion that bolx:ats are a major control on deer populations is not 
borne out by the evidence available. A bolx:at is capable of dragging down an adult 
deer, even a healthy one, but the likelihcxxl diminishes when an abundance of rabbits 
and cotton rats is available," Bara notes. From his own studies of stomach contents 
from bolx:ats taken in South Carolina and Georgia, and similar food habits studies in 
Alabama, Bara believes that ma;t of the deer remains found in bolx:ats result from 
wounded or "lost" deer shot by hunters. The state game biologist also points out that all 
of the areas studied have traditionally provided excellent deer hunting in spite of 
predation by bolx:ats. 

"I've also heard hunters talk about wild turkey populations being decimated by 
bolx:ats, but, again, the available evidence doesn't support these claims," Bara says. 

The ma,t serious form ofbolx:at predation, at least from an economic standpoint, 
occurs when a cat acquires the habit of killing stock. 

These occasional incidents do not justify the condemnation of all bolx:ats. Most 
stock depredation problems can be eliminated by removing the offending individuals. 

The bobcat is a solitary animal that seldom comes in 
contact with even it.s own kind and lacks much of the 
social body language found in other animals such as 
canines. When expressing aggression, the bolxat lays 
lxick it.s ears, raises it.s shoulders, and present.s a full view 
of it.s face, enhanced by the adult's wide muttonchops. 

Research in which a bolxat's ear tufts were trimmed off 
indicates that these stiff hairs assist the animal in 
pinpointing the slight sounds of small prey such as rat.s. 
This keen hearing combine.d with superior eyesight makes 
up for a sense of smell slightly inferior to many other 
wild predators. 
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Description: A short-tailed, medium-sized cat 
seldom exceeding twenty pounds in South Carolina, 
although forty-pound specimens are not unusual in 
nmtnem and western states and a record cat of sixty
nine pounds was uiken in Colorado. Fur varies frum 
a pale gray or buff to dark brown, depending upon 
geographic location. Most Palmetto state specimens 
are pale buff with a light reddish tinge. Body fur is 
suffused with black spots. Inner surfaces of legs, 
underside of tail, and body are whitish. Ear tufts and 
tail oond are black. 

Range and habitat: May be found statewide, but is 
most abundant in the cCXJ.Stal plain. Prefers forested 
areas, particularly creek or river bottoms and 
s@mps. 

Focx:I: An active night hunter that prefers mice, rats, 
and rabbits. Occasionally takes birds and larger 
game, mrely takes domestic fowl and stock. Does 
not limit rabbit or game bird populations. 

"Bobcats may be capable of breeding throughout the year, but the peak of breeding 
activity seems to come in February and March," Bara says. "Their yowling and 
caterwauling, similar to that of a domestic tomcat, but louder, can be heard at this 
season. 

"The female selects a protected den site such as a hollow log, a windfall, a thicket, or 
a cave. One to four young are born after a gestation period of fifty to sixty days. These 
kittens are weaned some two months later but may remain with their mother until the 
fall. At about eight or ten pounds, they're on their own." 

Today, the shrinking reserve of preferred land most threatens the bobcat. At ten to 
twelve square miles per cat, it won't take many to claim all the state's hardwoods and 
overgrown fields, especially as growing cities spread into outlying woods and pastures. 
And those left out will become nomads, continually establishing and abandoning 
temporary home ranges. 

"We tracked two sub-adult males that followed this pattern," Fendley says. "They 
would use an area for a week to a month and then move on, apparently unable to find a 
suitable site. Because they stayed in unfamiliar territory all the time, they never mated 
and probably stocx:I a greater chance of being killed than cats with permanent home 
ranges." 

0 ne basic question-that of the bobcat population in South Carolina-couldn't 
even be answered by Fendley's intensive study. Most wildlife officials believe the 

animal's future is secure, but they have no proof. 
"Most census techniques won't work with bobcats," Fendley says. "You can't go by 

observations alone, as some estimates have. We didn't even know they were territorial 
until five years ago, so many of those estimates may have counted the same animal 
several times. One researcher tried to make an estimate by figuring the animal's home 
range and multiplying that by the total number of square miles in the state. But we now 
know they won't use just any type ofland." 

Even without an accurate headcount, state game officials have estabished what they 
hope are adequate hunting and trapping regulations. Darrell Shipes, furbearer biologist 
with the South Carolina Wildlife Department, says South Carolina sportsmen stay well 
within the harvest objective of eight hundred cats per year. 

"Bobcats can be hunted from Thanksgiving Day to March 1, but the harvest from 
hunters is very insignificant," he says. "It's much easier to trap bobcats than to hunt 
them. Trapping season runs from January 1 to March l, and each trapper is limited to 
seven pelts per season." Shipes says the limits are meant to protect the species yet 
prevent it from reaching "pest" status. While bobcats generally prefer rodents and 
rabbits, they have been known to prey on farm livestock like calves, game birds, young 
or sick deer, and animals caught in traps. 

Wildlife experts agree on one point-the need for more information, especially an 
accurate census. But research dollars are scarce and bobcat tracking isn't cheap. 
Fendley's study used dozens of$150 transmitters and receivers that cost $1,000 each. 
Researchers often drove 7 50 miles per day following the wandering felines. 

And because there's no evidence to suggest it's an endangered species, the bobcat 
won't qualify for research money raised through the "Checkoff for Wildlife" donation 
option included on state income tax returns. Fendley has submitted a grant proposal to 
the National Wildlife Federation and should that fall through, he doesn't look for 
private donations to come to the rescue. "Wildlife is a luxury item. When times are 
gocx:I, we'll consider environmental quality. But when times are bad, just tell us how to 
make the land more economically productive." 

Many people who consider the bobcat only a pest question the wisdom of putting 
more money into research, but Fendley sees inherent value in saving the state's last 
large predator frorri the fate of the wolf and cougar. 

Because of the common practice of attributing human traits and characteristics to 
animals, especially cats, the bobcat has a way of capturing the imagination. 
Independent, resourceful, and extremely difficult to tame, preferring solitude but 
willing to fight fiercely when necessary, it is often seen as a living embodiment of the 
American spirit. As Fendley says, "It's a symbol of a nation's wildlife. How much could 
you say that's worth?"_..., 

Catherine Sams is science netvS editor at Clemson University. 



NOTE: Because of printing 
deadline, dates are subject to 
change. Please call before 
traveling long distances. 

NOVEMBER 1. 
The Camden Hunt. Opens the 

season and will hunt each 
Wednesday and Saturday mornings 
at 9 a. m. Place: Camden. For more 
information, contact Hilda 
McMahan, (803) 432-1796. 
NOVEMBER4-JANUARY 3. 

Elizabeth O'Neill Verner 
Exhibit. Place: Charleston 
Museum, Charleston. For more 
information, call (803))22-2996. 
NOVEMBER 5-6. 

Arts & Crafts Fair. Exhibits, 
arts and crafts for sale. Admissions 
fee. Place: Drayton Hall, 
Charleston. For more information, 
call (803) 766-0188. 

First Annual Camellia 
Festival. Music, queens, Show of 
the Carolina Camellia Society. 
Place: Magnolia Gardens, 
Charleston. For more information, 
call (803) 571-1266. 

Mountain Bridge 
Backpacking. Explore some of the 
more remote and lesser-known 
regions of this vast mountain 
wilderness. Total length of the 
two-day hike will be eight to 
twelve miles. Pre-registration 
required. Place: Caesar's Head 
State Park. For more information, 
call (803) 758-3622. 
NOVEMBER 12-13. 

Fall Clogging Festival. Come 
enjoy a weekend of authentic 
mountain dogging, square 
dancing, and down-home 
bluegrass music. Lessons will be 
held Saturday morning and 
afternoon so that both beginners 
and old-timers can kick up their 
heels. Music by the Dixie Blue 
Grass Boys. Place: Oconee State 
Park. For more information, call 
(803) 758-3622. 

Plantation Days. Harvest-time 
activity in the plantation stable 
yards-cider making, candle
making, cow-milking, and mule
drawn wagons. Place: Middleton 
Place, Charleston. For more 
information, call (803) 556-6020. 
NOVEMBER 26. 

Murrells Inlet Winter Trout 
Tournament. Place: Murrells 
Inlet. For more information, call 
Thomas H. Fletcher, P.O. Box 
762, Garden, City, S.C., 29576, 
(803) 651-3400. 
NOVEMBER 27. 

Sea Island Sportfishing 
Society's Trout Tournament. 
Place: Isle of Palms. For more 
information, call Buddy Campbell, 
(803) 886-6397. 

Annual Christmas Tree
Lighting. A memorable event to 
usher in the Christmas season wi_th 
an old-fashioned tree-lighting in 
the park, highlighted with Santa 
Claus. Place: Charles Towne 

Landing, Charleston. For more 
information, call (803) 556-4450. 
DECEMBER 1-31. 

Christmas In Charleston. A 
charming city invites you to 
celebrate the holiday season with 
parades, arts, crafts, plays, house 
tours. Place: Charleston. For more 
information, call 722-8338. 
DECEMBER 2. 

Christmas Tree-Lighting and 
Caroling. Get into the holiday 
spirit by observing the tree-lighting 
ceremony and Yuletide music. 
Place: Aiken. For more 
information, call (803) 648-0485. 
DECEMBER3. 

Catfish Stomp. Arts, crafts, 
entertainment, and catfish stew. 
Place: Elgin. For more 
information, call Margie Howard, 
(803) 438-9236. 
DECEMBER3-4. 

Christmas Crafts Show. 
Handmade crafts for sale. Place: 
Odell Weeks Center, Aiken. For 
more information, call (803) 648-
0485. 
DECEMBER 10. 

Parade of Boats. Come watch a 
parade of gaily-festooned boats in 
the harbor where the Civil War 
began. Place: Patriots Point. For 
more information, call (803) 884-
2727. 

Toys-for-Tots Square Dance. 
Upcountry square dancing and the 
Christmas spirit combine for the 
evening to benefit the Greenville 
area Toys-for-Tots. Admission to 
the event is a new or a good used 
toy to be donated to 
underprivileged children in the 
Greenville area. Place: Table Rock 
State Park. For more information, 
call (803) 758-3622. . 

"Those Who At Christmas 
Do" Arts and Crafts Show. Arts, 
crafts. Place: Irmo. For more 
information, call Kay 
McCutcheon, (803) 772-3336. 
DECEMBER 11. 

Christmas Open House. 
Hostesses in period attire and 
holiday music provide the proper 
atmosphere for this nineteenth
century cotton plantation and 
governor's mansion. Place: Rose 
Hill State Park. For more 
information, call (803) 758-3622. 

"Candlelight Tour of Homes." 
Tour hours are 4p.m. until 8 p.m. 
Place: Camden. For more 
information, contact Nancy 
Smith, Red Fox Road, Camden, 
S.C., 29020, or call (803) 432-
2525. 
DECEMBER 16-17. 

Christmas In Old York Tour. 
Tours of Christmas-decorated 
historic homes for your enjoyment. 
Place: York. For more information, 
callJudith Bums, (803) 684-2590. 
DECEMBER 19-30. 

Evening House and Garden 
Tour. Place: Drayton Hall, 
Charleston. For more information, 
call (803) 766-0188. 
DECEMBER27-29. 

Duck Walks. A trip with local 
Audubon members to view 
watermwl in the nearby rice fields, 
followed by. a breakfast of shrimp; 
hominy, and sausage. Place: 
Middleton Place, Charleston. For 
more information, call (803) 556-
6020. 

Tolistanevent, please send 
information three months in 
advance of publication date to 
Tricia Way, South CaroUna Wildlife, 
P.O. Box 167, .Columbia, S.C., 
29202, (803) 758-0001. 

Events 
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A-hunting we will go. 
Old lumters, "like good dogs, 
never I.earn that there is true misery in their sport. 

byJoelM. Vance 
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Recently a comely young maiden asked 
if she could go hunting with me 
"for the experience." She didn't,specify 

what kind of experience she had in mind 
and I conjured up some dandies, but it turned 
out she meant quail hunting. 

We were tripping through the woods, me 
doing most of the tripping, and I was explaining 
nature: "What kind of tree is that?" "That's, er, 
ah, a sassafras." "Why does it have walnuts 
hanging off of it?" "Oh, that tree! Well, that, of 
course, is a walnut." 

I really had her impressed ... and then I 
hooked my foot under a strand of old, forgotten 
condemned fence sticking three inches out of 
the forest duff and when I stopped falling about 
six days later, my image with Ms. Wonderful 
was Moe, Shemp, or ( when I look at my 
thinning hair} Curly Bill. 

The outdoors is filled with booby traps, and 
I'm just the boob to fall in them, especially 
when I'm trying to impress someone. 

When I tell people that I have been quail 
hunting for more than thirty years, you can see 
the awe come into their eyes ( either awe or 
boredom, I never can tell which) . Anyway, you 

figure that if someone devotes that many years, 
that much time to something, he knows it 
backwards and forwards, right? Well, I have the 
backwards part down pat. 

I have fired a shotgun at thousands of quail, 
most of whom still are busily procreating. They 
say that seventy to eighty percent of all quail die 
within a year, whether they're hunted or not. 
Nonsense! I have been hunting some of the 
same quail for thirty years. I know them by their 
strident, mocking laughs. 

Every so often, people ask if they can go quail 
hunting with me, expecting, I guess, to benefit 
from my more than thirty years experience in 
the field-to sit at the throne of the master, so to 
speak, and gobble up the crumbs as they fall 
from his (my} untidy beard. Since I don't have a 
beard, that makes it tough, but I'm willing to 
drool a little. Anyway, I can guarantee that 
anyone who goes with me will come home 
broken in body, mind, and spirit. 

He will have seen briar hells that would make 
Br' er Rabbit vomit. He will have fallen into 
gullies that could swallow the Grand Canyon 
without even an immoderate belch. He will 
have eaten in small town cafes where 
gastrooomy is thought to be the study of distant 
stars and the Special of the Day is leftovers. 

He will have experienced the thrill of seeing 
me set a new world record in the 400-meter dash 
as I run down yet aoother errant Brittany who is 
hot on the trail of game birds that look 
suspiciously like the common cottontail rabbit. 
He will have heard me discuss the matter calmly 
in a voice that would level the Blue Ridge 
Mountains, using words with enough built-in 
heat to inflate the Astrodome. 

Only recently a friend drove seven hundred 
miles to visit on the promise of a quail hunt to 
make him forget the thrill of grouse hunting in 
his native Minnesota. We would, I gushed, find 
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many coveys of the little birds, and we would 
shoot until our gun barrels turned red. 

Why is it that each time I set up a hunt it's as 
if it were the first time I ever did it? I'm just like a 
danged old bird dog-you go out to his kennel 
when it's cold enough to frost the flippers off a 
fur seal and he comes boiling out of his snug, 
warm bed, as eager to go as ifhe hadn't been out 



for a year-even though he's still footsore from 
the day before, his hide red with briar rips, his 
ribs as distinct as those in a veterinary bone 
study chart. Bird dogs never learn that there's 
misery in a quail hunt and neither do I. 

I can't remember that in all probability, this 
hunt will be a disaster, that my guest will be 
lucky to go home in pa;.session of as many body 
parts as he showed up with. No-I see only the 
covey flushes of daydreams, the incredible 
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shooting that occurs only in the retelling around 
a warm fire. These are called lies by the 
uncharitable. 

So, this guy blows in from Minnesota and, all 
puppy grins and eager anticipation, says, "Okay, 
I'm ready!" 

We went out and spent four hours hiking up 
and down some hills that aren't called 
Himalayas only because they don't have Sir 
Edmund Hillary clinging to them. By noon we'd 
seen only one covey and that at a distance as my 
doggies chased happily through the middle of 
their sewing circle. 

We had walked no more than thirty-seven
and-a-third miles. He was trickling blood from 
more holes than there are in a colander. "Let's go 
home," he panted, picking thorns out of his 
frayed hide. 

I have a category in my files for Places I've Been 
And Don't Dare Go Back To Again. 

Not only do various people never want to see 
me again; they also don't want to see any of the 
poor unfortunates who were there with me when 
"it" happened. 

One such place is the motel where we cleaned 
a three-man limit of quail one night. Now, no 
matter how tidy you try to be, there's a certain 
amount of feather leakage, and motel sinks 
aren't designed to digest heavy amounts of 
innards and feathers. 

Everything looked all right to us when we 
left, but a couple of years later, a friend told me 
he'd stayed at the same motel and the proprietor, 
seeing his field clothing, said, "You ain't quail 
hunters are ye? We don't allow no quail hunters 
here. Some of 'em stopped up the sink one time 
and made a hell of a mess." 

I kept my mouth shut. 
Still there is a bit of poetic justice in this 

episode. In addition to the quail, I had taken the 
first pheasant of my life that day, a beautiful 
rooster. There wasn't a mark on him. 
Apparently he had died of a coronary, brought 
on by the unaccustomed exercise of flying and 
dragging around his overweight, succulent body. 
Oh, how I looked forward to sharing a meal with 
him. 

While we were checking into the hotel, the 
proprietor's black Lab helped himself to my 
pheasant, which was lying on the tailgate of the 
station wagon. I hope he had a bellyache that 
turned his canine colon into a Slinky. 

Nonetheless, I don't go back there. 
Neither do I return to the state park where we 

plucked a barrel-full of ducks one memorable 
night. Actually, the ducks didn't fill the barrel, 
but their parkas did. We left enough down to 
make a sleeping bag for the Jolly Green Giant. 

It was a dark and still night and there was no 
problem undressing those birds and confining 
the airy result within the barrel. However, a 
ferocious wind sprang up before morning and we 
skulked off at dawn with our naked ducks, 
leaving the trash collector to lift the lid on that 
Pandora's Box of fluff. 

Ever seen what waterfowl residue can do? A 
friend of mine has the recipe for plucking a 

. ' 
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goose: "Find a half-acre of ground you never 
want to visit again ... " 

Quail hunting as practiced by Vance & Co. is 
enough to Christianize Attila the Hun. Sport? If 
you consider Marine Boot Camp as a Brownie 
Scout outing. 

The season ends tomorrow and the forecast is 
for biting cold, with winds of twenty-five to forty 
miles per hour. Wind chill should be well below 
zero. And the dogs warmed up for it by digging a 
sackful of quail heads, feet, wings, and tripes out 
of a garbage bag ( thoughtfully decorating an 
acre of my property with what garbage they 
didn't want), and eating every scrap. 

So all systems seem go for a finale that well 
could go down in the annals as Another One 
Uh Them Dang Vance Hunts. 

I can hardly wait ... _ _,., 

JoelM. Vance is a staff writer for the Missouri 
Conservationist and a freelancer for other outdoor b ~ ;,I( 
magazmes. ~~ 
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After a rain, Bailey's Landing, Okatee River 
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OYSTERING 

by Jack Leigh 
Reprinted from the book, Oystering: A Way of 
Life, text and photographs hy Jack Leigh, farward hy 
James Dickey. Copyright© 1983 hy Carolina Art 
Association , publisher. Gibbes Art Gallery, 
135 Meeting Street, Charleston, S. C. , 29401. 

Here, in a kind of deep-rooted walking, 
come the last of these, the last surely, 
bounded by the profound salt horizon, moving 
with tidal softness in the morning like blood
shadows of themselves, a few men vastly set 
apart in secrecy, the flat fires of the Colleton 
River under them. Through dawn-shade, on 
rivers within rivers, each homes in on a place in 
the marsh that only he knows, bearing a 

A Wayoflife 

resonant claw. In custom, in elegance and sweat 
they are traditional; they are always bending; 
always in perpetual balance, in muck, over the 
treasure-hole of certain shells; around them, the 
ripples fold into the slack. They are not 
fishermen; they never feel the run of any line, 
the electric vibration of an unknown body, or 
the mingling thrill of the seine, but instead lean 
down-walk and lean down-like parts of 
walls, over the soft paving of mud, as their 
families and their blood have caused them to do. 
The boats are loaded, and return, passing where 
they have rowed; there may be thunder, with a 
rumor of shelves. Others, at night between flares 
of solid, sensitive fire, fill their rusty barges and 
are drawn back to houses of burning mist .... 

-James Dickey 

I remember as a child seeing the oysterman 
depart in his long wooden boat, pushing off 
into the distant waters. I felt him to be a special 

presence, a mysterious spirit who knew secrets I 
had yet to dream. He would disappear into the 
fog and light of the river, drawing my wonder 
and imagination with him. 

The river seemed his place, and I longed for a 
chance to go with him: to breathe the salt air as 
he breathed it, to visit such places that would 
yield what I knew to be great treasures. And 
what of this bounty he would bring back-his 
boat so full that water lapped over the sides? 
Oysters came then to embody a great secret
the secret of the salt, the secret of the river, and 
home. The image of the oysterman made an 
enduring impression, bringing me back years 
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Oystering as the tide rises, Colleton River 
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Loaded bateaux, Bailey's Landing, Okatee River 

later for that chance to go with him-to go in 
search of the hidden treasure. 

The ebb and flow of centuries have shaped 
and reshaped life upon the coastal wetlands of 
South Carolina, giving vent to a unique and 
sustaining character, a character born of a 
balance and an understanding that only what is 
needed is taken. The human lifestyles that have 
evolved in the tidelands have been rooted in this 
knowledge of give and take: that nature will 
provide and provide abundantly-if cared for 
and nurtured. In keeping, the human beings 
who have acted on this provision have long 
cultivated this delicate balance-, this natural 
communion. 

Oystering as it is now practiced on the rivers 
and islands of South Carolina's Lowcountry is 
done in virtually the same manner as it was 
practiced by the first settlers who carved dugouts 
from the huge cypress logs and gathered the 
oysters by hand. The oysterman's boat is a 
rough-hewn, flat-bottomed vessel known as a 
bateau. Rugged and river-worthy, these boats, 
with their long, wide shape, fit perfectly the 
nature of their function: to receive enormous 
loads of oysters. They must be loaded with skill 
and precision; an improperly balanced boat 
might tip and sink in the choppy water of the 
incoming tide. 

Oysters are gathered seasonally in what is 
customarily known as the "R" months-
September to April. Each fall the bateaux are 
pulled from beneath the oaks where they have 
rested during the hot months, and pushed into 
the cooling waters by men who watched their 
fathers and grandfathers take to the river in 
search of oysters. It is a tradition of pride and 
hard work, and a tradition cloaked in secrecy. A 
lone oysterman searches not just for any oyster, 
but for the best oyster, and in places known only 
to him. Most oystermen work alone, the only 
sound being the cast-iron claw-tongs crunching 
into the oysters and the thud as the oysters are 
slung in one graceful movement into the bateau. 
"The salt air brings me back in the fall," one 
man says. "The river is my blood." 

Inside the walls of the shucking house, music 
resounds--a music that has been created by 
generations of proud women as the shells are 
cracked open and the oysters removed by sure 
hands. The women have engendered their own 
working tradition from the river, in harmony 
with the tides and their men. On the high 
water, as the oystermen return in their loaded 
bateaux, the women gather outside the small, 
whitewashed cinder-block structure at the river's 
edge. Expectant gulls send shrieks through the 
cold, salt-cured air. Around the shucking house, 
bleached shell mounds give testimony to the 
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Annie Mae Gadsen and Henrietta Kitty, Shucking House, May River 

fervid activity that is soon to begin. 
The tools are simple--a small, strong

tempered knife and a wooden-handled hammer 
grooved to each hand. Shovel-loads of oysters 
are heaved onto long cement tables. The women 
take their places as the mounds grow in front 
them. Gleaming steel pails are secured among 
the mounds, and the music begins in a slow, 
rhythmic pounding, building to a crescendo of 
hammers and shells .... 

The oysterman, the tradition of oystering, 
the man on the river whose image I had carried 
so long within me, is nearing an end in my time. 
Island life, once reserved to itself, is changing 
rapidly. Most of the men working the rivers are 
old. Their sons and grandsons have left the 
islands. As a photographer I felt beckoned by an 
urgency. I knew I must photograph now, before 
it is too late. 

I spent two seasons on the creeks and rivers, 
photographing men and women working to the 
rhythm of the tides rather than the clock. There 
was one morning that I remember best of all. My 
boat was packed with supplies and cameras. It 
was still, before the light, and the fog was thick 
and dreamlike. I had been leaving each morning 

from a place called Mink's Point and had been 
following one man who worked the mud-flat 
oyster beds. He had left a few minutes earlier, 
and soon the sound of his boat moving through 
the water became muffied, without direction. I 
followed in my small boat, hoping for a glimpse, 
a coherent sound, but I was pulled deeper into 
the fog. A primeval quiet surrounded me. I felt 
the eternal powerof the river, and sensed how 
close I was to dissolving into that timeless mist. 

A vague marsh line appeared and I headed 
there. As I moved closer, an oblique, lone figure 
materialized upon the mud-flat, his bateau 
beside him. He worked peacefully. I made my 
way to him, running aground many times until I 
found water deep enough to go through. When I 
finally got to the edge of the mud-flat, I got out 
of my boat, anchored it, and began my steady, 
half-buried walk toward him. He continued to 
work, as he had for all his life. I felt then I was 
walking toward the heart of this life: toward the 
man who possessed an untellable secret, deeply 
at home in himself and his own way of life . . -. 

A natiw of Sawnnah, Georgia, Jack Leigh spent 1979-
80 living with and photographing the oystering community 
of lotver South Carolina in an effort to document rlii.s 
rapidly-wnishing lifestyle. 
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An Industry 
In Decline 
hy Pete Laurie 

Tom Duke leaned against a rough-hewn 
counter in his McClellanville fish house and 

reminisced. Isopods, marine relatives of the 
child's roly-poly bug, scuttled across the worn, 
uneven floorboards. Twenty-five bags of 
ungraded clams, awaiting shipment to northern 
markets, sagged against the wall. Outside on the 
creek, a clam dredge nudged the creaking dock. 

This oystering season was almost over. 
Through a lot of seasons, Duke had seen South 
Carolina's once-thriving oyster industry decline. 
Sixteen oyster canneries once flourished from 
Little River to Savannah. They steam-canned 
South Carolina's major oyster product-the 
small cluster oysters that grow between high and 
low tides. 

"The oysters were steamed open in little 
metal cars," Duke recalled. "When one of those 
cars rolls out of the steamer, about twenty 
women would surround it. Boy, could they 
shuck oysters. A good one' d keep a shell in the 
air at all times. And they'd sing while they 
shucked 'em. It was something to watch. 

"But now the cost of labor has gotten too 
high," he added, noting that a decreased 
demand for canned oysters and a diminished 
labor pool have closed the doors on all but one 
of the old canneries. 

Indians, and later, European settlers 
harvested the abundant South Carolina oysters 
in considerable quantities. Following the Civi l 
War, a large labor pool with a water-oriented 
heritage congregated along the coast. Towards 
the end of the nineteenth century, a seasonal 
lifestyle developed around truck farming in the 
summer and oystering in the winter. Oyster 
canneries sprang up, most of them in Beaufort 
and Charleston counties. 

By 1907 some seven million pounds of oyster 
meats were produced in the state, all of it with 
hand labor. At its peak perhaps3,COO 
individuals worked in the industry. The 
canneries controlled the entire process from 
harvest to wholesale distribution. 

Production began to decline markedly by the 
1920s. After the Depression, most of the small 
truck farms that provided summer employment 
for oyster pickers went out of business. In many 
cases, these were replaced by huge pulpwood 
plantations requiring little labor. Canned 
oysters, once an inexpensive working man's 
lunch staple from the shelves of country stores as 
far away as the mid-West, were replaced as better 

refrigeration allowed increased distribution of 
fresh, shucked oysters. 

At about the same time our coastal 
population began to increase. As beachfront 
development boomed, bacteria from human 
wastes tainted the marshes, making many 
oyster beds unfit for human consumption. 
Municipal sewage systems and stricter septic 
tank regulations have improved coastal water 
quality, but about one-third of the state's 
shellfish beds remain permanently closed due to 
pollution. 

Traditionally, the majority of South Carolina 
oysters were canned, but about fifteen percent 
were either raw shucked or sold in the shell. Raw 
shucking increased up to World War II, then 
declined. Although six South Carolina 
companies still raw shuck oysters, the.wide 
variation in size of cluster oysters makes them 
more difficult to shuck than the larger, more 
uniform oysters found in the Chesapeake area. 

During the height of cannery harvest, some 
beds probably were over picked. Little attention 
was given to the replanting of seed oysters or old 
shell as a subtrate to which the young oyster spat 
could attach. Today's commercial lease holders 
are required to replant a certain amount of seed 
oysters or shell on the beds they lease to insure a 
continuing population. 

Oysters sold in the shell , as Duke markets 
them, require the least amount of labor but they 
still must be harvested. Picking oysters has 
changed little over the years. 

Gesturing with weathered hands, Duke 
described the procedure: ''A large boat tows a 
numberofflat-bottomed wooden bateaux out to 
the leased area. As the tide ebbs exposing the 
oysters, pickers fan out into the small creeks and 
oyster flats. They break loose clusters and singles. 
When the bateaux are full or when the tide 
refloods the beds, they return to the larger boat 
to be towed back to the dock." 

The work is hard, the shells sharp, the 
ground muddy, and the winter weather often 
unpleasant. Little wonder that fewer and fewer 
people seek out this type of employment. 

Only relatively small areas of the state's coast 
contain subtidal oysters.Subtidals grow larger 

because they occur as singles. These prime 
oysters grow abundantly in the Chesapeake Bay 
area where the bottom is hard and silt loads are 
low. Historically, efforts to establish more 
extensive subtidal beds in South Carolina have 
met with fai lure. 

A mechanical picker recently developed by 
Clemson University engineers to harvest 
intertidal oysters is still being perfected. Its 
ultimate usefulness to the industry remains 
unknown. Without an effective mechanical 
harvester or an adequate labor supply, the South 

Tom Duke of McClellanville 

Carolina oyster industry is likely to remain 
depressed. 

By 1975 only twenty-three major producers 
of oysters with a work forceof384 still worked 
within the state. Some forty-four commercial 
leases now exist along with thirty public shellfish 
grounds. The public grounds offer shellfish
gathering opportunities to the general public 
and serve to reduce poaching on commercial 
leases. 

For the past several years, under contract with 
the Wildlife and Marine Resources Department, 
Duke's crew has moved thousands of bushels of 
oysters from polluted areas to the public 
grounds. The oysters are moved during the 
closed season Qune to September) so that they 
will have time to cleanse themselves before 
being harvested. 

Like most of today's oystermen, Duke handles 
oysters as part of his overall seafood operation. 
"In the winter and early spring, we harvest and 
wholesale clams," Duke said, nudging one of the 
burlap clam bags with his toe, "and during the 
summer we pack out shrimp, all here at the same 
dock." Much of the seafood that crosses his dock 
is harvested by independent fishermen not 
actually in his employment. 

Now semi-retired, Duke has turned much of 
the details of the operation over to his son, 
Tommy. While the elder Duke has watched the 
oyster industry decline, the younger hopes to 
participate in its future revival. The mechanical 
harvester holds some promise and a revamping 
of the leasing system is now under consideration. 
Both could help the industry. If new oyster 
products can be developed, demand might 
increase. If the numerous problems can be solved, 
the oyster may once again play a significant 
role in the state's coastal economy. _ _,,., · 
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Precedingpage: Ramah, a52-ouncered-tailed 
hawk with five-foot wingspan, is "cast off' to seek a 

high perch lry master Jal.caner Kent Nickerson of 
Columbia. 

Above: As a rabbit is flushed Ramah dives at 70 
miles per hour or more to attempt the kill. 

Right: Hondo, a 24-ounce Harris' hawk with three
foot wingspan has been with Nickerson for ten 

ye.ars. A native species of the desert southiuest, the 
Harris' has better vision and speed than a redtail and 

is capable of taking both furred and feathered game. 
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poor or the bird not hungry. A day for the bird 
simply to fly away from man and countless hours 
of training without looking back, without 
remorse. It's one of the first and most enduring 
lessons of falconry: flying a hunting hawk is an 
intricate shadow dance. And every hunting day 
is an intellectual adventure, pitting man and 
bird against the elements. It is in the midst of 
this wilderness ballet that the falconer 
experiences the ultimate thrill of the hunt: 
seeing his hawk or falcon become a winged 
cheetah, igniting like a feathered rocket after a 
fleet-footed rabbit or dodging dove. 

"Hawking is a special pleasure," falconer 
Kent Nickerson explains as he watches Ramah, 
the red-tailed hawk, assume a watchful pa5e in a 
nearby tree. One of seven licensed falconers in 
South Carolina, Nickerson has spent more than 
twenty years in pursuit of those incredibly 
precious moments when he, his dog, and bird 
are momentarily forged into the perfect hunting 
coefficient. 

Within this triangular relationship, it is 
N ickerson's job to locate quality hunting areas, 
sense the potential of the terrain, understand 
the abilities of the bird, the nature of the wind, 
and the quirks of the game. 

In this outdoor drama, the dog is responsible 
for locating and helping to flush the quarry into 
the open. 

It is the job of the hawk or falcon-using its 
superior eyesight, incredible speed and hunting 
knowledge--to capture the fleeing prey: an 
action that takes only a handful of suspenseful 
seconds, often after months of preparation. 
"The soul of this sport is what happens when the 
hawk comes out of that tree in pursuit," 
Nickerson said. "There's no hunting experience 
that approaches it. For those few seconds you feel 
nothing else, think about nothing else, are 
nowhere else but here. After all these years, it 
still does the same things to me." At once man is 
a predator, partner, and vicarious observer in the 
oldest interplay since the earth cooled: the 
hunter verses the hunted. 

For Nickerson, this quest began with a red
tailed hawk he named "Big Red." For an entire 
cherished twelve-year-old's summer, Nickerson 
worked with the graceful creature he had 
captured employing many of the same training 

techniques perfected in the Middle Ages, when 
falconry was truly the sport of kings. And each 
afternoon as he and Big Red worked in the field, 
Nickerson and the bird were a living link with 
the armies of Ghengis Khan and his 1,000 
falconers or the princely atmosphere of 
Elizabethian hunts. 

@,n the end, Big Red simply flew 
way, as so many do, leaving behind 

a boy who had learned more in a few 
months than he could possibly ever teach. 

Since then Nickerson has graduated through 
a matrix of governmental regulations--most 
designed to protect the birds from careless 
handling-to become a master falconer, 
experiencing through the years the many thrills 
of hawking: a prairie falcon on Christmas Day in 
New Mexico, silhouetted against the deep blue 
horizon with only the snow capped mountains as 
spectators. "Fancy was seven hundred feet up 
that day. The sky was blue from horizon to 
horizon. All you could hear were her bells 
tinkling. It was so quiet, so still on that snowy 
field, I'll always consider that a quality flight. 
That was a great moment." A moment that did 
not include a kill, simply time with a gifted 
falcon. 

Then there are the more intense, highly 
gratifying moments, like the time they flushed a 
covey of quail in a large field. Man, hawk, and 
dog were working their way toward the grass 
where the birds had scattered. Hondo, his 
Harris hawk, was perfectly positioned high atop 
a tree, when a single burst from cover. In an 
explosion of wings and bells, Hondo hit the 
fleeing quail head on, in mid-air going eighty 
miles per hour. 

"The sound was like the clap of hands. There 
were feathers everywhere. Hondo took her in 
great style," the wirey, well-tanned Nickerson 
says, smiling as ifhe had just witnessed it all 
again. 

But now he has a new challenge before him. 
In many ways the ultimate challenge. After five 
impatient years of waiting, he obtained this year 
a peregrine falcon-hybrid, the standard by which 
all other raptors are judged, available only 
through captive breeding programs. Last year 





In the last moments of her "stoop" or hunting dive, Ramah becomes a study in aenxlynamic perfection. 
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Nickerson missed out. Not enough eggs were 
laid. But not this year. 

It was the culmination of a lifelong dream, for 
falcons like the peregrine have held a special 
status since ancient times. During some periods 
of history, the common man was not even 
allowed to own a peregrine. According to the 
Boke of Saint Albans ( 1486) the golden eagle 
was reserved for the emperor, the gyrfalcon for 
the king, and the falcon gentle (female 
peregrine} for the prince. 

"Falcons have always been special to me," 
Nickerson says, so he took a month off from 
work to begin the critical training process-an 
unspoken acknowledgement of the obsessive 
nature of falconry. Nickerson knew the first 
season would be a total learning experience for 
both of them. Nothing could be left to chance. 
And very little was. 

Like most falconers, Nickerson rarely leaves 
his birds alone for very long, considering 
hawking to be more a way oflife than a hobby. 
He does not take long vacations and schedules 
most of his non-working hours around the needs 
of the birds. "You can't just ask someone to feed 
your hawks like you would a dog. Too much 
could go wrong," Nickerson says. As Al Nye, 
one of America's best known falconers puts it, 
"The obsession starts in childhood. I know of 
very few men who are successful in takir1g up the 
sport after twenty-one years of age. Those who 
succeed though, usually dedicate their lives to 
it." 

Or as Nickerson explains, "Birds are not like 
guns that can be hung in the closet at the end of 
the hunting season. They require care and 
attention on a daily basis, 365 days a year, not 
just during hunting season from October to 
February." Behind every successful flight are 
months of unglamorous, often tedious work. 
Yet, instead of becoming a pitiful anachronism 
in a world of Pac-Man gratifications, falconry is 
experiencing a revival of interest in America. .. 
Ornithologist and falconer TomJ. Cade says it 
is because of the intrinsic beauty that the sport 
endures. 

"The co-ordinated action that can be 
achieved among man, falcon, and dog and 
sometimes horse, in pursuit of an elusive quarry 
becomes a high form of artistic expression, as 
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aesthetically satisfying as the performance of 
ballet, figure skating, or Olympic gymnastics," 
Cade says, adding, "When the falcon is waiting 
on (soaring overhead) just right, high overhead 
a little upwind, the dog is frozen on a hard point, 
and the falconer makes his move to flush out the 
grouse, at that moment he may achieve an 
ecstatic communion with the animals-
something I believe they also feel-a heightened 
sense of proportion and awareness that allows the 
falconer to know the successful outcome of the 
hunt before the falcon strikes. Not every hunt 
results in such heightened perception, but once 
experienced it has to be sought again." 

~

nwide more than 2,500 
people are licensed falconers, 

mbers of one of the more 
highly regulated sports in America. Two years 
must be served as an apprentice, working birds 
like the redtail only in direct supervision of a 
sponsoring general or master falconer. Five years 
of flying birds at the general permit level must 
follow before one has a chance at the master 
rating. In South Carolina all falconers are 
required by law to assist as needed in 
rehabilitating injured wild birds and they must 
obtain a permit to take a bird out of the wild. 

Despite such stringent regulations, often self
imposed, in nine states the keeping of birds of 
prey is illegal. But attitudes are changing, 
especially now that it is clear that falconers 
contributed so heavily to the rebuilding of the 
DDT-ravished peregrine falcon populations. 
Even though most falconers appreciate the 
purpose of the strict regulations as a means of 
protecting birds, many find it ironic that forty 
years ago the government offered a bounty for 
killing the birds they are working so hard to 
protect today. 

The entire history of falconry is replete with 
special relationships-some temporary and 
some that lasted a lifetime. When hawking first 
became popular in China or Persia about 4,000 
years ago, its purpose was to feed the family. But 
quickly the majesty of trained birds of prey made 
them valuable assets and there are many 
instances of ransoms, fines, and rents being paid 
wholly or in part by hawks. Ossian, writing in 

Periodically during the hunt and after each unsuccessful dive at game, Ramah is called back to 

the glove with a small reward far her eff arts . 
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the third century, refers to the offer of one 
hundred managed horses, one hundred captive 
slaves, and one hundred hawks as settlement for 
a peace treaty. By the time of the Reign of 
Edward Ill, the theft of a trained bird was 
punishable by death. 

"Nearly everything we do is founded on 
precepts that are hundreds of years old," 
Nickerson says. From the "Ho, Ho, Smokey, 
Ho, Ho," that Nickerson sings out when calling 
in his bird to the many ancient accoutrements of 
hawking, little has changed since William 
Shakespeare described a falconer calling in his 
birds with, "Ho, Ho, Come bird come, Ho, 
Ho." Falconry flowered in Elizabethian 
England, but began to decline in the eighteenth 
century because of urbanization and the 
invention of reliable sporting arms. For the next 
two hundred years, falconry was largely kept 
alive in secluded enclaves by the wealthy of 
Europe and America, until recent times when it 
entered a new renaissance of interest, 
particularly in America, around men like 
Nickerson, whose first boyhood crush became a 
lifetime passion. 

Now that hunting season has arrived, 
Nickerson hunts Hondo, the Harris' hawk one 
day, Smokey the peregrine the next. Ramah, 
the redtail he trained, will be sent to a falconer 
in California. "It wouldn't be fair to the birds ifl 
kept all three. I wouldn't have enough time to 
devote to each," the master falconer explains. 

ctom their many years together, 
Nickerson and Hondo have 
to think alike and anticipate 

each other's moves. But with Smokey, each new 
day is a different kind of experience. "The first 
year is a total learning experience as we develop 
a bond. Smokey must see me as a good provider 
of a good catch. Ifl'm not successful, he'll 
wander." 

All grades for Smokey's performance are 
dished out as meaty rewards; raptors do not 
respond to punishment. And Nickerson never 
lets himself forget that losing birds is a part of 
falconry-even a falcon he has dreamed about 
most of his life. That's why one of the more 
critical judgments the falconer faces is deciding 
when a hawk is fit to fly. 

"The only, real controls you have over a hawk 
are food and conditioning. They're the only 
reasons he comes back to you. Sometimes, if you 
fly him when he's too fat, it's good-bye. Yet, 
there is far more to conditioning than making 
sure a bird's weight is right. These birds must be 
worked with everyday, and it takes a lot of time 
to keep them in tip top condition. Every feather 
and every muscle must be in perfect shape to 
hunt well. These birds must be in peak physical 
condition. And if either one of them is half an 
ounce overweight, he'll go sit in a tree. If he's 
half an ounce under, he won't have the 
necessary strength he needs to catch his prey. 
When I take them out to hunt, I'm asking them 
to run a marathon every time." 

But for Nickerson, the payoff is coming 
shortly. It's a time he has thought about a lot. 
Late at night, when the birds are asleep and he 
can finally relax, this exacting man, whose 
personality is now intertwined with the lives of 
his birds, can dream of the day Smokey first 
establishes a position 600 to 1,000 feet up and 
begins waiting on. 

Certainly the day will be clear with only a 
hint of clouds. Nickerson and Smokey will be on 
a large farm outside Columbia, where Nickerson 
is allowed to hunt by its owner-a man 
Nickerson considers a latter day patron of the 
arts. Smokey will be 800 feet up, gliding like the 
smoothest ofkites---muscles taut, wings 
arched-an aerodynamic wonder. 

The slight tinkle of the bells can be heard. A 
sliver of a falcon's shadow slithers over the hedge 
rows. And at that moment, a dove cuts loose 
from cover, flapping pointed wings as if his 
life depended upon it. 

Smokey will then fold up and drop like a 
radar-controlled rock, travelling at speeds 
approaching two hundred miles per hour. "And 
then he'll smoke one out of the sky," Nickerson 
says. In his mind's eye, he's seen the flight 
hundreds of times. Now, he mustwait for that 
magic, magnificent moment when man and bird 
become one in the oldest drama since the earth 
cooled: the hunter versus the hunted. -• 

Scott Derks is a part-time freelance writer from Columbia 
WUJse uork regularly appears in South Carolina 
Wildlife and other state and national publications. 

Far left: Smokey, a 20-ounce perigrine falcon
hylmd with tW'.l and a half-foot wingspan, is 
peifectly adapted far hunting feathered game. 
Below: Fram his "waiting on" position several 
hundred feet above, Smokey commands 100 acres 
ar 1110re of open field. When a dove ar a quail is 
flushed b-y Nickerson, Smokey will "fold over. " By 
combining a few wing pumps with the pull of gravity, 
the falcon will become the earth's fastest living 
creature, reaching speeds in excess of 140 miles per 
hour in his plummet to strike down the game. 
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W ith all the new, less-expensive 
synthetic products on the market, 
one begins to wonder if that 

down jacket that makes you look like the 
Pillsbury Dough Boy or the Michelin Tire Man 
is really worth its$ 100-plus price tag. Down 
products are in great demand and have been 
increasing in price about twenty percent 
annually. But if quality insulation is what you're 
looking for, and you're not so style-conscious 
that you mind looking a little plump around the 
edges, down is still the lightest, most efficient 
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insulation around. It's the best thing going for 
most weather conditions. 

We say most weather conditions because the 
one thing down won't do is provide insulation 
when wet. Anyone planning a backpacking 
expedition to a tropical rain forest should think 
twice before taking a down sleeping bag. When 
down gets wet, the individual clusters, which 
interlock and fluff up or "loft" inside those 
brightly-colored bubbles of cloth, clump 
together and flatten out, leaving little between 
you and the elements. It also takes quite a 

while to dry out thoroughly. 
Mast of us are really not interested in 

camping in the rain, but nature always has a few 
surprises. Consider taking along a few precautions, 
like a water-repellent outer shell or sheet. 

One of a down product's chief advantages, 
and the reason it is so efficient, is its 
"breathability," or ability to adjust to body 
temperature. A system of"baffles," or individual 
chambers, is usually blown with down fill to 
achieve even distribution, eliminating "cold 
spots." 

Down is officially defined by the Federal 
Trade Commission (FTC) as being, "the 
undercoating of waterfowl, consisting of clusters 
of light, fluffy filaments (barbs) growing from 
the quill point but without any quill shaft." In 
other words, a feather without a quill. The 
filaments of down latch onto each other, 
creating clusters which trap air and inhibit air 
movement. The down clusters then loft within 
each baffle, rising when warm and settling when 
cool, creating an insulating layer of dead-air 
space that provides comfort in a wide range of 
temperatures. 

A down bag weighs only about two or three 
pounds or less, whereas a synthetic one usually 
weighs three or four. Synthetic products 
generally weigh about thirty percent more than 
those made of down. 

"I'd rather take my chances on getting wet," 
says Neil Tannerof the Wilderness Station in 
Columbia. "Anyone who's done a lot of 
backpacking knows how important those extra 
pounds can be, especially if you begin to huff 
and puff a little getting up that hill. Mast 
backpackers are also impressed by down's 
'packability.' It compresses more easily into a 
smaller space." 

The United States imports most of its down, 
a by-product of geese and ducks raised abroad for 
food. Americans have become so lean-minded 
that there's not much of a market here for 
waterfowl, while the Chinese are happy to have 
any kind of meat, especially one that can be 
raised on scraps. Thus, most of the down 
imported into the United States comes from 
China. This may soon change, however, as the 
Chinese cut back on their export of raw down. 
They intend to get into the lucrative down-
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Malcolm Jones of the Backpacker (left), 
recommends buying down items from a reputable 
manufacturer. ''About eighty percent of those being 
marketed do not meet government standards, '' 
Jones says. 

garment business themselves. Purchases ofhigh
grade nylon have been made from the United 
States to produce the leakproof outer shells. 
Taiwan, France, Poland, Canada, and the 
Hutterite religious sect in South Dakota are 
other primary sources of quality down, which is 
sent in 500-pound lots to some twenty major 
down merchants in the United States. 
Individual garment manufacturers, such as Levi 
Strauss, are also trying to cut out the brokers and 
buy directly from the source. 

labels and tags may become confusing if 
you're in the market for a down product, and for 
good reason. Some manufacturers use 
advertising terms on their labels. When 
describing the quality of down fill, this labeling 
can be misleading. "Pure down," "all down," 
"one hundred percent down"-it's probably 
really none of the above. To meet the Federal 
Trade Commission requirements, any product 
labeled "down" must contain a minimum of 
eighty percent down and down fiber, with the 
remaining twenty percent being a specified mix 
of waterfowl feathers and fiber (goose and duck), 
non-waterfowl feathers and fiber ( chicken and 
turkey), and a maximum of two percent residue. 
On the other hand, any product labeled "goose 
down" or "duck down" must contain at least 
ninety percent of that material. Don't hunt for a 

bargain, because there aren't any. 
There's really no way to check the actual 

quality of down used in a product. The buyer 
must depend on a reputable manufacturer. The 
highest grades of down are harvested from 
healthy, mature birds that have wintered in a 
cold climate. Polish goose down is especially 
desirable because it often has a "fill power" of up 
to seven hundred cubic inches, as opposed to 
the industry standard of 5 50. Fill power is a 
measurement of the volume one ounce of down 

~ occupies in a graduated cylinder when a weight, 
~ or platten, is dropped down from the top. One of 
! the highest grades of down, that of the 
"' endangered eider duck, is now harvested only 

from the nests. A full-size eiderdown quilt goes 
for as much as $3,000. 

A down product usually has a long life when 
taken care of properly. If you enjoy camping and 
other outdoor activities, or simply want to stay 
warm in winter on the way to the office, 
consider down a good investment. It won't have 
to be replaced as often as a synthetic product, if 
at all. Synthetics tend to disintegrate over a 
period of time, whereas down can be fluffed and 
re-fluffed time and time again. There is some 
disagreement about whether hand-washing, 
machine-washing, or dry-cleaning is better, but 

there are some definite do's and don'ts about the 
different methods. 

Ory-cleaning should be done only with a 
mild, petroleum-based solution, such as 
Stoddard's, rather than a chlorinated 
hydrocarbon fluid--the ordinary solvent used in 
dry-cleaning. The latter breaks down protein, 
and down is, of course, protein. For hand- or 
machine-washing, use a mild solution oflvory or 
Woolite and always use a front-loading washing 
machine, which has more gentle agitation than 
a top-loading model. Be careful when handling 
the wet, heavy bag or garment so as not to tear 
any of its baffles. Dry at a low temperature 
setting until all the dampness is gone. 

It's also good to regularly air out down, 
especially bedding items. Europeans, who years 
ago discovered the value of the down quilt, have 
a daily ritual, even in the deep of winter, of 
throwing up the windows to toss their down 
bedding out over the window sill for a breath of 
fresh air. If stored, a down item shouldn't be 
compacted too tightly or rolled up, as that may 
cause a loss in resiliency. 

Taking proper care of your down will 
insure an item unsurpassed in terms of 
practicality, comfort, and sheer enjoyment for 
years to come. _ _,., 
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CONTENT 

Minimum Down Clusters 

Maximum Down Fiber 

Maximum Feathers 

Maximum Residue 

READING THE LABELS 
labels on down items don't always mean what you think. For 

instance, 80/20, a down/feather blend, does not mean the product 
contains eighty percent down and twenty percent feathers. These ate 
the Federal Trade Commission's guidelines on down fillings: 

OOWN 90/10 80/20 70/30 60/40 

70% 63% 56% 49% 42% 

10% 10% 10% 10% 10% 

18% 25% 32% 39% 46% 

2% 2% 2% 2% 2% 

100% 100% 100% 100% 100% 
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FLEETING 
MOMENTS 
by John Davis 

No wild scene imparts the mocxi of romance and freedom 
more than wild ducks on the wing. As on a whim, they 
swarm to the sky, leaving winter's hard times for an 

unspoken promise. As if guided by some unknown chart, 
their fall passage south and return north with spring seems 
as perpetual as the seasons. There is a strange comfort in knowing 
that if earth's bounty of waterfowl should dwindle to but a lone 
wild duck, some dawn will find it a'wing, following the 
ancient sky trails. 

To become a part of this endless drama, even for a fleeting 
moment, is the quest that lures men to remote bits of marsh, lake, 
and stream. To hold the wild duck in one's hand or merely mark 
its passage is somehow life renewing. ' 

Mallards 
My father made his living as a traveling man. His territory, 

at one time or another, allowed access to some of Carolina's best 
duck marshes. But his sporting interests had been honed on 
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Above: Widgeon Decoy - Smith McDonald, Greenville, S. C. 
Right: Jumping Pintail Drakes - Gilbert Maggioni, Lady's Island, S. C. 
Preceding page: Mallard Pair - Granger McKay, Wadma/aw Island, S. C. 

stock of a double gun over pointing dogs. 
On a rare occasion, he slipped from grace into 

the duck pond's mire to return with a brace of 
mallard drakes. He tackled the chore of plucking 
as I sat on the back stoop and asked the thousand 
questions of a child. But there was only one 
answer-I, too, would some day hunt the heavy 
ducks with the iridescent green heads. 

Thus my interest in waterrowling began with 
everyman's "wild duck," the mallard. On 
another evening, many seasons beyond that 
introduction, I crouched amid a blowdown's 
roots as several hundred mallards and black 
ducks dabbled just beyond. 

After a morning oflittle success over decoys, 
my partner and I had drifted the swamp's acorn 
flats in hopes of jumping woodies. Splashy 
chatterings echoed across an adjacent ridge. We 
had stumbled upon the place waterfuwlers refer 
to as "Wonder where all those ducks are 
headed?" 

We split in hopes of catching the ducks 
between us, and luck awarded me the side 
toward which the huge flock was feeding. I knelt 
in the shallows and hoped that my friend would 
soon get in a favorable position. Ducks came all 
around. Raking vollies from my automatic could 
have finished and crippled more than both our 
legal limits. 

Seconds spawned minutes. Minutes spawned 
eternity. They chuckled and quacked, bobbed 
for acorns, and chased each other for choice 
tidbits. I became entranced in their cavorting. 

At less than three yards, a lead drake fixed 
one eye upon my position, stretched his 
questioning neck and sounded the alarm. Wings 
thundered into the air. I stumbled forward on 
numb legs and emptied my gun into the 
confusion. The whole swamp seemed to lift 
in that fragment of time, yet not one feather was 
dislodged by my shot. 

Those mallards, unlike the ribbing I took 
from my partner, would have to wait for another 
time. Perhaps a crisp morning when cupped 
wings flared just above decoys. I am certain that 
the mallard's ability to adapt under varied 
habitat conditions and legendary willingness to 
decoy to a persuasive call will produce many 
such moments. They are, after all, the very 
substance of waterfuwling. 

Pintails & Widgeon 
"Oh there's duck just about any place you 

want to go. Just pick the spot that best suits your 
fancy," our hunt manager replied to the most oft
asked question on a state-drawn waterrowl hunt. 

"But hold on a minute." The gravel voice 
assumed a confidential tone as his arm went 
around my shoulder drawing me in. "Seeing as 
how it's you, I'd advise a trip all the way around 
to that back pond. It's jus' full of old ditches, and 
we all know how much you love ditches since 
you manage to step in at least one each time 
you're down here. " He danced back a step 
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Canvaslxu:k Pair over the Breakers - Billy Rhett, Beaufort, S. C. 

displaying a Cheshire cat grin while the rest of 
the hunters, my so-called partner among them, 
roared at my expense. 

The grin faded to a smile. "Seriously now, 
John, you might have a bit of difficulty getting 
in, but there's a heap 'o duck in there and 
nobody else is likely to take the trouble of 
messing with 'em." 

At legal shooting time, my partner and I 
stood thigh-deep in the grass of that "back" 
pond. A black duck whistled in from behind, 
splashed in the decoys and exploded upward. 
Two guns answered simultaneously and the 
black dropped to remain amid our cork and 
plastic imitations. 

We turned in mutual congratulation and 
froze in that second as the far side of the marsh 
lifted with the echo of our gunshots. Rock 
after flock rose until the air above us filled with 
no less than a thousand birds, all pintail and 
widgeon. 

The birds seemed content to remain high 
over our little pond, perhaps because the more 
accessible potholes now resounded with echoes 
of fellow hunters' shots at other passing and 
decoying ducks. 

"We'll be back at the shed within the hour," 
my companion said through a grin. But the birds 
had other ideas. They circled-and circled-
and circled-and circled-then started to glide 
and zigzag down with that silk-ripping whisper 
that sets a man's hair on end, only to climb back 
out of range and begin the game again. We tried 
every legal maneuver known but still the game 
continued. 

When car horns signaled the hunt's end at 
eleven o'clock, we straggled out with the nerves 
of two cats forced to sleep beneath rocking 
chairs. Only four of those birds plus the early 
black duck came with us, but we had learned a 
!es.son about hunting pintails and widgeon. In 
singles and pairs, they're fair game, but it's 
psychological suicide to take on large flocks. Just 
to set things right, both of us jumped in a ditch. 

Canvasbacks 
Atop the bookcase in our den sits my 

"mistake" duck-a canvasback drake. The 
instant of its death came several seasons ago on 
some distant river that shall go unnamed. 

Our group had entered the cedar stake blind 
in darkness to catch the first feeding flights of 

Canada geese from a backwater refuge. Dense 
fog came with the dawn, obscuring all save the 
huge birds' plaintive honking as they lifted 
toward nearby corn fields. 

Within half an hour, it was over. No one had 
fired a gun. Still we stayed on, stomachs 
growling for missed breakfasts, in hopes that a 
few pairs and singles would drift back. 

As a bright sun burned away the mists, we 
marveled at a sight rarer for Southern boys than 
the flocks of geese we had come to kill. The river 
"buzzed" with wedges of scaup, red heads, and 
"King Can," the diving duck that had made 
Chesapeake Bay's reputation. Perhaps a million 
once fed on the upper Chesapeake's wild celery 
beds and graced the finest tables of the market
hunting era. Unchecked gunning and loss of 
habitat drastically reduced the can's numbers. 

This habitat loss, nest parasitism by the red
headed duck, and high juvenile and hen 
mortalities will never allow the canvasback's 
return. In South Carolina the bird is legally 
gunned only as a "mistake" bird. One can or one 
redhead is allowed in the daily bag. Some states 
consider the bird as strictly off limits for 
waterfowling. 

"We'd rather that you not shoot cans," our 
guide said. "But those bluebills (scaup) are 
fair game." 

We instinctively crouched between the guide 
and our host, then popped up to unlimber cold 
guns on the incoming ducks. All but one 
rocketed through our hail of number two steel, 
patterned to bring down bigger game. 

"Single coming in on my side," our host 
whispered. "He's coming straight out of the 
sun." The high wall of cedar and my middle 
position allowed no sight of the bird. The two 
men to my right fired and then the was duck 
hurtling directly overhead. 

It was a snap shot. Even a Southern boy raised 
shooting swamp quail could have been proud. 
But on my left the guide had screamed, "No!" 
My brain fought to stay a command the 
trigger-finger already had moved to obey. The 
rust-headed bird crumpled-shot clean through 
its head by a single pellet. A moment that should 
have known triumph held only guilt. 

The bird was scooped up and carried away by 
our host. It later appeared, carefully wrapped in 
newsprint, among my dressed geese. It is the 
only "King Can" I probably shall ever shoot. I 
had the bird mounted, partly for its majesty, partly 
as a reminder to never fire in anxious haste. 
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Aoove: Blue-winged T ea1 Pair - Ron Bailey, Simpsonville, S. C. 
Left: Green-winged T ea1 - Granger McKay, Wadmalaw Island, S. C. 

Green--winged & 
Blue--winged Teal 
I suppose mourning doves with a tail wind 

could be described as almost supersonic, but I've 
yet to meet an experienced waterfowler who 
won't, with vengeance, apply the same phrase 
to teal. These feathered bandits will buzz 
through a decoy setup when least expected and 
fly as easily through duck shot as through pure 
air-if the hunter even manages to get his 
gun up and fire. 

Nationally-known waterfowler and author 
George Reiger swears that teal seldom exceed 
fifty miles per hour, but a quote from his book 
The Wings of Dawn provides a more believable 

description of their speed: 
"Two young fellows pulled a couple of 

snags together on a Mississippi sandbar 
and waited for their first shots at ducks. 
Suddenly a dozen teal swooshed out of nowhere 
and were gone before either youngster 
could react. 

'Stay down!' hissed the older boy. 
'What for?' 
'The world's round, ain't it? Those ducks will 

be back in a couple of minutes.' " 
Blue wings are traditionally among the first 

migrants down each fall. These restless spirits 
are among our most widely-traveled waterfowl, 
journeying from their breeding grounds near the 
Canadian border to the tropical climates of 
Cuba, Central, and even South America. The 
slightly smaller green-winged teal is not far 
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WoodDuckDrake - VanMarshall, Wadmalawlsland, S.C. 

outdone. It winters into Mexico. 
Both species are erratic flyers, which 

undoubtedly lends credence to the hunter's 
feeling that their speeds may reach one hundred 
miles per hour or more. They whirl in upon the 
decoys, touch down, and bounce away in tight 
formation. 

While I have never hunted strictly for teal, 
their aerial antics have saved many a "bluebird" 
morning when larger ducks either would not fly 
or were not yet in the area. 

A limit of teal may not heft so triumphantly 
as one filled out with larger ducks, but these 
speedsters are second to none on the table. The 
real trick on teal is to get enough to eat without 
expending every shell in the boat. A switch to 
high bras.s seven-and-one-half shot is the ticket, 
as these birds decoy readily and can be brought 
in even closer by adding a half-dozen teal decoys 
to the edge of your stool. Whatever your 
pleasure with teal, the game begins and ends in 
the bat of an eye. 

WoodDucks 
For me the past season was not a good one. 

Balmy weather allowed waterfowl to winter 
elsewhere. Those few that selected my favorite 
waterfowling haunts were subjected to what 
seemed uncommonly selfish and stupid 
examples of anti-sportsmanship. 

"It beats the hell out of me as to why some 
people insist on getting up at three in the 

morning, driving fifty or more miles, and sitting 
out in the wet cold just so they can scare away 
every duck in the marsh," remarked a friend and 
fellow duck hunter. 

Remembering the two boats crowded in on 
either side of my blind that morning, I heartily 
agreed. Any duck that had proven deaf to my 
unwelcome neighbors' horrendous and incessant 
calling was promptly flared at one hundred yards 
or greater by volley after volley of shots. Trying 
to reason with these men brought only curses 
and threats. 

After more similar trips, I backed the boat 
under its shed and swore off duck hunting 
"forever." Thanks to fate, or a wife driven nearly 
mad by my grumpy withdrawal, an old friend 
from the upper Piedmont called during the 
season's last week. "Could you come up? I 
watched a small flock of wood ducks pitch into 
the pond last night. If we're lucky we can get in a 
bit of shooting as they fly out for breakfast." 

We met at five o'clock the next morning, 
shared a warm thermos of coffee and some 
conversation. As we slipped toward the small 
pond, I silently cursed the crunch of boots on 
frozen clay. At least two woodies rose squealing 
at our approach, circled low and pitched back 
into the darkness. 

With first light, a bird got up on my host's side 
of the narrow headwater. At his first shot, the 
woodie crumpled and a dozen more burst 
skyward from the tangled willows. In less than 
five seconds, three more of the beautiful birds 
lay quiet on the rippling water. 

We returned to this haven in the afternoon 
of our season's last hunt. With only minutes of 
legal shooting time, a single drake came twisting 
through the willows. My companion lowered his 
gun barrel. "Take him," he said. 

It seemed most fitting that a cherished friend 
and South Carolina's most constant and colorful 
duck should rekindle the ancient fires within 
me. With the fleeting moments of that season, 
my faith in waterfowl and those who hunt them 
was renewed._.., 
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L ongleaf pine, the aristocrat of southern 
pines,once inhabited sixty million acres in 
mostly pure stands across the Southeast. 

Among our continent's original forest products, 
the longleaf was second in value only to the 
Douglas fir. An estimated seventy-five to eighty 
percent of all nineteenth-century houses built 
in the Carolinas, Georgia, and Florida were 
constructed almost entirely of its timbers. 

The longleaf forests that dominated the 
coastal plain to 150 miles inland from North 
Carolina to Texas were subclimax, maintained 
by fire. Regular burning kept the towering pines 
from being replaced by faster growing lob lolly 
and slash pine which eventually would have 
been overtaken by the slower, but ultimately 
dominant, oaks and other hardwoods. 

Virgin longleaf pine grew in park-like stands 
with only wire grass and other small herbaceous 
plants as ground cover. Fires in such areas were 
light and low. The tall tops of the longleaf were 
unaffected while the thick fire-resistant bark 
protected the tree's bole. Indians regularly set 
fires to provide deer habitat, and natural 
lighming-ignited blazes were also fairly 
common. The flames moved quickly through 
the combustible grasses without damage to the 
generally sandy soil or longleaf stands early 
settlers found in abundance. 

Small-scaled logging began almost as soon as 
the settlers arrived. Colonists found the tree's 
straight heart timber ideal for building a new 
nation. 

Considered primarily a utilitarian lumber 
suitable for framing and flooring, longleaf was 
seldom turned into fine furniture. Colonial 
cabinet makers worked primarily in ports such as 
Charleston where English walnut, mahogany, 
and teak were readily available through 
shipping. These exotics and other hardwoods, 
like oak and cherry, were primarily used for fine 
furnishings. 

Upcountry craftsmen and those on more 
remote Lowcountry plantations made use of the 
longleaf s straight, tight grain, strength, and 
durability for pieces ranging from simple dining 
tables to wide-planked wardrobes. As families 
gained in wealth, these often crudely 
constructed pieces were discarded for more 

professionally crafted hardwood furniture. Thus, 
today's antique dealers find that the rarity of 
longleaf furniture, coupled with the wood's 
beauty, brings prime prices at fairs and auctions. 

While not quite as hard or as durable as oak 
flooring, longleaf was readily abundant in knot
free heartpine of great length and width, making 
it an ideal flooring material in the Southeast. 
The beauty of virgin longleaf can best be seen 
today in the long, wide floor boards of many of 
our state's finest old homes. 

Longleaf pine also was widely used to produce 
tar and pitch to caulk the old wooden sailing 
ships. The bark of the tree was slashed open to 
the sapwood, and the pitch that bled from the 
wound was collected in containers. Eventually a 
great number of products, including turpentine, 
paint, varnish, linoleum, paper, soap, ink, and 
grease were manufactured from the pitch. 

Most of the old-growth longleaf was cut 
between 1900and 1930. Timber harvests 
peaked about 1907 and by 1936 about one
tenth of the original longleaf forests remained. 

As the original forest was logged from the 
Carolinas along the Gulf Coast into Texas, the 
turpentine industry moved just ahead of the 
loggers. Now, with all the old growth gone, the 
turpentine industry is centered in second growth 
forests in Georgia and northern Florida. 

Production of naval stores on the poorest land 
often resulted in more profit for the landowner 
than agriculture on the richest land. However, 
poor business practices and a reluctance to 
accept innovative new methods plagued the 
industry. The manufacture of synthetic products 
also reduced the demand for naval stores. While 
the forest itself is gone, the all but indestructible 
longleaf stumps, referred to as lightwood stumps, 
still dot the landscape. Huge amounts of 
turpentine products could be extracted by 
processing the highly resinous stumps. 

Longleaf began to disappear as areas were 
clearcut leaving no seed trees to repopulate the 
forest. The important role played by fire in 
maintaining longleaf stands was not widely 
understood. Other pine species, notably loblolly 
and slash, were allowed to invade logged longleaf 
areas. About this same time, all forest burning 
was considered destructive and was to be 

An early grass stage with grvund
hugging profile and deep 100t 

system and the thick bark 
and high tops of mature trees 
make the longleaf pine almost 
campletely resistant to fires 
that inhibit competing pine and 
hard«-001 species. 

by Pete Laurie 
photography by Phillip Janes 

Famed for its strength, durability, and beautifully straight grain, the langleaf pine has left a legacy 
of stout warehouse timbers, beautiful furniture, and elegant floors in the old South's finest mansions. 

Legacy of the Longleaf 
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avoided. Indoctrinated with the Smokey Bear 
syndrome, foresters went to great length and 
expense to prevent and contain forest fires. 

Later, as foresters began to appreciate how 
occasional small fires had maintained the virgin 
longleaf stand, they discovered that controlled, 
carefully-timed fires were useful in the 
management of other forest products. Today, 
much of the southern pine forest is burned 
regularly to remove competing plants that also 
might provide fuel for an out-of-control wild fire. 

Characterized by needles up to eighteen 
inches long and a white terminal bud, longleaf 
pine does not bear seed until the tree is about six 
inches in diameter. While some trees bear every 
year, good seed crops are sporadic. Like all 
pines, longleaf produces separate male and 
female flowers. In early spring, the dark purplish 
male flowers, called catkins, bear yellow pollen 
as they develop around the base of young shoots. 

The pollinated female flowers develop into 
cones up to ten inches long, the largest cone of 
any southern pine. These cones produce large 
seeds that are blown about in the wind before 
spiraling to the ground. A ground cover of thick 
brushy plants will prevent many seeds from 
reaching the soil, so burning of the understory 
prior to seed release is vital. With proper soil 
moisture and temperature, up to ninery percent 
of the seeds germinate. 

The first longleaf sprout, called the grass 
stage, resembles a low clump of grass. The grass 
stage usually lasts three to seven years but may 
persist up to twenty years when growing 
conditions are unfavorable. During the grass 
stage, the tree develops a deep tap root before 
finally beginning to grow above the ground. 

Rare examples of the colonial craftsman's varied use of the langleaf pine's straight, tight grain are shoum in 
the glistening heart-pine floors of the Charleston County Museum's Joseph Manigault House (far left) 
and the Lexington County Museum's round dining table with lazY Susan, straight-backed chair, and 
fiddle (left). From seventy-five to eighty percent of all nineteenth-century homes in the CaroUnas, 
Georgia, and Florida were constructed of langleaf pine timbers. 

These succulent roots are a favorite of free
roaming feral hogs wnich can root up and 
devour hundreds of the little trees in a day. 

The grass stage, however, is highly resistant 
to fire. The hottest part of a fire is well above the 
flame so that the ground-hugging grass stage 
remains below the destructive part of the fire. 
Should fire destroy some of the grass stage 
needles, the food stored in the root system will 
keep the tree alive. Other southern pines do not 
go through a grass stage, and thus a young plant 
of these other species is much less likely to 
survive even a mild fire. 

When the shoot begins to develop, the tree is 
susceptible to fire damage and must be protected 
until it reaches a height of six to eight feet. 

0 nly after twenty years does a longleaf tree 
begin to develop heartwood, the inner 
dead core around which the living sap 

wood clings. The white sapwood, narrowest of 
any yellow pine,seldom obtains a width of more 
than two or three inches. Heartwood made the 
longleaf famous. Even today the term"heart pine" 
implies the heartwood of longleaf although other 
pines also develop heartwood. But in the 
original forest, longleaf was abundantly present 
as large trees from which big "all-heart" timbers 
could be cut. Thus longleaf developed the repu
tation as the producer of superior pine lumber. 

Heartwood is actually no stronger than 
sapwood, and in general construction has no 
real advantage. Nor is longleaf heartwood greatly 
superior to the heartwood of other southern 
pines. In fact, it often is impossible to distinguish 
the wood of one species from the others. 

Each annual growth ring on a tree contains a 
light ring of springwood and a darker ring of 
sumrnerwood. Usually longleaf contains wider 
and more uniform bands of summerwood. The 
sumrnerwood adds to the density and strength of 
the wood. Also, longleaf summerwood is darker 
and more distinct than in other southern pines, 
giving the wood a characteristic graininess. 

Top quality heart pine contains six annual 
rings per inch with at least a third of the volume 
made up of the denser summerwood. The 
resinous summerwood resists termites and helps 
to exclude the moisture necessary for fungus 
decay. The long-lasting longleafheartwood was 
highly prized for the construction of bridges and 
railroad trestles. With modem pressure
treating, almost any type of wood will out last 
untreated heart pine. 

Heartwood generally does not make good 
paper, so in today's pulpwood forests faster 
growing varieties with more sapwood, such as 
lob lolly pine, are preferred. Even in the 
production of saw timber, lob lolly and slash pine, 
although slightly inferior in strength and 
durability, have replaced longleafbecause of their 
quicker time of maturity and profit. 

Although longleaf pine can grow successfully 
in many types of soi I and under a vari~ty of 
moisture conditions ( which explains in part the 
great extent of the original forest), modem 
longleaf stands generally occupy dry sandy soils. 
A variety of other trees often associate with the 
longleaf pine. These include blackjack oak, 
bluejack oak, dwarf oak, turkey oak, sweetgum, 
red oak, slash pine, and lob lolly pine. 

Because longleaf pine is a slow starter and 
requires more management than other pines, 
timber companies generally prefer to plant faster 
growing varieties for both pulpwood and saw 
timber. The U.S. Forest Service, however, still 
maintains about 4 5, CXXl acres of longleaf on the 
Francis Marion National Forest. These areas are 
managed for saw timber with an eighty-year 
rotation. Among the advantages the U. S. 
Forest Service attributes to the longleaf are: its 
adaptation to poor soil conditions, disease 
resistance, preference by redcockaded wood
peckers for nesting sites, and aesthetic qualities. 
Unlike a private landowner, the U.S. Forest 
Service is under no particular pressure to make 
money and can wait the necessary eighty years or 
so to produce longleaf saw timber. 

However, long leaf may stage a comeback on 
private lands, especially in the Sandhills region 
of the state. About twenty-five years ago much 
of this area was planted in slash pine, but 
experience has shown slash to be unsuited for 
the very dry soils of that region. 

As the slash pine now is being harvested, 
efforts are underway to re-establish longleaf 
stands in the Sandhills. Slow to get started, 
requiring more initial management and not 
ready for a first thinning until seventeen to 
twenty years old, the trees now being planted 
will produce high quality saw timber but only 
after eighty or ninety years. While the 
landowner's profits are not as great, in this area 
at least, longleaf may be the only alternative. 

Should these new longleaf stands develop, 
South Carolina may once again contain at least 
a remnant of the majestic longleaf pine forests 
that once covered much of the Southeast .. • 
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WIID DUCK WITH STUFFING 

2ducks 
salt and pepper 
stuffing (see below) 
2 bacon slices 
l on ion , chopped 

l e. dry wine 
l t. butter 
I bell pepper, chopped 
paprika 

Salt and pepper inside of ducks and add stuffing. Place bacon slices in 
bottom of Dutch oven and place ducks over slices. Mix onion , wine, 
butter, and bell pepper. Pour over ducks. Cook covered for one hour and 
15 minutes at 3 75 degrees. Uncover and sprinkle with paprika and cook 
20 minutes to brown at 400 degrees. 

Stuffing 

l lb. pork sausage 
l c. rice, cooked 
¼ c. bread crumbs, fine 
2 T. butter 
2 eggs, beaten 

l celery rib, minced 
I clove garlic, minced 
¾ t. dried thyme 
¼ c. pecans, chopped 

Mix all ingredients and cook in frying pan on low heat for 30 minutes. 
Kathy T Johnson 
St. George 

DUCKS IN ORANGE SAUCE 

4ducks 
l onion 
2 stalks celery 
2oranges 
½ t. salt per duck 
Ys t. pepperperduck 
l c. flour 
6 c. bacon grease 

l apple, peeled and chopped 
l t. salt 
¼ t. pepper 
2 t. bacon grease 
l can ( 6-oz.) frozen orange 

juice, thawed 
¼c. water 

Wash ducks in cold water. Dry and refrigerate. C hop onion and celery 
coarsely. Add peeled and sliced oranges. Refrigerate. Three hours before 
serving, sprinkle each duck with salt and pepper. Shake in bag with flour. 
Brown in bacon grease. Drain and cool. Stuff with onion, celery, 
oranges, apple, salt, and pepper. Heat oven to 2 7 5 degrees. Place grease 
in roaster. Arrange ducks in roaster. Combine orange juice with water. 
Pour over ducks. Cover and bake three hours until done. 
Gail B. Smith 
Cades 

ROAST DEER WITH GRAVY 

4 to 6 16. deer roast l can cream of onion soup 
salt l can cream of mushroom soup 
pepper 3 cans of water, more if needed 
garlic 2 med. onions, quartered 
MSG 3 or 4 med. potatoes, quartered 

Brown roast completely (either in skillet or under broiler) until it is 
crusty, but not burnt. Put roast into pan or Dutch oven large enough for 
meat to be at least half submerged in gravy. Season both sides of meat with 
the salt, pepper, garlic powder, and MSG. Pour soups over meat, add 
water, onions, and potatoes, bring to a slow boil. Then cover and simmer 
for about two hours, longer if necessary, turning meat once. Meat should 
be tender and juicy. This recipe may be cooked in the oven . Just slow bake 
covered at 300 degrees for about three hours or longer, depending on size 
of roast. 
Jeanette Heissenhuttle 
Yonges Island 
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VENISON ROAST 

1-5 lb. roast It. mustard 
l t ." Worcestershire sauce 2 t. lemon juice 
It. catsup 2-5 slices of bacon 

Mix ingredients together to form a baste for your roast. Season roast to 
taste: salt , pepper, garlic salt , onion salt. Wrap roast in bacon, baste 
roast, wrap in foil. Cook in oven one to three hours depending on 
weight. 
Hal Hall 
Greenville 

DEEP-FRIED QUAIL 

8quail egg 
salt flour 
pepper vegetable oil 

Split quail and salt and pepper lightly. Dip quail into an egg wash . 
Remove and dust lightly with flour. If you are using an electric fry ing pan, 
heat to 340 degrees; use medium heat if in a skillet. The vegetable oil 
should just cover the birds. Cook unti l they are a crisp brown. 
Joyce D. Benson 
Chester 

QllAIL WITH MUSHROOMS AND OMONS ONWII.D RICE 

6quail 1/z c. lemonorlimejuice 
salt sweet butter and olive oil 
pepper 11/2-lb. fresh mushrooms 
paprika 2 chopped onions 
6 slices bacon, boiled for 5 some chopped pimentos 

minutes wild rice (see below) 
Pat quai l dry with paper towels. Rub inside and out with mixture of 

salt, pepper, and paprika. Fasten strip of bacon across breast of each quail. 
Arrange birds in well-buttered baking pan and cover with lid or tin foil. 

Bake at around 350 or 400 degrees for about an hour, basting every now 
and then with the citrus juice and pan drippings. 

Meanwhile , melt a little butter with a little olive oil and saute the 
• onions, mushrooms, and pimentos until just tender. Salt and pepper to 

taste. 
Pour mushrooms and onions in platter. Put quail, when done, on top 

and serve with wild rice. 
Ben McC. Moise 
Charleston 

WildRice 

I ½ c. wild rice l c. mushrooms, sliced 
4 cans ( 10½-oz. ) beef broth 1 c. celery, chopped 
1 c. onion, chopped 1 c. milk 
1 stick margarine salt 
l c. bell pepper, chopped pepper 

Rinse rice and cook in beef broth until liquid is absorbed. Saute onion , 
bell pepper, mushrooms, and celery in margarine. Combine rice, 
vegetables, milk, salt, and pepper in casserole dish. Bake at 350 degrees 
for 25 to 30 minutes. Serve with baked quail. Serves eight. 
Pat Turner 
Seneca 
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EI.EGANI'HOLIDAYPOMPANO 

2 lb. pompano fillets, fresh or frozen ¼ c. almonds, toasted, 
1 t. salt blanched, slivered 
1/s t. pepper ¼ c. chopped parsley 
1 can ( 10¾ oz. ) condensed ¼ t. salt 

cream of shrimp soup Vs t. pepper 
¾ c. dairy sour cream ¼ c. almonds, toasted, 
Vs t. nutmeg blanched, slivered 
1 ½ c. cooked rice paprika 

Thaw fish if frozen. Skin fillets and cut into serving-size portions. 
Sprinkle with one teaspoon salt and one-eighth teaspoon pepper. 
Combine soup, sour cream, and nutmeg. Reserve three-fourths cup of 
soup mixture for topping. Combine remaining soup mixture, rice, one
fourth cup almonds, parsley, one-fourth teaspoon salt, and one-eighth 
teaspoon pepper. Spread rice mixture over bottom of a well-greased 
baking dish, twelve by eight by two inches. Arrange fish over rice. 
Sprinkle with remaining one-fourth cup almonds and paprika. Bake in a 
moderate oven, 350 degrees for 35 to 40 minutes or until fish flakes easily 
when tested with a fork. Top with reserved soup mixture and serve. 
Makes six servings. 

The pompano is one of the more delicious fish. It has firm, white meat that is 
delicately fatty. Broiling either in the oven ar over open fire with a butter sauce is 
ideal. Olive oil may be used in place of butter. AU flounder and sole recipes may 
be used. 
Marial..atto 
Charleston 

BAKED WIW Tl.m.KEYI 

1 wild turkey 
salt 
pepper 

garlic powderor salt (optional) 
whole celery seeds 

Salt and pepper bird lightly. A pinch of garl ic powder or salt may be 
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Deep-Fried Quail and Quail with Mushrooms and Onions on Wild Rice. 

added also. Cover entire bird, including body cavity, with whole celery 
seeds. Add two to four cups of water. Place in tightly covered pan and 
bake at350 degrees until tender (approximately three hours) . Since wild 
turkey has a tendency to be a bit dry, remove all meat in slices and pour 
broth over meat. 
Joe Hamilton 
Bonneau 

BAKED WIW Tl.m.KEYII 

wild turkey salt 
parsley (fresh if possible) pepper 
celery butter 
thyme celery flakes 
marjoram 1 t. parsley flakes 
onion 1 t. dill seed 

Stuffing ( to be discarded) : Fill chest with parsley, celery, thyme, 
marjoram, onion, salt, and pepper. 

Rub body with butter and then salt, celery flakes, one teaspoon 
marjoram, parsley flakes, di ll seed. Use browning bag. Follow directions. 
Cook 30 minutes per pound at 3 25 degrees ( more won't hurt) . 

Giblets: Put in water, celery, one teaspoon butter. Boil , then simmer 
till neck meat is tender ( two or three hours). 
Gene Hayes 
Rock Hill 

Our "main event" was provided by Wendy of Wendy Ethel's on Main in 
Columbia. Wendy reminds the cook that most wild game is a bit leaner and 
coarser than darnesticat.ed animals. Compensate by adding a fat substitute, 
such as vegetable oil used as a base; bacon, beef, ar park fat as a wrap on extra 
lean meats such as venison. Allow seasonings to ''blossom'' by cooking at 
relatively low temperatures in a slow oven. Add more traditional f avant.es and 
invite holiday guests to indulge their palates with the succulent tastes of wild 
game . . • 
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It is the mecca of all men who 
have one and the heartache of 
those who have not. 

the Soundof 

Hany R.E. Hampton, (1887-1980), 
has been justly described as a founding 
father of this state's conservation 
movement. His "Woods and Waters" 
columns in The State newspaper, personal 
speaking engagements, and 
correspondence brought about formation 
of the South Carolina Wildlife Federation 
and ultimately led to legislative 
establishment of the Wildlife and Marine 
Resources Department. Hampton's feeling 
for personal responsibility for the wild 
animals, plants, and places within our state 
is one that deserves adoption by all South 
Carolinians; for, our present abundance of 
wildlife resources is, to a large degree, his 
legacy to the Palmetto State. 

by Harry R. E. Hampton 

ttffOtne" 
Wen my brother "Frankie" and I were tiny 
boys living at "Woodlands," before we moved 
away when I was four, our Dad would often take 
us with him in the buggy. I don't know where we 
went now, but possibly he took us to town and 
on his various errands more often than he would 
have if we'd had a mother. And it seems that 
frequently we would be returning after dark. 
And Frankie and I developed a kind of chant 
which we'd start up at some point or other after 
we'd turned from the "Big Road" onto the slave
constructed lane that led by the house, "Mos' 
home! Mos'home!" we'd drone. And, we 
developed a kind of rivalry as to who should get 
the first glimpse of the place or a light through 
the trees. Then the first to spy it would burst 
out, "I see home! I see home!" 

It was never "the house." It was never 
i "Woodlands." It was always "home," that 

magically comforting word. No other was 
acceptable, even to our infantile imaginations. 
This may have been a significant and 
interesting, if strange, indication of how early in 
life one, possibly subconsciously, acquires an 
awareness of the word's implication. 

The lexicographers have fancy names for the 
sound of words which imitate the thing they 
represent, like onomatopoeia, but none sound 
more like what it stands for than the little word 
"home." It has that comforting tone that 
suggests the relief and satisfaction of the traveler 
returning, after a journey, to the best place in his 
world-home. 

It is true that many unfortunates must have 
their abode in some wretched dungeon of a 
place. Naturally such dungeons are not "home," 
but are so called for lack of a better term. There 
should be one. Home does not suggest these 
heart-rendering circumstances. 

In Scott's noble passage, it rings out as the key 
of meaning: 

"Whose heart hath ne'er within him 
burned 

As home his footsteps he hath turned 
From wand'ring on a foreign strand?" 

Home. The place where there will be comfort 
and solace and rest after the hurry and bustle of 
the world and the harshness it represents. 

It conjures up visions of the little child, 
cuddled in her own little bed, with her curly 
head snuggled into her own little pillow after 
being parted from them for a time, falling asleep 
as soon as she feels the embrace of the old, 
beloved friends. She's "home." 

It might be a substantial dwelling with many 
physical conveniences. It may be a humble 
dwelling, but it's still a castle to the one who 
there makes his home. It may be filled with the 
racket of children, but that is still part of it
something that goes with home. 

It may be a small, unpainted cabin, but the 
horny-handed man who stables and feeds his 

weary mule as the smoke from the cooking 
supper curls from the stick and mud chimney, 
knows it and loves it as home. And the word 
carries the same meaning for him that it does for 
the more fortunate. When he enters the 
battered, unpainted door, he is safe. He is 
happy. He is "home." 

No doubt Gray had much of the feeling of 
home--the thing most missed in death-when 
he penned his immortal lines: 

bum 
"For them no more the blazing hearth shall 

Or busy housewife ply her evening care; 
No children run to lisp their sire's return, 
Or climb his knees the envied kiss to 

share. " 
"Daddy's home! Daddy's home!" One can 

hear the happy cry. Daddy is back at the place 
where he's wanted and loved and honored. 

Wcxxllands, just south of Columbia, was always home to Harry Hampton. 

Home implies all that Gray here mentions. 
When one travels, a phrase he hears often is 
"When I get home." It is a place to which the 
mind's eye is always pointing, directly, or in a 
sort of sidelong glance. Home. "When I get 
ho " me. 

Real estate dealers are in the habit of 
advertising and showing "attractive homes." As 
many others have said before, an empty house, 
stark and silent, void oflife and the vibrant 
amibutes of people, is not a home. I agree. The 
word "home" does not spell that kind of thing. 
As Eddie Guest or some of the minor rimesters 
put it, "It takes a lot o' livin' in a house to make 
it home," and fit it to the sound of home. 

And no other word could serve so well in 
denoting the place of Eternal Rest. And where it 
is used by the poets in this sense, it still has that 
ring of peace and the falling away of care. 

Home. Tennyson shows it to us when he says: 
"When that which drew from out the 

boundless deep 
Turns again home. " 

And Stevenson rings it like a comfortable bell 
when he says: 

"Home is the sailor, Home from sea 
And the hunter home from the hill. " 

The word draws a clear picture of the 
sheltering institution that is the mecca of all 
men who have one and the heartache of those 
who have not. It couldn't mean anything else .. • 

Reprinted from Woods and Waters and 
Some Asides, co{Yyright© 1979, by Harry 
Hampton, by permission of the Hampton 
family. Copies available at $18 each through 
McDonald Printing and MaiUng, 1445 Shop 
Road, Columbia, S. C., 29201. 
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South Carolina's 
Natural Symbols 

Each state in the nation has 
symbols which are used to 
identify its purpose and spirit. 
Many have adopted a state bird, 
flower, or animal which is either 
abundant or unique in their area. 
These symbols are selected 
because of their popularity, 
beauty and color, or have some 
economic value and must be 
enacted into law by the state 
General Assembly. 

South Carolina's natural 
symbols include a bird, flower, 
tree, an animal, fish, wild game 
bird, gem, and stone. At the 
present time, ·there are 
campaigns to designate a state 
dog and a state seash~ll. 

State Bird: 
Carolina Wren 

The aggressive Carolina wren 
with its tireless energy was chosen 
to signify the fiery and colorful 
history of South Carolina as well 
as its hope for a progressive 
future. 

Over fifty years ago the State 
Garden Club of South Carolina 
began a campaign to select a state 
bird that is a year,round resident 
of the state, has beauty in song 
and color, is easily recognizable, 
and is beneficial to man. When 

Carolina Wren 

school children, garden club 
members, and the general public 
cast their vote, the Carolina 
wren won by a wide margin and 
in 1930, it was declared the state 
bird by popular vote. 

The garden club asked the 
legislature to pass a law making 
the Carolina wren the official 
state bird of South Carolina, but 
the General Assembly decided 
on the mockingbird instead, and 
in 1939, passed Act No. 311 
designating the mockingbird as 
the state bird. Members of the 
garden clubs, school children, 
and other state citizens were so 
strongly in favor of the Carolina 
wren that the General Assembly 
in 1948 voted to repeal the 1939 
law and designated the Carolina 
wren as the official state bird of 
South Carolina. 

The Carolina wren is slightly 
smaller than the English sparrow 
and has a conspicuous white 
stripe over the eyes. Its back is 
rufous,red with light colored 
underparts. Its tail is marked with 
black bars and is held erect when 
the bird becomes excited. 

However, the Carolina wren is 
more often heard than seen. A 
persistent chatterbox, the bird is 
either singing or scolding year, 
round with its tea,kettle,tea, 
kettbtea,kettle song. 

Carolina wrens are found 
throughout the eastern United 
States with the greatest 
population in the South. It can 
be found at the edges of fields, in 
swamps, the mountains, and 
dense underbrush throughout 
South Carolina. 

State Animal: 
White-tailed Deer 

Early morning shadows creep 
farther out from the edge of the 
forest. In the distance a bobwhite 
quail calls to its mate. Deeper in 
the forest the sound of barking 
hounds echos through the trees. 
A branch snaps and a large 
whitetail buck comes crashing 
out of the woods, its tail flashing 
like a white banner. 

Such a scene is repeated many 
times in South Carolina during 
hunting season. The white, 



~ 

- ----------------- --- - ....------- - - --

tailed deer is one of the greatest 
game animals in North America 
and the most popular and sought
after big game in South Carolina. 
Due to the restoration efforts of 
the Wildlife and Marine 
Resources Department, the 
whitetail is quite plentiful, and 
some areas of our state have the 
longest deer-hunting season and 
the TT105t liberal bag limit in the 
United States. In fact, every 
county in South Carolina has an 
open season on the whitetail. 

Whitetails spend the day in 
cover concealed from their 
enemies and rarely move about. 
Towards evening they move into 
acorn flats and field openings to 

White-tailed Deer 

feed and drink. On bright 
moonlight nights, deer may feed 
all night, but on dark nights they 
are more active in early morning 
and evening. 

Known as browsing animals, 
deer prefer leaves, twigs, fruits of 
treesandshrubs,andtender 
foliage and shoots of young 
plants. Whitetail deer 
reproduce rapidly and can 
sometimes deplete natural.food 
sources and damage crops in 
areas where their numbers are 
high. Today, with few natural 
predators to keep deer 
populations in balance with their 
habitat, the deer population can 
only be properly managed by 

regulated hunting. 
In 1972, the white-tailed deer 

was designated by the General 
Assembly as the official state · 
animal of South Carolina. With 
continued successful 
management, the whitetail will 
remain as a healthy, thriving 
state animal of South Carolina. 

State Fish: 
Striped Bass 

The striped bass (locally 
known as striper or rockfish) is 
South Carolina's most famous 
game fish. An aggressive and 
strong fighter, the striper became 
the official state fish in 1972 by 
act of the General Assembly. 

In northern waters, striped 
bass spend TT105t of their time in 
saltwater returning to freshwater 
to spawn. The same was thought 
to be true of their southern 
cousms. 

With the completion of the 
Santee-Cooper lakes system in 
the late 1940s, it was discovered 
that striped bass land-locked 
within the lakes could survive 
and reproduce in fresh water. 
Since that time some of the best 
striped bass fishing has been 
found in the Santee Cooper lakes 
with many stripers weighing 
thirty to nearly sixty pounds. A 
hatchery for striped bass is 
operated by the Wildlife and 
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Striped Bass 

Marine Resources Department 
near Moncks Comer for the 
purpose of stocking stripers in 
other reservoirs within the state. 

The quirk of nature that 
allowed the striped bass to 
survive in fresh wateryear~round 
has attracted millions of people 
to South Carolina and added 
millions of dollars annually to the 
state's economy. 

State Game Bird: 
Wild Turkey 

The wild turkey is the largest 
game bird in the United States. 
An adult male (gobbler) will 
sometimes weigh over twenty 
pounds. When the Pilgrims 
celebrated the first Thanksgiving 
in 1621, the wild turkey was in 
great abundance from New 
England to Mexico. 

Wild turkeys are often seen 
early in the spring when gobblers 
display their bare bluish heads 
with crimson wattles, bronze 
feathers, and fanned tail to 
attract females (hens) during 
courtship. These courtship 

displays most often occur in small 
wcxxl openings and secluded 
fields on old roadbeds. 
Wild turkeys prefer hardwcxxl 
forests with such scattered 
openings. Most dwell on 
ridgetops while some may be 
found in lower areas around 
swamps. A flock will comb 
about a half~acre at a time 
searching for grasshoppers, 
beetles, berries, seeds, and 
acorns. By midday the flock will 
seek open areas to dust 
themselves in dry earth or ashes. 
In late evening the flock will be 
found roosting in the upper 
branches of trees. 

The wild turkey is a prized 
game bird and is considered a 
delicacy. In South Carolina they 
are hunted primarily during the 
spring mating season. Due to 
restocking efforts, these birds 
have gradually increased in 
numbers and are found 
throughout the state, primarily 

Eastern Wild Turkeys 

on game management land. In 
1976, the wild turkey was 
designated as the state game bird. 

State Flower: 
Yellow Jessamine 

When the yellow jessamine 
became South Carolina's state 
flower by order of the 192 4 
General Assembly, it was said to 
be "as fair as southern chivalry, as 
pure as truth, and shaped like stars." 

Yellow jessamine is found in 
abundance throughout the state. 
Its fragrance greets us early in 
spring, coming out of the dead of 
winter. Its perpetual return every 
year suggests the lesson of 
devotion and loyalty to the state. 

Yellow jessamine is a fast 
growing evergreen vine with very 
wiry, twisting, purplish stems 
and glossy leaves. The plant is 
attractive even when not in 
bloom and makes a good cover 
for fences or gardens. Its golden~ 
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Yellow Jessamine 

yellow flowers are shaped like 
tubes and appear in clusters. 
They are very fragrant and sweet
smelling especially in the 
evening when they attract moths 
and other insects. 

The foliage of the yellow 
jessamine provides food for deer, 
but it contains a chemical that 
can poison cattle and humans. 
The plant's roots were once used 
as medicine to reduce pain and 
combat nervousness. Use of the 
roots, however, is dangerous 
because it can cause blindness. 

Yellow jessamine grows in all 
kinds of habitat from wooded 
swamps to dry pine lands. In the 
woods its twining stems will 
climb sixty feet or higher. On the 
sand hills or dunes, the vine 
creeps along the surface of the 
ground. 

State Tree: 
Cabbage Palmetto 

The palmetto or cabbage 
palmetto has long been closely 
associated with the history of 
South Carolina. It is represented 
on the State Flag as well as on the 
State Seal. On June 28, 1776, 
the first decisive victory of the 
Revolutionary War occurred 
when Colonel William 
Moultrie's troops successfully 

~ 
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defended an attack against their 
palmetto-log fort on Sullivan's 
Island. Since that time, the 
palmetto has been a symbol of 
South Carolina, and in 193 7, 
the General Assembly adopted it 
as our official state tree. 

The palmetto is an attractive 
feature of the coastal areas of 
South Carolina and is also found 
in Georgia, Florida, and North 
Carolina. The plant's large 
leafbud is highly prized as a salad 
vegetable for use in making 
pickles or relishes. The trunk, 
although useless as firewood, is 
excellent for making pilings for 
piers and boat docks. The dry 
stems have been used for weaving 
and for brooms. Leaf fronds can 
also be used for making hats, 
baskets, and mattes. 

Small, drooping, white 
flowers with a sweet, medicinal
like odor appear on the tree in 
spring. Honeybees often frequent 
these flowers as a source of 
nectar. Dark, shining berries 

Cabbage Palmetto 

appear after the flowers and are 
eaten by raccoons and some 
birds. 

The palmetto adds a truly 
distinctive touch to the southern 
landscape. When visitors from 
the North see their first palmetto 
tree, they know they are in the 
deep South. 

State Gem Stone: 
Amethyst 

Amethyst is a purple or violet 
form of crystalline quartz. Best 
known as a semiprecious stone, 
amethyst was designated in 1969 
as the state gem stone. Some of 
the finer grades of amethyst in 
the United States have come 
from the quartz-producing 
regions of South Carolina. 

State Stone: 
Blue Granite 

In 1969 the General 
Assembly also adopted blue 
granite as the state stone. Blue 
granite is an igneous rock 
composed of potassium, sodium 
feldspar, and quartz with minor 
amounts of dark minerals. Blue 
granite is famous for its beauty, 
strength, and durability. 

Granite usually has sets of 
small fractures called joints. If the 
joints are spaced far apart, the 
stone can be cut into large pieces 
suitable for buildings and 
monuments. If the joints are close 
together, the granite can only be 
crushed for building roads. 
Quarries in Fairfield and Kershaw 
counties have produced some of 
the finest building grade blue 
granite in the nation. _..., 
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Black Duck On 
The Decline 

Once the number one bird in 
the Atlantic Flyway hunter's bag, 
the black duck has been gradually 
declining for more than twenty 
years, according to the U.S. Fish 
and Wildlife Service. 

Biologists are not sure yet of the 
reasons for the long downward 
populations trend. But the experts 
feel that winter habitat 
destruction, interbreeding with 
mallards, and high harvest levels 
all could be contributing factors. 

One of the wariest of waterfowl, 
the black duck has long been 
prized by hunters. A close relative 
of the mallard and mottled duck, 
the blackish-brown bird breeds 
mainly in northern forests of 
eastern North America and coastal 
marshes from Canada to North 
Carolina. 

Another segment of the 
population winters on inland lakes, 
ponds, and rivers throughout the 
Mississippi Flyway. 

Concern over the status of black 
ducks is reflected in harvest 
regulations for the past fifteen 
years, notes the Fish and Wildlife 
Service. Special hunting 
regulations for the black duck first 
appeared in 1961. 

Since 1967 hunters in the 
Atlantic Flyway have not been 
permitted more than two black 
ducks per day. Many states, 
including South Carolina; have 
limited the bag to only one per day 
in a total bag of fi~e birds daily. 

In spite of these harvest 
restrictions, the black duck 
population trend, as determined by 
winter surveys, has continued to 
show a gradual decline. 

Three South Carolina counties, 
Georgetown, Charleston, and 

In recent years the black duck (above) has been off-limits to hunters in Georgetown, Charleston, Colleton, 
and Beaufort counties. This year, the black duck season will also be closed statewide November 23-26. 

Colleton, have had closed seasons 
on black ducks to enhance the 
success of the mottled duck 
project. Since efforts are underway 
to establish resident populations of 
mottled ducks in coastal South 
Carolina, its look-alike, the black 
duck, is off limit to hunters in 
these counties. 

In an effort to stabilize the black 
duck population throughout the 
flyway, new hunting regulations 
are in effect beginning this year. 
The regulations are designed to 
reduce the annual black duck 
harvest. (See South Carolina 
waterfowl seasons, dates, and 
regulations this issue The Resource.) 

Waterfowl hunters will need to 
be careful in identifying the black 
duck. Black ducks, mallards, and 
mottled ducks are often found 
together. All look very much alike, 
except the mallard drake which is 
distinctive. 

The mallard hen has a lighter
colored breast and light tail 
feathers with distinct white borders 
along the upper and lower edges of 
the blue patch occurring on the 
wing. 

BLACK 
DUCK 

VE. RY OAR K BODY 
AND UPPER WIN6S 
CONTRASTING WHITE 
ON UNDE-RWING 

The black duck is uniformly 
dark except for the contrasting 
light underwings. Mottled ducks 
and black ducks are almost 
identical, and both birds are 
protected fully in the three 
counties where the mottled duck 
project is underway'. -• 

HEN \ 
MALLARD 

BROWN BODY-LIGHT 
BELLY AND TAIL 

WHITE ED6ES ON e>LUE 
SPECULUM ON UPPER 
WIN6. 

Dolphin ( the fish) grow very rapidly. 
One-year-age-class fish average 
thirteen pounds. They double in size 
the second year, and by the third year, 
an individual dolphin may weigh as 
much as fifty-five pounds. 

Roundtable 
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Island Parcel 
Donated 

A 3 76-acre tract of Cat Island 
near Georgetown has been 
donated to the state wildlife 
department by the South Carolina 
Nature Conservancy. 

Surrounded by the Tom Yawkey 
Wildlife Center, the newly
acquired property known as 
Penfold Tract includes 161 acres of 
high ground, a fifty-acre 
manageable impoundment, and 
115 acres of old rice fields. 

The parcel ofland donated to 
the South Carolina Wildlife and 
Marine Resources Department will 
become part of the agency's 
20,000-acre YawkeyCenter. 

Yawkey Wildlife Center, which 
includes North Island, South 
Island, and most of Cat Island, is 
maintained as a coastal wildlife 
refuge area. Much work is done on 
the area with populations of 
waterfowl, alligators, wading birds, 
and other valuable native wildlife 
species. 

LaBruce Alexander, state 
director for the Nature 
Conservancy in Columbia, said 
"The Nature Conservancy is 
pleased to be involved in 
protecting the fragile coastal 
environment of South Carolina. 

"We feel that the acquisition 
and donation of the Penfold Tract 
adds a further dimension to the 
unique Yawkey Wildlife Center, 11 

Ms. Alexander said. 
Since 1976theNature 

Conservancy has been involved in 
the protection of some 34,000 
acres of valuable natural areas in 
the Palmetto state. 

A national organization founded 
thirty-two years ago, the Nature 
Conservancy now has offices in 
thirty-five states. ·""" 

The Massachusetts Bay Colony 
passed a law in 1639 faroidding the 
use of striped bass as fertilizer. 

Magazine and 
RESPECT 
TakeTo.12 
National Honors 

South Carolina Wildlife magazine 
has been voted North America's 
top state conservation magazine by 
the Association for Conservation 
Information (ACI), while the 
South Carolina Wildlife and 
Marine Resources Department's 
RESPECT campaign won the 
Outdoor Ethics Communications 
Award. 

Winning a top conservation 
magazine award for the seventh 
time in the past ten years, South 
Carolina Wildlife is judged on 
writing and graphic presentation in 
competition with other state 
conservation magazines. The ACI 
is an organization, founded in 
193 7, composed of wildlife agency 
public affairs units from 
throughout the United States and 
Canada. 

One of the ACI magazine 
awards judges, Gary Soucie, 
executive director of the Audubon 
magazine, commented, "Issue after 
issue, page after page South 
Carolina Wildlife has got it together 

better than the competition. The 
copy, the layouts, the graphics, the 
picture selection, the artwork, and 
the printing-all class stuff. 11 

Another judge in the 
competition, Ed Gray, editor and 
publisher of Gray's Sporting 
Journal, remarked, "This magazine 
is nearly in a class all by itself. 11 

The agency's RESPECT 
campaign, an ongoing public 
relations program designed to 
promote outdoor ethics among 
hunters, fishermen, boaters, 
campers, and other outdoor 
enthusiasts, took first places in 
film, radio spots, publicity, and 
second place in graphics. 

Eleven states entered the 
competition for the first of a series 
of Outdoor Ethics 
Communications Awards 
sponsored by the Izaak Walton 
League of America, the Fred Bear 
Sports Club, and the ACI. 

Jack Lorenz, executive director 
of the Izaak Walton League, said, 
"The entries were more numerous, 
creative, and professionally done 
than we had anticipated ... Clearly, 
the finest outdoor communicators 

in the nation are employed by the 
state and provincial natural 
resource and fish and wildlife 
agencies. 11 

• 

The awards were presented at 
the annual Association for 
Conservation Information 
convention held in San Francisco 
recently. _,,,,,., 

Nests of canvasback ducks are often 
"dumped in" by its close relative, the 
redhead duck. The red head will push 
the eggs of the canvasback out of the 
nest and deposit its own. The 
canvasback often incubates the eggs 
and raises the redhead brood. When 
"dumping" results in nest desertion, 
both species suffer. 

Pickerel Record 
Broken 

CharlesL. McCordofManning 
recently broke South Carolina's 
redfin pickerel record with a one
pound six- ounce fish. 

McCord was fishing in the 
Black River with a Mepps spinner 
in June when he landed the new 
state record. 

Reese J. Taylor of Manning held 
the first and previous redfin 
pickerel state record for three years 
with a fourteen-ounce fish which 
was also caught from the Black 
River with a Mepps spinner. _,,,,,., 

During the pa.st fifty years, more than 
three and a half million acres have 
been acquired as National Wildlife 
Refuge System lands or waterfowl 
prrxluction areas. More than $400 
million in revenue was spent to 

acquire the land. Duck stamp receipts 
provided $256 million for this 
purpose. The remainder came frum 
wetlands acquisition loan funds. 
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T raditional South Carolina 
quail hunting brings to 
mind open woods of tall 

pines, waving broomgrass, and a 
staunch dog on point. 

These open timber stands 
produce birds by letting the 
sunlight reach the ground and 
allowing growth of the weedy 
plants upon which the quail feed . 
The mature trees produce annual 
crops of pine seeds, a food held in 
high esteem by quail. 

Unfortunately, open woods are 
in dwindling supply. Modern 
timber practices dictate shorter 
cutting cycles which result in more 
stands of young planted pines. At 
first glance, these stands appear 
devoid of all quail potential but, 
properly managed, these clearcuts 
can become excellent quail habitat 
by providing two essentials-food 
and cover. 

A common practice is to 
bulldoze the cut tops and limbs 
into long windrows through the 
stand. The land is then bedded 
with a plow and the pind seedlings 
planted atop the beds. 

These same beds, exposed as 
they are to the open sunlight, also 
grow a profusion of species of 
partridge pea and beggarweed- all 
excellent quail food. The 
windrows soon grow rank with 
briars and sumac, providing more 
food and perfect escape cover. The 
edges of the windrows are ideal 
nesting areas. A clearcut should 
develop its maximum potential for 
quail in the third year after the 
trees are planted and maintain that 
potential for three to four years. 

As the pines grow, they will 
begin to close out the sunlight and 
shade the wild legumes, 
eliminating the quail's food supply. 
Artificial feeding can now be 
employed to prevent the quail from 

. ~---ss, abandoning the area. ,,~L 
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Massive Eagle 
Killings 
Uncovered 

As many as three hundred bald 
eagles were illegally killed in the 
last three years on or near a 
national wildlife refuge in South 
Dakota, according to the U.S. 
Fish and Wildlife Service. 

The majority of the eagles were 
killed on or adjacent to the Karl E. 
Mundt National Wildlife Refuge in 
South Dakota and Nebraska, a 
refuge established in 1974 as a 
sanctuary for wintering and 
migrating eagles. 

Most of the birds were killed 
with baited traps or shot at night 
while roosting in trees, said the 
Fish and Wildlife Service. The 
birds were killed to supply feathers, 
beaks, talons, and bones for a 
lucrative black market in native 
American artifacts. 

Concluding a two-year 
investigation, the Fish and Wildlife 
Service said a major federal 
undercover operation resulted in 
charging as many as fifty persons 
for their involvement in the killing 
or sale of nineteen species of 
federally protected birds including 
bald and golden eagles. 

Bird feathers and parts are used 
to manufacture "authentic" 
reproductions of Indian artifacts. 
These include such items as head
dresses, rattles, jewelry, lances, 
hair ties, wing and peyote fans, 
whistles, and other ornaments. 

These "artifacts" are then sold 
to collectors and hobbyists in other 
parts of the nation and in Europe 
where interest in American Indian 
artifacts is strong. 

U.S. Interior Secretary James 
Watt said that the investigation 
indicated that the "feather traffic" 
exists in most states. "Nationwide," 
he said, "it is thought to be directly 
responsible for the slaughter of at 
least three hundred bald eagles 
every year along with other 
protected species." 

Watt said that last year's 
bicentennial celebration of the 
naming of the bald eagle as our 
nation's symbol brought news that 
the species is beginning to recover 

from a number of threats. "That's 
why it's particularly saddening to 
learn of this wanton slaughter," 
said the interior secretary. 

Killing of migratory birds and 
sale of their feathers and parts are 
prohibited under the Migratory 
Bird Treaty Act. Bald and golden 
eagles are further protected under 
the Endangered Species Act and 
the Bald and Golden Eagle 
Protection Act. 

Penalties for killing and selling 
eagles and other migratory bird 
species are stiff. Persons convicted 
of violating the eagle protection act 
may be fined as much as $5,000 
and jailed for one year. 

Violation of the felony sale 
provision of the Migratory Bird 
Treaty Act could bring two years in 
jail and a $20,000 fine. 

Violation of the Endangered 
Species Act can bring a fine of 
$20,000andoneyearinjail. 

The U.S. Fish and Wildlife 
Service provides native Americans 
with eagle feathers for religious 
purposes only from a feather 
repository in Idaho. Feathers are 
obtained from birds that are found 
dead from various accidents, 
natural causes, and human-related 
sources of mortality. 

Indian leaders have supported 
prosecution of eagle killers and 
black market operators and have 
spoken out against the exploitation 
of their heritage and religion, 
according to the Fish and Wildlife 
Service .. ., 

Pardon us far mentioning it so · 
early, but income tax time is coming 
up. Forget about taxes far tlie present, 
but don't forget about wildlife. 

A check on your South Carolina 
Income Tax Fann allows you to give 
up to $10 per couple far our state's 
non-game wildlife and endangered 
species. You and your children will --~,,. 
ACheck~ 
For Wildlife 

Bear Facts 
While few people are fortunate 

enough to observe bears in the 
wild, a remnant population of 
black bears gives the Palmetto 
State's mountain and coastal 
swamps an air of wilderness-that 
split-rail flavor which is so much a 
part of our heritage. 

The black bear's survival into 
twentieth century South Carolina 
is a tribute to the animal's 
wariness. When encounters 
between man and this secretive 
giant occur, our usual response is 
fear. Storiesofbears have been 
embellished through folklore to 
the point that these animals are 
put in a category with King Kong 
and the Loch Ness monster. The 
bear is too often portrayed as a 
vicious beast to be shot on sight. 

One of the more frequent 
comments heard is that the 
animals are "very dangerous when 
wounded, cornered, or when you 
get between a mother and her 
cubs." The bear's size certainly 
demands respect, but we almost 
always fail to admit that, under 
similar circumstances, one would 
rot expect a different reaction from 
any animal, human included. 

Early last summer, two wild 
black bears visited the capitol 
city-Columbia. In the 
subdivision where the animals 
were seen, residents were literally 
"up in arms.'.' Children were 
forbidden to play in their back 
yards. Pets were locked inside for 
safety. The situation was extremely 
tense as groups called upon the 
authorities for immediate help. 

Wildlife department specialists 
were summoned to the scene. 
Track measurements showed the 
animals to be an adult female with 
her one-year-old female offspring. 
Concerned residents were calmed 
by the koowledge that these two 
bears were undoubtedly "just 
passing through" in quest of more 
undisturbed surroundings. As 
predicted, the pair soon saw 
enough of city life and followed a 
small creek through Fort Jackson 
back to the recesses of the Wateree 
Swamp. 

A similar incident occurred 



more recently in Moncks Comer, 
with the same results. Rumors had 
it that the bear even was seen 
walking down the town's main 
street. The bear was left alone and 
returned to obscurity with no more 
harm clone than adding a bit of 
flair to the local g05llip. 

Sightings of black bears may be 
on the rise within our state, but 
this is not due to increasing bear 
populations. Here, as well as in 
neighboring states, human 
encroachment is progres.sively 
bringing about a decline in black 
bears. Our remnant mountain and 
coastal populations are truly 
threatened to the extent that their 
habitats are threatened. It is a 
continual and acceleraring 
proces&-0ne that cannot be 
reversed-which is forcing greater 
numbers of the wary animals to 
cross county and state boundaries 
in hopeles.s quests for ideal habitat. 
Contact with man is.inevitable. 

The degree to which man and 
bear can co-exist ultimately will 
depend on how well we understand 
the animal. When habitat is 
marginal, as is the case in South 
Carolina, the ranges of bears may 
be larger and movement more 
oomadic. This increased tendency 
to wander explains the occurrence 
of bears in unusual places. 

We cannot put back the vast 
stretches of tractles.s wilderness. 
But we can recognize the black 
bearforwhat it is, not some 
demonic beast of the late show, but 
as a last great creature of the 
wilderness. 

In this age of modem 
techoology, the well-being of the 
black bear serves as an 
environmental barometer-a 
hidden warning. We must rote its 
passing with the respect and 
interest that leads toward better 
stewardship of the land and its 
resources, or face the pOSllibility of 
finding ourselves in a threatened 
condition .. • 

-JOE HAMILTON 

By law, a baited dove field is cansiaered 
still /Xlited far ten days after all /Xlit has 
been removed from the field. 

-"'~ .. ,_..,.\ ' ::. 
South Carolina's black bear population varies with adjoining state's 
mastcrops. 

This two-month-old black bear cub could grow to weigh as ~uch as 
four hundred pounds. 

N o matter what type 
outboard you use, there is 
a propeller for optimum 

performance. There are two 
terms you should be familiar 
with-RPM (revolutions per 
minute) and recommended 
operation range. These are inter
related in that operation range is 
always measured at full throttle. 

For example, for most fifty 
horsepower outboards, the 
operation range is between 5,000 
and6,000RPM. Ifyour outboard 
is not running within the upper 
half of this range with an average 
load at full throttle, you need 
another prop. 

If your boat is not equipped with 
a tachometer, check with your 
local dealer on prop selection. The 
benefits are improved performance 
and much greater fuel economy. 

When purchasing a prop, don't 
overlook the steel propeller. 
Stainles.s steel is five times stronger 
than aluminum and weighs one
third less than bronze. With a 
stainles.s steel prop, you'll notice 
quicker planing, running in 
shallow water with les.s slippage, 
and decreased fuel consumption. 

Propellers are tough, but not 
indestructible. Check the prop for 
knicks and bends. A damaged 
prop will hurt fuel economy and 
can cause all kinds of internal 
problems with your outboard. 
Small knicks and bends can be 
fixed with a file and hammer. 
Major repairs should be left to the 
expertise of a reliable prop shop 
which can restore almost any prop 
for about one-fourth of the cost of a 
new one. And don't forget to 
remove your prop and check it for 
fishing lines and other matter 
which can deteriorate the hub and 
cause slippage. The rewards will be 
better performance on the least 
amount of fuel. 
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Y 
ou notice now that the 
champagne-velvet aura is 
slipping away from the 

saltmarsh country. The sycamore 
trees have all bubbled away in the 
buffeting nor' easters. Their naked 
branches against wintry skies mean 
whole offshore migrations are over. 
The sea is recycling and a strange 
peace falls in many areas out 
beyond the breakers. 

Perhaps that is one of the many 
reasons I love saltwater fishing so 
very much. In the times of the 
Turkey Day and Christmas 
holidays, the small-but-vital seas of 
the salt marshes are alive ·with 
steel-blue spotted sea trout, and 
the aggression of brazen spottail 
bassseemstoknownolimit. Even 
though the creeks are jumping 
with shrimp and minnows, the 
artificial lures are coming into their 
own and the bobber-popped-over
live-bait is giving way to the 
twisters and grubs, the trolled and 
cast artificials that bring joy to the 
angler who cares more about 
fishing than just hooking a fish. 

If you know how and where, the 
fishing is always great in the 
saltmarsh creeks. But now it is very 
special. Brimming with promise. 
Groaning with atmosphere and 
expectation. 

Surf fishermen may select from a 
smorgasbord of bluefish, winter 
trout, summer flounder, whiting, 
croaker, spots, and those big red 
bass which bestow that "it doesn't 
get any better" bow to a big surf 
stick. And pier anglers will rejoice 
in an occasional king, bonito, false 
albacore or jack crevalle being 
added to their usual fare. 

If you kt-irw the how and the 
where, the fishing is always great in 
the saltmarsh creeks. But now is 
very special - for the creeks, the 
surf, and the piers. It is a season 
brimming with promise. Groaning 
with atmosphere and expectation. 

0 ;a,.,, 
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Old buoy aboard, new buoy about to go overboard. Crew members 
aboard the research vessel Oregon recently replaced buoys marking 
South Carolina's twelve offshore artificial fishing reefs. 

Reefs Get New 
Buoys 

Bright yellow buoys now mark 
South Carolina's twelve offshore 
artificial fishing reefs in 
compliance with new U.S. Coast 
Guard regulations. 

Missing buoys were replaced 
and existing buoys were exchanged 
in a two-week operation during the 
summer conducted by personnel 
aboard the state wildlife 
department's research vessel 
Oregon. 

All buoys are authorized by 
permits issued by the Coast Guard, 
and fines as high as $500 may be 
levied against anyone who ties, 
damages, or tampers with them in 
any manner according to Charles 
Moore, a marine biologist with the 
wildlife department. 

Moore states that each buoy on 
an average represents nearly a 
thousand dollar investment. 
"Maintaining buoys on artificial 
reefs is vital, as it is senseless to 
spend state money to build reefs 
and then have anglers not be able 
to use them because they can't find 
them," said Moore. 

Anglers, scuba divers, and other 
reef users are requested to be 
careful not to damage reef buoys 
and to notify the Marine Resources 
Division, Recreational Fisheries 
(795-6350) if they notice any 
missing, faulty, or badly worn 
buoys. 

Information about types and 
locations of buoys and reefs with 
compass bearings is available by 
writing: Artificial Reefs, 
Recreational Fisheries, P. 0. 
Box 12557, Charleston, S.C., 
29412 .. -. 

Look For Tagged 
Fish 

Offshore anglers should be on 
the lookout for black seabass 
tagged with small orange disks by 
the South Carolina Wildlife and 
Marine Resources Department. 

More than 2,000 black sea bass 
were tagged recently at two 
locatiqns off the South Carolina 
coast to determine population size, 
growth rates, and movements. 

According to Dr. Charles A. 
BaransoftheMarineResources 
Research Institute, about 1,000 
fish were tagged twenty-five miles 
southeast of Charleston. Another 
1,000 were tagged fun:y miles east 
ofMurrells Inlet. 

Two dime-sized orange disks 
were placed on the upper back of 
each fish. Anglers catching tagged 
fish should report the tag number, 
locality, and length of the fish, 
Barans said. 

"The fishing public can provide 
us with much valuable information 
on this species by reporting any 
tagged fish they catch," Barans 
added. 

Black sea bass, which reach a 
length of three feet, live along the 
ocean floor from two to fifty miles 
offshore. They are one of the 
mainstays of the popular head boat 
industry and also are fished 
commercially, especially during 
the winter months. 

For the past several years, 
department biologists have 
attempted to determine the size of 
black fish populations by tagging . 
trapped fish, releasing them, and 
attempting to trap them again on 
the following day. 

Preliminary information 
suggests that the population of this 
species has declined from previous 
yeqr5, Barans noted. 

The fish were tagged this spring 
by biologists aboard the 
department's 100-fuot research 
vessel Oregon.-• 



DucksOnThe 
Wane 

Excessive and unregulated 
gunning in the Georgetown 
County waterways has drastically 
reduced public waterfowl hunting 
opportunities in the area, 
according to state waterfowl 
biologists. 

Focus of the problem is the 
1,CXX)-acre Samworth Game 
Management Area and the 
20,CXX)-acre Pee Dee-Waccamaw 
Delta that surrounds it. Managed 
primarily fur public waterfowl 
hunting, Samworth is owned by 
the South Carolina Wildlife and 
Marine Resources Department. 

While last duck season was at 
best an average season, wildlife 
officials said the Samworth area 
srowed a continued decline even 
though other state-managed 
waterfowl areas remained stable or 
srowed increases in success per 
unit effurt. 

"In previous years duck hunting 
on and around Samworth was 
considered as good as could be 
imagined," Bob Perry told a public 
hearing audience in April at the 
Georgetown National Guard 
Anoory. Perry, a waterfowl 
biologist, is project leader at 
Samworth Game Management 
Area. 

"In more rece.nt years," Perry 
added, "quality hunting has been 
the exception rather than the 
rule. The reason for the decline, 
is heavy and unregulated hunting 
pressure in the Pee Dee
Waccamaw Delta and in the 
proximity of Samworth Game 
Management Area." 

Perry pointed out that 
historically, the Pee Dee
Waccamaw Delta area was one of 
South Carolina's more important 
waterfowl wintering areas. 
"Samworth," he said, "is the 
nucleus of the Pee Dee-Waccamaw 
Delta and even though managed 

Heavy gunning pressure is blamed for declining waterfowl hunting 
opportunities in Georgetown County. 

according to sound scientific 
principles, the area is experiencing 
a severe decline in hunting quality. 

"We predicted several years ago 
that the area would eventually be 
ruined as a significant duck 
hunting area unless something was 
done to ease hunting pressure," 
Perry said. 

"If the trend continues," he 
added, "we can expect to see the 
bitter end of even mediocre 
hunting in the area. Regulations 
recently passed by the state wildlife 
commission restricting hunting in 
the area are a step in the right 
direction to reverse the trend," 
Perry noted. 

Based on the recommendations 
made at the public hearing, the 
wildlife commission decided to 
close the Samworth area for at least 
the current year, to prohibit 
Sunday hunting, and to close 
waterrowl hunting at noon daily 
countywide. 

The commission also ruled that 

twelve acres of grain would be 
planted at Samworth to provide 
food fur overwintering waterfowl. 
Management of the Samworth 
area traditionally emphasizes 
production of natural rood 
vegetation for waterfowl. 

Additionally, wildlife officers 
will be instructed to seek 
maximum bonds fur the more 
serious violations of waterrowl 
hunting regulations, and 
magistrates will be encouraged to 
assess maximum penalties. 

The commission will also seek a 
ruling from the Budget and 
Control Board or legislation to 
increase points fur certain 
waterrowl hunting and trespassing 
violations and to establish a 
minimum distance between 
blinds. 

A proposal that came out of the 
hearing that hunting be restricted 
to three days each week was 
rejected by the wildlife 
commission. _ _, 

I f you're ever cruising the back 
roads and see a sign stating 
"Crawdads for Sale," brake 

slowly so as not to attract attention. 
You have found the ephemeral 
mother lode oflive bait. 

Try this small lobster look-alike 
just once in likely South Carolina 
waters and you'll be stuck on 
craws---a super bait that's often 
hard to find but widely imitated. 

Bait dealers who stock crayfish 
are rare. Anglers can obtain 
crayfish on their own from the wild 
or through a commercial grower. 
Craws can be caught from slow
flowing creeks and sloughs using a 
seine or a round double-funnelled 
minnow trap baited with cut fish, 
preferably an oily herring, shad, or 
menhaden. They can also be dug 
from their burrows in wet spots on 
agricultural lands. One man uses a 
garden rake to pull weeds from a 
shallow weedy pond and picks out 
the entangled crayfish. They 
should be kept in a bait box filled 
with wet moss. 

Whole crayfish can be fished on 
the bottom with a slip sinker held 
about a foot up the line by a split 
shot crimped on below. Always 
hook the critter from below 
through the tail. Some anglers slip 
the hook uncle( a couple of tail 
segments. Peeled and unpeeled, 
crayfish tails are also deadly on the 
traditional cork line for panfish or 
below a split shot for trout. 

On commercial crayfish farms 
in South Carolina, the harvest 
season is from November to July l. 
More than 220 acres of crayfish 
ponds were in production at the 
end oflast year, and some 350 new 
acres are anticipated fur this year. 
To find the crawfish farmer nearest 
you, send a self-addressed, stamped 
envelope to John Roland, Crayfish 
Growers Association, Route 1, 
Box 1, Cameron, S.C., 29030. 

ater 
59 



W e had imagined 
camping on an out-of
the-way gras.sy knoll, 

shaded from the warm sun by a 
thin stand of rhododendron shrubs 
in full bloom. 

We would lounge in the soft 
gras.s, laze in the cool shade, sniff 
the sweet smell of the shrubs heavy 
with blossoms. Images of paradise 
too soon turned to reality. 

Our only choice for a campsite 
was an exposed knoll which 
invited a battering by an 
unexpected storm rolling through 
late in the night. AI:, a further 
insult, the rhododendron was not in 
bloom. 

Late in the evening, gusts of 
wind began sweeping acros.s our 
little piece of rock. Conditions 
worsened as the night progressed. 
Early morning lightning began to 
sparkle in the storm's blackness 
and thunder rolled. 

Slashing rain followed in great 
bucketfuls, bringing the 
realization that our tents were not 
up to standard. One blew down 
and another took on water like a 
leaky boat. My tent, which I favor 
by calling "a real piece of trash" 
somehow stood up to the torrent. 
But I lost a lot of good sleep. 

Poor shelter and choice of 
campsite for the conditions were 
our crimes. What should have 
been a salvageable situation 
resulted in an aborted trip. Soaked 
and blearn~yed, we packed up and 
walked out at first light. 
· The Boy Scouts have it right. 

''Be Prepared." Plan for the worst, 
and you'll be okay. 

• ping 
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Clam Project Is 
Best 
An experimental clam production 
facility at Folly Beach was recently 
called the "best aquaculture 
project in the country" by a visiting 
team of experts. 

According to Dr. John Manzi of 
the Marine Resources Research 
Institute, the ten-member team 
assembled to evaluate ongoing and 
proposed Sea Grant projects in 
South Carolina. 

The clam project is a joint 
venture involving Marine 
Resources Research Institute 
personnel and the privately-owned 
Trident Seafarms. In addition, 
project research and development 
is funded in part by the South 
Carolina Sea Grant Consortium. 

In a letter to Trident Seafarms' 
president Harry W. M. Clawson, 
Margaret Davidson, executive 
director of the South Carolina Sea 
Grant Consortium, wrote: "The 
objectives of the project are being 
achieved in a professional and 
expert manner ... The benefit to 
not only the research community 
but local economies is real and 
important." 

For the past three years Trident 
has purchased seed clams, held 
them for several months in a 
nursery system, and then planted 
them in trays in inshore waters, 
Manzi said. 

Trident began marketing clams 
last fall through contract sales 
rather than entering them into the 
commodity markets where they 
might compete with wild
harvested clams, Manzi explained. 

The clam project which 
employs ten people is a good 
example of federal, state, and 
private organizations working 
toward a common goal, Manzi 
said. 

"Because clam farming involves 
low technology, it appears to be 
economically feasible," Manzi said. 
"The fact that we were producing a 
product within two years is almost 
unheard of for most mollusk 
mariculture projects." 

Clams row have such a high 
demand that landings of wild-

Biologist Fred Stevens and Dr. John Manzi of the South Carolina 
Marine Resources Research Institute examine tiny clams in nursery 
silos at Trident Seafarms on Folly Island. Two million gallons of water 
pumped from the Folly River run through the project every day. 

harvested clams in South Carolina 
have increased to the point that 
they row rival oysters in total 
value, Manzi said .. --. 

The South CaroUna Parks, 
Recreation, and Tourism 
Department maintains forty-one state 
parks throughout the state. AU but 
t@ off er picnic facilities , and all but 
eleven offer family camping. Cabin 
rentals are available at thirteen parks. 

Steel Shot 
Eliminated 

Steel shot will not be required 
this season for waterfowl hunting 
anywhere in the Palmetto State. 

For the past several years steel 
shot has been required in 
Georgetown, Charleston, 
Colleton and Beaufort counties for 
certain gauge shotguns because of 
the potential for lead poisoning of 
ducks. About ninety-five percent 



of the state's waterfowl hunting 
takes place within these counties. 

The state wildlife commission, 
following the lead of several other 
Atlantic flyway states, decided to 
halt all steel shot requirements this 
fall. Of the seventeen member 
states in the Atlantic Flyway 
Council, five, in addition to South 
Carolina, will not enforce 
federally-designated steel shot 
zones. 

The wildlife commission's 
decision not to enforce steel zones 
was made as part of a campaign to 
put pressure upon the Federal 
government to adopt a uniform 
policy on the use of non-toxic shot. 
The use of non-toxic or steel is 
intended to prevent the poisoning 
of waterfowl caused by ingestion of 
lead shot deposited in marsh 
bottoms. 

Dr.JamesA. TimmermanJr., 
executive director of the state 
Wildlife and Marine Resources 
Department, criticized the U.S. 
Fish and Wildlife Service for 
"piecemeal, fragmented" 
enforcement of steel shot 
regulations. 

"Our enforcement of steel shot 
in designated areas has been done 
for the best interest of our 
waterfowl resources. Other states 
have also enforced steel shot, but 
have gradually dropped 
enforcement due to the manner in 
which the Federal government has 
turned its back on this national 
problem. Such enforcement 
cannotbe done in a fragmented 
fashion, as currently exists, and be 
effective. 

"This is a national issue which 
must be addressed by the Federal 
government in order for such 
regulations to do any good for our 
waterfowl resources," Timmerman 
concluded. ,,,,,., 

Carp Hybrid May 
Assist in Aquatic 
Weed Control 

A sterile hybrid cross of the 
white amur or grass carp and the 
bighead carp has been approved by 
the South Carolina Wildlife and 
Marine Resources Commission for 
use against aquatic weeds in state 
waters. 

Under a strict permitting system 
developed and controlled by the 
agency, the hybrid carp may be 
allowed for use in private and 
public waters to control hydrilla 
and other aquatic weed pests. 

"These hybrid carp are not as 
efficient at consuming weeds as 
their white amur parent," wildlife 
freshwater fisheries chief, Joe 
Logan, said. "But we do feel 
certain they they will not 
reproduce." 

Reproduction within state 
waters was the primary objection 
ten years ago when the 
commission banned the white 
amur from being introduced into 
the Palmetto State. This ban on 
the amur is to be continued, as 
biologists feel that the Santee
Cooper lakes system would provide 

almost ideal spawning conditions 
for the amur. If the amur 
reproduced successfully there 
would be no control over its spread. 
"It could become a nuisance 
equivalent to the kudzu vine," one 
wildlife commissioner said. 

By combining the sterile hybrid 
weed eater with possible lake 
drawdowns and chemical 
treatment, the state hopes to 
contain or reduce the threat of 
slender growth aquatic weeds, 
especially in the shallows ofupper 
Lake Marion. 

The commission also approved 
a request that the state legislature 
be asked to increase penalties for 
unlawful importation of the amur 
and non-permitted hybrids. _ _, 

South Carolina's waterfowl 
hunting stamp provides revenue far 
state waterfowl conservation projects, 
including: the WoodDuckNesting 
Box Project, the Mottled Duck 
Intnxluction Project, and the Canada 
Goose Restoration Project. 

AU waterfowlers fourteen years of 
age ar older must have a state stamp 
in addition to a hunting license before 
hunting w:uerfowl in the state. Those 
sixteen years of age and over must 
also have a federal duck stamp. 
Stamps must be signed and displayed 
on the hunting license. 

After long consideration, the South Carolina Wildlife and Marine Resources Commission has approved use 

A.jun recipe for venison was 
passed along to me recently 

by Kathy Baumann, wife 
of David Baumann, turkey biologist 
at Dennis Wildlife Center in 
Bonneau, South Carolina. 
Formerly Kathy Bourgeoise of 
Baton Rouge, she grew up eating 
cajun food and says she and her 
mother came up with this recipe 
for Venison Sauce Piquant: In a 
black iron pot, brown two cups of 
flour in two and one-fourth cups of 
oil until it's about the colorof 
German chocolate. (This is called 
a roux.) Add six cups of chopped 
onions and cook until wilted. Add 
three six-ounce cans of tomato 
paste and three one-pound cans of 
whole tomatoes, undrained. 
Simmer until the grease comes up 
over the tomatoe&-about an 
hour. Season four to five pounds of 
boneless venison real well with salt 
and red and black pepper. 
(The red pepper is what makes 
your gravy piquant.) Add venison, 
twelve stalks of chopped celery, 
one and one-half cups of chopped 
green pepper, three large cans of 
undrained mushrooms, three 
teaspoons of sugar, eight pods of 
garlic and, if desired, parsley. 
Cover and cook between simmer 
and low heat until the meat is 
tender. (She cooks it three hours 
or more.) Stir it every now and 
then. 

If the gravy becomes too thick, 
add beef stock or chicken broth. 
Season to taste afrer it's cooked 
awhile. Serve over rice with a 
tossed salad and French bread. It 
should make enough for ten to 
twelve people. 

This can be started in an iron 
pot and then put in a crock pot and 
cooked all day on low or medium. 
Kathy usually makes a big quantity 
and freezes it. 

of a sterile hybrid of the grass carp or white amur shown above for aquatic weed control in the Santee-Cooper c ,Ir' g, 
~ o~m 
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The Southeastern Wildlife Exposition 
Art, Crafts, and Collectibles Benefit Wildlife. 

I t has been said that America's recent love 
affair with wildlife art has developed because 

many wildlife species are fading out, victims of 
man's progress. Some believe the preservation of 
some animals and birds that in the not too 
distant future will no longer roam our skies and 
streams and forests lies in good art. 

The giants in flat art, like Pleissner, Cowan, 
LeBlanc, and Ede, provide a lasting record of 
animals and their natural habitat for future 

generations. Sculptors in wood like the 
incomparable Maggioni, McKoy, and Rhett of 
the South Carolina coast have depicted 
creatures that may be hard to find some day in 
settings so real the viewer often feels like an 
intruder. 

Preservation of wildlife through art alone is a 
belief that one can only hope will diminish and 
die in the face of regeneration of species and 
preservation of habitat, supported by the very 

Last year's first Southeastern Wildlife Expo offered viewers displays of wildlife art, carvings and antique 
decoys, and a wide variety of wildlife crafts and exhibits. This year's follow-up will feature six different exhibit 
sites rangingfrarn last year's contents to displays of taxidermy and the latest sporting equipment. 

Ramblings 
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artistic efforts aimed at recording these memories 
for posterity. That fervent hope, aglow in the 
hearts of a handful of conservation-minded 
South Carolina outdoorsmen, fostered a 
historical event in a history-laden city February 
11-13, 1983-the inaugural Southeastern 
Wildlife Exposition in Charleston, South 
Carolina. While that exposition attracted more 
than 12,000 paid visitors, the 1984 Wildlife 
Show and Sale on February 1 7-19 is expected to 
draw more than 20,000. 

The first exposition was such a success that it 
has become a part of the Charleston tradition, 
comparable, say many, to the more solidly
established Spoleto Festival, U.S.A., an 
international fine arts event held in the Port City 
every spring. 

The showcase feature of the 1983 
Southeastern Wildlife Exposition was the 
complete Federal Waterfowl Stamp Collection. 
Showcasing the 1984 show and sale will be the 
complete collection of "First of State Waterfuwl 
Stamps and Prints," exhibited for the occasion 
by Carrol Furman of Camden, South Carolina. 
The collection also includes hunting licenses 
with the stamps attached. 

The 1984 show and sale will begin with 
preview night on Thursday, February 16, to 
which only six hundred tickets will be sold. A 
highlight of preview night this year, in addition 
to offering a first look at the art displayed in the 
Francis Marion and a chance for previewers to 
talk with the artists, will be an auction of fifteen 
to twenty pieces of wildlife art. 

"We hope," said Ray Morris, exposition 
director from Summerville, "to make the 
auction a regular thing and to be able to offer 
one-of-a-kind pieces." Morris left a position in 
national cable television last year to become 
"temporary" director of the first exposition, but 
the overwhelming success of the first exposition 
turned his part-time job into a full-time, year
round career. 

g Morris said the South Carolina State Duck 

3 Stamp Pi-int Contest on the top floor of the 
~ Francis Marion Hotel, February 16, would be 
i:i open to the public. Paintings entered in the 
iiE:c competition will be on display there from 10 
!5 a. m. to 4 p. m. daily during the exposition. 

Some other exhibits will also be available for 



-- --- - -------- ------- ------ --- - - ----

viewing in that area, he said. 
On Friday, Saturday, and Sunday, all exhibits 

throughout the exposition will be open to the 
public. General admis.sion is $5 per person per 
day, which provides entry to all exhibits, but 
does not include the preview night or the duck 
calling contest on Saturday night in Gaillard 
Auditorium. 

Six exhibit sites will be filled, all within 
walking distance or a short drive of each other. 
They include Gaillard Auditorium and 
Exhibition Hall, the Francis Marion Hotel, the 
Knights of Columbus Hall, the Hibernian 
Society Hall, Omar Shriners Temple, and the 
S. C. Ports Authority Building. Besides the state 
duck calling contest on Saturday night, the 
Gaillard Auditorium will feature more than one 
hundred exhibitors of hand-made crafts, such as 
carvings, stained glas.s, jewelry, knives, game 
calls, embroidered clothings, scrimshaw, 
engraving, and working decoys. 

The Francis Marion Hotel will host the 
display of paintings and etchings by more than 
one hundred of the nation's best wildlife artists. 
Much of the artwork on display will be for sale. 
Half a block away, east on Calhoun Street, is 
the Knights of Columbus Hall where the carvers 
and sculptors will display their creations. 

The Hibernian Society Hall is a historic 
Charleston landmark, and its first floor will 
feature paintings and prints by local and regional 
artists. The second floor will have original 
paintings and prints by the top artists at the 
exposition, but these works will be available for 
$500 or les.s. Artists will be on hand to remarque 
print purchases. 

Located on the harbor, the Omar Shriners 
Temple is ·the location for the exhibition of 
antique decoys and sporting artifacts. Decoy 
collections will be on display here, and there also 
will be a buy, swap, and sell section. 

The State Ports Authority Building was a 
favorite of sportsmen and their families last year 
because of the crafts that were exhibited there. 
This year the building will house taxidermy, 
private gun collections, conservation prints and 
stamps, and dealers displaying the latest in 
outdoor hunting, fishing, and sporting 
equipment. 

Those unable to attend the exposition can 

~ .... N. 
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Green Heron by Basil Ede, the 1984 Southeastern Wildlife Expo Print of the Year. 

order the 1984 Print of the Year by Basil Ede, the 
"Green Heron." The signed prints are in a 
numbered editionof750 at acostof$125 each. 
"The only revenue raised outside the show 
itself," said Morris, "comes from the sale of these 
prints and the posters." 

For ticket or other information on the 1984 
Southeastern Wildlife Exposition Show and 
Sale to be held in Charleston, February 17-19, 
1984, write Ray Morris, Director, 606 Trolley 
Road, Summerville, S.C., 29483, or phone 
(803) 875-3170. _ _,., -PAT ROBERTSON 
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1984 PALMETTO PORTRAITS ORDER FORM 
□ one fo r $6.19 □ two fo r $11 .96 □ three fo r $16.60 
D four or more @ $5.20 each ------...,..,,.----,--.,--,,------

(Quantity ordered) 

□ Check is enclosed/Amount enclosed $ ____________ _ 
(Payable to S.C. Wildlife) 

o Mastercard# _ _____________ Exp. date ____ _ 

□ VISA# Exp. date ___ _ 

Name _ _ ______________ _________ _ 

Address -------------------------
City • State • Zip _____________________ _ 

Complete form and mail with your check to: South Carolina 
Wildlife, P.O. Box 167, Columbia, SC 29202 

FORGlFTS: 
Attach a separate sheet 
to this order fo rm with 

your gift recipients' 
names. A ca rd will be 

enclosed with each gift. 

·-----------------------------------------~---------------J 
FREE GIFfS FOR YOU! 
For Giving S.C. Wildlife Christmas Gift Subscriptions 

' . . 
~~~ 

1984 PALMETTO PORTRAITS 
CALENDAR 

S.C. WILDLIFE COOKBOOK 
2nd Edition 

CAROLINA'S 
HUNTING HERITAGE 

($25 .95 value) yours FREE for 
giving 6 or more one-year gift 

subscriptions . 

($6.19 value) yours FREE for 
giving 2 or 3 one-yeargift 

subscriptions. 

($9 .31 value) yours FREE for 
giving 4 or 5 one-yeaigift 

subscriptions. 

0 ur spectacular new Palmetto Portraits 1984 Calendar, the South 
Carolina Wildlife Cookbook with its collection of recipes from the 
wild, or the handsome and action-filled Carolina's Hunting 

Heritage - one of these can be yours FREE when you give a year of 
South Carolina Wildlife to the special people in your life . 

Just in time to help with your holiday list-making, South Carolina 
Wildlife offers you the Palmetto Portraits 1984 Calendar (a $6.19 value) 
for two gift subscriptions, the South Carolina Wildlife Cookbook (a $9.31 
value) for four gift subscri{'tions, or Carolina's Hunting Heritage (orig
inally sold for $25. 95) for giving six or more gift subscriptions. 

This holiday offer is good only while supplies last! Use the order 
form on this page today to share South Carolina Wildlife magazine 
with others - ancf receive a FREE gift in return! 
Calendars will be mailed;-siil,ject to availability, in December or 
January. 

Your Name _______________________ _ 

Address ______________________ _ 

City• State• Zip ___________ _______ _ 

1 Year Subscription $7.95 each. Amount enclosed$ ____ _ 

PAYMENT METHOD 

D Check (Make check payable to S.C. Wildlife) 

D Money Order (Make MO payable-to S.C. Wildlife) 

□ Mastercard o VISA 

I I I I I 
[IJ[IJ 

Mo. Yr. 
Customer Signature Card Exp. Date 

Please send gifts of S.C. Wildlife magazine to the following 
people: 

-----------------------• Name ______________________ __ _ 

Address -----------------------

City•State-Zip ----------------------

Name ________________________ _ 

Address -----------------------

City•State-Zip ----------------------

Name ________________________ _ 

Address -----------------------

City•State-Zip ----------------------

Name ________________________ _ 

Address -----------------------

City•State-Zip ----------------------

Name ________________________ _ 

Address -----------------------

City•State-Zip ----------------------

Name ________________________ _ 

Address ------------------------
City•State-Zip _____________________ _ 

ALL GIFfS MUST BE PREPAID 
Gift cards will be sent announcing gift subscriptions from you. 
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Cookin~ GaIIJe 
for the Holidays? 

The holiday season ... a traditional time when sporting 
families appreciate natural fare. Whether it's venison or tur
key, nature's bounty deserves the ultimate care. 

From roast duck to smothered quail, the South Carolina 
Wildlife Cookbook, 2nd edition, provides simple but tasty wild 
game recipes. 

Since the holiday season coincides with the hunting season, 
you can use your cookbook to prepare fine wild game, or you 
can give it to friends for Christmas. 

At $8.95 plus tax, you and your friends will treasure our 
new edition cookbook as a tasteful investment in elegant wild 
game fare. Use the convenient order form in the center of the 
magazine. 







PAYMENT METHOD 

D Mastercard D Check (Make check payable 

Name-----------------,------------
(Please print all information) 

to: S.C Wildlife) 
D VISA D Money Order 

Address ______________________ _ Card Account Number: 

I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I City•State-Zip ____________________ _ 

Daytime Phone# Area Code ___ Number ________ _ Month 

Card expiration date [D 
Year 

We will phone you if we have a question. [D 
For any item mailed as a gift, state gift recipient's name and address on a separate 
sheet of paper and add the word "Donee" to the top of the sheet. Put your name on 
the order form . A gift card will be sent along with your order announcing the gift from 
you. 

Customer's Signature 

PLEASE ORDER SOUTH CAROLINA WILDLIFE MAGAZINE SUBSCRIPTION FROM ENCLOSED ENVELOPE 

DESCRIPTION 

1983-1984 Sportsman's Calendar 

NEW RESPECT Cap/Camouflage (One size fits all) 

RESPECT Cap/International Oranqe (One size fits all) 

RESPECT Cap/Royal Blue (One size fits all) 

"Carolina's Hunting Heritage" 

"S.C. Wildlife Cookbook" - 2nd Edition 

S.C. Wildlife Magazine Binder 

"Wildlife Between the Covers" T-Shirt 

COLOR s M L XL XS 
Green 
Lt. Blue *NA 
Navy 
Oran e *NA 
Red 
Tan *NA 
*Not available in childrens size 

PRICE EACH QUANTITY ORDERED 
One @ $8.27 
Two @ $16.12 

Three @ $22.83 
Four or more 
@ $7.28 each i ) 1. ,J 

-
$6.19 

$6.19 

' $4.11 

$20.75 

$9.31 

$7.23 

$7.23 each 
4 or more -

$6.14 each 
--

TOTAL AMOUNT_. 
for Items 

Send Your Payment And Order Form to: 
S.C. Wildlife 
P.O. Box 167 

Columbia,S.C. 2202 

( 

TOTAL 

' 

- .. 

4% S.C. tax included 
in all prices 

·-------------------------------------------------------~ MAGAZINE CHANGE OF ADDRESS FORM 

Attach your address label 
from current issue here 

r.-

NEW ADDRESS: 

Name _________________ _ 

Address _______________ _ 

Clty•State•Zlp ____________ _ 

MOVING? 
Let us know six weeks before you go. Avoid missing any 

issues of your South Carolina Wildlife magazine. Help us keep 
your address current by advising us promptly of any name or 
address changes - if possible, six weeks in advance. To do so, 
apply your computer coded mailing label to the form on the left 
and fill in your new mailing address. 

If you are receiving duplicate magazines, please send us both 
magazine labels, indicating which name you prefer. 

MAIL TO: S.C. Wildlife 
P.O. Box 167 

Columbia, S.C. 
29202 
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tidbits. I became entranced in their cavorting. YOU're down here." He danced back a step 
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