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"With knowledge comes interest and with interest 
comes support." - South Carolina Wildlife 
magazine, Volume 1, Number 1, Winter, 1954. 
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SOME TWO YEARS ATTER THEIR AGENCY WAS FORMED, the South 
Carolina Wildlife Resources Commission authorized publication of a black and 
white quarterly for the purpose of "educating the public to the value of our 
wildlife resources." Thirty years and 148 issues have passed since the debut of 
South Carolina Wildlife in early 1954. 

In that year, less than 300,000 South Carolina hunting and fishing 
licenses were sold. Fisheries biologists were trying to determine if the Santee 
Cooper lakes' landlocked striped bass were successfully spawning. Game 
.biologists were continuing initial efforts to restock the Piedmont with white
tailed deer and Eastern wild turkey. Extensive public hunting lands and marine 
resources management were goals of the future, and the idea of a nongame, 
endangered species and Heritage Trust land program had not yet surfaced. 

Three decades later, hunting and fishing license sales have passed 
600,000, and all the above programs have become successful realities. Through 
the work of dedicated professionals and the support of South Carolinians, the 
state's wildlife resources and the agency that protects and manages them have 
expanded. The magazine has grown too, in publication frequency, page 
numbers, color, and article variety. Its purpose is unchanged, perhaps more 
important than ever. 

In this special issue, South Carolina Wildlife celebrates its 30th anniversary 
with a display of the state's rich and diverse outdoor heritage. Many of the best 
photographs from past issues make up our full-color journey through this place 
called South Carolina. Scenes took from several years to eons in the making, 
but the trip will last no longer than it takes for you, the reader, to turn the 
pages, and can be retraced as often as you like. 

Our route will take us through a mountain state , a hilly state, a flat state, a 
sun-baked, sandy beach state. It's a state of waterfalls and misty ridges, granite 
outcrops and shadowy valleys, rolling hills and rushing streams, shimmering 
lakes and long-row fields, meandering rivers and mysterious swamps, secluded 
islands and pounding surf; all green, green as hemlock, pine, maple, palmetto, 
oak, and marsh grass, and on any given day it shimmers and swarms and 
splashes with an infinite variety of animals, birds, insects, and fishes. It's a state 
where people of all heritages, rich and poor, illiterate and intellectual, city 
slicker and rural redneck - proudly refer to themselves first and foremost not 
as Americans or even as Southerners, but as South Carolinians. 

Ties to the land run deep here. To appreciate the state, one must know 
something of its citizens and the manner in which they view their heritage. We, 
therefore, digress for a glimpse of South Carolina's most important resource, its 
people. 

It has been said that South Carolinians are among the rarest folks in all the 
South, folks who have absolutely no secret envy of Virginians' claims to early 
settlement and aristocratic heritage. History backs this unshakable pride in our 
state's triangular 30,989 square miles often described to out-of-staters as "God's 
country." 

A Spanish caravel under orders from Lucas Vazquez de Ayll6n set sail from 
Hispaniola and entered Beaufort County's Saint Helena Sound on August 18, 
1520. In 1526, Ayll6n himself led a group of five to six hundred souls to settle 
across Winyah Bay near present-day Georgetown, thus predating the English 
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settlement ofJamestown, Virginia, by eighty-one years. The fact that only 150 
of this group, excluding Ayll6n, survived to return to Hispaniola the following 
year is of absolutely no consequence to any true South Carolinian, unless he or 
she hails from Charleston. In this latter case, the true beginning of civilization 
in North America is marked by the year 1670 when the English scratched out a 
permanent living and founded the "Holy City" - Virginians and all other 
pretenders be damned! 

Thus, the unity we display to outsiders erodes a bit when viewed from 
within the Palmetto State . When talking with one another, South Carolinians 
identify themselves as upcountrymen, lowcountrymen, or midlanders; "God's 
country" is often redefined to include only the home county or community of 
the speaker. 

If the idea of Southern unity is slightly tarnished in these revelations, the 
concepts of honor, duty, and obligation remain intact, as does Southern 
hospitality, though this tradition is much more a product of shared hard times 
than of any family tree sprung from a Colonel Sanders sipping mint julips on the 
plantation porch. South Carolinians do their share of porch sitting, to be sure, 
but the porches in question rarely resemble those in "Gone With the Wind," 
and the beverage sipped is usually iced tea or beer. 

Porch sitting, cane pole fishing, hammock lounging, and comer store 
gathering are our traditional sports of contemplation. Each is practiced with a 
grace and style that in no way resembles the act of simply lying about wasting 
time, except, perhaps, in the eyes of those from more northerly climes. A few of 
these unenlightened souls make condescending statements concerning the 
prolonged effects of a hot and humid climate. This thinking completely ignores 
Carolinians indulgence in contemplation whenever not working, regardless of 
temperature extremes. 

August dog days, September hurricanes, and March ice storms are viewed 
as caprices of our latitude to be tolerated, then purposely ignored. Life here 
should be enjoyed like premier wine. When South Carolinians sit for a spell, it's 
to savor the bouquet of days past while anticipating the vintage of days to come. 

Like other Palmetto State pastimes, sitting about is often done in small 
groups. To be fully appreciated, fine wines should be shared, and we are by 
nature a gregarious people with deep passions for church gatherings, community 
socials, fraternal lodges, civic and garden clubs, local politics, high school 
sports, hunting and fishing clubs. 

The Sunbelt's population boom of the 1960s and 1970s and our drive 
toward the economic benefits of expanded industrialization have in some ways 
frayed the cords that bind us to the land. Today's South Carolinians dress in golf 
shirts, tennis shorts, or three-piece suits more so than in bibb coveralls and 
baseball caps. Beneath that urban look and pace, however, there is little wish to 
become part of a New York South or even a Little Atlanta. Our love affair with 
this land remains intact, at the roots of our character. To betray it, at any price, 
would be a denial of our birthright. 

So, come sit for a spell in companionable silence. Thumb through these 
pages and enjoy the autumn colors of a mist-shrouded ridge, the rhythmic wing 
beats of a great blue heron, or the timeless surge of a gentle surf. Life here is to 
be savored. - JOHN DAVIS 
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Wind, rain, and ice ha~ sculptured 
one of our mountain's major focal, 
points, Caesar's Head. 

BLUE RIDGE 

SOUTH CAROLINA'S MOUNTAINS crown 500 square miles with emerald peaks 
and valleys. They top the state much like a tiara, and Sas.safras Mountain with its 
altitude of3, 548 feet sparkles as the pinnacle jewel. No other part of South Carolina juts 
higher into the sky. 

People from the Coastal Plain, the Atlantic shore, even the Piedmont, make 
annual pilgrimages to these green-hued hills. From vantage points in the Piedmont, the 
sometimes smooth, sometimes jagged outline of the Blue Ridge mountains, so-called 
because haze paints them a smoky blue, rises to excite its visitors. Most everyone, especially 
slightly bored children tired of traveling, likes to be the first to spy the mountains. And for 
many of us, it's childhood where our special memories of the mountains arise. 

Mountain country tugs at the memory. For some, the sight of mountains may evoke 
a honeymoon spent lovingly, long ago at Caesar's Head, that bold, distinctive slab of 
granite curiously etched into the earth by eons of erosion and weathering. For the 
pragmatic, the mountains simply mean a never-ending series of sharp turns, steep grades, 
and occasional cloudbursts in the way of some far destination beyond Appalachia. For the 
adventurous, South Carolina's mountains resurrect memories that quicken the 
pace ... Memories that make them itchy to head northwest. Memories as varied as those who 
harbor them ... Perhaps a never-to-be-forgotten rainbow trout rising for a young fly 
fisherman's Royal Wulff. Or possibly the sight and sound of nerve-racking whitewater that 
sends the canoeist's blood pressure skyward. For the naturalist, it may be the serendipity of 
finding a patch of Oconee bells growing in an unexpected granite fis.sure. And for a couple 
of strong-legged hikers, it may be the cool, gushy sensation oflistening to the crescendo of a 
waterfall crashing against time-worn granite and gneis.s. 

Our mountains reveal much to those who take the time to know them but conceal 
their secret joys from the unfamiliar. A sense of sameness camouflages a wonderful diversity 
oflife and culture. For years, spore-laden winds off the Gulf Stream have caressed these 
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mountains, and fems and other semi-tropical vegetation create a tropical lushness that 
softly shutters away the sunlight. Whether it's the echo of bluegrass melodies against the 
hills or the aroma of sugar-cured ham, red-eye gravy and coffee at daybreak, the mountains 
are special. These colossal mounds of humus-covered granite, gneiss and ore, supporting 
dense forests nurtured by clear-running streams, give us some of the best perceptions of our 
world ... the stuff memories grow from. 

Mountains speak the language of the earth perhaps better than any other terrain. 
Rising and falling like pleats and folds, mountains make a universal music that people the 
world over would recognize and love, if only they could hear it. It is a song of the 
earth ... The soughing of winds through pine and fir ... The cadence of rainfall upon granite 
outcroppings ... The roar of a mighty waterfall. .. The musical gurgle of water trickling into a 
pool. .. The intermingled cries and calls of a rich variety of wild creatures ... Eloquent voices, 
accomplished musicians. 
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Beneath Caesar's Head, a verdant 
view of the Dismal Valley disputes its 
name. 
Lee's frills, on T ama.ssee Creek in 
upper Oconee County, is but one of 
thirty to forty major South Carolina 
muerfalls. 





And in the fall, it's as if some magically-gifted watercolorist paints the ridges. 
Autumn mountains seduce the senses. Just about everything is near-perfect. Cool, crisp air 
carries fragrances that brace the spirit. Throughout the 500 square miles of pastel hills and 
dales, rows of apple trees await the flatland visitors who seek them on annual treks 
northwestward. Roadside stands of polished red and yellow fruits tempt travelers to pull over, 
if just for a moment. Half-gallon jugs of amber cider, a perfect beverage for anyone who has a 
thirst for the mountains, stand in neat rows. The fresh fruit's tart scent fills the mind with 
anticipation of cobblers and pies. 

And besides the smells, there are the sights. Mountains are perfect for looking up 
to ... down from ... across at. From that distant, smoky ridge, an intangible feeling arises and 
infects .. . that's what a mountain view can do. Distant ridges seem so different from the one 
youstandon, but they aren't. They, too, harborwhiteoak, poplar, redbud, dogwood, 
rhododendron, wild blueberries, azaleas, white pines, and a host of wild critters that make 
their homes within, above and on the ridge top also. 

The mountains are full of furry, feathery creatures ... bobcats, chipmunks, 
woodchucks, wild turkeys, red squirrels (The locals call them "boomers. "), songbirds, 
hawks, and owls. Large mammals such as the famed white-tailed deer grow here, and so do 
very tiny ones such as shrews. Black bear, no longer plentiful, do live here, but finding them 
is difficult as any kid traveling the winding, tree-lined roads will tell you. For them, the 
mountains are home, and they're home for men, too. The names of some mountain towns 
and communities remind us that Indians first claimed these velvety green hills ... 
Tammassee, Keowee, and Tokeena. The forested ridges of South Carolina's highlands 
enriched the Indians' lives as they do ours beyond any index of measurement. 

Waterfalls prove that moisture and mountains are inseparable. Our Carolina 
mountains posses.5 wondrous waterfalls. Some you can drive to, some you can walk 
to ... Others test your physical mettle. They don't invite the weak, but they delight those 
who endure the strenuous trek. 

If brook, brown, and rainbow trout flash and sparkle in the streams and pools, then 
waterfalls provide mountain glitter. Their colorful names hint at beauty and history. 
Whitewater ... Blue Hole ... lssaqueena ... Rainbow ... Raven Cliff. .. Yes, history has laid its 
hand upon the mountains. Indians, Spanish explorers, naturalists, the British, the Union 
Anny ... The mountains have persevered through it all. 

The mountains have seen change. They have seen their sons and daughters go 
down into the Piedmont to tend the great spinning mills that promised salvation from a 
reconstruction and depression-spawned poverty. They have seen major rivers dammed to 
crea~e sparkling reservoirs where fishing, boating, and other water sports flourish, and they 
have seen the cumulative effect of rainstorms, creeks, and rivulets as water turns the great 
turbines that pump power throughout the Piedmont. With and without man's helping 
hand, the mountains sustain us. 

The Blue Ridge mountains bless us with history, culture, beauty, energy, valuable 
resources, challenges, memories, and a much-needed break in what could have been a 
rather monotonous geography. Most of all, they have allowed us to escape. Where else 
could we go to satisfy the longing each of us feels now and then to climb some peak to see 
what lies ahead?We all need mountains to scale. _., 
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A rafting crew digs into the awesome 
Chattooga River's Jawbone Rapid on 

the South Carolina-Georgia border. 
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Rainbow ( shoum above), brown, and brook trout are plentiful in 
the clear W'.lters of Oconee, Pickens, and upper Greenville 

· counties. 

There is a timeless poetry that draws anglers to the pools and riffles 
of our Blue Ridge streams. 
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Hikers along the Jones Gap trail in upper 
Greenville County may find the pastels of 
wild flowers such as d<UX1rfcrested iris and 
yellow violets and the brassy wriggling of a 
red-spotted newt. 





Framed in a sunset of sky and water, Lake Jocassee' s sixty~mile shcrreline opens mountain mysteries to South 
Carolina boaters. 

Autumn pools take on the colors of the mountain 
farests ' red maples, poplar, beech, and oak. 
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Overleaf: One of our most splendid trees, red maple tints the forest floor from the Blue Ridge to the Coastal Plain. 

Fall color and fresh mountain apples draw flatland tourists to stands like that of Ruth Swafford' s on U. S. 7 6 near Long Creek. 
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Our mountains shel.ter a proud, God-fearing people with an unselfish 
duty to helping one's neighbor and a love of blue grass music such as 
that played each Saturday night at Cuzzin's General Store in 
Walhalla. 
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Winter occasionally encrusts die rolling 
hills within sheets of snow and sleet. 

PIEDMONT 

BENEATH THE VERTICAL CLIFFS and ridges of the Blue Ridge, South Carolina 
drops successively through the rolling hills of the Piedmont plateau. Stretching across the 
state to terminate at the Fall Line, the northernmost shore of an ancient sea, the Piedmont 
is most often a&50Ciated with red, loamy clay, rolling hills, vast tracts of pine and ragged 
hardwood valleys, small pasturelands, and industrial development. 

The soil here is chiefly residual, composed from the minute fragments of weathered 
underlying rocks. Oxidized iron-bearing minerals provide the clay its reddish-orange color 
as much of the topsoil was eroded away during the 1800s, an era of extensive cotton 
plantations and poor farming practices. 

A 1934 survey showed that over one million acres had been severely damaged or 
lost to agriculture as soils from the denuded hills caused the fast flowing rivers and streams 
to run red with silt. Intensive soil conservation efforts, begun in the 19 30s, returned much 
of this land to productivity. Yet, in spite of strip cropping, crop rotation, tree farming, and 
the establishment of the Sumter National Forest in the central and western parts of the 
plateau, jagged scars in the form of forested gullies and washes can still be seen. 

Soil reclamation is a slow process, but Piedmont natives can attest to the fact that 
their red clay is strong. With the addition of a bit of humus, it grows crops equal to those 
found anywhere in the state - succulent vegetables, abundant grains, and tall trees. 

Like the hard red clay and rocks of their land, the people here are strong in physical 
ability and self-reliance - cut from the cloth of German, Scotch-Irish, Welsh, Huguenot, 
and Quaker stocks. While the planters of the Lowcountry dressed in silks for Charleston 
balls, the Piedmont's settlers struggled alone to carve small farms from the wilderness. 

The beauties of this region's gently undulate pastures, steep ridges of mixed pine, 
cedar and hardwood, rushing rivers, and deep, man-made lakes often are still overlooked as 
in-state and out-of-state tourists rush to vacations in the mountains. For those les.s intent on 
arrival at a final destination, the Piedmont offers a variety of scenes and activities. Some are 
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Cryswlline trees and snow-covered 
ground seldom overstay their welcome 
here. 

Piedmont settlers, like those who built Walnut Grove near Spartanburg in 172 6, passed doum a 
legacy of self-reliance and hard uvrk. 

reminiscent of the Blue Ridge, some of the Coastal Plain, and many can be duplicated only 
in this unique Upcountry area. 

Cool streams tumble here, strewn with boulders, floored in polished sands and rich 
colored shales. Green fern and pink trillium seep from rock ledges that rival a mountain 
stream bank's beauty. Willow sloughs, cattail bogs, and lush flats of hardwood bottom 
might be mistaken for the Coastal Plain rather than the headwaters of Piedmont reservoirs 
and ponds. Here and there throughout the plateau, huge masses of granite, quartzite, and 
gneiss, called monadnocks, stand against the cutting force of nature to thrust above 
surrounding hills like miniature mountains adrift on a rolling green sea. Atop their barren 
stone faces, one may find rainwater pools alive with small flowers and insect life. 

Piedmont forests consist of all but the most specialized varieties of trees and flowers 
found elsewhere throughout the state. Delicate blossoms of pink redbud and yellow 
jessamine are the first to toast spring's arrival. Ivory clouds of dogwood float in the greening 
woods while rolling pastures of yellow butterrnps nod to the warming breezes that forecast 
summer. The deep jades of magnificent white and red oaks, towering beeches and 
sweetgums offer shade from the summer sun; and fiery red maple, yellow tulip poplar, and 
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gold hickory set the hills abiaze at autumn's coming, while roadsides are laced in the 
lavender, pink, yellow, and white of dozens of wildflower varieties. 

Ask any of the region's inhabitants what price they might place on just one golden
lit day at harvest time when shocks of com guard the stubble-strewn fields, and orange 
pumpkins glisten with the condensation of cool Upcountry nights. It's a time to move the 
covered-dish suppers inside as green pastures tum to seed and old-timers await the first hard 
frosts of hog-killing time. 

Stately pine, red-berried holly, and fragrant cedar soften the stark branches of 
winter with deep greens, a reminder that spring will soon return. 

Piedmont winters can be as full of ice and snow as any in the Blue Ridge. From the 
most rustic cabins to the newest farm homes, chimneys pour forth the scent of oak, hickory, 
and ash cut a spring-ago to ward off icicles that grow thick along the fence. Though such 
frigid scenes are common, they are not the norm. 

A typical winter day begins with light frost and warms until the shirt sleeves may be 
rolled up for a stroll across the field to kick up rabbits, doves, an occasional covey of quail, or 
a brace of wood ducks from a hardwood-bordered pond. Hunting is a favorite activity here, 
and from October through January 1, the game is usually much larger. 

White-tailed deer, restocked into the region's mixed forest and pastureland, seem 
to leap from every thicket and hardwood bottom. Their numbers and their large racks 
attract hunters from throughout the Southeast, making blaze orange the official outdoor 
color oflate fall and early winter. 

In spring, the Eastern wild turkey is the number one attraction. Pre-dawn 
Piedmont roads hum with pickups, each seeking the seclusion of a particular hardwood 
ridge before the first owl's call awakens a gobbler's booming answer. 

If hunting is the number one fall and winter attraction, fishing ranks first 
throughout the remainder of the year. The turbulent rivers that attract industry to the 
Piedmont plateau also provided perfect locations for hydroelectric plantstthat power the 
region. While vast river bottoms have been lost beneath the broad waters backed up by 
these facilities, Piedmont residents have gained some of the nation's best fishing for 
largemouth bass, bream, catfish, crappie, and Santee Cooper-grown striped bass and white 
bass-striper hybrids. Nine major impoundments add to the tens of thousands of farm ponds, 
creeks, and rivers where fishermen, swimmers, and boaters play. 

The Piedmont is not a land to be taken for granted. It is much more than rolling 
hills and brick-hard red clay. For those who take time to visit, it offers something from all 
terrains, plus an abundance of wildlife and a sparkling world of water. • 

A sea of yellow buttercups l:mghteru the spring horizon of White Rock in Richland County. 
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Piedmont spring greens fertile bottom/and pastures and laces their borders with flowers such as blue-eyed grass. 
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Summer's fragrant blossoms attract visitors like 
the ruby-throated hummingbird to the 
Piedmont hills. 



Elbert Brown of Pendleton took up the traditional art of making white oak baskets as a 
young boy. Other traditions like bam-'l"aisings and sausage-making still linger in the 
Piedmont hills. 
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Striped bass fingerlings from the Coastal Plain's Santee Cooper hatchery 
have spawned a fishing revolution in many of the upland's reservoirs. 
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The deep, broad waters of Piedmont lakes such as Murray and Wateree 
attract boaters lry the tens of thousands. 
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Fall i~ the Piedmont is a time of visual glory when the varied forests 
produce a changing palette of colors that linger well into November. 
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Late fall is a time far many t.o seek the elusive white-tailed deer and otner game that abounds 
within the Piedmont wcxxl.s. 
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Our special love of nature is a heritage that those of the Piedmont, and all South Carolinians, pass 
on to future generations. 
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Once bearers of a new land's 
commerce, Coastal Plain rivers such 
as the Little Pee Dee, flowing 
between Marion and Horry 
counties, now farm the nucleus of 
Lowcountry dwellers ' love for water
related recreation. 

COASTAL PLAIN 

FIFTY-FIVE MILLION YEARS AGO, an encroaching Atlantic Ocean left an indelible 
mark on South Carolina. Unlike man-made county boundaries and highways, the fall line 
runs natural, and it divides distinct regions differing in culture, history, and economy. 

Stretching from Aiken through Columbia to Chesterfield, the fall line represents 
the high-water mark of South Carolina's inundation. Sandy and flat, this land embraces 
nearly two-thirds of the state, a region that holds much of South Carolina's history and 
grandeur. 

Although not always discernible, a tremendous diversity of natural wealth resides 
in the ever-so-gently rolling plain. Consider some of the variety giving this region its 
talented character. There are sand hills created by river-borne sediments that were sculpted 
into dunes by an ancient, pounding sea. There are Carolina Bays, oval-shaped swamplands 
cloaked in secrecy ever since they were aerially spotted decades ago, serving as great wildlife 
oases amid vast agricultural lands. 

Great rivers flow through this land, too. Formerly of the Piedmont, they deposit 
their mud-red silt to take on a clearer character as they enter the Coastal Plain, widen and 
slow. Approaching the coast, they darken like tea, their waters steeped with tannic acid 
from the roots of bald cypress, tupelo gum, and decaying leaves. T annic acid does the 
fishing no harm as any old-timer with a string of redbreast will tell you. 

The Coastal Plain can boast of an amazing array of proud, independent rivers. 
Colorful, historic rivers with poetic names ... the Edisto, the Savannah, the Coosawatchie, 
the Combahee, Salkahatchie, Cooper, Santee, Wateree, the Black, the Little Pee Dee, 
and the Pee Dee, once considered by Stephen Foster for his legendary "Sewanee 
River" ... Still, the melody and words ... "way down upon the Pee Dee River" seem quite 
natural. It, too, would have surely been a classic. A man never has to travel far to fish in the 
Coastal Plain. 

As waters slow to a meandering pace, the dark rivers periodically inundate adjacent 
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low lands to form vast swamps. These are shadowy places of mystery and beauty where bald 
cypress knees picket the moist black earth, water oaks tower above high ground. Grey
bearded whitetail patriarchs and tusked wild boar reign supreme. 

The Coastal Plain can also boast of history ... Francis Marion, the Swamp Fox, 
perfected guerrilla warfare right here. The Coastal Plain, like other sections, is not without 
its story. The vast agricultural belt, running green through the Palmetto State's midsection, 
sustained the plantation era. Aristocracy graced the plain. An antebellum culture brought 
chandeliers, Greek columns, and waltzes to the land of cotton. Mansion ruins testify that 
man's best efforts are not always to endure. The Civil War became the South's fall line 
eternally dividing two cultures: the past and the present. 

The vast plantations with their boundless fields are gone. Today, the Coastal Plain 
lies across South Carolina like a great patch-work quilt, a comforting cover to man and 
beast alike. Travel the plain, and you'll encounter individual pieces of the quilt that 
although quite different fit together very nicely. You'll find a richly textured tapestry of 
tobacco barns, industry, soybean and cotton fields, thriving cities, centers of government, 
county festivals, small towns, one-horse communities, military bases, small colleges, 
forests, and ever-present swamps. This is what the Coastal Plain is to South Carolina; but 
millions of years ago, one would only have seen a great, rolling blue-green sea. Unlike the 
legendary lU5t continent of Atlantis, South Carolina's Coastal Plain emerged to greatness. 

And the greatness continues ... When you compile a list of things not to miss and 
things to do, events and places literally jump qff a map. Santee Cooper's Lakes Marion and 
Moultrie where monster catfish and fierce striped bass earned an international 
reputation .... Thanks to the St. Stephens hatchery, South Carolina stripers actually thrill 
anglers the world over. When you think of fishing, you cannot forget Santee Cooper. 

And if you want to hunt, you cannot ignore Francis Marion National Forest with its 
white-tailed deer, bronzed, iridescent turkeys, and other wildlife. Over 250,000 acres of 
outdoor recreation, that's what the Francis Marion is. More than 280 species of birds alone 
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Tannin-stained waters of the region's 
meandering rivers sustain the varied 
plant and animal life of swamps like 
Little Wambaw in the Francis 
Marion National Forest. 
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make their home there. To be sure, the Coastal Plain haroors an abundance of living 
wealth. Whether it's lob lolly and long leaf pine or majestic magnolias, this is a land for 
naturalists. The roll call of wild residents in good standing here could go on ad infinitum, but 
surely some members would be the red-cockaded woodpeckers, an occasional bear, 
alligators, oobcats, bass, crappie, and oobwhite quail, especially the quail. 

And these natural citizens live in beautiful surroundings. Behold a field of 
broomstraw undulating before an autumn wind. Behold goldenrod, azaleas, wax myrtle, 
sassafras, and dogwood. And the Sandhills with their various species of scrub oak impart 
still another facet to the rough cut diamond we often take for granted known as the Coastal 
Plain. 

Look closely, see soybean fields yielding their pod-concealed pearls to a 
harvester. .. tobacco burnishing amber gold within the aromatic confines of an old log cabin 
turned barn ... an irrigation gun jetting a high-arching stream acros.5 the tender green leaves 
of springtime crops .... These, too, are images of Coastal Plain beauty. 

Man's helping hand added beauty to the plain. Since South Carolina escaped 
glaciation, no natural lakes were scoured into the sandy surface. But man's engineering 
fashioned great, sparkling impoundments for the growing of rice along the rivers. Mallards, 
black ducks, teal, pintail, widgeon, and scaup arrive each fall by the tens of thousands to 
winter in these weedy impoundments. And in secluded areas where man did not build 
dams, a resurging beaver population has. Fellow creatures like the iridescent wood duck 
have put these quiet, woodland ponds to good use as fuzzy, oouncy broods of woodies prove. 

The Coastal Plain is so much, well-chosen words cannot describe it with justice, 
but beautiful photographs can. When you imagine the Coastal Plain, don't think of some 
tar-patched, graveled road cutting through soybean fields, pine woodlands, and 
occasionally skirting some nameless swamp. Remember South Carolina's Coastal Plain at 
her best is an intricate patchwork of nature and man. 

.. . A whitetail buck in velvet ... an icy Edisto .. . yellow jessamine .. . Beautiful 
sporting dogs working long, flat fields. The heart-stopping concussion of an exploding 
covey ... A mist-shrouded river ... Santee Cooper and heavy stringers of fish .. . Boating, 
fishing, marinas, and fish camps ... Swamps that sing the refrain of an amphibious chorus ... 
Buttressed cypress reflections shimmering in black waters ... 

... Easy-going, peaceful communities ... Green cotton fields turning snowy white in 
early fall ... Greenheads feeding on a wildlife refuge ... The Sandhills' ancient dunes bristling 
with scrub oaks .. . Congaree Swamp, the last major tract of virgin, southern oottomland in 
the United States ... Monumental trees, world-record trees ... Live oaks, Spanish mos.5, and 
dogwood ... Abandoned rice fields, paradise for waterfowl. .. Festivals, state fairs, parades, 
and picnics. 
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The Coastal Plain is all of this, and more. _ _, 

No sound is more typical of our Coastal Plain's woodlands than the early morning and late 
evening ''hoo-hoo, hoo-hoo-o-o'' of the great-homed owl. 
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Spring here is welcomed by yellow Jessamine, while the deep 
greens and blues of summer are mirrored in blackwater ponds. 
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On the backwaters of rivers like the Edisto, summers are dressed in the plumage of nesting wading 
birds such as the little blue heron and the fragile beauty of water lilies. 
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Whether you' re out after one of Santee Cooper's lunker 
largemouths or a quiet river fioat for wildlife, the Coastal 
Plain' s waters always provide in abundance. 
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Bobwhite quail, mallards, and the wary 
Eastern wild turkey are this region's most 

sought-after feathered game. 
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Santee Cooper's shallow edges and thousands of acres of 
ancient rice fields help make South Carolina home to 
more wintering waterfowl than any other state on the 
Atlantic Flyway. 
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Ufe here is slowed, Uke the rivers and 
endless warm days, allowing time to 
appreciate the land and its bountiful 
blessings. 
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For many coastal residents, the 
solitude of a dawn surf in late spring 
or early fall means fishing at it..s best. 

ATLANTIC SHORE 

NINETY MILES OF COASTLINE, more than three hundred miles of tidal shore and 
some ten thousand square miles of continental shelf comprise the area South Carolinians 
claim as their Atlantic shore. It is a place that provides an infinite variety of wildlife in the 
sea, land, and sky, and an equally varied choice of recreational pursuits. 

The deep water sounds and bays of Beaufort, Charleston, and Georgetown were 
among North America's first to be explored for colonization by the Spanish, French, and 
English. "The land ... is a good soyl, ... The ayr is clear and sweet, the country very pleasant 
and delightful. And we could wish that all they that want a happy settlement ... were well 
transported here," wrote Captain William Hilton in a 1664 description of Carolina's shore. 

Although settlement was at first a slow and risky business, the beginning of the 
1700s found a prospering colony established between the Ashley and Cooper rivers at 
Charleston. The port linked a growing plantation life with England, the motherland, and 
shaped the styles, customs, language, and wealth of our entire coastline during that 
century. 

Drawing first on the riches of the land's interior through trade with the Indians for 
furs, later timber, and finally crops like indigo, rice, and sea island cotton, the wealth of 
Charleston's merchants and that of planters from Beaufort north to Georgetown built 
formidable mansions and sustained an elegant lifestyle often exaggerated in today's violent 
romance novels. 

The region figured heavily in this nation's birth and development with the first 
battle between Patriots and the King occuring at Fort Moultrie on Sullivan's Island, just 
seaward of Charleston. And nearly a century later, a shot fired from Charleston Harbor's 
Fort Sumter proved disastrous for the reigning Carolina society as the plantation economy 
of the entire South was lost forever in the blood of civil war. 

For South Carolinians and the hundreds of thousands of tourists that come each 
year, our shore provides a variety of recreational sites ranging from pristine marshes 
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The rare treasures of our Atlantic shore are as varied as the sighting of an osprey returning to its nest or a lone 
"shark's eye" in the sand. 
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sheltered behind barrier islands to suntan-oiled beaches complete with amusement parks 
and flashing neon discos to green ocean swells and adrenalin-surging bouts with big 
gamefish including sails and marlin. There are also the tours of ancient townhouses and rice 
plantations, more wildlife - from species of birds to butterflies - than found in almost 
any other region, and the succulent smells and tastes of Lowcountry seafood served by the 
dock. 

The state's more than 1,400 commercial fishing boats contribute some $25million 
annually to the state's economy and provide shrimp, oysters, clams, flounder, sea trout, 
grouper, snapper, and tile fish for palates all along the Eastern seaboard. Restaurants like 
those of Murrell's Inlet and Charleston know just how to cook these treats. 

"It's a poor man indeed who can't close his eyes tightly and conjure up the 
intoxicating smell of fresh-caught shrimp boiling to absolute perfection, or remember the 
last time a just-roasted oyster ennobled his tongue," one South Carolina writer noted. But 
whether you prefer your seafood in a restaurant or caught and prepared by your own hands, 
it's as much a part of our coastal appeal as foaming waves and wind-rippled marsh grass. 

Amid these green marshes and salty mud flats the wealth of the ocean is born, and 
for thousands of South Carolinians this world of pluff mud and twisting tidal creeks is the 
primary reason for visiting the beach. Armed with chicken necks and dip nets, garden hoes 
and baskets, cast nets and wash tubs, crow bars and burlap sacks, or more conventional 
fishing tools like rods and reels, they come to gather blue crabs, clams, shrimp, oysters, or 
firm-fleshed gamefish like trout, flounder, spot, and channel bass. 

For others, it is the timeless yet constantly changing surf that lures - a chance for 
an early morning stroll for whelks, sand dollars, olives, and other gems of perfection scattered 
by the receding tides. When the shelling is done, there is always time to sit in the sun and 
daydream to the rhythmic pounding of the surf, or watch a rolling porpoise escorted by a 
squadron of Eastern brown pelicans. 

This is how it must have been - when the explorers came ashore to claim a new 
world in the names of distant kings - when the first settlers of Charleston and the sea 
islands looked with all their ambitions and silent prayers toward a new homeland - when 
the dashing dandys of the South's golden era galloped on S?lt-sprayed thoroughbreds to visit 
their summer cottages. 

Since those days, not so terribly long ago, summer cottages and resorts have grown 
like sea oats upon the sands. They are simply taking their place in centuries of evolution that 
began before the first palmetto and moss-draped live oak sprouted upon these shores, 
followed by the bark lodges oflndians and the era when sea island cotton was king. For now, 
it is the summer of the tourist, though winters here are only felt through the occasional 
stings of January and February nor' easters. 

The sea accepts them all with no change in its ambitions. Its tides carve out and 
build up, ever-sculpting the shore. And, perhaps, this timeless, unrelenting strength is the 
essence of what attracts us, soothing our beings with the knowledge that it has always been 
and may always be; showing each of us, whether powerful or meek, the same perspective. 

A South Carolina without its surf, sand dunes, sea oats, sand dollars, sea gulls, and 
barrier islands would be difficult to imagine. The diversity of our shore combined with the 
sea's consistency is what attracts us all, no matter our particular interest or hometown 
location. It is a fabulous place to sun and swim, fish and shell, or simply enjoy the deepest 
roots of our heritage. _,,., 
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Our shore's moods encompass placid sunrises over palmetto-studded 
dunes and turbulent thunderheads at sea. 

64 



Capers' trees lie like fallen sentinels, while massive dunes on Hunting 
Island's northern end are sculpted /ry the wind and tide in our barrier 
islands' never-ending battles against the sea. 
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A fleshy bryozoan, 
called dead man's 
fingers, is but one of 
the common offerings 
left in payment /ry the 
relentless tide. 
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Flocks of shorebirds indudingroyal terns and Eastern brown pelicans find nesting sites 
on island beaches like those at Cape Romain National Wildlife Refuge. 

Ghost crabs scurrying across the sands seem oblivious to the ocean's array of treasures 

far the beachcomber. 
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Perhaps the nwst productive ecosystem in the world, our salt marshes nurture a multitude of species in a semi-tropical climate 

that allows native residents a comfortable swim year -round. 
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While flounder, spotted sea trout, 
and channel bass abound in our 
inshore waters, anglers of all ages 
also have a choice of deep sea thrills 
ranging from the surge of mighty blue 
marlin to the frenzied feeding of 
Spanish and king mackerel. 
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Winter evenings along the Palmetto State's share are special times far sharing the taste of fresh steamed oysters 
and other succulent foods of the sea. 
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From sunup to sundown, our spectacular Atlantic shore offers its visitors an endless array of activities and pristine beauty. 
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Extra copies of South Carohna Wildlife's Thirty Years - the 
Mountains to the Sea are available to subscribers at a special price 
of $5. 00 each. Send check or money order to: South Carohna 
Wildlife, P.O. Box 167, Columbia, S.C., 29202. 
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Carolina's Hunting Heritage 
brings hunting to life with 207 
action-filled pages bound between 
a handsome brown leather-like 
cover. Specially priced at 
$20.75 each. 
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Binders safely and neatly store 
six issues (one year) of South 
Carolina Wildlife magazine. 
$7.23 each. 
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The South Carolina Wildlife 
Cookbook, second edition , is 
truly the supreme reference for the 
sportsman's kitchen . $9.31 each. 
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"Wildlife between the Covers" 
T-Shirts are soft and comfortable . • 
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South Carolina Wildlife 
magazine will involve you ~ . 
with our beautiful outdoors. - • 
One year $7.95 (6 issues) , 
two years $14.95 (12 issues) , 
three years $19.95 (18 issues). 

Choose from red , orange, tan , 
kelly green, navy and light blue 
in sizes S, M, L, and XL. Size 
XS (14-16) for children is 
available in red , navy and 
kelly green. $7.23 each or 

four or more at $6.19 
each. 
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RESPECT Caps are available in 
international orange, which meets Game 
Managemenf Area requirements, or 
camouflage . Both are 100% cotton 
and laminated inside for warmth 
and durability. Scotchguard treated 
to resist soiling . $6.19 each. 
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The 1983-84 Sportsman's Calendar still offers 
eight full months' use, and you 'll treasure the full
color photos from previous months. Plus, you 'll 
have the almanac with game zone maps, season 
dates, tide tables, and S. C. Wildlife details at 
your fingertips. $5.20 each. 
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Use the convenient forms on the following page to order. 



If you have enjoyed our 
30th anniversary issue . • • 

You'll love our new 1984 Palmetto Portraits calendar 
and its special price - $1 off the regular price of $5.95! 

For only $4.95, you'll become the owner of a collection 
of photographs that portray South Carolina's natural 
diversity . . . . Whether it's the sandy beaches and cypress 
swamps of the Lowcountry or the rugged mountains and 
forests of the Upcountry, you'll find beautiful full-color 
photographs gracing our January through December 1984 
Palmetto Portraits calendar. When the year is over, you'll 
still have a two-year poster calendar featuring 1985 and 
1986 at al.lance. 

For$ .95 you actually get three years' worth of 
calendars, so order now because quantities are limited. 
Use the order form below. 
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order form. A gift card will be sent along with your order announcing the gift from you . 
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1984 Palmetto Portraits Calendar NIA 
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S.C. Wildlife Magazine Binders NIA 

S. C. Wildlife Cookbook - Second Edition NIA 

Carolina 's Hunting Heritage NIA 

"Wildlife Between the Covers" T-Shirts 

"Wildlife Between the Covers" T-Shirts 

"Wildlife Between the Covers" T-Shirts 
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"Wildlife Between the Covers" T-Shirts 

"Wildlife Between the Covers" T-Shirts 

Order 4 or more T-Shirts @ $6.19 each 
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D Bill Me Later 

D Three Yrs. (S l9.95) 

D Master Charge# ORO Visa # ------------- --
Name _____________________ _ 

Address _____________________ _ 

City• State• Zip ------------- -----

Clip a: Mail to: S.C. Wildlife, P.O. 167, Columbia, S.C. 29202 
Allow 8 weeka for deli•ery of ftnt ia■ue. 

SIZE 

NIA 

NIA 
One size 

fits all 

O ne size 
fits a ll 

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

□ VISA □ Money Order 

Card Account Number: 
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Month Year 
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Card expiration date Customer Signature 

PRICE EACH QUAN. ORDERED 

$5.15 

$5.20 

$6.19 

$6.19 

$7.23 

$9.31 

$20.75 

$7.23 

$7.23 

$7.23 

$7.23 
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$6.19 

TOTAL AMOUNT..., 
for Items 

4% S.C. tax included 
in all prices 
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Allow 4 - 6 weeks for delivery of all charge orders. 
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PO. Box 167 
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