
~"dO&) 

"'/t~A 
~ss·0 
~1-r~M 



Specia( .HoHday 'Va(ues ! Two of our best-selling books ever at our 
lowest advertised prices ever - that's South 
Carolina Wildlife's holiday gift to you. 

Carolina's Hunting Heritage, handsomely 
bound with the look of hand-tooled leather, 
is a 206-page collection of the best articles 
on hunting ever published in our award
winning magazine. Originally sold for 
$24.95, it's yours right now for only $12.48. 
(Half price!) 

The South Carolina Wildlife Cookbook, 
second edition, a one-of-a-kind game and 
seafood guide featuring over 250 original 
recipes for everything from catfish stew to 
oyster ramekins to sassafras tea, is holiday 
priced at $5. 95, usually $8. 95. 

Two bestsellers guaranteed to please the 
most discriminating on your Christmas gift 
list ... available now at the most attractive 
prices ever for our readers. Think about it. 
Then turn to page 64 and take advantage 
of these unprecedented values. Offer 
expires December 31, 1984, and quantities 
are limited. 
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Say What, Paddy? by Elizabeth B. Wakefield 
Incorrigible Paddy Ladson's whoppers widened gullible eyes, but when a collapsing Savannah River 
Bridge trapped this self-made hero fifty feet below, the truth was too much to believe. 

Boxes For Birds by Jim Sorrow 
Following our nesting box construction guides can bring hours of enjoyment through a personal 
involvement in wildlife that provides songbirds needed nesting habitat. 

Piedmont Winter by Robert Clark 
White of snow and blue of balmy skies ... no other season is as full of surprise as wintertime in our 
foothills. 

26 Two-Man-Tent Fever by Patrick F. McManus 
Cabin fever is a joy compared to tent fever! Socked in by an endless storm, bored tentmates can 
become deadly foes. 

28 Ricefields: A Unique Carolina Inheritance by Pete Laurie 
With careful management and strict reclamation controls, our once-golden ricefields will sustain a 
wealth of wildlife, sporting opportunities and aquaculture. 

38 The Middleton Drive by Russell Tyler 
To the west of scenic Highway 61, tucked away from the house and grounds of one of our most 
famous plantations, the Lowcountry's ancient deer hunting tradition lives on, kept alive by 
aristocratic dogs, sure-footed horses and the men who ride with the hounds. 

44 A Sense of Place by Ginny Barnette 
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50 

South Carolina Wildlife delivers 31,000 square miles ofland, water and wildlife six times a year. 

Woodcarver's Magic by Scott Derks 
The Southern ritual of whittling lives on in the articulate hands of master carvers who liberate 
works of art imprisoned in solid wood to give them new life. 

Field Trip 54 Roundtable 62 Ramblings 

The Cover by Robert Clark 
Mounted on sure-footed woods horses with hounds at their hooves, the Middleton Hunt C lub 
drivers "break out" on a swamp road to begin another cast for Lowcountry white-tailed deer. (See 
page38. ) 
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BIOSPHERE 

Horses are beautiful, 
magnificent beasts ... 
to look at. 
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PROFESSIONAL OUT[X)()R LIFE is fraught with mishaps. A few of these "misadventures 
behind the story" have appeared on this page, mostly to the credit of our photographers, true 
professionals resigned to risking all from the moment they mount camera to tripod. 

Enter a writer-one Russell Tyler. Our "hunting" columnist's recording of "The Middleton Drive," 
page 38, does not appear before you without personal risk and sacrifice. 

Tyler and I share a rapport that comes from having misspent youth together trying to impress "small 
town girls" and shooting quail over a hardheaded, hard-running dog. We married "city girls" and 
moved to separate small towns, but the hard-running dogs are still his. 

While I sometimes exercise caution over valor by retreating within the cluttered confines of an 
office, Tyler's stubborn determination and cavalier zest for adventure compel him to embrace every 
outdoor experience. If it walks, flies, or swims in South Carolina, he's probably shot or caught it. All 
of which explains my fa ilure to tell him about horses when he called about the Middleton Hunt Club 
of C harleston. 

"Man, you've never seen a story on anything like this! They tell me they drive deer from horseback 
with foxhounds in the traditional Lowcountry manner. Come on down and we'll ride with them this 
Saturday." His Lowcountry drawl rose almost to a squeak. 

With all due respect to Lowcountry traditions, life-long friendships and the Western movies of my 
youth, I have no great love of horseback riding. Horses are beautiful, magnificent beasts ... to look at. 
Riding one begs for the opportunity of hurdling headlong into the dirt, an adventure I rate as 
approximately equal to the thrill of doing backflips into someone's drained swimming pool 
blindfolded. 

No doubt disappointed, nevertheless undaunted, Tyler set out in quest of the story while I burrowed 
safely into office clutter and awaited his report. 

"Man, it wus thumthin. Due thood'a been here!" The voice was measured and nasal, barely 
recognizable. 

"Russell? That's the worst cold I've ever heard!" 
"Code? I got doe code. I wode wight wid doze guys, tru Hell's own tangles, 'till I hit dat limb. Bwoke 

my damed doze! . 
"When d'hunt wus ober I got off dat hoss, kissed d'gwound and pwayed, 'Oh Lawd, tank ya Lawd. If 

I neber get on dis hoss agin , it'd be too thoon.' But dey inbited me back anyway. C umb on down and 
bwing a cambwa." 

I thanked him for his efforts and for the repeated invitation, but sent Robert Clark. With disaster 
already struck, the situation seemed safe enough to risk a professional photographer. Editors, however, 
are another matter. 

With the above exception, the rest of this issue came together with no more than the usual number 
of near nervous breakdowns and bleary, midnight-deadline eyes. 

As you've probably already noticed from scanning the previous page or flips through (Are you a 
front-to-back or a back-to-front magazine flipper?), there's a pretty fair variety of wildlife, places and 
people described within this issue, including a special "how-to" on bird box building from a single 
sheet of plywood. Nongame and Heritage Trust biologist Jim Sorrow actually built all the boxes shown 
from the plan on page 16. Our only problem was one of keeping all the folks Jim had promised 
C hristmas presents from carting them off before we could coax "Patience," the kestrel, to pose for a 
group shot of the boxes. 

For the more faithful in our subscriber family, who've been saving every issue, there's a topic index 
guide on page 5 for the 1984 issues. Your response and support, beginning with last year's 
commemorative issue, have been so great that we're planning to say thanks with another. I hope you'll 
celebrate with us as we kick off 1985 with a full-color, 80-page, January-February special on South 
Carolina's waterways. 

SOUTH CAROLINA WILDLIFE 
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FURBEARING ANIMALS 
OF NORTH AMERICA 
By LeDTlilrd Lee Rue III. A Herbert 
Michelman Book, Crown 
PubUshers, Inc., 34 Ingelhard 
Avenue, Avenel, New Jersey, 
07001 , 34 3 pages including a 
glossary, bibliography and index, 
black and white photos, copyright 
1981. 

As perhaps the most
published wildlife photographer 
in North America, Leonard Lee 
Rue III is widely known. His 
photographs of nature have been 
widely circulated in many, if not 
most , of the conservation 
magazines in the United States. 

From the opossum to the 
northern fur seal, photographs 
complemented by authoritative 
observations make this book an 
interesting reference for those 
who possess more than a casual 
interest in North America's 
furbearers. Rue's chapter on the 
polar bear, for instance, features 
photographs, a map depicting its 
range and unusual reading. Rue 
reveals that many explorers 
became ill and died after eating 
the liver of the polar bear. A 
three-ounce portion of the bear's 
liver supplies all the vitamin A 
needed by a man in a year. 

A typical chapter provides an 
introduction to the species, its 
description, distribution , mode 
of travel and range, food, 
behavior and perceptual skills. 
Other topics cover the animal's 
method of communication, 
breeding, birth and young, life 
span , telltale signs of its 
presence, and enemies. Finally, 
its relationship to man and its 
commercial value, if any, 
conclude the chapter. 

As Rue points out in his 
preface , most people seldom see 
furbearers, and they know almost 
nothing about them. Half-

truths, myths and superstitions 
weaken our "supposed common 
knowledge" of furbearers. 
Raccoons, for instance, do not 
wash their food before eating it. 

FURBEARING ANIMALS 
OF NORTH AMERICA is not 
the complete reference for the 
outdoor writer looking for in
depth , detailed natural history 
information , but it will certainly 
make a strong addition to the 
library of the serious reader of 
outdoor literature. 

SUBURBAN WILDLIFE. 
By Richard Headstrom, Prentice
Hall, Inc., Englewood Cliffs, New 
Jersey, 07632, 232 pages, line 
drawings, copyright 1984. 

Richard Headstrom's 
SUBURBAN WILDLIFE is 
billed as an introduction to the 
common animals of back yards 
and local parks, but the book is 
more than an introduction . 

The book's delightful reading 
is peppered with anecdotes that 
often draw parallels between the 
activities and purposes of man 
and animal alike. Sixty-eight 
varying species . . . from the 
common tree frog and summer 
birds to snails, fireflies, ant lions, 
moles and others come to life. 

The material is well-written , 
accurate and presents a good 
sprinkling of terminology in a 
palatable way any armchair 
naturalist will appreciate. 

"Birds' Nests, The Cradles of 
the Music Makers" is an 
interesting and informative piece 
characteristic of the book's 
offerings. Each chapter's title and 
subtitle strongly hint at natural 
h istory information the reader 
will soon discover. C lean , 
uncluttered ink drawings 
complement each chapter 
heading and provide renderings 
of the featured species that are 

BOOKS 

very pleasant to see. 
Richard Headstrom, who lives 

in Aiken, South C arolina, has 
crafted a book that not only 
delights; it sheds a glowing light 
on some of our most common 
wildlife neighbors that , all too 
often , go unnoticed. · 

HOW TO MAKE BAMBOO 
RODS 
By Gearge W. Barnes, New 
Century Publishers, Inc., 220 Old 
New Brunswick Road, 
Piscataway, New Jersey, 08854, 
11 0 pages including the index, 
schematic diagrams, black and 
white photographs, copyright 1977. 

This "how-to" book promises 
its readers the thrill of catching 
fish with a fly rod made by their 
own hands. 

The book provides step-by
step directions in a 
straightfoIWard manner with 
chapters giving helpful hints and 
material's sources. 

Instructions for building rod
fashioning tools such as a planing 
block are presented so that 
anyone adept with hand tools 
should meet with success. The 
sources and prices of materials 
quoted , however, may be suspect 
as the book has been in print 
since 1977. One important 
change , for instance, is the 
location of the C harles H. 
Demarest Company, a supplier of 
raw bamboo. That company is 
now located at P. 0 . Box 238, 
Bloomingdale, New Jersey. 

According to Barnes, "the joy 
of building is almost as exciting 
as the fishing itself." With this in 
mind, the thrust of the final 
chapter-all three paragraphs-is 
simple. "Assemble your reel and 
line and run to the nearest trout 
stream ... for that will be the 
ultimate test of your 
craftsmansh ip."-• 
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READERS' FORUM 

An Amazing Pride 
After having lived in South 

Carolina for nine years, I have 
come to appreciate this state's 
natural environment and the 
respect its citizens have for it. I 
am constantly amazed at the 
pride South Carolinians take 
over their land and its heritage. 
You have a first-class magazine 
that promotes this in an 
intelligent and artistic way. 
Eric Snow 
Sparr.an.burg 

The Bird Debate Flaps On 
I think your magazine for July

August 1984 is a real gem that 
should please every one. I still 
marvel about the excellent 
photography you present. 

I would say that "A Bird 
Watcher's Rebuttal" to my letter 
some time previously, by Bill 
Ross, Camden, and his statement 
of being "a transplanted or 
expatriate midwestemer" 
indicates he has no 
understanding whatsoever as to 
what I had to say about all the 
plant diseases that birds carry and 
infect areas that, for years, were 
disease-free. And their droppings 
cause too many unwanted plants 
to grow around the roots of 
shrubbery. Maybe "our Almighty 
Creator in all His Wisdom" also 
had a purpose in creating all the 
germs and viruses that plague the 
human race. 

Even so, I think he is now in 
the best part of all the world and 
will learn to appreciate all the 
advantages for birdwatching, 
particularly at some areas of the 
coast of the outer banks of North 
Carolina and areas of South 
Carolina. 
P.B. Lewis 
Asheboro, Narth Carolina 
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Missing Hummingbird 
Mystery 

Always enjoy South Carolina 
Wildlife. I have just read with 
great interest Pete Laurie's 
hummingbird article. Please, if 
possible, help me solve a 
mystery. Last year we had 
"oodles" of hummingbirds 
visiting our nectar feeders, daily, 
from spring to late fall. So far this 
year, we've had almost none, 
with feeders in same locations. 
The surrounding habitat is 
unchanged as far as I can 
determine. Any suggestions as to 
how we may attract these 
beautiful little birds back to our 
surroundings would be greatly 
appreciated. 
Al Busby 
Newberry 

Editar's Reply: John Cely, 
nongame biologist, says that it's 
hard to explain your missing 
hummingbirds. It could be that 
weather conditions ar a local f actar 
such as the clearing of land is 
playing a role in the absence of the 
birds. Quite possibly, the 
hummingbirds are simply late 
arriving. Whatever the reason, it 
cerr.ainly doesn't mean their 
population level is down. Your necr.ar 
feeders are probably red. If not, you 
may want to erect red feeders since 
this colar grabs their attention. 

A Keepsake 
Please send two copies of 

South Carolina Wildlife Thirty 
Years-The Mountains to the Sea. 
This is truly a "keepsake" edition. 
Thank you for publishing it. 
Mrs. L. D. Jones 
Narth August.a 

In Quest of A Paw Paw 
On the inside of the front page 

cover of July-August 1984 
magazine, there is a picture of a 
paw paw (fishing tackle). I have 
looked everywhere for them and 
am unable to locate one. I 
thought maybe since they were 
shown in South Carolina Wildlife 
that you might be of some help to 
me. If you know of where I can 
get one or two, please let me 
know immediately. 
BumisTodd 
Myrtle Beach 

Editar's Reply: Staff writer Mike 
Creel who wrote "Topwater Bass 
Greats" (March-April 1979) says 
that the 2400 series Paw Paw 
''Torpedo'' was one of the top 
twenty most popular surf ace lures 
far largemouth. Having been made 
by the old Paw Paw Lure 
Company, it is no longer in 
production. A copy of it was made 
by Shakespeare as recently as 1979 
called the Slim Jim. The lure is not 
an expensive collectar's item. Look 
in old hardware stares and bait 
shops far it. 

Return of the Native 
Well it finally happened! 

After spending nearly four years 
in West Virginia, I just couldn't 
stand it any longer. Now don't 
get me wrong, West Virginia is a 
beautiful state, but winter time is 
no time to be there. 

I have been subscribing to 
South Carolina Wildlife ever since 
I've been up there, and every 
time I read it, I would get so 
homesick. I'd dream of the times 
I would be with the "good ole 
boys" on a sand bar on the Pee 
Dee River having a fish fry or 
being at my uncle's house in 
Hemingway while B-B-Queing a 
hog. But up here in West 
Virginia, they don't do things 

like that, that I have seen anyway. 
So now as of the middle of 

July, I will be packing my bags 
and making a beeline back home 
to South Carolina. Of course my 
three and a half years of South 
Carolina Wildlife will go with me. 
Keep up the great work and 
thank you for such a fine 
magazine. 
Don Perry 
Hemingway 

Classic Natural History 
The article in the July-August 

issue of South Carolina Wildlife on 
bullfrogs was a classic. The title 
of the article "Jug-0-Rum," 
besides describing the call of the 
male bullfrog, made me think of 
all the various calls and sounds of 
animals that can be expressed in 
words. In Louisiana, where I am 
from, many of the frogs will give 
a sound at night on the lake 
"knee deep." Then there is the 
quail which says "bob-white," 
and in south Louisiana 
experienced goose hunters can 
call the white-fronted goose, 
known there as a speckle belly, 
by screeching "Alec" at the top 
of their lungs. In the deep woods 
here in Alabama when one is 
turkey hunting in the spring, the 
great-homed owl is frequently 
heard saying "I cooked for 
myself, who cooks for you all." 
The best one that I have heard is 
what the whippoorwill says, 
"chip flew out of the white oak." 

I enjoy reading your magazine 
very much. I subscribe to eight 
state wildlife magazines and in 
my opinion, yours is by far the 
most comprehensive, interesting 
and factual. I always await its 
arrival. 
H. AubreyWhiteJr., M.D. 
Mobile, Alabama 

SOUTH CAROLINA WILDLIFE 



CODE: [RT] - Roundtable article; [CJ - Roundtable column 

ANIMALS 
A Most Democratic Fish (bream), MIJ p. 12 
Beneficial Insects, Ml A p. 30 
Brown Pelican [RT], MIJ p. 56 
Clandestine Creatures (salamanders), MIJ p. 6 
Crawfish Connection , MIA p. 14 
Don't Forget the Bait (herring and shad) , MIA p. 6 
Drifters in the Wind (shorebirds), MIJ p. 16 
Endangered Sturgeon Released [RT], N/0 p. 59 
Flower Kissers (hummingbirds), JIA p. 38 
Grass Carp Stocking [RT], SIO p. 55 
Jug O' Rum (bullfrogs), JIA p. 6 
Loggerhead (sea turtles), MIA p. 40 
Muskie Leaves N. C. for S. C. [RT], SIO p. 58 
Not Your Ordinary Beagle [RT], Ml A p. 6 1 
Nuisance (wild animals in the home), MIA p. 38 
Picking a Pup, MIJ p. 46 
Pine Barrens Tree Frog [RT], JIA p. 56 
Quality Bucks, SIO p. 30 
Rare Wood Stork Rookery Registered [RT], N/0 p. 54 
Saluda Brown (trout), MIA p. 28 
See-Through Larvae (fish) [RT], MIA p. 59 
Swallow-ta iled kite, SIO p. 6 
Swallow-ta iled Kite Habitat [RT], MIA p. 54 
Watch for Yellow-tagged Geese [RT], MIJ p. 57 
Weasel, N/0 p. 6 
"Wired"Turkeys [RT], JIA p. 61 

BOATING 
Along the Big Ditch {Intracoastal Waterway), JIA p.20 
Boat-itus, MIA p. 22 
Boat and Motor Casual Taxes [RT],N/0 p. 57 
Boaters Beware of Weather Warnings [RT], JIA p. 54 
Buying the Right Rig, JIA p. 12 
Dressing for cold weather [C], N/0 p. 5 7 
Flotation Devices [C], MIA p. 57 
From the Rivers of Antiquity (log boats) MIJ p. 40 

, Launching and landing boats [C], MIJ p. 5 7 
Sunglasses [Cl, JIA p.57 
Winterizing your boat [Cl, SIO p. 57 

COOKING 
C lamsMornay [Cl, MIAp. 61 
Duck [Cl, NID p. 61 
Grilled Yellowfin Tuna [Cl, MIJ p. 61 
Sourh Carolina C rawfish Festival, MIJ p. 62 
Stripers [Cl, SIO p. 61 
Stuffed Shrimp [C], JIA p. 61 

ENVIRONMENT ICONS ERV A TION 
Acid Rain Posters Available [RT], SIO p. 55 
Black Market Raptor Ring Broken [RT], N/0 p. 57 
Boxes For Birds, N/0 p. 14 
Check For Wildlife Achievements [RT], N/0 p. 58 
Children's Attitudes Studied [RT], SIO p. 61 

-C rucial Natural Resources Worsening [RT], JIA p. 54 
Duck Stamp For Non-Hunters [RT], SIO p. 56 
Endangered Sturgeon Released [RT], N/0 p. 59 
F.A.C.E. For Wildlife Winners [RT], MIJ p. 61 
Gator Burgers Not On Menu [RT] , Ml A p. 61 
Grass Carp Stocking [RT], SIO p. 55 

!Loggerhead (sea turtle) MIA p. 40 
Marines Sink Tug [RT], MIA p. 60 
Mechanical Oyster Picker [RT], N/0 p. 55 
National Rivers Month [RT], MIJ p. 55 
Non-Hunter Funding Needed [RT], SIO p. 57 
OfDusk&Dawn, SIOp. 36 
Pelican Nesting Sites [RT] , MIJ p. 56 
.Pine Barrens Tree Frog Habitat [RT], JIA p. 56 
· Pritchard's Island Donated [RT] , JIA p. 55 
Rare Wood Stork Rookery Registered [RT] , N/0 p.54 
Ricefields, NID p. 28 

~See-Through Larvae (fish) [RT], MIA p.59 

NOVEMBER-DECEMBER 1984 

Stevens Creek & Victoria Bluff [RT], SIO p. 55 
Swallow-tailed Kite and Rocky Shoals Habitat 

Studied [RT], MIA p. 54 
Taxpayer Donations Increase [RT] , MIA p. 57 
Watch For Yellow-tagged Geese [RT], MIJ p. 57 
Weather Affects Shrimp Harvest [RT] , JI A p. 59 
We'll All Pay (litter), MIA p. 12 
Wetlands, MIJ p. 26 
"Wired" Turkeys Under Surveillance [RT] , JIA p. 61 

FIELD TRIP 
Changing Habitats, JIA p. 50 
Ducks, Migratory Waterfowl, NID p. 50 
Fish, Freshwater, MIA p. 50 
Light, Nature's Timeclock, SIO p. 50 
Project WILD and School, MIJ p. 50 

FISHING 
A Most Democratic Fish (bream), MIJ p. 12 
Advice from a Veteran Fisherman [Cl, MIJ p. 59 
Bait Dealer Pioneers New Industry [RT], MIA p. 58 
Billfish Tournaments [Cl, MIA p. 58 
Blue Cat Records Continue to Fall [RT] , NID p. 61 
Bream fishing [Cl, N/0 p. 59 
Catfish Records Near World Mark [RT], MIA p. 57 
C lub's Tourney Supports Tagging [RT], JIA p. 58 
Commercial Fishermen [CJ, MIJ p. 58 -
Commercial Shark Fishing Studied [RT], MIJ p. 59 
Don't Forget the Bait (herring and shad}, MIA p. 6 
Fall fish ing [C], SIO p. 58 
Fish Eyes [Cl, Ml A p. 59 
Groovie Granny (Mary Delage-guide), MIJ p. 36 
Hotweather surf fishing [CJ, JI A p. 58 
How to take a child fishing [C], JIA p. 59 
Hybrid Mania, MIA p. 18 
Jetties-Fishing Hotspots [RT], S10 p.59 
Jocassee Record Brown Trout [RT] , SIO p. 58 
Laws Affect Recreational Shrimping [RT], MIJ p. 56 
Mechanical Oyster Picker [RT], N/0 p. 55 
MuskieLeavesN.C. forS.C. [RT], SIOp. 58 
Night Fishing [Cl, SIO p. 59 
Register a Fish [RT], Ml A p. 56 
Shark Meat on Corrections Dept Menu [RT], MIJ p.58 
Saltmarsh creek fishing [C], N/0 p. 58 
Saltwater Records Fall in '83 [RT], NID p. 60 
Saluda Brown (trout), MIA p. 28 
Santee-Cooper Striper Size Limit [RT] , MIJ p. 55 
Styx Fish Hatchery Dedicated [RT], NI D p. 56 
"Trash Fish" Tournament [RT] , MIA p. 55 
World Record Redfin (pike) [RT], MIA p. 58 

HIKING AND CAMPING 
Along the Gap (Jones Gap Trail), SIO p. 18 
Camp fires [Cl, MIA p. 60 
Carolina Bay Getaway (Woods Bay), JIA p. 62 
Down the Road to Hysteria (humor), MIJ p. 24 
Gifts for campers and hikers [Cl, N/0 p. 60 
Portable stoves [Cl, JI A p. 60 
Possibles bag [Cl, MIJ p. 60 
Tents [Cl, SIO p. 60 
Two-Man-Tent Fever (humor), NID p. 26 
Walks on the Wildside (nature walks), MIA p. 62 

HUMOR 
Animalisms, JI A p. 36 
Dove Hunting as Deadly Combat, SIO p. 16 

• Down the Road to Hysteria, MIJ p. 24 
Nuisance Around the House, MIA p. 38 
"Say What, Paddy?,"N/Dp. 12 
Two-Man-Tent Fever, NIDp. 26 

HUNTING 
Beware Wildlife Violators [RT], MIJ p. 54 

1984INDEX 
Calls&Callers (turkeys), MIAp. 46 
Deer signs [C], SIO p. 56 
Dove Hunting as Deadly Combat (humor), SIO p. 16 
Duck Stamps' 50th Anniversary [RT], SIO p. 56 
Early Option - The Waterfowler's Choice, SIO p. 44 
Lake Wallace Premier Wood Duck Nesting Area 

[RT], NIDp: 60 
Middleton Drive (deer hunting), NID p. 38 
New Group Stresses Sportsmanship [RT], Ml A p. 56 
O .G.T: Snares Poachers [RT], JIA p. 55 
Protected Deer Killed by Kindness [RT], NID p. 56 
Rattling deer [Cl, JIA p. 56 
Shooting in Style, S10 p. 12 
Skeet shooting [C], MIJ p. 56 
South Carolina's '84- '85 Duck Stamp [RT] , NID p. 56 
Sportsmen's Movement, SIO p. 46 
Use of turkey decoys [C], MIA p. 56 

NATURAL HISTORY 
C landestine Creatures (salamanders), Ml A p. 6 
Don't Forget the Bait (herring and shad), MIA p. 6 
JugO'Rum (bullfrogs), JIA p. 6 
Swallow-tai led Kite, SIO p. 6 
Weasel, N/0 p. 6 

PEOPLE 
A Man of Many Seasons (Henry Davis), MIA p. 48 
Curtis, New Chiefof Dennis Center [RT],JIA p. 57 
Fisheries Pioneer Dies (Bayless) [RT], MIA p. 54 
Groovie Granny ( Mary Delage), MIJ p. 36 
Kids Ain't Bored, JIA p. 42 
1983's Conservationist (Jeff Fuller) [RT], Ml J p. 58 
Noted Educator Retires (Webb) [RT], MIJ p. 60 
Pat Ryan Retires [RT], JIA p. 60 
Sandifer - New MRC Director [RT], MIJ p. 60 
"Say What, Paddy?," NID p. 12 
Vernberg - Conservationist [RT] , MIJ p.58 
Woodcarvers' Magic (whittling), NIDp. 46 

PLACES 
A Sense of Place (30th Anniversary lssue),NID p. 44 
Along the Big Ditch (Intracoastal Waterway), JIA p.20 
'Along the Gap (Jones Gap Trail), SIOp. 18 
Atlantic Shore, JIF p. 42 
Blue Ridge, JIF p. 4 
Carolina Bay Getaway (Woods Bay) , JI A p. 62 
Coastal Plain, JIF p. 42 
Piedmont, JIF p. 22 
Piedmont Winter, N/0 p. 18 
Raven Cliff Falls, SIO p. 62 
SC Crawfish Festival (Pawley's Island),MIJ p. 62 
State Parks, JI A p. 44 
Walks on the Wildside (nature walks), MIA p. 62 
Winter Beachcombing (Edisto Island), N/0 p. 62 

SOUTH CAROLINA WILDLIFE & MARINE 
RESOURCES DEPARTMENT 

Curtis, New ChiefofDennis Center [RT], JIA p. 57 
Fisheries Pioneer Dies (Bayless) [RT], MIA p. 54 
Magazine Advisory Counci l Formed [RT] , Ml A p. 55 
I 983 Officer of the Year [RT] , Ml A p. 5 7 
Nuisance (SCWMRD Hotline) MIA p. 38 
Outdoor Advertisers Honored [RT], MIJ p. 54 
Sandifer - New MRC Director [RT], MIJ p. 60 
SCW Magazine Goes To Rome [RT], NID p. 61. 
Styx Fish Hatchery Dedicated [RT], N/0 p. 56 
The Sportsmen's Movement, SIO p. 46 
Verner Award to SCW [RT], JIA p. 54 
Waddell Center Dedicated [RT], N/0 p. 58 
Wildlife Commission Receives Two Members (Stokes 

& Thomason) [RT], SIO p. 60 
Wildlife Divers [RT] , SIO p. 54 
Wildlife Goes to Sd,ool (Project WILD) , SIO p. 28 
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THE ULTIMATE PREDATOR 
Fearless, resourceful and perpetually 
hungry, the weasel is nature's way of 
holding rat and mice populations in 
check - a service man is just 
beginning to appreciate. 

by Tom Poland and Jim Seats 

6 

( (G oldurnit, whack 'im with a stick! There 'e goes on the 
chicken roost. Move aside so I can blow the thievin' 
assassin to kingdom come!" Blammm! Blammm! Two shots 
from granddad's old rabbit-eared twelve-gauge shotgun 

tore holes a foot in diameter through the hen house roof but missed the 
scampering animal as it darted towards a one-inch hole in the screen wire. "You 
youngins let that thing get outin the coop alive and I'll skin the lot of you." 

C hickens were flying headlong into the walls, feathers were floating in the 
air, and dust was so thick we couldn't see to get a good swing at the lightn ing
quick bundle of fur sprinting from one end of the chicken coop to the other. 
Grandpa was reloading his old double barrel while we were chasing the animal 
trying to hit it with sticks. When the dust settled, the weasel had disappeared , 
no doubt bounding along the woods with it~ back arching skyward like an 

inchworm ... or so we thought. 
A boy of seven, it was Jim Seats' first encounter with a weasel and the 

beginning of a feud that lasted between the weasels and Grandpa Seats until his 
death at age 90. Grandpa never had any love for the amazing little predators, 
and the weasels could not have had any great fondness for h im. It appeared that 
way through the years as the only chicken house that was ever raided for miles 

around was G randpa Seats'. 
Perhaps no single group of animals has been as maligned by man as has the 
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Mustelidae, commonly referred to as the weasel family. 
Its members include the mink, marten , ferret, fisher, otter, badger, skunk, 

wolverine and the weasel itself. 
Despite his grandfather's hostility towards weasels Seats learned to admire 

the weasel as a courageous, resourceful member of the animal kingdom. 
Regardless of any name applied to the slope-headed, beady-eyed animal, the 
weasel is held in high esteem by many hunters, trappers and fa rmers. Though it 
may be called killer by some, hellion by others and a damned nuisance by the 
unknowledgeable, its attributes far outweigh any negative characteristics levied 
by those who have experienced difficulties with one of North America's most 
efficient predators. 

Long-tailed weasels, Mustela frenat.a, common to South Carolina, are so
named because their tails are proportionately longer than the tails of their 
northern relatives. Erect ears hint at alertness, and like most animals, the 
weasels are opportunists. Given the right circumstances and easy entrance into 
chicken houses, weasels will avail themselves of an easy meal. The meal might 
be chicken or more likely, rats and mice. If the family dog intervenes in these 
hen house escapades, it will find a worthy foe as weasels are among the most 
determined animals in the wild kingdom. Weasels have been observed to chase 
dogs under a house and back down the dogs' masters. Hard fac ts support this. 

Certainly this animal is a pint-sized hellraiser, but it possesses many 
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admirable traits too often overlooked. Contrary to the tales of old-timers, a 
weasel's appearance is a good sign, and farmers and pou ltrymen know this. 
When a weasel is about, rodent populations plummet. The weasel is an eating 
machine Mother Nature designed to thin populations of mice, rats and 
unhealthy vermin. Its long, lithe body easily invades the tunnels of mice. 
Sneaking under the floors of corn cribs ... around barns and, yes, the chicken 
house, this bundle of destruction will "ferret" out and destroy every mouse and 
rat in the immediate vicinity. It ki lls quickly by clamping its incisors into the 
base of the prey's skull sometimes completely severing the head. When 
attacking larger prey, a weasel often tries to sever the carotid artery so that its 
prey quickly bleeds to death. A quick kill is to the small predator's benefit as it 
requires less energy. 

Weasels pay a price for the skills and adaptions evolution gave them. 
Whereas most animals enjoy a moderate expediture of energy, weasels produce 
and expend energy faster than most animals except for small rodents, shrews 
and hummingbirds. S lim and supple, weasels cannot afford to carry much fat 
tissue as can other animals. Cumbersome fat would create a loss of speed and 
agi lity that would lessen efficiency as a predator. Having to live without much 
fat which could supply energy during lean times, weasels must continually eat. 
A human eating at the weasel's pace would require about one hundred pounds 

of food daily. 
Because of its food needs and the fact that the weasel is equipped for overkill, 

ambition sometimes leads it to prey much larger than itself. A weasel 
attempting to dispatch a three-pound rabbit may find itself overmatched. Under 
favorable conditions, however, weasels do kill larger prey such as rabbits largely 
due to their agil ity and persistence. Stubborn and strong, a weasel can drag prey 
about that outweighs it ten to twelve times. 

Using an extremely keen sense of smell and hearing, weasels relentlessly 
track prey such as rats, mice, shrews, squirrels and chipmunks. They take on 
snakes as well and 'though they aren't arboreal, they will climb trees to dine on 
bird eggs, nestlings and adult birds. They seldom swim, but when they do it is 
with considerable skill. Dining on insects and sometimes carrion, weasels 
consume one-third to one-half their bodyweight each day. Equipped with a 
"high RPM" metabolic rate and a highly efficient digestive system, the weasel is 
perpetually ravenous. It is this hunger drive that motivates the animal to kill as 
much prey as possible whenever it can. The weasel cannot always consume all it 
kills because its stomach has such limited capacity. Though some wou ld like to 
cite this as proof that the weasel is a merciless ki ller, it is not. It kills out of 
necessity. 

Despite the weasel's agi lity, speed and fighting spirit, a host of predators ki ll 
it when they can. Natural enemies include minks, snakes, housecats, martens, 
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Ever alert and curious, the opportunistic weasel will climb trees, invade tunnels and go 
just about any place in search of prey. If its small head fits into an opening, its slim, 
supple body will have no trouble following - an ability that has long meant doom for 
tunneling mice. 

bobcats, dogs, foxes and birds of prey. An inexperienced predator that 
underestimates the ferocity of the weasel may end up the victim instead. 
Leonard Lee Rue's book Furbearing Animals Of North America provides an eye
witness account of just such a happening ... "a sharp-shinned hawk grabbed a 
weasel and flew off with it, only to have the weasel turn , grab the hawk's throat 
and kill it , the weasel escaping after crashing to the ground with only talon 
wounds. " (See "Books," page 3, this issue. ) The weasel's movement as it tracks 
prey also serves as a defense against predators. Meandering, backtracking and 
zigzagging along, the weasel's random movements frustrate predators trying to 
track it. 

When cornered , the weasel becomes a worthy adversary. Like the skunk, it 
possesses a vile-smelling musk used when frightened or excited. Male weasels 
engaging in courtship battles, however, do not resort to the musk weapon . 
Each, it seems, knows what to expect from its rivals and thus chooses to enjoy a 
state of detente as far as the musk is concerned. 

O rdinarily solitary an imals, weasels seldom interact with each other except 
during courtship and breeding. With more males existing than females, the 
competition for females is keen . Competition for mates is somewhat lessened by 
the fac t that males don't sexually mature as quickly as do females. With females 
maturing at three to four months, the younger males are eliminated from 
competing with the older males. 

Alt weasels breed from May to early August with most breeding occurring 
n July. The musk of the female is an alluring perfume to the male, and an 
aroused male will ardently search her out. While most animals gradually 

exhibit aggressive behavior during the mating season, weasels do not. From the 
start , violence accompanies the weasel 's courtship. First the males fight, then the 
paired-off sexes fight. The male seizes the smaller female by the back of her neck 
and drags her around. The female lunges and slashes the male before, during 
and after mating, sometimes inflicting serious wounds. Although weasels have 
been observed fighting for hours before and after mating, actual copulation lasts 
anywhere from twenty minutes to an hour. 

As parents/, female weasels have few peers. Their immaculate homes are 
cared for constantly. Females protect their young with wild abandon , attacking 
anything or anybody invading their dens, which usually consists of a burrow 
lined with grasses and plucked mice hair. Some nests exhibit soft fur linings 
about half an inch thick. Such nests conserve body heat and provide 
exceptional nurseries for the young. 

Although weasels aren 't equipped for digging burrows, they will use the 
burrows of almost any hole-digging mammal in North America. Weasels can 
enter any opening their small heads fit into so a variety of home options are 
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Long-tailed weasel 
Mustela frenaw. 

Description: Broom fur on top of the head, sides and 
back. Brown tail tipped in black. Chin, throat, stomach 
and inner edges of legs are creamy white. Males' length 
varies from 13. 8 to 17 inches; females 11 . 2 to 13. 4 
inches. Males weigh 6 to 8. 7 ounces; females 3 to 3. 5 
ounces. 

Distribution and Habitat: Ranges throughout the 
contiguous forty-eight sto.tes, Mexico and southern 
portions of Canada. Occurs sto.tewide in South 
Carolina but is more abundant in the Piedmont. Prefers 
habito.t suito.ble for mice, its primary food source. 

Feeding Habits: Feeds mostly on small mammals up to 
the size of rabbits. Also feeds on birds, snakes and 
insects. Kills by piercing the prey's skull with its canine 
teeth. Active mostly at night, it occasionally feeds on 
domestic fowl. One of nature's most efficient predators. 

Reproduction: Exhibits delayed implanto.tion. Mating 
occurs mostly in]uly and August. Embryo lies dormant 
in the female for approximately 250 days after which it 
implants in the uterine wall. About three to four weeks 
later four to eight young are born. 

Uses scent deposits to communicate. Musk strongly 
announces a weasel's presence. Also communicates with 
high-pitched squeals. Life span is five to six years. As a 
furbearer, it is not very valuable. As a controller of 
rodents, however, it is immensely valuable. 

available. Typically, weasel dens may be the abandoned diggings of rabbits, 
woodchucks or ground squirrels. 

Gestation lasts approximately 270 to 279 days. The annual litter arrives in 
the last part of April and usually consists of four to six young. As many as twelve 
have been born but this number highly taxes the mother who possesses only 
eight teats. 

Young arrive nearly naked and weigh between one and one-half to three 
grams (One gram equals about one-twenty-eighth of an ounce.) with a length 
of about one and one-half inches. They squeak constantly and develop rapidly 
on a steady supply of food that the mother brings. Biologists disagree as to 
whether the male aids the female in feeding the young. One authority has 
suggested that the mother, being smaller, demands less food herself thus making 
her the logical choice to do the hunting and feeding for the family. 

I n Furbearing Animals Of North America, Leonard Lee Rue III recounts the 
female's prowess at providing food for her young. "The female weasel by actual 
count, carried in to her young seventy-eight mice, twenty-seven gophers, two 

moles, thirty-four chipmunks, three wood rats and four ground squirrels for a 
total of 148 prey species in thirty-seven days. Undoubtedly, the female also 
carried in some food at night when she could not be seen." 

At the age of two and one-half to three months, young weasels are full-grown 
and no longer get a free ride from mother. They must hunt for themselves. 
Adults soon drive their young from the home range as insufficient prey exists to 
feed an expanding population of adult weasels. Within their anticipated 
lifespan of five to six years, these "new" weasels will put gigantic dents in the 
population of rodents. 

Young weasels establishing a hunting territory dart hither and yond with no 
apparent strategy. The weasel's hunting is, however, methodical in the sense 
that it leaves no stone unturned. Every nook and cranny is explored in hope of 
finding a tasty morsel. Constantly sniffing the air, the weasel's sense of smell 
permits it to home in on any nearby food source. Wanderings in the home range 
depend on the availability of food and water. In snowy climates, weasel tracks 
indicate just how much they wander. Observers have wimessed weasel prints 
jumping six feet or more with a crimson spot remaining to testify to the agile 
predator's hunting skill. In environments where snow falls and remains on the 
ground with regularity, weasels exhibit a white coat, a fur known as ermine that 
has often been the demise of this predator. South Carolina's long-tailed weasels 
remain brown throughout the year. 

Reports of weasels by hunters, trappers and other outdoorsmen are rare. Few 
people, today, encounter these incredible animals, and little is known about the 
weasel compared to the extensive knowledge available on other species. 
Whether weasel populations have declined, expanded or remained stable is 
guesswork. Weasel populations are so small, studying them is difficult. 

The demise of the small farm and its once-plentiful habitat would lead to the 
conclusion weasel populations have declined. On the other hand, the 
establishment of game management areas, the implementation of wildlife 
management practices and the planting of food plots, all of which attract mice, 
the weasel's primary food source, should have strengthened weasel populations. 

With human populations continually expanding into rural areas, it can only 
be hoped that South Carolina's long-tailed weasel, a brown-furred bundle of 
energy, holds its own. Today, at last, we recognize the weasel's value whereas in 
the past many a mouse-hunting weasel had the misfortune of being caught in 
grandpa's hen house. 

Grandpa, short on natural history information but well-fed in myths about 
blood-sucking weasels, too often killed the very animal nature designed to hold 
grain-eating rodents in check. _ _, 
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EVENTS 

NOTE: Because of the printing sessions. Place: St. Helena 
deadline, dates are subject to Island. For more information, 
change. Before traveling to an contact Emory S. Campbell, 
event, please call first for Penn Center, P.O. Box 126, 
specific information. Frogmore, S.C., 29920, (803) 

838-2432. 
NOVEMBER3. NOVEMBER 10 - 11. 

50th Anniversary Plantation Days. The sights 
Celebration of the "Duck and sounds of harvest time-
Stamp" Program. Emphasis is pottery-making, shingle-
being placed on conservation and making, candle-dipping, wool-
recreational use of our natural dyeing, cider- and syrup-making, 
resources. Place: Santee National blacksmithing, cow-milking, 
Wildlife Refuge. For more mule-drawn wagon rides. Place: 
information, contact Santee Middleton Place Stableyards. For 
Wildlife Refuge, Route 2, Box more information, contact 
66, Summerton, S.C., 29148, Middleton Place, Route 4, 
(803) 478-2217. Charleston, S.C., 29407, (803) 
NOVEMBER 3 - 4. 556-6020. 

Mountain Bridge NOVEMBER 17. 
Backpacking. An eight- to ten- Country Christmas. Unique 
mile two-day hike of the remote arts and crafts for sale, 
and lesser known regions of the entertainment. Place: Seneca. 
Mountain Bridge Wilderness For more information, contact 
Area. Pre-registration required. Seneca Chamber of Commerce, 
Place: Caesars Head State Park. (803) 882-2097. 
For more information, contact NOVEMBER 17 - DEC 31. 
Parks, Recreation and Tourism Holiday Fiesta. Arts and 
(PRT), (803) 758-3622. crafts bazaars, musical concerts, 
NOVEMBER 9 - 10. sports activities, Christmas tree 

Fall Clogging Festival. An lighting. Place: Myrtle Beach. 
enjoyable weekend of mountain For more information, contact 
clogging, square dancing, Myrtle Beach Chamber of 
bluegrass music. Place: Oconee Commerce, P.O. Box 2115, 
State Park. For more Myrtle Beach, S.C., 29578, 
information, contact PRT, (801) (803) 626-7444. 
758-3622, or (803) 638-5353. NOVEMBER 30 - DEC 1. 
NOVEMBER 10. Holiday Creations 

Grand Strand Winter Workshop. Two-day workshop 
Tournament. Only winter trout offering new gift and holiday 
eligible. Place: Myrtle Beach. For decorations for your Christmas 
more information, contact celebration. Place: Hickory Knob 
Donnie Griffin, P.O. Box 3327, State Park. For more 
Myrtle Beach, S.C., 29578, information, contact Kay Onley, 
(803) 238-0485. Hickory Knob State Park, Route 
NOVEMBER 10. 1, Box 199,B, McCormick, 

Heritage Day. Sea island s.c., 29835 , (803) 443-2151. 
crafts demonstrated, historic DECEMBER 1. 
photos and books on display, sea Striper Tournament. Place: 
island delicacies and oral history Eutawville. For more 
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information, contact Bell's contact Kay McCutcheon, 
Marina, Route 1, Box 332, Drawer B, Irmo, S.C., 29063, 
Eutawville, S.C., 29048, (803) (803) 772-3336. 
492-7924; out of state call 1-800- DECEMBER 8 - 10. 
845-7026. Christmas in Olde York. Tour 

Catfish Stomp. Arts and of homes sponsored by Yorkville 
crafts, catfish stew, parade, Historical Society. Place: York. 
carnival, entertainment. Place: For more information, contact 
Elgin. For more information, call Janet Smith, York Chamber of 
(803) 438-9236. Commerce, P.O . Box 97, York, 
DECEMBER 1 - 2. s.c., 29745, (803) 684-2590. 

Birding Workshop. For the DECEMBER 20, 22, 26, 28, 
novice who wants to learn more 30. 
about birdwatching, workshops Childrens' Days. Five days of 
will be offered in bird educational activities for 
identification by sight, sound and children, 10:00 a. m. - 4:00 p. m. 
habitat; how to attract birds to Place: Charles Towne Landing. 
your backyard; two field trips. For more information, contact 
Registrants will construct a bird Charles Towne Landing, 1500 
house. Pre-registration required. Old Towne Road, Charleston, 
Place: Santee State Park. For s.c., 29412, (803) 556-4450. 
more information, contact PRT, JANUARY 4 - 5. 
(803) 758-3622 or (803) 854- Grand American Wild Coon 
2408. Hunt. ACHA field trials, bench 
DECEMBER 7 - 8. show, dog auction. Place: 

Christmas Craft Show and Orangeburg. For more 
Sale. Two hundred crafters will information, contact Shirley 
be exhibiting their works. Place: Mims, Route 3, Box 21, 
O'Dell Weeks Recreation Edgefield, S.C., 29824, (803) 
Center. Place: Aiken. For more 637-5167. 
information, contact Terry FEBRUARY 15 - 17. 
Rhinehart, P. 0. Box 1177, Southeastern Wildlife 
Aiken, S.C., 29802, (803) 648- Exposition. Wildlife art show, 
0151. arts and crafts exhibits, sporting 
DECEMBER S. goods display, duck-calling 

Toys-for-Tots Square Dance. contest, state waterfowl stamp 
Help create the true spirit of contest, and other events. Place: 
Christmas by attending this Charleston. For more 
annual event to benefit information, call (803) 875-3170 
underprivileged children. Bring a or Dick Trotter, 1316 
new toy. Place: Table Rock State Washington Street, Columbia, 
Park, Pickens. For more s.c., 29201, (803) 799-8780. 
information, contact PRT, ( 803) 
758-3622 or (803) 878-9813. To list an event, please send 
DECEMBER S. information three months in 

"Those Who At Christmas advance of publication date to 
Do" Arts and Crafts Tricia Way, South Carolina 
Workshop. Juried arts and crafts Wildlife, P. 0 . Box 167, 
show. Place: Seven Oaks, Columbia, S.C., 29202, (803) 
Columbia. For more information, 758-0001. • 
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Incorrigible Paddy Ladson's whoppers widened gullible 
eyes, but when a collapsing Savannah River Bridge 
trapped this self-made hero fifty feet below, the truth was 
too much to believe. 

by Elizabeth B. Wakefield 
On the day his car fell off the Savannah 

River Bridge, Paddy Ladson spent all his 
luck. It was such a close call, the good 
people of Chesterville knew he would never 
be the same man again. 

"He couldn't be," the barber said, and his 
scissors clicked like alligator jaws. "When 
the devil finds out a man's name, he's got to 
stop fooling around." 

The barber's customer sat very still. 
"That'll be hard for Paddy to do," he said. 
"He looks plain enough, but the elves have 
tricked out his brain." 

The mayor, waiting his tum for a trim, 
folded The Daily News and took out a cigar. 
"Paddy's tricky, all right. Like the time the 
sheriff caught him fishing off a private pier. 
Paddy swore he had stopped to call an angel
faced owl out of the woods. Then he gave a 
hoot, and across the lake an owl answered!" 
The mayor chuckled and lit his Tampa 
Nugget. "The sheriff didn't know what to 
think, but I think Paddy got an echo." 

Oh, the people of Chesterville knew 
Paddy, but few knew everything about him. 
On that crisp day when the accident 
happened, no one knew anything about 
where he was, what he was doing or who 
with. ' 

Paddy and almost-grown Hank didn't 
intend for anyone to know. Miles in the 
country on the Georgia side of the 
Savannah, they had hunted old man 
Bender's fields with his dogs and got their 
quota of quail. A trail of dust bubbled out 
behind Paddy's well-used station wagon. He 
wasn't driving fast-Paddy always had plenty 
of time. Hank unbuttoned his jacket and 
listened to his uncle, a tale about a smart 
bird dog. 

Hank would rather listen to Paddy than 
anybody. And all Paddy needed were- idle ears 
and wide eyes to lapse into a running 
configuration of metaphors and whoppers. 
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He flipped his cigarette into the dust. 
"Bender's setter just hasn't got it," he told 
Hank. "No matter if the dog is pedigreed, 
he's dumb. Now the dog I'm telling you 
about was an old hound, but smart." 

Hank grunted in disbelief. "Every hound I 
ever saw bounded around and drove the 
quail away." 

"Not old Bob .... " 
"Won't work with the hunter, either. 

Runs off some place .... " 
"Bob was so smart, he won field trials over 

a dozen animals that were trained and had 
papers." 

"You took a hound to field trials?" 
"Not me, son. A friend." Paddy fingered 

for another cigarette, keeping his eyes on the 
road except for quick glances at Hank to see 
ifhe was coming around to the right state of 
mind. 

"The dogs that year were exceptional, 
particularly a pointer from Aiken who 
flushed four coveys in his allotted time. His 
owner got four birds, too, and everybody 
thought he had the cup." 

Paddy drew deep on his Camel, letting 
the smoke bring out his words. "As soon as 
the leash was removed, Bob was off into the 
millet field, sniffing this way and that. 
When he disappeared into the brush, the 
crowd laughed. My friend raised his hand for 
quiet, keeping his eyes glued to the spot 
where Bob had vanished. Soon, up from the 
thicket whirred a partridge. My friend's gun 
brought him down. Another bird shot up, 
and he fell, too. Six quail in all flew up, one 
at a time, and my friend got every one!" 

"Say what, Uncle Paddy?" 
"It was just like shooting skeet." 
Hank's tawny hair stood out a little at the 

temples. "How in blazes could a hound flush 
quail like that?" 

Paddy shook his head at the marvel of it 
all. "That dog was so smart, he ran a covey 

into a rabbit hole, kept his paw on the 
opening, and let out one at a time." 

"Hah!" Hank slapped Paddy's shoulder 
and crossed his legs the other way. 

They left the dirt road and entered a 
paved one. Paddy was driving well, the visor 
shading his eyes from the afternoon sun. His 
hair was once the flame of bougainvillea but 
at forty-nine had turned a downy pink beige . 
Ample shoulders and lanky limbs made his 
six feet boyish. A webwork of small freckles 
covered his angular cheeks and gentle jaw. 
In his absence you remembered small-boned 
hands that held a cigarette as if it grew 
there. You remembered china-blue eyes that 
caught the light in a way to make you expect 
nothing and anticipate everything. His wife, 
Amy, said he bought that light for nothing 
and sold it for your heart. Around people he 
was a stage, swaggering as if on 
steppingstones, but in the field he swung 
with a graceful stride. Paddy didn't act the 
same way everywhere. 

They came to the Savannah River. Old
timers could have told them autumn rains 
had swelled the headwaters. The ancient 
bridge had been under heavy current for two 
weeks when they started across the bridge. 
That was the moment the structure came 
loose from its pilings and crumpled with a 
wrenching heave of concrete and metal. 
The car dropped through the wreckage and 
drifted down through fifty feet of opaque 
water, settling on its side in the mud. No 
one saw it happen. 

No one knew where they were. If Elsa, 
Paddy's sister and Hank's mother, had 
known they planned to go hunting, she 
wouldn't have allowed it. Elsa said that 
Paddy, christened James Henry Ladson, was 
an escape artist. "He escapes clocks, 
convention and Calvinism," she said, "also 
work and people who could teach him 
things." 

Elsa remembered that she played in a 
sa~dpile with a painted pail and shovel. 
Paddy, however, ran behind the peach 
orchard to the cook's house and made 
toadfrog houses with Mattie's children by 
molding wet dirt around his feet. Elsa said he 
was the only boy in South Carolina who 
ever found a frog square in the door of 
yesterday's toadfrog house. At least Paddy 
said the frog was there, and Mattie's children 
swore it was true. 

But on the day after Thanksgiving, Paddy 
was inside a submerged car. Above his head 
were two doors, the steering wheel 
projecting over one. He, himself, was 
tumbled on top of Hank, who lay 
unconscious with a gash on his forehead. All 
was silence, murky twilight, torpid air. 
Chilling water leveled at the bottom third of 
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the car and was rising. 
Paddy tried to think. Until now he had 

always dodged a formidable world. "He's the 
result of a French Huguenot marrying a 
Scotch-Irish," his father, the judge, said. 

Mrs. Ladson , who was a former McLean 
and Presbysterian, held firm. "I wish it were 
that simple, but the truth is, Paddy hasn 't 
been saved from sin ." 

Elsa had no patience with her parents' 
rationalizations. "A hopeless Peter Pan ," she 
said. "His nickname proves that." She 
guarded Hank from too much exposure to 
his uncle. She knew the way he had been as 
a boy, and she knew the way he was now. 
Paddy wasn't a person the mind grew hazy 
about. 

One hot afternoon when he was eleven 
and Elsa ten, Mrs. Ladson had left them 
alone in their fifteen-room Victorian house. 
"It might rain, " she said. "Be sure to close 
the window near the piano first." When a 
downpour came, Elsa was caught on an 
errand next door. Paddy didn't stop eating 
jelly and bread to lower one sash . 

"Couldn't you hear it thunder, child?" 
Mrs. Ladson was exasperated with Elsa. 

"But Paddy was home. " 
"You know Paddy never hears it thunder." 
But the river had Paddy's attention. He 

disentangled his shaken body and putting 
both hands against the car's door, pushed up 
with all his strength. The whole river 
pushed back. Water crept up his body like 
evil fingers, lifting him like a cork. His eyes 
searched his prison and saw loosened seats 
begin to float. He beat on the door with his 
fists and scraped his leg on something he 
couldn't see. 

Always before he had known how to deal 
with those bigger and stronger. Occasionally 
the judge called him in to explain his school 
grades. "The time has come, James, for our 
serious consideration .... " 

Paddy listened with superb empathy as 
together they examined his character. 

" ... you spend no time at the study table, 
but you apply yourself ably to things you 
enjoy. You must use discipline for things you 
do not." The judge waved· a hand at the 
book shelves. "You must learn their wisdom, 
son. Man must measure up or perish!" 

Paddy didn't explain, rebel or submit. He 
stood, grieving over the problem, which he 
saw as his father's. Finally, the judge had to 
invent a loophole for himself and drop the 
subject. He reminded his wife, "Nature is 
nature." 

But the river wasn't as philosophical as 
the judge. Its water made Hank's hair begin 
to fan out, and Paddy caught up his head . 
Space in the drowning car was diminishiing 
rapidly. Cold wetness moved up to Paddy's 
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neck. They pressed up against the 
remaining inches of air, then water washed 
over their faces. 

Telling of it later, Paddy said that just at 
this moment he heard a gurgle. A familiar 
sound, it instantly produced in Paddy's mind 
the image of a filling bottle. A bubble of air 
was always caught in a filling bottle! The 
water seeping in meant an air pocket would 
be somewhere along the ceiling. Then .. . air! 
Just as he had visualized, a bubble was 
trapped inside. It was big enough to gulp 
deep breaths. 

Now thought gained tighter hold. How 
could a moment more matter? But it did, if 
he could only think! Wait. The car was 
filled with water now. Wouldn't the pressure 
outside and inside be equal now? Paddy 
forced himself to be calm. Then, finding the 
door handle, he shoved upward, and the 
door opened slowly. In seconds Paddy, Hank 
and a big bubble erupted into golden sunlit 
air. 

By the next morning, report of the escape 

had circulated throughout town. At the 
barber shop a crowd waited, and Paddy gave 
them the whole story. When he finished, 
eyes met, smiles twitched at comers of 
mouths. Heads nodded and words of wisdom 
winged around like bluebirds. One of the 
townsfolk said, "After feeling that bridge 
give way, solid facts feel pretty good, eh 
Paddy ?" 

Paddy reached for a cigarette, got a light 
and flipped the match into a wastebasket. 
"Of course, it was no accident that bridge 
waited to crumble till I got exactly in the 
middle." 

"Say what, Paddy ?" 

Paddy looked at the intent faces. "I know 
you can't swallow a tale like that. I don't 
expect you to." 

The barber whispered, "What's the truth, 
Paddy?" 

"The real truth is those Savannah River 
fish are so big and mean, they figured out a 
way to catch a fisherman." 

By afternoon all Chesterville was quiet, a 
satisfied quiet. Paddy came home, and Amy 
stopped basting quail to be grasped in a hug 
and soundly kissed. 

Elsa had a doctor take four stitches in 
Hank's forehead. While there, she thanked 
God audibly and told the doctor that Paddy 
had scraped his leg but probably wouldn't be 
in till it became infected. She and her family 
came to Paddy's for a supper of quail-and 
rice. 

Afterward little Billy Babb across the 
street knocked and asked if Paddy could 
come out and play. Everybody laughed, but 
Paddy went. They heard him tell Billy he 
knew where to find fireflies in November. 

On the day his 
car fell off the 
Savannah River 
Bridge, Paddy 
Ladson spent all 
his luck. 

"Say what, Paddy?" Billy had a bad lisp 
for a seven-year-old. 

"Run find a bottle with a top we can 
punch holes in." 

The next day Hank asked to see the 
fireflies they caught. 

"Didn't have time," Billy said, and his 
eyes glowed. "Paddy heard a bear in the 
hedge, and we tracked the critter till dark. '.411►. 

Elizabeth Wakefield is a freelnnce writer from 
Anderson, South Carolina, whose work has 
appeared in numerous regional magazines and 
newspapers. 
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Hammer, saw, drill and a half-inch sheet of exterior plywood are about all that's needed far a variety of boxes that can make excellent Christmas gifts 
and provide nesting cavities far many of our native birds and animals. 

14 
SOUTH CAROLINA WILDLIFE NOVEMBER-DECEMBER 1984 

Following our nesting box construction guides can bring hours of 
enjoyment through a personal involvement in wildlife that provides 
songbirds needed nesting habitat. 

by Jim Sorrow 

F ifteen years ago, the once
common bluebird was rarely seen. 
Conversion of small, farm fields 
and hedgerows into consolidated 

farming's clean fields, forestry practices 
that removed snag trees and nesting site 
competition from non-native starlings and 
house sparrows combined to bring about 
the bluebird's drastic decline. 

But people have a special fondness for this 
little insect eater. Conservation groups, 
garden clubs, wildlife publications including 
South Carolina Wildlife, and individuals 
united in a drive to encourage construction 
of thousands of bluebird nesting boxes. The 
bluebird is again a common sight at fields, 
pastures, orchards, golf courses, and other 
open land. The bluebird's comeback proves 
the value of nesting boxes. 

The drive to help the bluebird also had its 
effect on our perception of bird nesting 
boxes. We associate them with bluebirds. 
But many other native birds and animals 
also depend on cavities for nesting. Species 
which have been successfully attracted using 
man-made nest boxes include the wood 
duck, American kestrel, barn owl, screech 
owl, common flicker, great-crested 
flycatcher, Carolina wren, Eastern bluebird, 
Carolina chickadee, tufted titmouse, purple 
martin, Eastern gray squirrel, and flying 
squirrel. 

Two birds listed above, the American 
kestrel and the barn owl, have become rare 
breeders in South Carolina. One reason for 
their decline, pesticide poisoning, has been 
reduced by strict controls. The lack of 
suitable nesting cavities still prevents the 
recovery of their populations. 

Because these birds need help, the state 
wildlife department started a project in 1982 
to put up kestrel nesting boxes. Money 
raised through the Check For Wildlife 
program and manpower provided by the Wil 
Lou Gray Opportunity School's woodshop 
class combined to build the boxes. 

Ninety boxes have been up for two years. 
Neither barn owls nor kestrels nested in the 
boxes the first year. However, kestrels used 
two of the boxes the second year. 

While the target species - barn owls and 
kestrels - hardly used the boxes,nearly all 
were used by other species. Bluebirds, great-

crested flycatchers, and flying squirrels were 
the primary users. Starlings, a prolific 
species that competes with native birds, also 
were heavy users but were discouraged from 
nesting by the removal of their nesting 
material. Fox squirrels, a species whose 
population may be declining in South 
Carolina, used two boxes. 

Putting up and caring for nesting boxes 
offers enjoyment in several forms. There is 
the feeling of accomplishment when the box 
is up and a pair of birds make their nest in it. 
The builder knows that he or she has helped 
these animals in their struggle to survive. 
Nesting box builders also learn to expect the 
unexpected ... a Carolina wren nesting in a 
barn owl box or a tufted titmouse using a 
kestrel box on a fa llen tree. And there is the 
enjoyment of attracting nesting birds to the 
box builder's yard or favorite wood lot. 

The animals that benefit from such 
housing projects reward their benefactors 
with hours of entertainment while ferrying 
grass, twigs, and other nest materials to and 
from the box. The young are born with their 
mouths open and the parent birds make 
countless forays for insects and other foods to 
feed their hungry young. Besides this 
activity, the yard becomes Carnegie Hall for 
bird song symphonies. 

For the child or adult interested in 
attracting nesting birds, the first decision 
involves the types of birds to be attracted 
and whether to buy a box ready-built or save 
money and gain satisfaction through home
made construction. Bird boxes may be 
purchased from hardware, feed and seed, 
grocery, and department stores. A larger 
assortment and quantity of boxes are usually 
stocked during spring. Some stores carry 
them as seasonal items only - a mistake on 
the merchant's part because bird boxes make 
excellent Christmas presents. Prices start at 
five dollars to ten dollars and go up 
depending on the size of the box and the 
material used. 

Scout groups or conservation clubs 
sometimes sell bird boxes to raise funds. 
Craft shows are another source. The 
National Wildlife Federation sells them by 
mail order, and the profits are used to help 
wildlife. 

Consider the wood the nest box is made of 
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Building A Bluebird-Size Box 

A basic bluebird box is good for other 
birds and animals as well. The dimensions 
given in our plans can be altered to build 
boxes that accommodate larger animals. 

The tools needed for nesting box 
construction include saw, hammer, tape 
ruler or other ruler, something with a 
straight edge (square or combination square 
would be handy), drill, 5/ 16-inch drill bit, 
and a 1 ½ -inch wood drill bit or 1 ½ -inch 
hole saw. An electric circular saw will be 
handy for cutting plywood sheets. 

Getting The Most From Your Money 
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For those wanting more than one or two bluebird boxes, or boxes for other species as well, 
our plywood diagram shows how to cut up one sheet of ½-inch exterior plywood to yield 
parts for constructing ten nesting structures of assorted sizes and styles. It's definitely the best 
choice to get the most boxes. Mark the plywood as shown and stack box parts together as you 
cut them out according to nest species. Labeling the pieces is a good idea. 

At the end of your project, you' ll have a fine bluebird box or quite a few boxes of different 
sizes and shapes to start hanging on trees, fence posts, or wherever. But when you put up a 
box, remember to clean out the old material at the end of each nesting season and check for 
any needed repairs in construction. 

The location chosen for hanging the boxes is the most important consideration in 
attracting the desired bird or animal. Nature is unpredictable, but you can stack the deck in 
favor of the critter you hope to attract by putting the box in a place more favorable for the 
desired species than its competitors. Whatever bird or animal your boxes attract, your 
satisfaction in providing for wildlife and watch ing their antics is guaranteed to more than pay 
for your investment of time and effort. 
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Placing The Box 

SPECIES HABITAT DIMENSIONS PLACEMENT 

Eastern Bluebird Open areas-pastures, fields, 6"x6"x 8½"; 1 ½" hole Pole or fence post 4-6 feet high in open, 
powerlines, R.O. W. 's, large lawns, but close to cover for fledging birds. 
orchards and golf courses. 

Carolina Chickadee Wooded areas, mixed pine-hardwoods, 611 x 6" x 8V2"; 1 V2" hole Pole, or tree 4-6 feet high near big trees. 
wooded residential areas. or smaller 

Tufted Titmouse Wooded areas, mixed pine-hardwoods, 611 
X 6" X 8 ½" or smaller; Pole or tree 4-10 feet high. 

wooded residential areas, prefers 1 ½" -1 ¼" hole 
hardwood trees. 

Carolina Wren Thick cover; around homes with 6" X 611 
X 8 V2" or smaller; Pole, tree or building 6-20 feet high in 

shrubbery, woodpiles and other dense 1 V2" -1 V411 hole or near thick cover. 
cover areas, thickets. 

Northern Flicker (Yellow Open woods and woods next to open 8V2" X 8V211 
X 14"; 2V211

- Tree or pole 8-10 feet high. 
Hammer, Yellow- areas, wood lots next to fields or lawns. 3Vz"hole 
Shafted Flicker) 

Eastern Screech Owl Wooded areas, especially in the 8V2"x8V2"x 14";3 ½" Tree or pole 12-40 feet high. 
vicinity of open areas, residential and hole 
rural areas, pine woods. 

American Kestrel Open areas-hay fields, pastures, 8Vz'' X 8½" X 14"; 3 V2" Isolated pole or tree 10-20 feet high. 
(Sparrow Hawk, Killy powerline R. 0. W. 'sand other grassy hole 
Hawk) fields. 

Great-crested Flycatcher Open woodlands next to fields and 8V211
X 8½" X 14"; 2Vz"- Pole or tree 8-20 feet high . 

other open areas. 3V2"hole 

Wood Duck Beaver ponds, other shallow ponds and 8V2"x8½"x 14";3 V211 Pole in the water high enough to 
lakes with standing trees or near hole prevent flooding out the box. Use a 
wooded areas with thick edge cover. predator guard. 

Eastern Gray Squirrel Woods with oaks, hickories and other 8Vz'' X 8V2" X 14"; 3V211 Tree 15 feet or higher near limbs. 
mast-producing trees. hole, preferably on side 

Southern Flying Squirrel Wooded areas and open wooded areas, 611 x 6" x 8V2"; 1 ½" hole Tree 5 feet or higher. 
especially with a lot of pines. 

Common Barn Owl Mixture of old fields, brush and open ll"x 17 Vz'' x l6 V2";611 

woods; old farms, abandoned home sites. hole 

before buying a box. Redwood, cedar, and 
cypress out-weather other woods. Exterior 
plywood and treated pine last longer than 
untreated pine which has a longer life 
expectancy than heavy paper. 

Paints, stains, and wood preservatives 
extend the life of the box, but paints with 
lead or preservatives with 
pentachlorophenol should not be used. 
These substances are toxic to birds. Bright 
colors attract vandals; dark colors may cause 
problems with over-heating. Dull, drab 
colors like gray, olive, and tan do best. 

A box size and opening hole larger than 
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that required by the species you intend to 
attract may work fine. Obviously, the 
opposite approach doesn't hold true. While 
a bird will use a box larger than it needs, 
small birds like the wren must compete with 
all other birds that can enter the box. The 
1 Vz- inch standard opening on a bluebird box 
lets bluebirds in and effectively keeps 
starlings out. If the opening is larger than 
1 V2 inches in diameter, the starling will win 
the box. 

Building the boxes at home will save 
money, allow more control over the 
dimensions and give more ·satisfaction 

Side of out building or tree 10 feet or 
higher. 

from the project. Materials, size and ease of 
maintenance should be considered just as 
when buying ready-built boxes. Few 
building supply companies carry cypress and 
not all have redwood or cedar in stock. 
Nearly all, however, sell treated pine and 
exterior plywood. Both cost less than some 
of the other woods and hold up reasonably 
well in weather. All woods will last longer if 
painted or stained. _ _, 

Jim Sorrow is a wildlife biologist with the South 
Carolina Wildlife and Marine Resources 
Department's Nangame, Endangered Species and 
Heritage Trust Sectian. 
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Overleaf .. A winter front blows eastward, and blue sky breaks over a snow-draped still life of white-tipped trees and jewel-like ponds. Blown glass 
pyracantha berries remain in the wake of an ice storm that banished Indian summer from aging Piedmont farms . Beautiful but bleak, glazed berries and 
seeds test the stamina and resourcefulness of foraging songbirds. 

N 
ovelist Thomas Wolfe saw winter's beauty ... "The 

mountains in the wintertime held a stem and demonic 

quality, that was, in its own way, as strangely, wildly 

haunting as all the magic and gold of April." 

Our Piedmont winters, like Wolfe's mountains, possess their own 

enchantments in a constant changing of moods and temperaments 

reminiscent of both mountain and coastal terrains. Monotone 

landscapes may shift overnight from taupe to alabaster. Slate grey 

skies with promise of sleet or snow may clear to balmy blue. In this 

mimicry of higher and lower elevations, our Piedmont is uniquely 

beautiful, a land of unpredictable seasons, where tomorrow's season 

is hidden behind the mask of today. 

Winter comes haltingly to South Carolina. A s the northern 

hemisphere imperceptibly tilts away from the sun, our days shorten 

and nights bring a refreshing chill. By the close of October's state 

20 

and county fairs, killing frosts have crept from our northeastern 

borders to glaze the most southerly Piedmont fields. By Christmas 

season the first bulge of frigid Canadian air has ballooned across the 

Blue Ridge ranges to banish any lingering of Indian summer. 

To many this is a signal for withdrawal, a time to huddle indoors 

in a season of dreary passage to be tolerated between the last 

sparkling of fall and the first blooming of spring. Winter, except for 

its holidays, is for them a total bore. The season deserves better, 

though its gifts favor only those willing to shun for awhile the 

controlled climate of hearth and home. 

Those who venture forth find change in the rolling Piedmont hills 

as even sunlight itself assumes a new character. Like a three-way 

lamp clicked to low, rays from a more oblique angle reveal a soft 

radiance unlike summer's harsh white glare that strains the eyes. It is 
a pale, crisp winter air that fills the lungs and braces the spirits. 

SOUTH CAROLINA WILDLIFE 





Red clay tracks disclose the wanderings of a whitetail deer with an appetite 
for fall mast. Though acorns fell from these post oaks long before the first 

snow, brown leaves and snow proclaim the transition of fall to winter, a 
time of adjustment for Piedmont deer. 

When cool and moist fronts rendezvous under perfect conditions, 

snow crystals tumble to Earth. A wonderland of white cures 

Piedmont residents' winter withdrawal, stimulating the adventurous 

to explore a world of softened dimensions. Snow-laced oak limbs 

reach skyward while brittle pine boughs stiffly bend beneath their 

precarious burdens. 
Occasionally, rain falls through a freezing environment and the 

Piedmont hills are encased in the crystalline blue of ice. In spite of 

broken limbs, bent trees and downed power lines there is a sparkling 

beauty as woodlands and fields are sculpted into an enchanted ice 

castle world. Piedmont residents fire up their pioneer spirit at such 

times, for everyone knows that snow and ice are only momentary 

visitors soon to be vanquished by a warm day's midwinter sun. 

Winter's hardship for wildlife is also not nearly so severe here as in 

more northern climates. Only the cold-blooded species cease 

activity within its chill. 
Snakes coil stiffly beneath rocks and fallen trees. Turtles and frogs 

seek temporary shelter in a dormant state beneath the mud of ponds 

and lakes. They, insects and the seed of summer flowers are winter's 

secrets sleeping away the cold until spring's arrival. 
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An abundance of fall acorns, grapes and other wild seeds that 

followed summer's bounty have furnished all but the smallest 

mammals with sustaining layers of fat beneath thickly-furred coats. 

Deer that gorged on fall mast now cross the red clay ridges in search 

of a filling browse on honeysuckle thickets and other succulents. 

Squirrels raid their storage nests and scavenge beneath fallen leaves 

for acorns hastily buried in the abundance of fall. 

Birds, particularly the small seedeating species, have the most 

difficult quest for sustenance. The still Piedmont woods are alive 

with their soft scratchings for hidden seeds. Every feeder has its band 

of juncos and the passion red of a male cardinal. Homeowners' trips 

outside to explore the winter landscape are often prefaced by stops to 

fill the feeders. 

T o walk through wintry Piedmont woods and fields is to 

experience the natural world in intermittent fits of sleep. 

Some days have the hustle and warmth of spring. Others 

require no more than a light jacket for comfort against 

the chilling sting of moisture-laden wintry winds that only waterfowl 

and waterfowlers could love. Piedmont winters are like this ... studies 
in contrast. 

One week wood stoves, heat pumps and furnaces glow within 

houses tightly sequestered against another frigid mass of Canadian 

air. The next week windows may be opened to draft in fresh air, 

while outside in the woodland, hunters with rolled-up sleeves walk 

through pine woods and brush-bordered fields in search of quail and 

rabbits. 

Thus a Piedmont winter brings a little of the other seasons, 

displayed in rapid succession. A day that begins beneath a layer of 

frost may turn into a sun-kissed, spring-like affair. And a day as mild 

as April may turn glacial by night. No other season or land is as full 

of surprises. Like the thespian with many masks in a capricious play, 

~ the Piedmont winter teases us toward spring with a variety of 

~ climatic scenes. Each beckons to be explored before its beauty can be 

~ replaced by the face of a different season. ·""' 

~ 

-=: 

Whether it's ice-fringed sumac or a 
trumpeting wedge of Canada geese, 
this land, the Piedmont, unveils a. 
startling, unpredictable beauty 
unique to South Carolina. 
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IITWO-MAN-TENT FEVER 

enton Quagmire 
was telling me 
recently about the 
weekend he had 

just suffered through at his lakeside retreat. 
"Rained the whole time, and I didn't get 

outside once," he said. "By Sunday I had a 
case of the cabin fever like you wouldn't 
believe!" 

Wouldn't believe? Why, I could barely 
keep from doubling over in a paroxysm of 
mirth! 

I happen to know that Quagmire's 
"cabin" is a three-bedroom, shag-carpeted, 
TV-ed , and hot-tubbed villa overlooking a 
stretch of sandy beach that sells per linear 
foot at the same rate as strung pearls. 
O bviously, what Quagmire had experienced 
was nothing more than villa fever, which 
compares to cabin fever as the sniffles to 
double pneumonia. 

True cabin fever requires a true cabin-four 
buckling walls, a leaky roof, a warped floor, 
a door, and a few windows. Furnishings 
consist of something less than the bare 
necessities. Wall decorations, while 
permitted, should not be such as to arouse 
any visual interest whatsoever. (The old 
G reat Northern Railroad calendar with the 
mountain goat on it is about right. ) A wood 
stove, preferably one made from a steel 
barrel , provides the heat , and also the only 
excitem~nt, when its rusty t in pipe sets fire 
to the roof. That's your basic true cabin. 

When I was six, we lived for a year in just 
such a cabin . My father speculated that it 
had been built by a man who didn't know his 
adz from his elbow, or words to that effect. 
The shake roof looked as if it had been dealt 
out by an inebriated poker player during a 
sneezing fit. Proper alignment of one log 
over another was so rare as to suggest 

ReJ:rrinted from Patrick F. McManus ' Never Sniff 
A Gift Fish by arrangement with Holt, Rinehart 
and Winston, Publishers. Copyright 1979, 1980, 
1981, 1982 and 1983. 
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coincidence, if not divine intervention. The 
man who rented the cabin to us, apparently 
a buff of local history, boasted that it had 
been built toward the end of the last 
century. "Which end?" Dad asked him. 

Within a short while after we moved in, 
Dad had the cabin whipped into shape, a 
shape that might now be regarded as unfit 
for human habitation but which in those 
days would generally have been thought of as 
unfit for human habitation . After 
hammering in the last nail , Dad unscrewed 
the cap from a quart of his home brew, took 
a deep swig, and told my mother, "This is as 
good as it gets!" I have, of course, re-created 
the quote , but it captures the proper note of 
pessimism. 

One might suppose that a family of four 
would be miserable living in a tiny, sagging 
log cabin in the middle of an Idaho 
wilderness, and one would be right. My 
mother and sister accepted our situation 
philosophically and cried only on alternate 
days. Dad arose early each morning and 
went off in search of "suitable work," by 
which he meant work that paid anything at 
all. I spent my time morosely digging away at 
the chinking between the logs, not realizing 
that the resulting cracks would let all the 
cold out. 

One day in the middle ofJanuary, Mom 
looked up from her bowl of gruel at 
breakfast, as we jokingly referred to it, and 
announced, "Well, we've finally hit rock 
bottom. Things just can't get any worse." 
We soon discovered that Mom lacked the 
gift of prophecy. 

Within hours, the mercury was rattling 
about like a dried pea in the bulb of the 
thermometer, and the wind came blasting 
out of the north. Strangely, Dad seemed 
delighted by the onset of a blizzard. Even 
now, four decades later, I can still see him 
bending over, rubbing a hole in the window 
frost with his fist and peering out at the 
billowing snow. 

"Let her blow!" he shouted. "We've got 
plenty of firewood and enough grub to last 
until spring if we have to! By gosh , we'll just 

make some fudge, pop com , and play 
Monopoly until she blows herself out! It'll be 
like a little adventure, like we're 
shipwrecked!" 

The rest of the family was instantly 
perked up by his enthusiasm and defiance of 
the blizzard. Mom started making fudge and 
popping com , while my sister and I rushed 
to set up the Monopoly game. 

The blizzard lasted nearly two weeks, give 
or take a century. By the third day my sister 
and I were forbidden even to mention 
Monopoly, fudge , or popcorn. And Dad no 
longer regarded the blizzard as a little 
adventure . . 

"Why are you making that noise with 
your nose?" he would snarl at me. 

"I'm just breathing." 
"Well, stop it! " 
"Whose idea was that calendar?" he'd 

snap at my mother. 
"What 's wrong with it, dear?" 
"That stupid mountain goat watches 

every move I make, that's what! Look how 
its eyes follow me!" 

A day or two later, as Dad himself 
admitted at the time, he became irritable. 

Shortly after that , he came down with 
cabin fever. 

Spending several days trapped in close 
quarters with a person who had cabin fever 
toughened me up a lot psychologically. A 
couple of years later, when I saw the movie 
Frankenstein Meets the Wolf Man, I thought 
it was a comedy. At the peak of h is cabin 
fever, Dad could have played both leads in 
the film simultaneously and sent audiences 
screaming into the streets. 

The only good thing about cabin fever is 
that it vanishes the instant the victim is 
released from enforced confinement. When 
the country snowplow finally opened the 
road and came rumbling into our yard, Dad 
strolled out to greet and thank the driver. 

"Snowed in fer a spell, weren 't ya?" the 
driver said. "Bet you got yourself a good case 
of the cabin fever. " 

"Naw," Dad said. "It wasn 't bad. We just 
made fudge and popped com and played a 
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few games of Monop .. . Monop ... played a few 
games." 

"Well, you certainly seem normal 
enough, " the driver said. Then he pointed 
to Mom, Sis, and me. "That your family?" 

It seemed like an odd question , but I 
suppose the driver wonderd why a normal 
man like a father would have a family 
consisting of three white-haired gnomes. 

There are numerous kinds of fever 
brought on by the boredom of enforced 
confinement over long periods. I myself have 
contracted some of the lesser strains
coldwater-flat fever, mobile-home fever, and 
split-level fever, to name but a few. I have 
never been able to afford the more exotic 
and expensive fevers, like those of my 
wealthy friend Quagmire. In addition to his 
villa fever, he will occasionally run a 
continent fever, one of the symptoms of 
which is the sensation that the Atlantic and 
Pacific coastlines are closing in on him. The 
treatment, as I understand it, is to take two 
aspirin and a Caribbean cruise. 

Of all such fevers, by far the most deadly is 
two-man-tent fever, which, in its severi ty, 
surpasses even the cabin variety. 

A had the opportunity 
of studying two- man 
tent fever close-up 
a few years ago, 

when Parker Whitney and I spent nearly 
twenty hours in his tiny tent waiting for a 
storm to blow over. Parker is a calm, quiet 
chap normally, and it was terrible to see him 
go to pieces the way he did, after the fever 
overtook him. 

For a while, during the first few hours of 
the storm, we were entertained by the 
prospect that we might momentarily be 
using the tent as a hang glider. After the 
wind died down to a modest gale , we were 
able to devote our whole attention to the 
rippling of the orange ripstop nylon that 
enveloped us. Fascinating as this was, its 
power to distract was limited to a few hours. 
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Cabin fever is a joy 
compared to tent fever! 

Socked in by an endless storm, 
bored tentmates can become 

deadly foes. 

by 
Patrick F. McManus 

By then , I was formulating a geological 
theory that a major earth fault lay directly 
beneath, and crossed at right angles to, my 
half-inch Ensolite pad. While several of my 
more adventuresome vertebrae were testing 
this theory, I gradually became aware that 
Parker was beginning to exhibit certain 
signs of neurotic behavior. 

"I hate to ask this, old chap," I said, 
kindly enough , "but would you mind not 
chewing that gum quite so loud ?" 

Parker replied with uncharacteristic 
snappishness. "For the fourteenth time, I'm 
not chewing gum!" 

Mild hallucination is one of the early 
symptoms of two-man-tent fever. Not only 
did Parker fa il to realize that he was 
chomping and popping his gum in a hideous 
manner, but he clearly was of the impression 
that I had mentioned the matter to him 
numerous times previously. Since 
hallucinations do not yield readily to logical 
argument, I thought that confronting him 
with the empirical evidence might work. 
Unfortunately, Parker was now in the grip of 
paranoia and responded to my effort by 
shouting out that I had "gone mad." I 
suppose he was referring to the manner in 
which I had grabbed him by the nose and 
chin and forced his mouth open, a maneuver 
that proved ineffective, since he had 
somehow managed to hide the gum from my 
vision and probing thumb, possibly by 
lodging it behind his tonsils. Such 
deception , I might add, is not at all unusual 
among victims of two-man-tent fever. 

Parker remained quiet for some time, 
although I could tell from the look in his 
eyes that the paranoia was tightening its 
hold on him, and I began to wonder if my 
life might not be in danger. I warned him 
not to try anything. 

"Why don 't you get some sleep ?" Parker 
replied. "Just try to get some sleep! " 

"H a! " I said , not without a trace of 
sarcasm. "Do you really think I'm going to 
fa ll for that old one?" 

I twisted around in my bag and propped 
up on an elbow so I could watch Parker more 

closely. It was easy to see that the two-man
tent fever was taking its toll on him. He was 
pale and trembling, and stared back at me 
with wide, unblinking eyes. He looked 
pitiful , even though posing no less a threat 
to my life. 

Then , as if our situation were not perilous 
enough already, I noticed that Parker had 
dandruff. Under normal circumstances, I 
can take dandruff or leave it alone, but not 
in a two-man tent. It wasn't the unsightly 
appearance of the dandruff that bothered 
me, but the little plip plip plip sounds it made 
fa lling on his sleeping bag. I soon deduced 
that Parker had contrived this irritation for 
the sole purpose of annoying me, a sort of 
Ch inese dandruff torture, although I hadn't 
realized until then that Parker was Chinese. 
Informing him that I was on to his little 
game, I told Parker to get his dandruff under 
control or suffer the consequences. Not 
surprisingly, he denied any knowledge of his 
dandruff or its activities. I therefore 
retaliated by doing my impression of Richard 
W idmark's maniacal laugh every time I 
heard a plip. Parker countered by doing his 
impression of a man paralyzed by fear. It 
wasn't that good, as impressions go, but I 
withheld criticism of the poor devil's 
performance, since it seemed to take his 
mind off the fever. 

At the first break of the storm, Parker 
shot out of the tent, stuffed his gear into his 
pack, and took off down the trail, leaving 
me with the chore offolding up the tent and 
policing camp. Before I was finished , a 
ranger came riding up the trail on a horse. 
We exchanged pleasantries, and I asked him 
if he had happened to pass my partner on 
the trail. 

"I don 't know," he said. "Is he a white
haired gnome?" _.., 

Patrick F. McManus of Spokane, Washington, 
writes a monthly column in O utdoor Life. His 
stories have appeared in other publications, including 
Field & Stream, Sports Illustrated, Audubon and 
Reader's Digest. He is author of A Fine and 
Pleasant Misery, T hey Shoot C anoes, Don't 
T hey? and Never Sniff A G ift Fish. 
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RICEFIELDS 
A UNIQUE CAROLINA INHERITANCE 

·:v 

With careful management 
and strict reclamation controls, 
our once-golden ricefields will 
sustain a wealth of wildlife, 
sporting opportunities 
and aquaculture. 

by Pete Laurie 

S randing on the grassy dike, Marc 
Epstein dipped a cup of water 
from the edge of the old ricefield' s 
water control structure and 

checked the salinity with a little telescope
like device called a refractometer. He 
passed it to me. The refractometer read 
between nineteen and twenty parts salt per 
thousand, surprisingly high for what I first 
had thought to be a freshwater 
impoundment. 

"Widgeon grass requires a little salinity," 

the biologist said, "although it doesn't need 
quite this much." 

We gazed out over acre after acre of 
shallow flat water, its surface roughened by a 
good crop of submerged widgeon grass. 
Several dozen mottled ducks hugged the 
distant shore, while closer to us, gallinules 
swam about and a few willets, avocets and a 
black-necked stilt stalked the shallow water. 
We were in the lower Santee River Delta 
where diked-in ponds like the one we were 
looking at have a long and proud history-a 



history in which the legendary wealth and 
splendor of the old South grew with rippling 
seas of golden rice. 

South Carolina's coast presently contains 
more than 70,000 acres of intertidal diked 
areas. Most were constructed in the 1 700s 
and early 1800s to grow rice. Though many 
of these shallow ponds fell into disrepair 
early this century, when Carolina Golden 
Rice became just a memory, the majority 
now are managed for another crop-wildlife. 

Now controversy has arisen over the issue 
of re-diking these once highly-managed 
wetlands and, more to the point,determining 
the role these areas, now often referred to as 
ricefield impoundments, play in the overall 
marsh ecosystem. It is a,complex issue. 

The history of rice culture is one of South 
Carolina's, and indeed, all of American 
agriculture's great success stories. Over a 
period of years and with a good deal of trial 

and error, rice planters developed a system 
that made them rich and made possible the 
cultural and social development of a once
struggling colony. Although the state's coast 
is very flat, the tidal fluctuation is quite 
large, five to seven feet . Far inland from the 
ocean, water levels along major freshwater 
river systems rise and fall quite significantly 
with the twice-daily tides. 

Initially, the lower reaches of major rivers 
like the Santee were bordered mostly with 
cypress swamp. The planters, lacking 
machinery but with a great population of 
slave labor, cleared the trees from the flood 
plains and built complicated systems of dikes 
and ditches. Utilizing the tide they could 
flood or drain any field as required. 

Subsequently, rice culture was a complex 
although very successful procedure, 
requiring constant attention to detail and 
great effort to keep the irrigation system 

functioning properly. 
After peaking about 1850, rice growing 

declined sharply during the next fifty years 
as the pool of dependable labor dried up and 
contemporary agricultural machinery proved 
unsuitable for working the wet fields. 
Violent storms, especially the hurricane of 
1893, left many dikes in disrepair. 

Around the turn of the century, many of 
the old rice plantations were purchased by 
wealthy northern industrialists, mostly for 
use as duck hunting areas. Until World War 
II, hunting pressure was heavy, especially by 
market hunters, but ducks were abundant 
and little effort was put into maintaining or 
rebuilding the abandoned ricefield dikes. In 
the early 1940s, some landowners began to 
experiment with re-diking their old fields 
and managing them intensively. Part of the 
impetus was the planned diversion of the 
Santee River. 

Previous page and below, cut from the coastal wilderness in the late 1700s and early 1800s, the diked-in fields founded a great agricultural success story 
and the economy of the plantation South. By the early 1900s Carolina Golden Rice and the society it supported were dead, vanquished by the loss of 
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Plantation owners in the Santee Delta 
realized that the reduced flow of the river 
would allow salt water to intrude much 
farther inland changing the nature of their 
freshwater wetlands to salt and brackish 
marsh. The re-diking and installation of 
water control structures, called "trunks," 
allowed managers to control the water levels 
and salinities in these wetlands. When 
plantation owners on other parts of the coast 
saw how effectively well-managed ricefield 
ponds attracted waterfowl, re-diking and 
intensive management became widespread. 

By carefully controlling the water salinity 
in these re-diked pqnds, various waterfowl 
food plants such as widgeon grass, spike-rush 
and saltwater bulrush can be encouraged. 
Widgeon grass usually is grown in areas 
where brackish water is available to flood the 
fields while farther inland in totally fresh 
water, smartweeds, Anelima, and panic grass 

are encouraged just as rice once was. Some 
inland ricefield impoundments are drained 
and planted in rice, millet, or corn, and 
then flooded in the fall and winter. 

Shorebirds by the thousands flock to these 
carefully-controlled diked fields, especially 
during spring migrations when water is 
drawn down to expose a feast of small 
invertebrates. We stopped at one such area 
kept moist to encourage a crop of dwarf 
spike-rush. The peak shorebird migration 
was over but in a shallow depression that still 
held a sheet of water, a hundred or more 
semi-palmated sandpipers picked at the 
surface while a dozen dowitchers plunged 
their longer bills deep into the mud. We 
climbed out of the truck to watch them 
through binoculars and immediately were 
surrounded by an insistent swarm of yellow 
deerflies and the larger, green-eyed horseflies. 

A huge concentration of blackish 

dragonflies, probably feeding on the biting 
flies, cruised the dike. Every stalk of giant 
cord grass along these banks contained a 
resting dragonfly perched upon its apex. 
The dike's cracked and muddy edge was 
crisscrossed with tracks of raccoons and 
alligators. 

Herons, egrets and other long-legged 
wading birds also find these areas attractive. 
As we drove the dikes from one area to 
another, we saw several dozen great egrets 
and snowy egrets mixed in with a few 
tricolor and great blue herons, all bunched 
at a shallow spot. "Must be some fish 
stressed there," Epstein said. 

Occasionally, when the temperature goes 
up and dissolved oxygen drops, fish in the 
shallow waters may become stressed making 
them easier to catch for the birds, alligators 
and other wildlife. I had seen the same thing 
many times on saltmarsh mudflats when 

slave labor, spring rains and storms that tore out miles of dikes. Fields returned to nature and her wildlife. In the 1940s owners of old ricefields began to 
re-dike their acreage. Their goal was an abundance of wintering waterfowl and some of the hottest gunning on the Atlantic shore. 
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Above and below, working fields, now maintained far waterfowl, depend upon the gridwork of dikes and trunk gates far careful control of water levels 
and salinity in the management of natural waterfowl food plants. Trunk gates, almost identical in design and construction to those built by the rice 
planters, are imbedded in the old ricefield dikes. On a falling tide, the inside gate may be raised to drain water from the fields . The reverse procedure, 
on a rising tide, fills the fields with salt ar brackish water. Salinity can be maintained and increased by lowering both inside and outside gates. 

extreme low tides isolated shallow pools. 
Proper installation and manipulation of 
trunk gates to encourage water flow usually 
help to minimize this problem. 

In larger ricefield impoundments and 
those of lower salinity, the conditions of 
high temperature and low levels of dissolved 
oxygen, •conditions that stress fish, are less 
likely to develop. However, properly
managed diked areas in totally fresh water 
often provide good fishing for largemouth 
bass and bream. 

Many fish spawn in the spring and early 
summer. The resulting juvenile fish need 
nutrients for growth and survival. Probably 
as important for fish and aquatic 
invertebrates are nursery areas that may not 
be available within diked areas containing 
little or no water at this critical period. 

Old ricefield ponds managed for waterfowl 
usually are being drained at this time of year, 
releasing nutrients into the river systems. 
However, nutrients are released in amounts 
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that aquatic organisms in the adjacent rivers 
and estuaries may not be able to use in such 
quantity. For many riverine and anadromous 
fish, the naturally-submerged flood plain 
along rivers during spring rains plays an 
important role in spawning. Increasing the 
diked-in areas along these waterways may 
hinder access to these natural spawning 
grounds. 

Properly-managed onetime ricefields 
improve habitat for many wetland species 
including waterfowl, wading birds, 
shorebirds, wood storks, alligators, ospreys 
and eagles. However, a corresponding 
interruption of unchecked ingress and egress 
of aquatic animals and an altered 
distribution of natural production throughout 
adjacent wetlands usually also results. 

Diked intertidal ponds, if managed 
properly, can be productive in terms of 
vegetation and phytoplankton, resulting in 
rapid growth of juvenile fish. Instead of the 
flow of this energy going mostly to fish and 
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aquatic invertebrates with a high rate of 
turnover, it is more often channeled into 
birds, mammals and reptiles, and may be 
tied up for a greater period of time in these 
longer-lived animals. 

Since diked wetlands are managed 
systems they can be altered to achieve 
different purposes. They can be made more 
suitable for fish by establishing numerous 
water control structures and allowing 
continuous circulation, but such a 
management scheme is generally not 
compatible with waterfowl or aquaculture 
management goals. 

The worst situation involves diked areas 
that are intact but managed poorly or not at 
all. Such areas fail to provide the wildlife 
benefits of well-managed old ricefield ponds 
and exhibit the most negative aspects of 
diked-in wetlands. South Carolina Wildlife 
and Marine Resources Department biologists 
are available to assist owners of old ricefield 
impoundments in developing proper 
management plans for their diked areas. 

Controversy swirls around the issue of re
diking old ricefields where years ago the 
dikes fell into disrepair and the area has 

reverted to that of a naturally-functioning 
marsh. Aside from the complex legal 
question of ownership of these old ricefields, 
biologists disagree on the need to repair or 
rebuild additional old ricefield dikes to 
recreate these unique wetlands in a state 
that already contains many diked-in acres. 

Waterfowl managers and hunters, bird 
watchers and aquaculturists generally favor 
enhanced management of such areas, citing 
productivity and the fact that these diked 
wetlands can be controlled for various 
purposes. Fisheries biologists, marine 
biologists and wetlands ecologists often take 
the view that maintaining the natural 
functions and productivity of wetlands 
should take priority and some people hold 
the principle that all natural wetlands should 
be left alone. 

Also at issue is the filling of wetlands 
required in constructing or repairing dikes. 
In a recent review of its permitting actions, 
the South Carolina Coastal Council noted 
that a total of 3. 7 acres of wetland fill have 
been approved for private purposes since the 
agency's creation in late 1977. However in 
approving these projects the council had 

required the project owners to create 7 .15 
acres of new wetlands to replace those lost, 
resulting in a net gain of over 3. 4 wetland 
acres. The council also noted that issuing 
two new permits to re-dike old ricefield areas 
allowed the filling of eighty-five acres of 
coastal wetlands for dike construction. 

In general, there is agreement that 
existing well-managed diked areas should be 
left intact, unmanaged ones should be 
properly managed, and saltmarsh areas, 
considered most beneficial to shrimp, crabs, 
oysters and marine fish should not be diked. 

Several gradients of marsh exist from high 
salinity cordgrass (Spartina) marsh, to 
brackish marsh, to freshwater marsh. 
Generally, no clear boundary separates one 
type from another. Low salt marsh is 
considered the most productive and'. 
therefore, the most valuable for aquatic 
organisms. Higher brackish marsh and 
freshwater marsh are thought to contribute 
less production of nutrients but provide 
important fish habitat. Waterfowl and 
marine biologists agree that the whole issue 
needs more study. Recently, some marine 
ecologists have even questioned the long-

Miniature ecosystems within vast acres of wetlands, ricefield dikes support a wide variety of mammals from whitewil deer to cotton rats. Endangered 
and threatened species like the American alligator, next page, also find ideal habiwt within the suite's approximately 70,000 acres of former ricefields. 
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held theory that Spartina marsh provides the 
basis of the estuarine food chain. 

The South Carolina Wildlife and Marine 
Resources Department, charged with 
wildlife , fisheries and marine resource 
management responsibilities, has 
experienced considerable difficulty in 
attempting to resolve the potentially 
competing resource management objectives. 
Guidelines adopted by the department's 
commission prohibit the agency's approval 
of permit applications which would close off 
publicly-owned wetlands, block navigable 
waterways, impound low salt marsh and 
areas that have not been previously diked. 
All other projects are considered on their 
individual merits. Permission to re-dike old 
ricefields must be granted by the state's 
C oastal Council, the S.C. Department of 
Health and Environmental Control and the 
U.S. Army Corps of Engineers. 

Nearly all of the state's 70,000 acres of 
existing coastal ricefield impoundments-
private and publicly-owned-were 
constructed prior to the early 1970s when 
no permits were required. Since that time 
very few permits to dike or re-dike coastal 
wetlands have been granted. However, any 

individual or agency can routinely obtain 
required permits for performing 
maintenance work on existing diked 
wetlands. Many routine repair and 
maintenance act ivities and emergency 
repairs due to dike fa ilure or storm damage 
are currently exempted from most permit 
requirement. 

The state wildlife department manages 
approximately 20 ,000 acres of these old 
ricefield ponds. More than 80 percent of this 
acreage was being maintained as diked
controlled wetlands when acquired, through 
purchase or donation , from private owners. 
These areas are managed as waterfowl 
refuges or public waterfowl hunting lands 
and are util ized for research activities. 

Many people unfamiliar with 
the history of rice culture 
,have the erroneous notion 

that the majority of our old ricefields were 
created from salt marsh . Part of this 
misconception arises from the very different 
ecology of the Santee River Delta since 
diversion _of most of the flow into the Cooper 
River. Rediversion , now imminent, may 

return the Santee to a much fresher system 
approach ing historical conditions, although 
no one is quite sure what will happen . For 
years, old ricefield ponds along the Santee 
that were allowed to fa ll into disrepair have 
reverted into something approaching a 
naturally-functioning brackish marsh . Had 
the original reduction of flow in this river 
not allowed a greater intrusion of salt water, 
these abandoned ricefields might have 
returned to the cypress swamp habitat from 
which they were hewn. 

Landowners, faced with rising property 
taxes and with the steadily increasing cost of 
maintaining dikes and trunks, believe well
managed ponds can benefit them in two 
ways: aquaculture development and the 
leasing of duck blinds. Aquaculture is still in 
the experimental stages although several 
aquatic animals, especially crawfish, seem to 
hold some promise. At the moment, leasing 
duck blinds is more profitable, but even · 
large, diked wetlands can support only a 
limited number of duck blinds. Even with 
declining waterfowl breeding grounds and 
populations, the number of hunters willing 
to pay $1,000 or more a year to lease a good 
blind is increasing. 

Herons, egrets and other long-legged wading birds, below, also find the fields to their liking. Biologis ts, however, are still studying the role of these fresh to 
salt wetlands in the overall rrulrsh ecosystem. Current regulations require an extensive permitting system before any old fields can be reclaimed. 
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W ithout a source of income from their old 
ricefields, some plantation owners say they 
may be forced to sell their property to 
developers or timber companies which could 
result in drastic alteration of highland areas 
and a general lack of upkeep. This would 
diminish the considerable contribution to 
the state's wildlife that these plantations 
historically have provided. 

A s we drove past a narrow slough , a big 
alligator slid from the bank with a great 
splash, scattering a pair of gallinules. A 
muddy wake through the duck weed traced 
the 'gator's underwater progress. At a comer 
we watched mullet rolling in the deeper 
water of a perimeter ditch while red-winged 
blackbirds and long-billed marsh wrens sang 
from the thick stands of giant cord grass 
lining the dikes. 

The miles of dikes that circle these old 
ricefield impoundments provide habitat not 
only for songbirds but also for cotton rats, 
rice rats and other small mammals. These in 
tum attract red-tailed hawks, marsh hawks 
and other raptors, especially during the 
winter when there is less cover and raptor 
populations peak. Marsh rabbits, resembling 
big Norway rats, seek the thickest cover 
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While there is no doubt that well-TTU1naged diked areas are havens for wildlife, the controversy over 
re-diking abandoned fields centers around landowners' increasing property taxes, the potential 
income from waterfowl hunting and aquaculture and the transferring of the rrulrsh food chain from 
aquatic invertebrates and Tnllrine fis h to predators like the fis h-eating anhinga, above, and other 
longer-lived species. 

along the dike edges and readily plunge 
headlong into the water to escape bobcats 
and gray foxes patrolling the dikes at night. 

The dikes, often the only dry land in 
acres and acres of wetland, form miniature 
ecosystems allowing many terrestrial 
animals access to the food production of 
impoundments. In some locations, deer use 
dikes as fawning areas. Bobcats and 
alligators, foxes, marsh rabbits and a variety 
of small mammals also will extensively use 
these old ricefield banks. 

The planters' most serious problems with 
wildlife concerned the bob-o-links, or rice 
birds that descended en rrulSse on the 
ricefields in both spring and fall. All hands 
were required to beat on pots and pans and 
fire muzzleloaders in an attempt to keep the 
birds from feeding in the fields. 

0 
Waterfowl, however, were welcomed. 

~ The northern breeding ducks arrived after 
~ the rice harvest and the fields usually were 

reflooded for their benefit. Ducks were 
prized because they consumed the aberrant 
"red rice, " a weed that competed with the 
commercial crop. The trunkminders 
occasionally were allowed to kill a duck now 
and again for the plantation owner's table , 
but sport hunting was forbidden on many 
plantations. 

Epstein and I spenc half a day driving the 
crisscross pattern of the dikes, but from the 
ground it is difficult to imagine the extent of 
the old ricefields that still border most of the 
state's major coastal rivers. Many remain 
intact and functioning after two hundred 
years, attesting to the skill , determination 
and hardwork of early South Carolinians. 
Their existence and contribution to 
waterfowl, shorebirds, alligators, ospreys, 
eagles and many other wildlife are part of the 
heritage of our coast-a valuable inheritance 
even with its associated management 
problems unique to South Carolina. _ _, 
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THE 
MIDDLETON 

DRIVE 
To the west of scenic Highway 61, tucked away from the house 

and grounds of one of our most famous plantations, the 
Lowcountry's ancient deer hunting tradition lives on, kept by 

aristocratic dogs, sure-footed horses and the men 
who ride with the hounds. 

by Russell Tyler 
photography by Robert Clark 

R the ancient ricefield bank three 
men sat crosslegged astride slack
reined horses. Their conversation 

was quiet, unhurried, 
marked by an occasional low chuckle and a 
mutual nodding of heads. Beneath and close 
about them twenty-five long-tailed hounds 
mingled slowly ... a few dozed. 

As the grey mists of dawn gave way to the 
brilliant yellows of autumn a hunting horn's 
single, mournful blow drifted toward them. 
Reigns were grasped as legs swung back 
across saddles and boots were jammed into 
stirrups. Four short blows from one of the 
group's horns and reverberating whoops sent 
the hounds stringing into the woods while 
the riders' horses followed at a fast walk close 
behind. 

"Whooee! Git up furn yuh!" The musical 
singsong, enriched by traces of Gullah, 
echoed repeatedly through the woodland as 
the riders dodged branches and swinging 
limbs in the myrtle and titi thickets. 

A flash of tan and a glint of antlers 
betrayed a great buck sailing from the 
tangle. The dogs sang in full cry at his heels 
as he bounded away in long strides. 

"Old buck comin' ! Old buck comin' ! " 
Faces filled with concern, the drivers stood 
in their stirrups and chanted to warn waiting 
standers. i' 'Don' miss 'um, please don' miss!" 

Boom! Boom! Shots, followed by a long, 
triumphant blow on a hunter's horn, 
answered the drivers' pleas. 

"Meat on de table," the men chuckled, 
more to themselves than to each other. 
Whooping to the dogs they rode in and 
swung the fallen buck across a horse's 
withers, to be taken out for later pickup on a 
nearby road, then turned with the dogs into 
a nearby switchcane thicket. The chanting 
and whooping began again. 

A doe took to her heels and the dogs 
bawled out at her hot scent. No does were to 
be taken on this morning drive so the drivers 
urged their mounts to full gallop. As hooves 

Each Saturday, late summer through the New Year, drivers Bill Green, Sam Washington and 
Anthony Gibbs, left to right, ride with the hounds through tangles of pine ridge and swamp. 
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pounded like the thumping of distant 
cannon, the men bent low over their horses' 
necks to duck vines and limbs. Mud and dirt 
flew as the horsemen rode close to the 
tumbling pack. At full gallop, long, leather 
whips were uncoiled and lashed out over the 
heads of the hounds. The whips crncked 
like rifle shots; the dogs immediately 
fell silent and came in to heel behind the 
horses. 

During South Carolina's long, 
Lowcountry deer season, such historic 
scenes are repeated weekly at the Middleton 
Hunt Club in Charleston County. Tucked 
away in the remote stands of pine, live oak 
and marsh just across scenic Highway 61 
from the famous Middleton Place house and 
gardens, this private deer club undertakes 
the grand sport of deer hunting much as our 
forefathers did in the late 1 700s. Formed in 
1900, the thirty-five member club strives to 
preserve deer driving as it once was done 
throughout the Lowcountry. 

This unique style of hunting had its 
beginnings when the early plantation 
owners brought the sport of foxhunting
riding to the hounds-from Europe. 
Foxhounds were trained to stop on 
command at a whip's crack and to respond 
to the summons of a hunting horn. The club 
pursues deer in this way-using foxhound 

stock unsuited for the purposes of the 
adjacent foxhunting club, Middleton 
Hounds. These dogs are then trained to run 
deer instead of foxes. They are worked 
entirely from horseback by professional deer 
drivers. 

And what drivers these superb athletes 
are, Sam Washington, Anthony Gibbs and 
Bill Green! They have brought the art of 
Lowcountry deer driving into the twentieth 
century. 

Each is an expert woodsman and expert 
horseman, trained like their predecessors, 
old-time drivers such as the late Oscar Leach 
and Freddie Waring who rode with the 
Middleton deer hounds when the club was 
first formed. 

Past Middleton Hunt Club president and 
huntmaster, Edward Lowndes rides with 
them, training new horses and always 
looking for new approaches to the thickets 
that might improve what is already a 
seemingly perfect hunt. Lowndes, whose 
brother Henry is the current club president 
and huntmaster, first introduced 
Washington, the youngest and quietest of 
the three drivers, to the sport and swears 
there are no finer horsemen anywhere than 
his three hunting companions. 

"When these three men take the dogs on 
a sweep, they'll jump every deer in a patch of 

Edward Lowndes, below, rides with the Middleton drivers and dogs. Pure/Jred foxhounds are trained 
to run deer or halt at the blow of a hunting horn or the crack of a whip. Gibbs' answering four 
blows, right, iT\ reply to the huntmaster's one, tells standers a drive is beginning. 
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woods," Lowndes said. "When they come 
out the other side, you'd just as well pick up 
the standers and go somewhere else." 

During the week, Washington works at 
nearby Medway Plantation; Gibbs is busy as 
a professional housepainter and Green, the 
most expressive of the trio, brings 
plantation-era crafts to life for tourists at the 
Middleton Place Stableyards. Green, who 
once worked on a Wyoming Dude ranch, 
also acts as the fox for the Middleton 
Hounds fox hunts. 

"I've got a scented drag on a long rope. 
They 'low me a few minutes head start, then 
set the dogs on my trail," he explained. 
"They've 'mos had me hemmed up a couple 
o' times, but they never yet caught this ole 
fox." He laughs upon remembering these 
narrow "escapes." 

When the deer hunting season begins, 
the drivers must be up well before daybreak 
to have dogs and horses ready for the 
Saturday hunts. Each hunt begins at the 
"Bench," a rough lean-to deep in the woods 
across the highway from Middleton Place. 
By 6:30 a. m. the drivers' trucks and trailers 
are there. In a candlelit scene from decades 
past, club members are marked present and 
assigned to stands. At 7 :00 a. m. sharp, the 
huntmaster gives the order, "Load up!" 
While trucks ferry standers to their assigned 
posts, the drivers move to the predetermined 
site of the first drive. Dogs are let out to 
stretch and take care of their morning's 
business, while horses, saddled before 
loading at the stables, are led from their 
trailers. As the riders swing into ancient 
cavalry saddles, the dogs gather close about. 
The assembly waits patiently in the still 
morning air for the sound of the horn, a 
signal that the last standers are in position 
and all is ready for the drive to begin. 

All day the men ride the thickets of pine 
hill and dismal morass to rouse the deer from 
their hiding places. Occasionally laughing 
and joking, always whooping and 
encouraging the hounds, the riders drift in 
and out of view-like ghosts-in the tangled 
swamp bottoms and thick pine stands. At 
noon there is a brief respite for hunters, 
drivers, ·horses and hounds as lunch is 
furnished by a club member. At dusk, when 
the hunt is over, the enthusiasm of the tired 
drivers is still evident in their praise for the 
taking of a fine deer, or their consolation of a 
stander who has missed. 

Throughout the hunt, the drivers depend 
upon their sturdy, unshod horses. Worn and 
patched clothing, battered from years of 
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The McClellan saddle, left, named for General 
George B. McClellan of the Union Anny, and 
four-plait whip with buckskin handle are parts of 
the grand manner of deer hunting Middleton 
strives to preserve. 

tangles, briers and vines, attests to the 
difficulties of the tasks they ask their mounts 
to perform. 

These are stocky, strong, sure-footed 
animals, of no particular breed , but carefully 
selected for agility, speed , responsiveness 
and an intangible character called "woods 
sense." Each must be attentive to the sounds 
of the hounds and the almost imperceptible 
commands of their riders. Each must be 
capable of leaping old ricefield ditches and 
fallen logs and of maintaining full gallop 
while picking the best route through any 
thicket where a deer might lead the hounds. 

"When a horse listens to the dogs and will 
jump or wheel at a touch, just like a cutting 
horse, or charge through brush and cypress 
knees at full gallop without stumbling or 
falling, it's earned the title of'woods horse', " 
Edward Lowndes said. "These horses will 
gallop through tangles that any average 
horse would fa ll in while trying to walk. 
And the men are just as adept at staying 
with their mounts. I've never seen Bill 
Green ever lose his hat." 

The drivers play a vital, integral 
role in each hunt, for it is they who, 
in the off- season , train the 
young dogs to the horn and whip; 

they who rouse the deer and must 
make every effort to pick up the trail of a 
wounded buck. They exhibit an uncanny 
instinct for recognizing the unseen 
woodland tra il the deer will follow. 

Middleton Hunt Club's hounds are a sight 
to behold, especially for hunters accustomed 
to the antics of dogs used elsewhere for deer 
driving. Where other club's hounds may be 
a mixed batch of beagles, Walkers, blueticks 
and other breeds, these are long-tailed, 
pure-blooded aristocratic foxhounds. While 
most hounds boil from their trailers to take 
up their own chase when unleashed, 
Middleton's hounds are conditioned by the 
drivers to follow the horses at heel, to fan out 
and search quietly for scent, to pack together 
when the deer is jumped, and to stop when 
the whip is cracked over them and they are 
called to the horn. Unlike other deer drives 
where hour upon hour must be spent chasing 
after and catching the dogs , a Middleton 
Hunt ends with the same number of hounds 
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Club members swear there are no finer horsemen or horses than the men and mounts of Middleton. 
Drivers galloJJ with the deer and hounds through thickets and tangles that would throw the average 
horse and horseman at a walk. 

that began the morning's chase. For each 
dog to behave perfectly is a ritual at 
Middleton . The drivers know each hound by 
name and tolerate no misbehavior. 

This requirement does not lessen the 
dogs' abilities to run deer well. They are 
carefully selected for keen noses and speed 
afoot. When the twenty-five Middleton 
hounds boil down on a big buck or a swift 
doe , the deer has to run, fairly "setting the 
woods afire" as it streaks forward with the 
dogs in hot pursuit. 

Old-fashioned blowing horns are crucial 
at these hunts for communication between 
dogs and drivers and standers. A single blow 
at each drive's beginning signals that all is 
ready. The drivers , waiting with dogs at 
heel, acknowledge with four short blows that 
they are beginning to work their horses and 
dogs carefully through the woods. 

When a stander shoots a deer, one long 
blow signals the quarry has been taken . If 
the deer is wounded , the stander signals for 
assistance with two blows and the drivers, 
after responding with one blow, call the dogs 
to heel and gallop to the stander. When the 
wounded deer is recovered , the drivers 
resume their positions and the hunt 
continues until three blows by the 
huntmaster signal the drive is over. 

While the club preserves the time
honored way of deer hunting, modem deer 

management also is practiced as 
recommended by state game biologists. The 
club harvests doe deer and saves data from 
all kills so that biologists may later analyze it 
in order to recommend improvements for the 
quality of the club's deer herds. 

Though the club's methods may seem a 
bit primitive to some, they are very 
effective. Throughout each day's hunt, 
which may cover 1,000 acres or more, deer 
are constantly sent over the standers. But 
the real reasons for following the deer 
hunting methods of past generations can be 
found in a shared love ofLowcountry 
tradition, deer hunting, hounds and horses. 
It is a love best exemplified by the Middleton 
drivers. They are true sportsmen who prefer 
to spend their free time training the horses 
and dogs , saddling up well before first light 
to ride the thick wood trails first marked by 
the steeds of old-time drivers, sharing the 
companionship of their fellows and sights 
that no others ever will witness. They are 
masters of woodlore, horsemanship and 
woodland philosophy ... the sole keepers of 
an ancient Lowcountry tradition-a tradition 
found only on the Middleton Hunts. ·• 

Russell Tyler writes our "Hunring" column, serves 
as an outdoor columnist for the Charleston News 
and Courier and is a partner in the timber marketing 
consultant firm, Dargan and Associates. 
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A Sense of Place 
South Carolina Wildlife delivers 31, 000 square miles 

of land, water and wil.dlif e six times a year. 

No one is as intimate with South 
Carolina as they'd like to be, not 
even lifelong residents. There's 
simply too much to see and enjoy 

within the state's 31,000 square miles ofland 
and waterways. So much, in fact, it can only 
be appreciated fully through one medium
South Carolina Wildlife. 

Our recent anniversary issue Thirty Years
. The Mountains to the Sea, for instance, 
vividly portrays just how much South 
Carolina has to offer. And it does so with 
such consummate perfection that the public 
has requested this special issue in a 
hardbound edition. As The Greenville News 
put it ... "All who feel a sense of place for this 
state will find the reasons reflected in these 
pages ... It's a collection of breathtaking 
photography and lucid text covering South 
Carolina's splendor from the mountains to 
the sea." 

This hardbound collector's edition will 
take you on a delightful, leisurely tour of 
South Carolina's diverse outdoors. The 
book's wheat-colored, cloth binding with 
gilded lettering lends elegance to any 
personal library or office. Because of its 
1,000 print run, however, only those who 
act first can treasure this unparalleled 
limited edition. 

Our January-February 1985 special issue 
will feature South Carolina's waterways and 
the vital role water plays in a state famous for 
its lakes, meandering rivers, blackwater 
ponds, pristine mountain streams, waterfalls 

and related recreational opportunities . 
Similar in format to the first special edition, 
it will be another unprecedented full-color 
volume concentrating on the best this 
specific aspect of our state has to offer. 

When you order or renew your 
. subscription to South Carolina Wildlife, 
you're assured of receiving this latter special 
issue at no extra cost. That's quite a bargain 
considering two factors: The upcoming 
January-February issue is a $5 value and your 
year's subscription includes five additional 
issues featuring comprehensive, timely 
information on all indigenous species of 
wildlife and flora, hunting, fresh and 
saltwater fishing, boating, camping, hiking, 
birding, scheduled outdoor events and more. 
In short, all of the outdoors is right here for 
you in South Carolina Wildlife magazine. 

The urge to experience the outdoors can 
be suppressed, but it never dies. Outdoor 
adventure always has a place in a South 
Carolinian's heart. Whether you're a die
hard sportsman, an aspiring outdoor 
enthusiast or an armchair adventurer, 
inflame that outdoor spirit in you and in 
special friends on your Christmas list 
through an order for South Carolina Wildlife 
magazine, the Thirty Years-The Mountains to 
the Sea hardbound limited edition and other 
Holiday Season Specials found on page 63. 
Use the convenient order form on page 64 to 
insure next year's copies and reserve your 
hardbound edition in time for Christmas 
giving. _ _, -GINNY BARNETTE 

PHOTOGRAPH ED BY ROBERT CLARK AT THE FOX HOUSE. LEXINGTON COUNTY MUSEUM. 
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WODDCARUER'S 
~ J A r-1~c The Southern ritual of 
~~I whittling lives on in the 

articulate hands of master carvers who liberate works 
of art imprisoned in solid wood to give them new life. 

by Scott Derks 

photography by Robert Clark 

It's not often that man has a chance to 
improve on nature. To take something that 
God has carefully wrought and then twist 
and tum it into something-well, not better
but certainly more powerful. Maybe that's 
why God made woodworkers and lovers of 
wood, people who understand that inside 
each block of wood is the soul of a delicately 
carved bird waiting to be unleashed by the 
articulate hands of a carver. 

Which may also explain why it's rumored 
that embedded within the core of every 
black walnut stump is a black ol' bear 
capable-under the powers of a well-honed 
knife and a little mysticism-of emerging 
into something that not only looks like a 
bear, but walks like a bear and smells like a 
bear. 

Somt;thing that is not alive, but I'll bet 
my Grandmother's Bible it's not dead. It's 
the magic of woodcarving; a fiendish 
addiction that fascinates, frustrates and 
fulfills anyone who loves the smell of wood, 
the crispness of a clean cut or the joy of 

One irreparable slip of the wood carver's tools 
can ruin hours of meticulous labor. With this in 
,mind, Ben Covington painstakingly carves a leg 
shown in detail above for a highly-figured chest. 
Quiet, friendly and philosophical, Bill Howell, 
facing page, loves to reminisce about youthful 
adventures when whittling. A man who loves aU 
things natural, Howell prefers to work his wood 
under complimentary soft, natural light. 
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rubbing his fingers over a rippling grain . 
Some woodcarvers even insist that were 

God to retire, he'd probably take up 
whittling because it's so easy on the soul. 

Others, like Greenville decoy carver 
Smith McDonald claim God is already the 
master carver. All the rest are simply 
struggling apprentices. "If I don 't carve I'm a 
different person ," McDonald said. "It's a 
release to be able to express myself: I love to 
put a knife in a piece of wood; I enjoy wood 
in my hand; I love watching something take 
shape gradually." 

And when he does, McDonald produces 
intricately-detailed ducks and delicate 
plovers and fellow travelers of the wing. Each 
feather must be planned and fashioned, ever 
so carefully, because carving is a lot like 
time-once taken it can't be put back. "It's a 
tough art form," the widely-respected carver 
said. "You get a vision in your mind, but you 
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know you cannot make what God has made. 
You can only try to copy it. 

"In my mind's eye I can always see what I 
could have done better. It's frustrating. I've 
come to realize that life is so short that I will 
never achieve the quality of work I'd like to 
do." In the end, we are all apprentices, but 
the search continues, in a variety of places. 

Columbia's Ben Covington , one of the 
state's finest master furniture builders, 
doesn 't sparkle at the idea of carving birds or 
sculpting forms. His hands bum for the 
opportunity to combine chisel and mallet as 
part of a larger goal-carving the legs of a 
highly-figured chest, etching grain and 
carving into an art form greater than the 
sum of the parts. Each cut is made so 
precisely and carefully that the individual 
strokes establish a fac ile rhythm of their 
own, creating an ornate crown for a highboy 
or the final touch for a tiny chest. The 

Within the relaxed warking conditions of his 
basement, Smith McDonald, above, imitates 
life by creating realistic songbirds that give spirit 
anew to inanimate wood. Dale Wright, facing 
page, creates lively, impressionistic vignettes 
through chip carving, the process of delicately 
flaking away superfluous wood. Wright's 
comical cowboys, hounds, 'coons and harses 
gradually emerge on his f avarite war king 
surf ace, a card table. 
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carving genius lifts the desk or chest out of 
the ordinary and into something that 
articulates the power of nature, while sitting 
benignly in a living room. 

O r meet folk carver Dale Wright of Holly 
Hill, who fell into carving by accident five 
years ago using a borrowed knife. Today his 
baying hound dogs, whimsical coons and 
heavy-drinking western cowboys are hard 
not to love. They have a comical life all their 
own. Each has a story to tell. But mostly 
they whisper to Wright-driving him on . 
"I'm carving two hours a night now, but 
that's not enough. I'm going to retire in 
January so I can do more. I can't accomplish 
enough in two hours." A chip carver, 
Wright says, "I seldom finish a piece in one 
sitting. As it nears completion I put it aside 
to think about it. One cut can make or ruin 
a piece. So, sometimes I just need more time 
to think about it a little." 

But then carving and all its rituals are 
part of the heritage of woodworking and 
handling a knife, part of the culture of the 
South. 

Time·was, everyone-but everyone-carried 
a knife. It was part of the ritual of dressing in 
the morning. First some money, then a 
watch, then the knife. Some folks even 
insisted that it had to be in the right-hand 
pants pocket to feel right. And more than 
one pair of pants developed a little worn 
place from a favorite Buck or Ka-Bar. 

Somehow just holding a restless knife in 
your hand, cradled between a couple of well 
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worn callouses just made you feel good. And 
whittling a stick into a sharp point made you 
feel better, anytime ... when you were 
talking, thinking, waiting; didn't matter. 
Knives and whittling were a part of waking 
up and going to bed. You didn't think too 
much about it and you sure didn't save that 
old stick at the end of the day. Whittling 
wasn't for making, it was for whittling, pure 
and simple. 

Ask B;J! Howell of Columbia why 
he whittles and he'll think a minute before 
saying, "Whittling is just something I do," 
which sort of says it all. Retired from 
construction work, Howell now builds 
furniture, enjoys life and rarely lets his knife 
hand stay idle. "I've been working with 
wood for forty years; I just like to whittle . I 
like to see how the wood looks underneath. I 
don 't know why I do it. I do know I'm lost 
without my knife. I even take it to church. 
It's just a feeling that's there when it's 
against my leg." 

A few years back, nearly everyone felt that 
way. Back when cutting open a feed sack or 
snapping a string was important. Yet, 
somehow the idea grew up that whittling on 
a hot summer's day, while chatting with the 
boys, was just a tobacco spit away from being 
country. Redneck. Hick. Wood whittler. 

~ nd then that sneer. ) 

\ 

An Orwellian thought even surfaced that 
said : handmade good, machine-made 
better. And all around sprouted these 
seamless creatures of the chemical vat, 
everyone of them gleaming and uniform and 
appearing so perfect. Lots of men stopped 
carrying knives in their right-hand pocket, 
fewer sticks got sharpened and we began to 
think of the world a little differently. 

Then one day, folks started talking about 
handcrafted quality again, like it was a god 
on Mount Olympus. And before long those 
whittlers became carvers and some carvers 
became sculptors ·and the rest watched in 
envy, understanding intuitively that the 
craftsman's hand was equal to the moment. 
That like a well-trained musician, he didn't 
have to read the music, he could feel it. And 
most of all, we came to understand that 
anyone could be a country whittler, spilling 
great amounts of wood slivers in the dirt . 

A smaller, more elite group struggled to 
be wood carvers, seizing the spirit of the 
wood and molding it into natural figures and 
forms. 

Yet, only a select few understood the 
complex alchemy of wood mysticism-that 
moment when wood became life, reborn in 
the carver's hand. Many people carve birds; 
only a master carves moments. It is in such a 
moment that something new is freed from its 
walnut or apple or buckeye surroundings, 
liberated to become a solitary plover on the 
shore, hovering just above the water, wings 
flared, feet outstretched. Alive. 

South Carolina has produced more than 
its share of these masters, whose work will 
outlive them. Whose carving says more 
than most mouths. Whose skills drive home 
the realization that quality work does not 
come out of the hands, but from the brain. 
O ut of years of practice and decades of 
thought, come hours spent turning and 
twisting the wood, trying to outwit a grain 
that shoots first right, then left. Years spent 
learning how to sharpen the tools; to cut just 
so; time spent learning about yourself and 
wood and the nature of things. It's the 
beauty and the frustration. 

After all , there's only one thing you can't 
control and that's nature's way. You can use 
it and abuse it , but you sure can 't 
control it . . • 

Scott Derks is a pari-rime freelance wrirer from 
Columbia whose work regularly appears in South 
Carolina Wi ldlife and other state and national 
publicarions. 
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Highways In The Sky 

Unlike green plants, animals 
cannot remain in one place to 
make their own food. They must 
search for it and when they have 
consumed the food in one place 
they must move on. Waterfowl
ducks and geese-must have an 
ample supply of food and 
abundant water featuring good 
cover in which to raise their young 
and hide from enemies. When 
winter's freezing temperatures 
close nesting and feeding areas 
within Candada's wetlands, 
waterfowl must leave for warmer 
regions. When spring returns to 
the wetlands, conditions become 
more favorable for waterfowl to 
feed and rear their young. The 
regular, seasonal movements of 
birds between their breeding 
regions and their "wintering" 
regions are commonly known as 
migrations. 

Waterfowl and other birds are 
not the only wildlife to migrate. 
Monarch butterflies, salmon, 
reindeer, green turtles, humpback 
whales and many other species 
migrate each year in search of food 
and cover or to mate in more 
favorable habitat. Waterfowl, like 
most migrating birds, doso in 
larger numbers and probably go 
farther than other animals. 

In the spring and fall, many 
waterfowl follow well-defined 
migratory paths known as flyways. 
The flyways in North America for 
most waterfowl are the Pacific 
Flyway, Central Flyway, 
Mississippi Flyway and the 

Atlantic Flyway. Although many 
species of waterfowl move along 
these four major flyways, the 
flyways tend to overlap, especially 
in Canada and Mexico into South 
America. Across the United 
States, the flyways are more 
pronounced and certain 
populations of birds tend to follow 
the same routes year after year. 

The Atlantic Flyway follows a 
wide band from as far west as the 
Great Lakes to the northern tip of 
Maine southward through 
Virginia, Maryland and the 
Carolinas, Georgia and Florida. 
The main wintering habitat for 
waterfowl that follow the Atlantic 
Flyway are coastal bays, estuaries, 
fresh and saltwater marshes, 
flooded woodlands, rivers, lakes 
and ponds from Maryland to 
Florida. (See "Ricefields," page 
28, this issue.) Two kinds of 
waterfowl can be found within the 
Atlantic Flyway-diving ducks and 
puddle ducks. Diving ducks prefer 
the open coastal water habitat 
including salt marshes while 
puddle ducks are found mostly in 
freshwater marshes, swamps and 
lakes. Presently, most geese are 
found along coastal areas of the 
Atlantic Flyway. A South 
Carolina Canada Goose 
Restoration Project, however, is 
currently underway by the South 
Carolina Wildlife and Marine 
Resources Department to 
establish a resident breeding 
population in the Piedmont region 
of the state. 

The Atlantic Flyway is unique 
in the variety of habitat it provides 

to support many different kinds of 
waterfowl. The marshes provide 
smartweeds, wild rice, sedges, and 
milfoil while the bordering 
wetlands offer wild millet and a 
variety of grasses. Within wooded 
areas, a variety of nut trees cover 
the ground with forage for a 
variety of ducks. Ducks that prefer 
fish and mollusks find that bays, 
tidal flats and estuaries provide 
excellent feeding grounds. Farther 
inland, flooded croplands offer a 
variety of food for ducks wintering 
along lakes and rivers. Rice, 
wheat and com, either standing or 
scattered by a mechanical picker, 
feed many of the puddle ducks 
found on inland wetlands. 

South Carolina's Ducks 
Some of the more common 

ducks found in South Carolina are 
identified by their differences in 
size, shape, plumage patterns, 
color, wing beat, feeding 
behavior, voice and type of 
habitat. 

Palmetto Puddle Ducks 
Known also as river ducks, 

puddle ducks' head shape, body 
size and color vary. Puddle ducks 
prefer freshwater marshes and 
swamps, rivers and shallow lake 
coves where they usually feed by 
dabbling or tipping up rather than 
by diving or submerging. When 
frightened, they take flight by 
springing directly upward into the 
air. Puddle ducks often feed on 
croplands since they walk and run 
with ease on dry ground. The 
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more common puddle ducks found 
in South Carolina are the 
mallard, black duck, gadwall, 
widgeon, pintail, green-winged 
teal, blue-winged teal, shoveler 
and wood duck. 

Known popularly as the 
"greenhead," the mallard is the 
most common duck found in 
South Carolina, and it is one of 
the largest puddle ducks. Mallards 
feed mainly on water and marsh 
plants, acorns and field crops such 
as com or wheat. Like all ducks, 
the drake or male is more colorful 
with a green head and white ring 
around its neck. Flocks of mallards 
can often be found feeding in the 
early morning and late afternoon 
in fields or flooded croplands, 
returning to marshes and creeks at 
night after feeding. 

The black duck is often seen 
with its close relative the mallard. 
Closely resembling the female 
mallard, the black duck i~ a strong 
flier that is shy and very wary of 
man and predators. When 
frightened it may explode off the 
water or dive underwater to avoid 
being seen. Black ducks can be 
identified by the white undersides 
of their wings while in flight. 
They feed mainly on plants but 
will eat mollusks and insects. In 
fall, black ducks migrate early and 
are found more often near the 
coast than mallards. 

The gadwall is more commonly 
found along the Central Flyway 
but is not too common anywhere. 
The drake is gray with black 
around the tail. It is the only 
puddle duck with a white 
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A sociable duck that decoys well, the green,winged teal is known for its 
curiosity. Only the male wood duck is more beautiful than this smallest 
of North American ducks. 

speculum. The brownish female 
appears similar to pintails and 
widgeon. They migrate early in 
the fall in small, compact flocks 
and return north early in the 
spring. Gadwalls feed on grain in 
fields but prefer to dive for food 
more often than other puddle 
ducks. 

The American widgeon is 
sometimes called the "baldpate" 
because its white crown gives it 
the appearance of having a bald 
head. The widgeon drake also has 
a green eye-stripe extending 
backwards behind its head. 
Widgeon are alert, nervous birds 
quick to warn other birds of 
danger. They fly in small flocks 
moving rapidly in an irregular 
pattern with many twists and 
turns. Widgeons like to feed in 
shallow water on roots of water 
plants or graze in fields of grain. 

The pintails are one of the most 
popular ducks since they provide 
good hunting and good eating. 
The male is one of the easiest 
ducks to identify with its snow
white breast and long, slender tail 
which points upward during 

swimming. Pintails are fast, high 
fliers that often drop into a feeding 
area with a steep dive. When 
feeding on water plants and 
insects, they use their long necks 
to reach down into deeper water 
instead of "tipping up." Soon after 
the spring thaw, pintails move 
northward pairing off on the way 
to nest early. 

The green-winged teal is the 
smallest and one of the most 
common Atlantic Flyway ducks. 
The drake has a dark, red head 
with a green eye-patch and white 
crescent in front of the shoulder. 
When disturbed, they leap 
straight up and level off in a tight 
formation with the entire flock 
twisting and turning as one unit. 
Although they fly with great 
precision, their small size gives the 
impression they are flying at a 
r~ater speed than they are. 
reen-winged teal are mainly 

plant-eaters, but their diet also 
includes insects and mollusks. 
They are a favorite with hunters 
since they respond well to decoys, 
will circle an area during firing 
and are very good to eat. 
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Blue-winged teals are similar in 
size, flock behavior and flying 
habits as the green-winged teal. 
During their twisting, turning 
flight over marshland, they make a 
whistling noise that often 
surprises hunters. In winter, blue
winged teal go farther south than 
any other North American duck 
into Mexico and South America 
where they are widely hunted. 
Late in the spring, when other 
waterfowl have already migrated 
northward, they begin to move 
towards their northern breeding 
and nesting grounds. Although 
most of their diet consists of seeds 
and water plants, blue-winged teal 
feed on more animal matter than 
green-winged teal. 

The shoveler, known also as the 
"spoon-bill," is easily identified by 
its huge, spoon-shaped bill. As 
they swim slowly in the water with 

j 

their bills pointed downwatd they 
strain seeds, water plants, insects 
and small crustaceans from the 
mud with well-developed, comb
like "teeth" in their bills. Except 
for its bill, the shoveler resembles 
the blue-winged teal in size and 
flight. The drake is bright and 
distinctively marked with a 
blackish-green head. When 
migrating southward, shovelers 
often fly with blue-winged teal. 
When moving north, shovelers 
tend to stay in small flocks by 
themselves. They are not highly 
regarded for eating since their diet 
consists mainly of animal matter. 

The wood duck is both a 
migrant and a resident of South 
Carolina found within swamps, 
mill ponds and slow-moving 
rivers. The wood duck has a 
variety of names such as "woodie," 
"swamp duck" and more 
commonly "summer duck." The 
most colorful of all waterfowl, the 
male sports green, bronze, blue, 
purple, brown, violet, white, 
chestnut and yellow plumage. 

The canvasback's common name is based on the resemblance to threads 
in canvas that the fine grey and white irregular lines on its back create. 

Unlike other hens, the female 
wood duck is also colorful with a 
distinguishing white eyering. 
Wood ducks feed upon wild rice, 
pondweed, com, acorns and some 
insects. One of the few waterfowl 
that nests in tree cavities, the 
wood duck favors old growth 
timber along streams, lakes and 
farm ponds. In the absence of 
natural nesting cavities, the wood 
duck will also nest in man-made 
structures with entrance holes at 
least three and one-half inches in 
diameter. (See "Roundtable," 
page 60, Lake Wallace.) 

Palmetto Diving Ducks 
Commonly found in deeper 

lakes and coastal bays, inlets and 
marshes, diving ducks lack the 
bright color of puddle ducks. 
Since most diving ducks have 
short tails and large, paddle-like 
feet, they patter along the surface 
of water before launching into the 
air. These ducks feed by diving, 
and often will dive deeply to 
escape danger, traveling great 
distances underwater before 
popping up and submerging again. 
Diving ducks feed mostly upon 
shellfish, mollusks, fish and some 

aquatic plants making them a 
second choice to puddle ducks for 
food. Diving ducks have smaller 
wings in proportion to their body 
resulting in a wingbeat more rapid 
than puddle ducks'. The more 
common diving ducks that 
migrate to South Carolina include 
the redhead, canvasback, ring
necked duck, scaup and 
merganser. 

Redheads migrate in V-shaped 
flocks and move in irregular 
formations over feeding areas. 
Their flight is fast and direct 
giving the impression they are 
always in a hurry. Locating a 
feeding or resting area, redheads 
drop from great heights making a 
loud ripping sound with their 
wings. Feeding in the early 
morning and evening, redheads 
rest during the day in large raft-
like flocks in deep water. 
Redheads dive for pondweed, wild 
celery and other aquatic 
vegetation or feed in shallows on 
water insects, snails and mollusks. 
Over the years, the population of 
redheads have declined due to 
droughts and a loss of permanent 
habitat to drainage of nesting areas. 

The canvasback is rated by 
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some sportsmen as the most North America: the common, I Check It Out! 
popular duck both in the field and red-breasted and the hooded. 
on the table. Found only in North Most mergansers are large but slim If you would like to read more 
America, the canvasback is large and streamlined for underwater about bird migrat ion , the A tlantic 
with a white back and a long, movement. They have long, Flyway or migratory ducks and 
sloping head. The canvasback is round bills and have teeth -like geese, here are some sources to.get 
swift in flight and migrates in an structures for catch ing and you started. 
irregualr V-formation while flying holding minnows, chubs, suckers 
in a compact flock on short flights. and fingerlings of freshwater fish. Gamebirds , by A lexander 
It seldom migrates southward until The merganser flies with strength Sprunt, Golden Field G uide, 
after a hard freeze and winters in and can usually be seen flying 1961. 
large numbers in bays, estuaries "follow-the-leader" style low over Field Guide to Birds of North 
and deep water. At feeding time, the water. Many times the hooded America, by C handler Robbins, 
canvasbacks move in closer to merganser competes with the 1966. 
shore where they dive as deep as wood duck for tree cavities in Field Guide to Birds of North 
thirty feet to feed on pondweed which to nest. The common America, National Geograph ic. 
and wild celery. After spring merganser is the largest while the Society, 1983. 
thaws the ice, canvasbacks move red-breasted is smaller but similar The Atlantic Flyway, by 
northward to their nesting in appearance. The hooded Robert Elman, 1972. 
grounds in the prairie regions of merganser is the smallest and The Wonder of Birds, 
Canada. features a distinct hood crest Nat ional Geograph ic Society, 

The ring-necked duck has a behind the head. 1983. 
faint reddish-brown ring on its 
neck which seldom shows in the 
field. The white band on its dark 
bill is more easily seen giving it N B V C X z L K J H G H G F D s 
another name, the "ringbill." The A p 0 I u y T R E W R QA L s K 
male ringbill also has a dark head, J F M HG T y R u I E 0 WP Q z 
back and chest wh ile the female is s C A U p X N B C B E V Q s WE brown ish with wh ite eyerings. 
Ring-necked ducks move in small T y L u I 0 p L A s N D F HG H 
flocks, flying fast and straight in K L L z X C V A B NW MP 0 I w 
an open formation and often land y T A R E W Q C L K I J H V G 0 
without circling. Often ringnecks 
are found with scaups or in small D s R AM N B K V C N X z E Q 0 

groups by themselves. Ring- Z W D s X E D D C R G F V L T D 
necked ducks feed in shallow B y H N p u J UM R E D H E A D 
water or dive to depths of forty feet K 0 L p I z A C Q X D s WR C u 
to feed on pondweeds and other 
vegetation. R I NG N E C K E V T F R B G C 

Scaup or "bluebill" fly in fast, NH Y M T J UK I L E 0 p QWK 
tight formations and are often R T y C A N VA s B A C KU I 0 
found in smaller wooded ponds 

A s D F I G H J K L L z X C V B 
and marshes with the ring-necked 
duck. Scaup prefer seeds, roots M L K J L H G F D s A p 0 I u y 

and leaves of aquatic plants and 
mollusks, insects and snails. 
Scaup often form large dense 
flocks on water in the winter WATERFOWL WORDFIND. 
giving them the name "raft ducks." Look down or across to find mallard, pintail, shoveler, green-winged 

Mergansers or "fish ducks" are teal, wood duck, black duck, redhead, canvasback, ringneck and 
composed of a group of nine scaup. After you have located and circled each species, locate its picture 
ducks, three of which are found in in one of the field guides listed above. 
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ROUNDTABLE 

RARE WOOD STORK 
ROOKERY REGISTERED 
FOR PROTECTION 

The only known nesting site 
for the rare American wood stork 
in South Carolina was recently 
registered for protection by the 
South Carolina Wildlife and 
Marine Resources Department. 
Registration under the state's 
Heritage Trust Program is a 
voluntary agreement between the 
landowner and the department 
which serves to protect this 
wildlife species, the only true 
stork native to the United 
States. 

Sometimes called the wood 
ibis, the wood stork was added to 
the nation's endangered species 
list in March. It is the 24 7th 
American wildlife species placed 
on the list. 

The rookery is comprised of 
approximately twenty-two 
nesting pairs and is located in the 
Edisto River drainage system. 
Tom Murphy, wildlife biologist 
and coordinator of the wood 
stork project, said the number of 
nesting pairs increased from 
eleven to twenty-two during the 
past three years. 

"This is the first documented 
reproduction of y9ung wood 
storks in South Carolina 
although adult birds have been 
seen carrying sticks, which is part 
of the species' breeding ritual," 
said Murphy. "Also, this rookery 
is the northernmost nesting site 
of wood storks known. We have 
apparently had a good survival 
rate for the young birds over the 
past three years." 

Murphy would like to 
determine how many birds nest 
in the state, how successful their 
nesting is, where the birds locate 
food, what foods they prefer and 
how much suitable habitat is in 
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South Carolina. 
Efforts to protect and study the 

wood stork are financed in part 
by funds obtained through the 
Check for Wildlife project, 
which appears each year on 
South Carolina's state income 
tax form. 

"It is important to protect this 
single rookery because the storks 
may nest here for many years to 
come," said Murphy. "This is a 
relatively new rookery, but the 
number of storks using the area 
seems to be increasing." 

Murphy said other sites in 
South Carolina may be suitable 
for these birds whose breeding 
and feeding habits are closely 
linked to wetlands, primarily 
shallow ponds and cypress 
swamps. Waterfowl 
impoundments and river flood 
plains appear to provide the best 
habitat in South Carolina. 

Apparently, wood storks once 
bred in all the coastal states 
between Texas and South 
Carolina. However, the greatest 
numbers always occurred in 
Florida. 

Breeding populations in 
Florida have declined by an 
estimated 75 percent since the 
1930s. Much of this decline can 
be attributed to human 
manipulation of water tables 
through the construction of 
drainage canals, levees and the 
lumbering of large cypress trees 
that offer nesting habitat. From a 
peak of 20,000 nesting birds in 
the 1930s, the population of 
wood storks in that state declined 
to about 10,000 by 1960. Since 
1978, fewerthan 5,000 pairs 
have bred each year. 

"Habitat loss like that 
occurring in the Florida 
Everglades is the most critical 
factor affecting the status of the 
wood stork," Murphy said. "Birds 

. .... £,J,,_ " 
South Carolina's only known rookery or nesting area for the 
endangered wood stork has been registered for protection by the 
state wildlife department. This stork was photographed in the 
Florida Everglades by Steve Nesbitt of the Florida Game and 
Freshwater Fish Commission. 

seem to be moving northward to 
nest now because of this habitat 
loss as evidenced by recent 
nesting reports in north Florida, 
Georgia and South Carolina." 

In addition to nesting in 
South Carolina, a fair number of 
the birds fly north into our state 
during a midsummer 
postbreeding dispersal period, 
usually in July. At that time, 
nature watchers might observe 
wood storks wheeling along 
brackish and freshwater rivers 
and coastal highways, 
particularly the Savannah River 
and Highway 17. 

Adult wood storks stand over 

three feet tall and have five-foot 
wingspans. Its field identification 
marks are black wing tips, a long, 
heavy bill and a dark head with 
much of the neck unfeathered. 
No other North American wader 
has a similar bill or black tail. 

In the book South CamUna 
Bird Life, Alexander Sprunt Jr. 
called the wood:stork "a grand 
performer in the air ... It is fond of 
rising to great heights, there to 
wheel and swing in magnificent 
circles sometimes indulging in 
aerial acrobatics of an 
outstanding sort. It is one of the 
birds which will sometimes fly 
upside down." _ _,,.., 
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FLAT CREEK NATURAL 
AREA ACQUIRED BY 
CONSERVANCY 

The South Carolina Nature 
Conservancy has completed the 
acquisition of the Flat Creek 
Natural Area in Lancaster 
County. This 335-acre preserve 
includes the well-known Forty
Acre Rock, which is in actuality 
fourteen acres according to 
survey. It is one of the largest, if 
not the largest, granitic outcrops 
in South Carolina. 

The Flat Creek Natural Area 
consists of several rock outcrops, 
deciduous woods, a beaver pond, 
floodplain forests, a diabase dike 
and many rare plant species. The 
site has been nominated as a 
National Natural Landmark and 
is expected to achieve this status 
this year. 

The diabase or dolerite dike is 
said to be the thickest in the 
Americas. Creeping phlox, horse 
gentian, nodding trillium and 
yellow chestnut oak are among 
the unusual plant species which 
occur on the southernmost tract, 
acquired from a southern paper 
products company. Dr. Al 
Radford, professor of botany at 
the University of North Carolina 
at Chapel Hill, states that the 
deciduous forest which once grew 
here is said to have been "the 
most impressive forest in the 
Carolinas." This area is now 
regenerating quickly. 

The size of"the rock" and the 
presence of numerous smaller 
outcrops nearby allow for 
maximum floristic diversity. Ten 
granitic outcrop endemics are 
found here, all of which are 
registered as "of concern" in 
South Carolina. Draba aprica, 
( open-ground whitlow grass) and 
Amphianthus pusiUus, 
(diminutive amphianthus) are 
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nationally endangered. Near the 
rock outcrops, an intermittent 
stream creates several 
picturesque waterfalls and 
waterslides, and a small cave is 
found just east of the large rock 
face. 

The Flat Creek Natural Area 
is an ecological legacy which the 
South Carolina office of the 
Conservancy has worked four 
years to acquire. It will now be 
protected for future generations. 
Some of the tracts have been 
transferred to the South Carolina 
Wildlife and Marine Resources 
Department's Heritage Trust 
Program for management. 

Through the contributions of 
its members and private 
donations, the Conservancy has 
been involved in the protection 
of approximately 34,000 acres of 
significant land in South 
Carolina. A limited, signed 
edition of 518 prints featuring 
the rare Bachman's warbler, by 
noted artist and conservationist 
John Henry Dick of Charleston, 
is now available for $100 each 
from the South Carolina Nature 
Conservancy, P.O. Box 5475, 
Columbia, S.C., 29250. Funds 
from print sales will be used to 
assist the Conservancy's future 
work in the state. _, 

MECHANICAL OYSTER 
PICKER RENEWS 
POLLUTED OYSTERS 

A mechanical oyster harvester 
capable of picking 600 bushels an 
hour is in operation to move 
polluted oysters onto public 
shellfish grounds in Beaufort. 

"Oysters moved from polluted 
waters to clean waters can 
cleanse themselves in about two 
weeks, so these grounds should 
be in good shape when shellfish 

season opens in the fall," said 
biologist Rick Richter who heads 
up the project. 

Developed several years ago by 
engineers at Clemson University, 
the mechanical harvester has 
been re-outfitted by Clemson 
and the state wildlife department. 

Areas initially replanted were 
the public grounds at Distant 
Island, Habersham Creek, 
Capers Creek and Last End Point 
on Hilton Head, according to 
marine resources officers. 

Oysters are picked 
mechanically using a spinning, 
gathering head; high-pressure 
water then washes the oysters 
onto a moving conveyor belt 
which deposits them onto a 
waiting barge. After the oysters 
are moved to the area to be 
replanted, they are washed 
overboard with a high-pressure 
fire hose. 

"An experienced oysterman 

can hand-pick about s~ ty-five 
bushels a day, whereas the 
mechanical harvester can replant 
1,500 bushels during one tidal 
cycle," Richter said. 

"Labor for moving oysters is 
scarce and expensive. Tpe 
commercial oyster industry has 
suffered and our recreational 
resources along the coast have 
been depleted as a result of 
limited planting funds," Richter 
explained. 

During the first year of 
operation, Marine Resources 
Division biologists plan to use the 
mechanical harvester almost 
exclusively for replanting oysters 
from polluted waters to state and 
public grounds. 

In future years, this operation 
will continue but will be 
expanded to include research for 
improving the size, shape and 
quality of the South Carolina 
oyster, Richter added. _,,,,., 

Operating the mechanical oyster harvester, technician John Ulmer 
can relocate 1,500 bushels of oysters from polluted to clean water in 
one tidal cycle. 
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HUNTING 

/ 

W ild turkey behavior 
changes in the fall. 
Thus tactics used for 

successful fall hunting in the 
Central and Western Piedmont 
Hunt Units must change 
accordingly. 

Turkeys naturally flock 
together in three groups during 
the autumn months: gobblers, 
jakes, hens with jakes. The latter 
group is most plentiful, but your 
options are wide open as the fall 
season is either-sex. No matter 
which group you are stalking, 
however, the key is to get as 
much real estate as possible 
between each bird in the group 
before calling them, according to 
Bobby Harrell , U.S. Forest 
Service wildlife technician in 
Newberry. 

"Turkeys fatten on the 
summer's mast crop, mostly 
acorns, in the fall," said Harrell. 
"Locate fresh scratchings, slip 
ahead of the feeding flock , then 
run right in yelling, hollering and 
shooting your gun in the air, 
making them fly, not run, in all 
directions." 

The goal here is to completely 
scatter the turkeys. When each 
bird is confused and alone , they 
are naturally anxious to regroup. 

From a vantage point facing 
the majority of turkeys, Harrell 
begins calling with a few 
assembly clucks imitating a hen 
saying "let's get back together." If 
he hears them "kee-kee," he'll 
use the "kee-kee" run. 
Sometimes he uses a lost call, a 
drawn-out series of yelps. 

"You just need to straighten 
out your thinking about fall 
hunting," said Harrell. "And 
remember, there's nothing easy 
about turkey hunting. That's 
what makes it a great game bird. '_-., 

- RUSSELL TYLER 
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PROTECTED DEER 
KILLED BY KINDNESS 

Seven years ago, a sportsmen's 
group on Michigan's Upper 
Peninsula defied the state's 
Department of Natural Resources 
and the U.S. Park Service and 
prevented a deer hunt on the 
Pictured Rocks National 
Lakeshore. Today, the deer are 
gone, victims of an unreasoned 
approach to natural resources 
management. 

The deer herd had 
overbrowsed its winter range 
noticeably in 1976 and the 
department decided to permit a 
special hunt in the area to 
remove the excess animals. The 
group of hunters managed to get 
a court order blocking the hunt. 
It organized a costly and 
unsuccessful artificial feeding 
program for the deer and talked 
the state legislature into 
reimbursing the club's $27,000 
expenditures for feed. Biologists 
warned that the feeding would 
not work and that many of the 
deer would die if the herd was not 
reduced. 

As predicted, the deer began 
to die in the winter of 1977. Last 
winter, a student biologist spent a 
week in the area to see how the 
herd was doing. He was unable to 
find a single deer or deer track. 

Biologists report that the deer 
would still be in the area had the 
hunt been held because the 
browse would not have been 
destroyed by too many animals. 

This is an -incident often 
repeated in various parts of the 
country, but some people seem 
never to learn its truth. -• 

Reproductive habits of groupers and 
other sea bass are unusual. A 
grouper will reverse its sex as it 
grows older. All groupers are 
females upon reaching sexual 
maturity, but after several 
spawning seasons, the larger fish 
undergo a transition and become 
males. 

South Carolina's '84-'85 waterfowl stamp 

SOUTH CAROLINA'S '84-
'85 DUCK STAMP 
FEATURES CANADA 
GEESE 

South Carolina's 1984-85 
Migratory Waterfowl Stamp 
features Canada geese in flight 
painted by Minneapolis artist 
Allvin C. Dornisch. 

The design for the fourth 
annual stamp was chosen last 
February in Charleston by the 
South Carolina Migratory 
Waterfowl Committee, a nine
member committee created three 
years ago by the legislature. 
William L. Hiott Jr. of 
Charleston chairs the 
committee. Artists from across 
the nation submitted 238 
paintings in the competition. 
Entries were limited to artwork of 
Canada geese. 

A state duck stamp and state 
hunting license are required of 
waterfowl hunters aged 14 and 
older. Hunters 16 and older must 
also purchase a Federal Migratory 
Bird Hunting and Conservation 
Stamp. 

The new stamp will be 
available until April 1, 1985. 
Any stamps unsold after that date 
will be destroyed. This action 
ensures the lasting value of 
collectors' stamps. 

Stamps may be purchased in 
singles, numbered blocks of four 

and sheets of thirty for $5.50 
each by writing the South 
Carolina Wildlife and Marine 
Resources Department, P.O. Box 
11710, Columbia, S.C., 29211. 
Stamps are also available through 
wildlife department offices and 
authorized license agents 
throughout the state. 

The 1984-85 South Carolina 
Duck Stamp Prints are a limited 
edttion of 4,000 signed and 
numbered prints available for 
$125 each. Orders may be placed 
through any art dealer or the 
South Carolina Chapter of 
Ducks Unlimited. 

Funds derived from the sale of 
state waterfowl stamps are used 
exclusively for such South 
Carolina waterfowl conservation 
projects as the "Wood Duck 
Nesting Box Project," the 
"Mottled Duck Introduction 
Program" and the "Canada 
Goose Restoration Project." -• 

STYX FISH HATCHERY 
DEDICATED TO COHEN 
CAMPBELL 

Styx State Fish Hatchery in 
Lexington County is now known 
as the "Cohen Campbell State 
Fish Hatchery" in honor of 
Cohen Campbell who served as 
superintendent of the hatchery 
for more than twenty years. 

SOUTH CAROLINA WILDLIFE 



Campbell died in March after 
a long illness. He was so well
liked by the hatchery personnel 
and the community of nearby 
Pine Ridge that a petition was 
drawn up by his friends to have 
the hatchery named for him. 

In July the South Carolina 
Wildlife and Marine Resources 
Commission approved the name 
change. 

State wildlife department 
fisheries biologist Hal Beard who 
worked with Campbell for years 
said, "Mr. Campbell always was 
easygoing, joking, just great to be 
around. He was well-known and 
well-liked throughout the 
department and the Pine Ridge 
community." 

The forty-eight-year-old 
hatchery is located about five 
miles south of Columbia. 
Bluegills and shellcrackers are 
produced primarily on the 200-
acre site, but in recent years the 
hatchery has also been used as a 
hybrid bass-rearing facility. 
Bluegills raised for farm pond 
stocking and the hybrids are 
stocked in upcountry 
reservoirs. _,,., 

BOAT AND MOTOR 
CASUAL TAXES PAYABLE 
AT HIGHWAY 
DEPARTMENT 

Buyers of boats and motors 
may pay their 5 percent casual 
excise tax required for sales of 
boats and motors between 
individuals at the South Carolina 
Department of Highways and 
Public Transportation. 
Previously, the casual tax had to 
be paid at a South Carolina Tax 
Commission office. 

The current state budget 
increased the casual excise tax 
on boat and motor sales from 4 
percent to 5 percent. 
Additionally, a $300 tax ceiling 
was put into effect on these sales. 
Boat and motor sales up to 
$6,000 will be taxed at the 5 
percent rate. The tax will be a 
flat $300 on sales more than 
$6,000. 

W.C. West, coordinator of 
watercraft titling and registration 
for the state wildlife department, 
said, to pay the casual tax on a 
recently-purchased boat or motor 
at a local highway department, 
you must have a notarized bill of 
sale showing the purchase 
amount. "Without this 
documentation of the purchase 
price, highway department 
personnel will be unable to 
determine the amount of taxes 
due." A notarized bill of sale 
showing the purchase is 
mandatory. "Don't attempt to 
pay the tax on a boat or motor 
without it in hand." 

To transfer the title or 
registration of a boat or the title 
ofa motor (five horsepoweror 
larger), the new owner of a boat 
or motor must provide the state 
wildlife department with a copy 
of the State Tax Commission 
form ST-236-B which proves 
that the casual excise tax has 
been paid. 

Watercraft title and 
registration transfers cannot be 
made by the wildlife department 
unless the 5 percent casual excise 
tax has been paid and the form 
ST-236-B is submitted along 
with the transfer of ownership 
application, West said. 

Wildlife department officials 
estimate that 32,000 boats and 

1r~ .. ~II .• ~ 
OPERATION 
GAMETHIEF 
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motors were sold among 
individuals last year. Such sales 
are subject to the 5 percent casual 
excise tax with a $300 tax 
ceiling. 

The 5 percent casual excise 
tax on boats and motors is based 
upon the fair market value as 
published in the NADA book on 
boats and motors. Boat trailers 
are not included in the tax 
requirement. 

Certain sales of boats and 
motors are exempt from the 5 
percent casual excise tax. These 
exemptions include sales between 
immediate family members; sales 
by marine dealers; sales to an 
heir, legatee or distributee; and 
repossession and resale by 
financial institutions. _,,,,,., 

Cottontail rabbits are barn deaf, 
blind, naked, and half-buried in a 
hole. Fewer than one in twenty live 
through their first year, fewer yet to 
their second birthday. 

BLACK MARKET 
RAPTOR RING BROKEN 

More than thirty persons in 
fourteen states were arrested for 
illegal commercialization of birds 
of prey by law enforcement 
authorities of the U.S. Fish and 
Wildlife Service and state 
wildlife agencies. 

According to the 
Washington, D.C.-based 
Wildlife Management Institute, 
the arrests culminated three 
years of investigation that 
exposed a thriving international 
black market in federally
protected birds. 

A large number of live raptors 
such as gyrfalcons and 
endangered peregrine falcons 
were seized by the agents. 

Those arrested in the 
multimillion-dollar operation 
were charged with violating 
various federal wildlife statutes as. 
well as smuggling, conspiracy, 
mail fraud and making false 
statements. _ _,., 
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w years ago, I wrote about 
taying warm while afloat 
and I mentioned Gore

Tex which didn't measure up to its 
billing when it first appeared on 
the market. Today'sG0re-Tex, 
however, performs remarkably 
well even in the nastiest weather. 
Its space-age insulating materials 
allow body moisture to evaporate 
while keeping the rain and cold 
at bay. 

Before braving the winter 
elements, I usually put on the 
following combination: a layer of 
basic knitted underwear, a 
second layer of knitted wool 
thermal underwear, a third layer 
of wool pants and a wool sweater 
( wool retains much of its 
insulation value even when wet) 
and finally a 100 percent 
waterproof rain suit, preferably 
Gore-Tex. 

When buying any rain suit, 
make sure the sleeves and bottom 
of the pants have elastic stretch. 
The hood should have a brim to 
deflect water from the eyes, 
elastic around the face and a 
drawstring and snap. These 
prevent water and cold air from 
entering exposed areas. 

Larry Ogburn, well-known 
diver and instructor at the 
Wateree Dive Center, 
recommends wearing a complete 
wet suit beneath a Gore-Tex rain 
suit when fishing, boating or 
otherwise on or near the water. If 
an accident occurs, 1 good wet 
suit will increase buoyancy, thus 
aiding your swim to safety, and 
keep all covered body parts warm 
and dry. 

With all this in mind, find a 
combination that works well for 
you-life is too short, aRd the 
possibility of hypothermia too 
real not to. _,,., 

- MIKE WILLIAMS 
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SALTWATER 

0 ur saltmarsh creeks are a 
study of contrasts. 
Tranquil, seemingly 

insipid, their waters meander 
along a predetermined course to 
the sea. Yet these saltwater 
nursery grounds hoard 
innumerable riches, not the least 
of which is a multitude of spotted 
sea trout, spottail bass and 
flounder. And the avid inshore 
creek fisherman will find late fall 
a perfect time of the year to 
tackle these feisty game fish. 

As the phytoplankton bloom 
diminishes and the waters tum 
aquamarine due to the changing 
season, the entire gamut of 
artificial lures becomes deadly. 

Viable options include live 
shrimp and minnows used with a 
sliding bobber, Mister Twister
type dog 'n grub soft-bodied 
lures, conventional hard-bodied 
lures such as the Mirr-O-Lure, 
even the fly rod. 

The fly rod, a recent 
innovation hereabouts in salt 
creek fishing, gets results. 

Before using hard-bodied lures 
with treble hooks, it's important 
to hold the lure nose-up and 
carefully clip off the outside hook 
with wire pliers. This way the 
remaining t;wo hooks will lie flat 
against the lure's body, and you 
won't lose so many to oyster 
shells when trolling or deep 
casting. 

Trout and bass are gregarious 
and usually travel in large 
schools. Single or pairs of 
flounder are normally found at 
the bottom of a creek. All of 
these species are abur.dant 
throughout these waterways. The 
challenge, of course, lies in 
hooking 'em-a challenge you'll 
find satisfying and 
rewarding . . -. 

- DEAN POUCHER 

58 

WADDELL 
MARICULTIJRE CENTER 
DEDICATED 

Nearly 1,000 people turned 
out to witness ceremonies 
dedicating the James M. Waddell 
Jr. Mariculture Research and 
Development Center in July. 

Keynote speaker Senator 
Strom Thurmond praised 
Beaufort Senator Waddell for his 
insight and dedication in making 
the center a reality. Noting that 
the United States currently 
imports 60 percent of its seafood, 
Thurmond said that the 
development of aquaculture 
would contribute toward a 
balanced international trade. 

The recently-completed 
center, operated by the South 
Carolina Wildlife and Marine 
Resources Department, will be 
used to develop techniques for 
culturing a wide variety of 
aquatic plants and animals. 

Calling the new center one of 
the largest and most 
sophisticated mariculture 
facilities in the world, Waddell 
predicted it would start a "blue 
revolution" in the seafood 
industry similar to agriculture's 
"green revolution" of the 1940s 
and 1950s. "It is my belief that 
mariculture will be essential to 
meet the growing worldwide 
shortage of protein," Waddell 
said. 

In a resolution passed by the 
state wildlife commission in 
1980, the center was named in 
honor of Waddell for his 
"dedication and innumerable 
contributions toward the 
enhancement of marine 
resources management and 
development in South Carolina." 

According to Dr. Paul A. 
Sandifer, director of the Marine 
Resources Division, emphasis at 
the center will be directed 
toward the culture and practical 
production of aquatic species 
which appear to be of economic 
importance to a developing 
aquaculture industry in South 
Carolina. 

"Work will focus on the 
culture and management of 
shrimps, prawns and other 
crustaceans as well as marine and 
brackish-water fishes, oysters, 
clams, other mollusks, and 
perhaps certain plants," Sandifer 
said. 

The center is located on a 
1, 200-acre tract at Victoria Bluff 
which was transferred to the 
wildlife department from the 
State Ports Authority in 1979. 
Initial development incorporates 
about fifty acres with room to 
expand to as many as 150 acres. 
The remaining acreage has been 
placed in South Carolina's 
Heritage Trust Program to ensure 
preservation of the area's natural 
resources. 

The center includes a 10,000-
square-foot research building, 
twenty-four ponds and housing 
for staff, students and visiting 
scientists. 

Laboratory work and expertise 
will be provided by researchers at 
the Marine Resources Center, 
Clemson University and the 
University of South Carolina, · 
Sandifer said. 

According to Sandifer, not all 
small-scale experimental 
successes are necessarily 
successful when expanded to a 
large scale. "To bridge the gap 
between laboratory work and 
full-scale commercial facilities, a 
major center for research and 
development of South Carolina's 
mariculture potential was 
needed." .-. 

CHECK FOR WILDLIFE 
ACHIEVEMENTS 

Your tax contributions have 
helped the Nongame and 
Heritage Trust Section to 
accomplish the following 
projects. 

• Erect seventy kestrel nest 
boxes and fifteen owl nest 
boxes. 

• Initiate research on the state
endangered swallow-tailed 
kite, a rare hawk. 

• Handle over 1,000 wildlife 
assistance calls from the 
public. 

• Distribute 15,000 posters 
depicting South Carolina's 
poisonous snakes. 

• Census populations of the 
state-endangered gopher 
tortoise. 

• Award grants to four raptor 
rehabilitation centers. 

• Support a statewide network 
of botanists inventorying rare 
plants. 

• Survey eighteen South 
Carolina counties for 
Carolina Bays. 

• Register four areas under the 
Heritage Trust Program: 
Craig Pond, Lynches River 
Pine Barrens Treefrog site, 
Clemson Forest Natural Area 
and the Colleton County 
Wood Stork Rookery. 

• Acquire habitat for Oxypolis 
canbyi, a critically
endangered plant species. 

• Acquire Flat Creek Natural 
Area, a flat rock outcrop and 
hardwood forest in Lancaster 
County containing several 
endangered plant species. 

• Award three grants for 
research and survey of three 
rare animal species. 

• Initiate a new plant 
community survey for South 
Carolina. 

• Survey forty-five shorebird 
and wading bird rookeries. 

• Work with the Corps of 
Engineers to have dredge 
spoil placed on Bird Key
Stono, a major pelican 
rookery, to renourish the 
island where 355 pelicans 
fledged this year as opposed 
to 21 7 last year .. -. 

ACheck 
For Wildlife 
Your South Carolina taxes 
work for wildlife. 

SOUTH CAROLINA WILDLIFE 



C.J. Ray Jr., a commercial shad fisherman from Denmark, South 
Carolina, and his son Dean release shortnose sturgeon fingerlings 
into the Savannah River where Ray had earlier caught the parents 
of the endangered fish. 

ENDANGERED 
STURGEON RELEASED 
INTO SAVANNAH RIVER 

One thousand juvenile 
shortnose sturgeon were released 
in the Savannah River during 
the summer by C.J. Ray Jr., the 
same commercial fisherman who 
had helped capture the parents of 
the endangered fish months 
earlier from the same area. 

The two-inch juvenile fish 
had been spawned in captivity, 
the first successful artificial 
spawning qf shortnose sturgeon 
and the commercially-important 
Atlantic sturgeon. 

The sturgeon project is a 
cooperative effort of the South 
Carolina Wildlife and Marine 
Resources Department and the 
U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service. 

Ray, a commercial shad 
fisherman from nearby Denmark, 
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South Carolina, worked closely 
with scientists from the state and 
federal agencies. 

Although endangered species 
laws require shortnose sturgeon 
caught in commercial fishing 
gear to be released immediately, 
Ray was given special permission 
to hold sturgeon accidently 
captured. He placed the fish in 
special floating pens and notified 
researchers who transported 
them to the U.S. Fish and 
Wildlife Service's Orangeburg 
National Fish Hatchery. 

An 8-pound, 6-ounce female 
and an 8-pound male spawned 
successfully in April. After a 
five-day incubation period, 5,500 
eggs were hatched through the 
efforts of Robert Lindsey, a 
biologist at the Orangeburg 
hatchery. 

According to Dr. Ted Smith 
of the Marine Resources 

Division, siblings of the small 
sturgeon released in the 
Savannah River are being reared 
,in both state and federal 
facilities. "Studies are being 
conducted to provide 
information on growth rates, 
diets, survival rates and optimal 
environmental conditions," 

1 Smith explained. 
"This will be a long-term 

undertaking as there are still 
. many things we need to 
determine before we can 

.. routinely stock small juvenile 
• sturgeon and expect them to 
grow to maturity," said the 
scientist. 

The shortnose sturgeon is a 
much smaller species than the 
more common Atlantic 
sturgeon. A mature shortnose 
will weigh only eight pounds 
.while mature Atlantic sturgeons 
can weigh 100 to 400 pounds. 

Several years earlier Smith 
and Ted Dingley, manager of the 
Orangeburg hatchery and co
investigator in the project, were 
the first to spawn successfully the 
much larger Atlantic sturgeon in 
captivity. 

"The caviar and the flesh from 
the Atlantic sturgeon are highly 
prized," Smith said, "howf'ver, 
the commercial fishery in South 
Carolina has suffered drastic 
declines in recent years. This 
once-abundant fish is now greatly 
reduced in numbers." 

Ths shortnose sturgeon was 
once harvested commercially in 
South Carolina, but this species 
was declared endangered by the 
federal government in 1972. 

If work goes as planned, the 
scientists hope to demonstrate 
large-scale techniques for 
producing Atlantic Coast 
sturgeon over the next several 
years. 

"We greatly appreciate the 
assistance of Mr. Ray in 
obtaining adult sturgeon. We felt 
he should have the honor of 
releasing the first batch of 
hatchery-produced juveniles into 
their native river," the scientists 
said .. • 
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Myers Turner oflnman is 
a year-round bream 
fisherman who 

specializes in those flat fish you 
must grab with both hands. 

He fishes lakes that aren't 
overcrowded and adjusts his 
fishing techniques to the water 
temperature and the time of year. 
Turner prefers light rigs because 
monster bream-fish one pound 
and better-are more easily 
spooked than your average run
of-the-school finster. Four- to 
six-pound monofilament and a 
Number 6 to 8 hook are the year
round standards. 

"After the August doldrums 
and as the cool nights of fall and 
early winter become more 
frequent, large bream leave the 
deep holes and return to the 
banks," Turner said. "They are 
best caught on crickets, fishing 
three to four feet deep. l like to 
use a ten-foot Bream Buster pole 
with six-pound test line and a 
gold Number 6 hook, a very 
small cork float and a half BB 
split-shot sinker. The cricket 
should be weighed so that it 
slowly sinks beneath the surface." 

"The most common fault of 
bream fishermen is using line or 
floats that are too big," Turner 
said. "I use a float about one inch 
long about the diameter of a 
cigarette. It remains barely 
visible at the water's surface .. Be 
sure to hook the crickets so that 
the barb of the hook does not 
show. A gold hook always seems 
to work better when using 
crickets." 

Turner fishes about twice a 
week in ponds and lakes near his 
home and urges anglers to consider 
the monster bluegills at their back 
door when the fishing fever 
strikes. _ _, 

-MIKECREEL 
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HIKING 
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C hristmas shopping tor 
hikers and campers is 
easy. 

Take a simple pocket compass, 
for example. Approximately the 
size of a 50-cent piece, my 
compass fits nicely on my key 
chain where it's always handy for 
quick reference. On the trail, it 
allows me to orient myself at a 
glance. 

Knives are also at the top of a 
packer's Christmas list. The 
Swiss Army knife, a pocket-sized 
tool kit that fits into your fist, is a 
solid gift idea. And don't forget 
Sierra C lub cups, candle 
lanterns, first aid kits, folding 
camp saws, wool socks or even a 
set of extra tent pens. 

C lothing useful at home and 
on the trail is always popular. 
Shirts, jackets, vests and hats 
come immediately to mind. My 
mountain parka was a Christmas 
gift eons ago, and I still wear it 
nearly every day in winter. 

A camera is another good 
suggestion. They aren't cheap, 
but any backpacker would love to 
own one. I have a pocket-sized 
35mm rangefinder camera that 
takes excellent shots. 

Books also make thoughtful 
presents. T }VO well-known 
classics are The Complete Walker 
by Colin Fletcher and the L. L. 
Bean Guide to the Outdoors by 
Bill Riviere. The recently
published pocket guide, South 
Carolina Hiking Trails, by Allen 
de Hart, is also in demand. 

These are but a few gift ideas 
to consider. And the .najority of 
these, as well as other excellent 
options, are available through at 
least one of the innumerable 
outdoor catalogs around. Relax
you've got Christmas in the bag 
th is year. _,,., 

- BOB CAMPBELL 
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LAKE WALLACE PREMIER 
WOOD DUCK-NESTING 
AREA 

Lake Wallace, the state
owned 450-acre recreation lake 
in Bennettsville, is South 
Carolina's premier wood duck 
production area. 

One of the state's most popular 
game birds, the colorful wood 
duck nests on Lake Wallace in 
man-made nest boxes in great 
numbers. Since the early 1970s, 
the wildlife department has 
erected ninety of the man-made 
structures on Lake Wallace. 

Each structure consists of a 
box for the nesting birds, a pole 
on which it stands in the water 
and a predator guard to keep 
raccoons, snakes and other egg
and duck-eating critters out of 
the boxes. 

Mike Prevost along with 
wildlife technician Mark Spinks 
make periodic visits to 
Bennettsville tD check 
production for the lake's wood 
duck boxes. 

According to Prevost, the 
Lake Wallace project is getting "a 
nearly 100 percent use of the 
boxes from the local wood duck 
population." There is an obvious 
amount of competition for the 
boxes, he noted. 

During one day-long visit in 
June, Prevost and Spinks paddled 
their small boat to each of the 
boxes checking for nesting 
success. Prevost counted eggs 
hatched and eggs being 
incubated in each box to get an 
estimate of the number of 
ducklings produced last spring by 
the Lake Wallace project. 

A majority of the boxes 
checked contained nesting 
females which the biologist 
banded before returning them to 
their eggs. 

The wildlife officials also 
found a number of" dump nests" 
where more than one bird had 
laid eggs in the same box. This is 
a fairly common occurrence in 
artificial nesting structures. "It 
usually results in a partial 

Drakes patiently wait while 
their mates select a nesting site. 

incubation of the nest." One box 
contained more than forty eggs; 
the normal clutch is about a 
dozen eggs. 

"There is good habitat, great 
production, a large wood duck 
population and intense nesting 
activity on Lake Wallace," 
Prevost said. 

During the 1983 nesting 
season, Prevost estimates that a 
minimum of 3 75 ducklings were 
produced on Lake Wallace. Total 
production is much higher, just 
how much higher is pure guess 
work, he said. Production was off 
somewhat this year, because of 
the tornado that struck the area 
at the beginning of the nesting 
season. 

"Overall, the.wood duck 
project on Lake Wallace received 
minimum damage," Prevost said. 
Storm damage ranged from 
complete destruction of 
structures to minor damage. "We 
feel the storm had.some effect on 
this year's nesting, probably 
resulting in an increase in nest 
abandonment." 

Lake Wallace's highly 
successful wood duck project is 
situated on a 94-acre area that is 
partitioned from the remainder of 
the lake by Beauty Spot Road. 
Rows of nest box units protrude 
from the shallow, weed-rich 
section of the lake and attract 
local birds in competitive 
numbers. 

This section of the lake is good 
brood-rearing habitat, Prevost 
explained. "It's shallow with lots 
of submerged aquatic plants 
where young birds find plenty of 

insects on which they feed 
heavily until they are about six 
weeks old." 

Wood ducks at the tum of the 
century were thought to be 
headed toward extinction 
because of market gunning for 
the fashion industry and habitat 
destruction. 

Protection came with the 
Migratory Bird Treat Act in 
1918, but one of the bird's real 
salvations is its propensity to nest 
in man-made boxes. _,,., 

SALTWATER GAME FISH 
RECORDS FALL IN '83 

Ten marine anglers set new 
state records for nine of sixty-five 
marine game fish on the state 
wildlife department's Marine 
Game Fish Records Program. 

"Offshore game fish and 
sharks dominated this record
breaking activity," said Don 
Hammond who heads the 
program for the Marine 
Division's Office of 
Conservation, Management and 
Marketing. 

"Records that have stood for 
seven or eight years along with 
those only one year old became 
victims of larger fish," said 
Hammond. Two records were 
repeats for a fishing pier and a 
charter fishing boat. Two striped 
bass caught in marine waters 
provided the first accepted record 
for this species in South 
Carolina's salt waters. 

The ten anglers and their 
catches follow. 

Mark Reynolds, 10-pound, J
ounce red porgy. 

W.R. DeasJr., 11-pound 
Spanish mackerel. 
. David Roberts, 27-pound, 9-
ounce striped bass. 

R.L. Davis, 29-pound blackfin 
tuna. 

Tim Swatzel, 40-pound gag 
grouper. 

Joab Dowling Jr., 44-pound, 
8-ounce striped bass. 

Glenn Goodwin, 67-pound, 
6-ounce dolphin. 
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Kurt Kapelle, 164-pound 
sandbar shark. 

John Wierman, 332-pound 
lemon shark. 

Robert Yoakum, 466-pound 
bull shark. 

These fish stories ended 
happily with the anglers 
receiving official state record 
recognition, Hammond said. 
"But there were several others 
whose fishing stories didn't end 
as pleasantly." 

Several anglers failed to check 
on the current record standing 
for the species or disposed of the 
fish before it was examined by a 
department marine fisheries 
biologist. 

"If you are fortunate enough to 
catch a large saltwater game fish, 
take the time to check it out," 
Hammond advised. "It makes a 
much more convincing story to 
show a state record certificate 
than to tell about what could 
have been." ·• 

BLUE CAT RECORDS 
CONTINUE TO FALL 

America's largest growing 
species of native catfish is the 
most frequently broken record on 
the South Carolina Freshwater 
Fish Records list. 

Ira Matthews, 70, of 
Lynchburg, South Carolina, 
broke the Palmetto State's blue 
catfish record in April with a 73-
pound, eight-ounce fish caught 
on a mussel and two catalpa 
worms in the Santee Cooper 
Diversion Canal at Moncks 
Corner. 

"I knew I had a big fish or an 
alligator," Matthews said. "I 
guess it took about forty-five 
minutes to land the fish, but I 
was too busy to look at my 
watch." He said he thought the 
fish weighed around seventy-five 
pounds, "but I really didn't 
know." "Allen Robertson, the 
man who weighed the fish, told 
me it might be a record." 

Dan Crochet, district fisheries 
biologist for the South Carolina 
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Wildlife and Marine Resources 
Department in Florence, verified 
the fish as a blue catfish and a 
new state record. 

Matthews' fish broke the old 
state record by four pounds, eight 
ounces. Melvin E. Evans of 
Bonneau had held the record 
with a 69-pound blue catfish 
caught in 1983 while fishing on 
the bottom with beefliver in 
Lake Moultrie. 

South Carolina's record for 
blue catfish has been broken 
eighteen times within the past 
ten years. All eighteen record 
blues were taken from Santee 
Cooper. 

Blue cats were first stocked in 
Santee Cooper and Lake 
Moultrie in 1965, where they 
have become a permanent part of 
the sport fishery. Now, almost 
twenty years later, catfish anglers 
are catching fifty- to sixty
pounders and even larger. -• 

WILDLIFE GOES TO ROME 

South Carolina Wildlife 
magazine was chosen to 
accompany a display of Southern 
art exhibited in Rome, Italy, 
from September 14 to October 
31. 

The magazine's popular, full
color special issue, Thirty Years -
The Mountains to the Sea, was 

displayed with Portrait of the 
South, a selection of art focusing 
international attention on the 
renaissance of art in the 
Southern United States. The 
special issue was selected to 
balance South Carolina's 
cultural achievements by 
showcasing the state and its 
natural resources and was 
presented to dignitaries 
attending the exhibition in the 
Palazzo Venezia, a palace that 
once housed the seat of Papal 
government. 

Members of the South 
Carolina Arts Commission, 
coordinating the state's 
participation in the project, 
deemed South Carolina Wildlife an 

appropriate choice since the 
works of numerous artists, writers 
and photographers have 
appeared in the magazine and 
the publication has received 
international acclaim for its 
excellence. 

From the humble beginning as 
a black and white quarterly in 
1954, the magazine, published 
by the state's Department of 
Wildlife and Marine Resources, 
has grown to a slick, 
professionally-done publication. 

South Carolina Wildlife has 
quietly progressed through more 
than a decade of dominance in 
its particular field, setting 
standards ascribed to by many 
government and private 
conservation and outdoor 
magazines. Many perceive it as 
standing among the ranks of such 
nationally-acclaimed 
publications as Audubon, 
National Wildlife and Arizona 
Highways. 

Since the early '70s, South 
Carolina Wildlife has been voted 
the first place magazine eight 
times by the Association for 
Conservation Information, a 
group of United States and 
Canadian information and 
education units. Other top 
honors include: .the Governor's 
Palmetto Citation of Excellence, 
the National Wildlife 
Federation's Communications 
Special Award and the state 
Federation's Conservationist of 
the Year Award (both firsts for a 
magazine) and, most recently, 
the 1983 ACI Award for 
Outstanding Magazine, the Izaak 
Walton League of America/Fred 
Bear Sports Club's Outdoor 
Ethics Best Feature Article 
Award and an Elizabeth O'Neill 
Verner Award for contributions 
to the arts in South Carolina. 

Italy's geography mirrors that 
of South Carolina with a land 
mass that runs from the 
mountains through a Piedmont
like area to the coast. Thirty 
Years - The Mountains to the Sea 
and Portrait of the South were 
well-received. _ _, 
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W hen looking for an 

excellent recipe, go to 
the source. In this 

case, Phil Wilkinson of the 
wildlife department's Endangered 
Species Section fits the.bill. Phil 
is a lifelong outdoorsman who is 
well-respected for his knowledge 
of game cookery. Though simple, 
Phil's duck recipe is superb. 

He suggests a fantastic dish 
should start with "a fantastic 
duck." A nice fat drake redhead, 
mallard, green wing teal or wood 
duck will do nicely, but don't use 
pintails. First, dress and prepare 
the duck for cooking; then (Phil 
says wryly) pour two stiff drinks 
into the cook. The rest of the 
recipe should come easily. You're 
even liable to dream up some 
unusual (and tasty) creations. If 
creativity lags in spite of the 
drinks, however, you can succeed 
with the following recipe. 

Peel an onion and place it in 
the cavity of the duck with 
powdered thyme, celery flakes, 
celery salt and pepper. If the bird 
is very lean, add butter to the 
cavity. Sprinkle the outside with 
a little thyme and lots of celery 
salt and pepper. 

Place the duck breast up in a 
shallow pan. Cook it in an oven 
preheated to 500 degrees 
Fahrenheit or 550 degrees 
Fahrenheit for fifteen minutes. 
Turn the heat down to 350 
degrees Fahrenheit, cover, and 
cook about forty-five additional 
minutes depending on the size of 
the duck. If the bird is still too 
rare, continue to cook at 350 
degrees Fahrenheit until the 
juices run clear when the breast is 
pierced with a fork. Don't 
overcook. 

This recipe is guaranteed to 
make you flap your wings! _ _, 

- DONNA FLORIO 
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RAMBLINGS 

Winter Beachcombing 
ETV' s NATURE SCENE will feature ''Atlantic Beach, '' 
Saturday, December 8, at l: 30 p. m. 

;\ brisk wind whips across a desolate winter beach. In the distance, 
r-\. a solitary figure walks stowly along the littoral line now and 
then stopping to examine some object. While going to the beach in 
the winter may not appeal to many, this ardent beachcomber knows 
that the cold winds of winter provide two beneficial services. They 
help bring shells to the shore, and they stave off people who 
otherwise would compete for the sea's treasures. 

Winter is the best time for shelling, and Edisto Island's south end 
and Jeremy Inlet away from Edisto Beach State Park are two of the 
prime sites for finding an array of shells on the East Coast. Located 
approximately midway between Beaufort and Charleston, Edisto 
Beach provides a bonanza of shelling opportunities. 

Arm yourself with Zim's Golden Guide To The Field Identification 
Of Seashells Of North America so you'll know what you've found, and 
a tide table and head towards Edisto Island. 

A stroll along the beach when the tide is just beginning to go out 
is the ideal time to look for shells, shark teeth and other fossils. 
Beachcombing at Edisto is always a surprise for you never know what 
you will find. With luck, you might stumble across the following 
treasures of the sea. 

You may find the lettered olive, South Carolina's state shell 
named scientifically in honor of Ravenel, its South Carolina 
discoverer. Here and there, sponges, the skeletons of animals, wash 
ashore as do a variety of multicolored soft corals known as sea whips. 

Moonsnails, margirtella and slipper shells are as pretty as they 
sound and they can be found resting in the sand. The carapaces of 
blue crabs, spider and ghost crabs add their own distinctive touch to 
the beach, but the more exciting finds are offered by the cast-off 
shells ofknobbed whelks, channeled whelks and wentletraps. 
Resembling the spiraled horn of the mythical unicorn, wentletraps 
are beautiful, spiral shells that sport a variety of tones and textures. 
On rare·occcasi9ns, the trumpet worm's delicate tubes of cemented 
sand grains can be found. 

Winter beachcombing provides a beautiful but serious lesson on 
the interdependence of life in the sea for almost everything that 
washes ashore lives no more. Many of the species you will find, in 
fact, lived upon another. From fossilized vertebrae of fish and sea 
turtles to jellyfish, seaweed, cockleshells and horseshoe crabs, the 
souvenirs of an outing to Edisto Beach will give you lasting memories 
of an Atlantic beach in the wintertime. -• 

-TOM POLAND 

Edisto Beach provides outstanding shelling opportunities in the 
wintertime, the ideal time for discovering the sea's real treasures. The 
shaded areas on the map show Edisto Island's south end and Jeremy 
Inlet, superior shelling sites. 
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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 

Binders safely and neatly store 
six issues (one year) of South 
Carolina Wildlife magazine. 

_.$.7-:-3() each. 

6.1-5 
~each . _J 
/3./0~-(["-J 

· "Wildlife between the Covers" 
(1 O .A p ,:-~ . O,~J._, ~ T-Shirts are soft and comfortable. 
l,(.A:~ ·• J;i.,) · ~-___...... Choose from red , orange, tan , 

'7" ~-· _ _.............. kelly green, navy and light blue 

~~ 
\N,~We 
~~ 

THIRTY Yl'.ARS· 
THE MOUNTAINS TO Tl IF SEA 

in sizes S, M, L, and XL. Size 
XS (14-16) for children is 
available in red , navy~,,.z.5 
kelly green~ach of' 

four or more ~5 
each. 5.Z O 

"Thirty Years - The Mountains 
to the Sea," hardbound version , 
vividly portrays how much South 
Carolina has to offer, and does 
so with perfection. Wheat
colored cloth binding with gilded 
lettering lends elegance to any 
personal library or office. 

___ Jj:11#~ 
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The South Carolina Wildlife 
Cookbook, second edition , is 
truly the supreme reference for the 
sportsman's kitchen~o each . 

4,. 25 
> 

RESPECT Caps are available in 
international orange, which meets Game 
Management Area requirements , or 
camouflage . Both are 100% cotton 
and laminated inside for warmth 
and durability.)9-25 each. 

..5. 2.0 

\)~ 
1984-8~~!0'.gman's Calendar 
and ~ac, our September 
'84 through August '85 calendar, 
harmonizes with the hunting and 
fishing seasons and provides a 
personal way to plan your 
outdoor activities while offering 
useful informatio~ each. 

1.30 

Cul~-\ Palmetto Portraits 1985, our 
· January through December '85 

calendar, portrays South 
Carolina's natural diversity in 
beautiful full-color photographs, 
from Lowcountry sandy beaches 
and cypress swamps to 

,\I Upcountry rugged mountains 
and forests. $6.25 each. 

Use the convenient form on the following page to order. 



Name ________________________ _ 
{Please print all information) 

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

City•State-Zip ___________________ _ 

Daytime Phone # Area Code ___ Number _________ _ 

We will phone you if we have a question . 

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 b·e sent along with your order announcing the gift from 
you. 

PAYMENT METHOD 

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

□ VISA □ Money Order 

C d A N b 
{All orders must be prepaid.) 

ar ccount um er: 

I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I 
Allow 4 - 5 weeks for 

delivery of charge orders Month Year 

Card expiration date [D - OJ 

Customer's Signature 

PLEASE ORDER SOUTH CAROLINA WILDLIFE MAGAZINE SUBSCRIPTION FROM ENCLOSED ENVELOPE 

I DESCRIPTION PRICE EACH QUANTITY ORDERED TOTAL 
"Thirtv Years - The Mountains to the Sea" $13.13 

S.C. Wildlife Maoazine Binder $6.25 

RESPECT Cao/Camouflaae (One size fits all) $5.20 

RESPECT Cap/International Oranqe (One size fits all) $5.20 

"Carolina's Huntina Heritaae" $13.10 

"S.C. Wildlife Cookbook" - 2nd Edition $6.25 

"Palmetto Portraits 1985" $6.25 

"1984-85 Sportsman's Calendar" SOLD OUT 

"Wildl ife Between the Covers" T-Shirt $6.25each 

(No charge orders on T-Shirts , please.) 4ormore 
$5.20each 

TOTAL AMOUNT~ 
COLOR s M L XL XS for Items 

SOLD SOLD Green OUT OUT 

Lt. Blue SOLD *NA Send Your Payment And Order Form to: 5% S.C. tax Included OUT 

Navy 

Oran e 

SOLD SOLD S.C. Wildlife In all prices 
OUT OUT 

P.O. Box 167 *NA Columbia, S.C. 
Red 29202 
Tan SOLD *NA OUT 

*Not available in childrens size 

I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 

--------~----------------------r-------------------------~ 

NEW ADDRESS: 

Attach your address label 
from current issue 

here. 

Name ________ _ _ _____ _ 

Address _______ _ _ _ _ ___ _ 

City, State _______ _ ___ Zip __ 

Let us know 
eight weeks 
before you go. 
For fast service, attach 
your current address label 
(from magazine cover) in 
the space above. Then fill 
in your new address and 
mail to: S.C. Wildlife P.O. 
Box 167, Columbia, S.C. 
29202 

Nation's leading 
conservation 

. magazine for more 
than a decade. 
Six issues - $7.95 
The gift that lasts all 
year long! 

South Carolina Wildlife 
Best buy in all the outdoors! 








