H

WAS SITTING at the kitchen
table playing solitaire when I
first saw him, but he wasn't at all surprised to see me. "You the one who
called this morning?" he asked. "Yes,
sir. I want to do a story on you for
our magazine," I said.
.
He got up from the table and
walked off a little, giving me the onceover. "I don't know about that," he
said. 'Tm too old for personal publicity. Besides, I had some of that
when I got married."
I laughed, but it didn't have much
effect on him. "I guess it will be
O. K.," he said, "if you write it the
right way. If you don't, it won't be
much good for anything."
I learned pretty quick that it was
his nature to be to the p0int, a trait
that's to be appreciated. In fact, there
are a lot of things about Thomas G.
Sam worth of Dirleton Plantation to be
appreciated, not the least of which
was his gift of 600 acres of the best
duck hunting land in South Carolina
to the sportsmen of the state.
Mr. Sam says he was born 83 years
ago in Delaware, which he describes
as having three counties, but only two
at high tide. "I got here before the
automobile," he says, "I helped make
fun of the first ones that came along."
He may be 83, but a game biologist
with the Wildlife Department says
he's been knowing Mr. Sam more than
six years, "and he's been 83 ever since
I first met him."
After leaving school at an early age,
prompted no doubt by his longing to
be outside ("I hope every American
boy has the chance I had to enjoy
hunting") Mr. Sam went to work in
a printing shop. He stayed in the
printing business for 10 years, then
joined the National Rifle Association
in 1921 as editor of its magazine. He
changed the name of the publication
to "The American Rifleman," the name
it carries today, and during the six
years he served as editor the magazine
became a familiar word to sportsmen
all over the country.
He quit to form his own publishing
company, and in the following years
he published more than 45 books on
firearms, ballistics, and hunting. Some
E
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During his career, Mr. Sam published more than 45 books on hunting and firearms.
Some of them are still being used as textbooks.
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Wildlife photography is his hobby, and
Mr. Sam spends many hours every day
taking pictures, looking at slides and
films, and planning trips to add more
pictures to his collection. His studio is
on the third floor of his home.
Walking about the grounds, Mr. Sam
takes an active interest in the game
management program implemented by
biologists with the South Carolina Wildlife Resources Department. This area
features some of the best duck hunting
in the state.

of his books on gunsmithing are
classics in the firearm business, and
are still being used as textbooks.
First he bought a place in North
Carolina, but he came to South Carolina in 1941, "because I had read so
much about it." He settled on Dirleton
Plantation, an old place that went
back to the rice planting days, and
which was part of an original grant
from the king of England. Now the
Pee D ee Game Management area, the
property is located a few miles north
of Georgetown.
The old rice fields were ideal for
ducks, and the other wildlife typical
of the South Carolina coast also found
a welcome at Dirleton.
"There was a lot of game in South
Carolina when I moved h ere, but I
was amazed how hard it was to find
a place to hunt," he said. "I knew then
that I was going to do what I could
for the sportsmen of this state. I knew
they were tired of seeing posted signs
everywhere."
In 1962 he gave Dirleton Plantation
to the sportsmen of South Carolina
through the South Carolina Wildlife
Resources D epartment, with the agreement the land would b e managed for
maximum hunting opportunities, and
open to public hunting. "Before I gave
the land to the state, only a handful of
people each year hunted here with
me," he said. "Now there are more
than 300 evelY year."
"I always enjoyed hunting and wildlife, and the sportsmen of this country
were always good to me, and I wanted
to do something for them," he said.
He couldn't have found a better way
to do something for South Carolina
sportsmen if he had worked on it all
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his life, b ecause the Pee D ee area is
one of the two areas the Wildlife D epartment has which features quality
duck hunting.
''1' d like to see some other landowners do the same thing," he said,
"which should be the point of this
article you are going to write. Rather
than leave their good hunting land to
someone who will tum it into ready
cash, they should give it to someone
who will really appreciate it, the
sportsmen of South Carolina."
Mr. Sam's love for hunting could
only be matched by his love of photography. An avid photographer who
took the pictures for his books, he has
amassed an outstanding collection of
color slides and movies of wildlife,
taken not only at Dirleton, but all up
and down the coast.
H e owns no less than five movie
canieras, and the only thing that .limits

his £1m making is his eyesight. "My
eyes are pretty b ad, so I can't drive
any more and have to depend on
other people to take me where I want
to go," h e said. "But the thing about
wildlife photography is you can't wait
on other p eople, you .have to b e there
when the time is right."
A friend said he had seen Mr. Sam
sitting in a duck blind for hours photographing ducks, which is the type
dedication required in wildlife photography.
When I was leaving Dirleton, Mr.
Sam walked with me out into the
yard, where a man was mowing the
grass. "I don't like to see the grass
cut," he said. "I like for it to grow
about knee high so something can
jump out at you when you go out into
the yard." H e laughed then, and I
couldn't help noticing he looked a lot
like Santa Claus.
7

The Bald Eagle, our national emblem,
returns to her South Carolina nest.
There were between six and ten eagle
nests this year in South Carolina, but
few produced young. They are suffering
from loss of nesting habitat and DDT
poisoning.

I

Our

Endangered
Species
By John Culler
Photo by John Culler

THE

MOST IMPORTANT thing on
earth is life. Not just my life and
your life, but all life. We have known
for a long time that every living creature was put here for a purpose, and
every living thing, plant or animal,
not only is important, but perhaps
essential to every other living thing.
Now we are faced with the strong
possibility that some of this life we
valu e so much is slipping away from
us, an d when it goes, so will some of
the quality of our own lives.
In his book, "The Empty Ark,"
Phillip Crowe states that since the
time of Christ more than 250 species
have become extinct. But what is
even more alarming is the fact that
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about two-thirds of these have vanished in the past fifty years, and another 250 species of birds and animals
are on the brink of disappearing. In
fact, The Federal Register lists 301
species worldwide as endangered!
In South Carolina today several
species are barely hanging on, and
one or two of these species have
chosen our state to make their last
stand. It is a trust and a compliment
we can't afford to ignore.
Aldo Leopold, one of the greatest
conservationists of all time, made this
observation on the loss of the passenger pigeon : "For one species to mourn
the death of another is a new thing
under the sun. We, who have lost our

pigeons, mourn the loss. Had the
funeral been ours, the pigeons would
hardly have mourned us. In this fact,
rather than in nylons or atomic bombs,
lies evidence of our superiority over
the beasts." Indeed, it is the greatest
compliment to the human race to
know that we care what happens to
others.
One of the primary reasons that we
in South Carolina even have a chance
to care what happens to some of our
endangered species is our swamps.
The swamps of our state have been
outstanding citizens ever since they
have been here. They provided us
with the game our forebearers had to
have to make it, and later on they hid
SOUTH CAROLINA WILDLIFE

the troops of General Francis Marion
from the British.
Today, even though they have been
slashed and battered, these same
swamps are the last chance for the
very existence of a few individuals
which represent the last of their kind.
There are many reasons why some
species are losing their grasp on life,
and although man is responsible for
most of it, believe it or not, we are
not the only "heavy" in this drama.
Many natural changes are occurring
continuously on earth, and the future
of every species hinges on its ability
to adapt to these changes; to adjust
its feeding, nesting and living habits
to the requirements of its new environment, and then to adjust once
again when they are required to do
so.
Even before man, the earth's past is
full of animals who either could not
or would not change, and they perished. At one time all of these unsuccessful species filled a "niche," but
their place was either taken over by
other species or their niche was absorbed into environmental change.
For every successful species, such as
the raccoon and alligator, which have
been here since prehistoric times and
have changed very little, there have
been thousands which slowly but
surely disappeared.
But today, because man has come

along with his ability to alter the environment almost overnight, many
species which would otherwise survive are losing out. And sadly to say,
unless some changes are made in our
thinking, it has just begun.
In South Carolina, the death sentence has been issued in several different forms. In the case of the ivorybilled and red-cockaded woodpecker,
it has been the destruction of habitat,
the relentless logging operations
which destroy the old trees both species need for survival; the osprey,
bald and golden eagle, brown pelican,
and peregrine falcon are being poisoned by DDT -type chlorinated-hy-

drocarbon poisons we use on our
crops; the alligator is hunted for his
hide, so some fellow in Columbia can
have an alligator belt or some lady in
Greenville a real alligator handbag;
while ignorance and misunderstanding dealt a fatal blow to the black
bear and cougar.
Two species of birds, Bachman's
Warbler, which was first discovered
in South Carolina in 1833, and the
Ipswich Sparrow, which is at most an
occasional visitor along our beaches
in winter, are different cases. Perhaps
the Bachman's Warbler was already a
relic species when it was first discovered by modern science, eve n

Photo by TI,omas Samworth

The American alligator was once in extreme danger, but recent laws protecting him have given this species a chance.
They need continued protection.

Extremely active, the red-cockaded
woodpecker searches for bugs in mature
pine forests. It is almost impossible to
see the red on the male's head unless
the bird is in hand. His habit of only
using pines with red heart disease for
nest trees has put him in serious danger.
Photo by John Cu ller
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though it is still hanging on; and the
Ipswich Sparrow nests only on Sable
Island off Nova Scotia which is
rapidly eroding away.
Two of the better known marine
species which are dying out and can
be considered to "belong" to South
Carolina include the Atlantic Sturgeon
and Atlantic Right Whale. It's a good
bet that no South Carolinian contributed directly very much to the demise
of either species, but indirectly, we are
all guilty of standing by and letting
all the whales be slaughtered while
the sturgeon is suffering from dams
and other water-control structures as
well as pollution in its spawning
streams.
Ever since the logging controversy
in the Santee Swamp several months
ago there has been a lot of talk about
the ivory-billed woodpecker. One expedition to the swamp, which is considered to be one of the last possible
places the ivorybill may be holding
out, played a recording of the ivory. bill's call and got an answer, but they
were never able to see what was answering. One man with the group, an
expert bird man, said he had never
heard a sound like that before. ~'I
guess we must have played the call
and got an answer for about ten minutes, but we couldn't get any closer
and we were never able to see what
was making the call," he said.
The ivory-bill is the greatest and
grandest woodpecker in the world.
Or was. None of these birds have
been seen since 1967, when Rve and
possibly as many as ten pair were
found in the Big Thicket area in
Texas.
South Carolina and the ivory-bill
were mentioned together seriously for
the first time in a report James T.
Tanner made for the National Audubon Society in 1942. He said the bird
stilI"hung on in a virgin forest in eastern Louisiana, in seven different places
in Florida, and in the Santee Swamp.
The forest in Louisiana was logged in
1943, and the Audubon's request that
the large trees be left was ignored.
Tragically, one tree that was cut contained an ivory-bill's. nest and eggs.
A single bird was reported still there
in 1944, none since.
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There was not a reported sighting
of a single ivory-bill during the entire 1950's, and it was feared they
were gone forever. But then in 1961
and 1963 sightings were made in Santee Swamp, where the last bird had
been seen in 1937.
The disappearance of the ivory-bill
is a classic example of habitat destruction. Each pair must have about 2,000
acres of mature forest to survive, and
as the big cypress, water oaks and
sweet gums were cut, so were the
ivory-bills. The big woodpecker
feeds on the wood boring beetle larvae found only in over-mature forests
with dead and dying trees.
The ivory-bill is a very large woodpecker, larger than a crow, with a
white bill, large patches of white on
his wings, and white lines on either
side of the neck. The male has a red
crest, the female, black. The Wildlife
Department has received a good
many reports of sightings, but upon
close questioning the bird seen usually turns out to be a pileated woodpecker, which are smaller, have a
dark bill instead of a white one, and
not as much white on the wings. The
pileated woodpecker is still rather
common in South Carolina.
Another endangered woodpecker is
the red-cockaded. He is really a
sporty little fellow, and he too, is suffering from habitat destruction, but of
a different kind. This little bird, about
the size of a bluebird, nests only in
pine trees which h a v e red heart
disease. The only catch is, only trees
over 60 years old have red heart
disease, and in today's forestry methods pines are cut long before their
sixtieth birthday.
South Carolina has perhaps the
largest nesting colony of red-cockaded woodpeckers left, in the Francis
Marion National Forest. Here the
colonies are protected, and of course,
there is still plenty of old pines.
If anyone has ever had ants in his
pants, it is the red-cockaded woodpecker. They are never still. Flying
continually from pine to pine, they go
in a circular motion up the tree, peeping and chirping away at a pace that
never stops. Once they reach the top,

they fly to another tree and crank it
up again.
It's the nesting habits of the redcockaded which is so peculiar. Once
they have a nesting cavity hollowed
out, they go up above the nest and cut
through the bark, which makes the
sap How. They repeat this process all
around the hole, until the tree looks
like a giant white candle. One explanation for this is the sticky resin serve's as a predator guard for the nest,
while others believe it catches insects.
Whatever the reason, a red-cockaded
nest tree isn't very hard to spot.
The range of this bird once stretched throughout the Southeast. Today
there are a few scattered colonies left
in Georgia, Florida and one or two
other states, but South Carolina still
has a fairly local abundant population in two or three areas. Of course,
these remaining few colonies will have
to be protected, and the pines nearby
allowed to grow, or they too, will disappear.
The red-cockaded woodpecker is a
black and white "ladder backed" bird,
with large white cheek patches. While
the male has a small red feather on
the side of his head, it cannot be seen
in the ReId, so don't look for this
identiRcation mark. The best way to
find these birds is to look for their
nest trees.
In 1833 John Bachman collected
two "new" birds near Charleston, and
later the same year the bird was named for him, Bachman's Warbler. After
Bachman found it, it was not found
again for half a century, and then in
Louisiana. Some believe that even
when Bachman first found it, the little
bird was on its way to extinction.
However, nests have been found in
Virginia, North Carolina, Louisiana
and Mississippi.
Arthur Trezezant Wayne caught
one near Mount Pleasant in 1901, and
also found nests in various years between 1905 and 1919 near Christ
Church in Charleston County. It then
vanished, and wasn't seen again until
1938, and again in 1946. A male sang
and was recorded on tape near Washington in 1955.
. According to Joseph Wood Krutch,
in "Wildlife in Danger," these birds
SOUTH CAROLINA WILDLIFE

have been observed in the area of
Fairlawn and Charleston at spring
passage and breeding time intermittently into the 1960's. though the
later records h a v e been of nonbreeding birds. One male sang at
Folly Beach for four seasons without
attracting a mate. Recent observations
have also been made near Lawton,
Virginia and Bulls Island, South Carolina.
The natural habitat of Bachman's
. Warbler is swampy river bottoms, and
it formerly nested in river swamp forests of southeastern Missouri, northeastern Arkansas, western Kentucky,
northern . Alabama, and South Carolina. This bird is so rare that nothing
is known of its present breeding or
winterin g distribution. It has been
called the rarest North American song_
bird.
Bachman's Warbler is a very small
bird with a fine bill; the male is olive
green above, face and underparts yellow; throat-patch and crown black.
The female lacks the black throat.
The Ipswich Sparrow may be even
more rare in South Carolina than
Bachman's Warbler. This bird, which
isn't a sparrow at all but a bunting,
nests on Sable Island off Nova Scotia,
and winters along the Atlantic Seaboard all the way to Cumberland Island, Georgia. The erosion of Sable
Island, which is a small island to start
with, is hurting these birds, as is the
interference with winter habitat by
residential development along Atlantic Coast beaches.
For them to survive, they must
have undisturbed sand dunes, left in
their natural state. They are a large,
streaked, sandy-colored bird, always
found in the sand dunes, and in South
Carolina, if at all, in winter.
There are another group of birds,
the bald and golden eagle, the brown
pelican, osprey and peregrine falcon,
which are suffering in several ways
from man's technology and ignorance.
Because they are at the top of the
food chain, they are all suffering from
pesticide poisoning, which renders
them incapable of reproducing.
Outside of Florida, South Carolina
has the largest nesting colony of
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brown p elicans left. This magnificent
and graceful bird once covered
beaches and marshes all over the
southern United States, but in recent
years he has disappeared at an alarming rate. There were only a few birds
hatched in California last year, if any,
and the brown pelican has completely
disappeared from the Louisiana coast,
where he is the state bird.
There are a few breeding pairs in
North Carolina, and a few in Georgia,
but other than these, South Carolina
and Florida have the remainder.
When chlorinated hydrocarbon poisoning, such as DDT, builds up in
their bodies, they cannot produce calcium, and the shells of their eggs are
so thin they won't hatch.
. This is also the case on the eagles,
osprey, and peregrine falcon, but not
quite to the extent of the brown pelican. These birds have also suffered
from loss of nesting habitat, and from
idiots who can't resist shooting at big,
beautiful birds.
There were from six to ten bald
eagle nests in South Carolina this year,
and although it is unknown how many
produced young, it is safe to assume
less than half did.

The Southern Bald Eagle is in serious trouble. In 1943, when C. L. Broley began banding young eagles along
Florida's west coast, he found an average of one active nest per mile of the
125-mile stretch between Tampa and
Fort Myers. Soon he was banding 150
eaglets a year. Then in 1947 he noticed a change-more than 40 per
cent of the nests failed to produce
young. After that the decrease in nesting success of the eagles along this
coastal strip was startling; in 1950 he
found only 24 young; in 1955, eight;
and in 1958, one young eaglet was all
that rewarded his efforts to find a successful nest.
And how's this for making you sick
-from 1917 to 1952, the territory of
Alaska had a bounty on the bald
eagle, and more than 1'00,000 bald
eagles were killed for the bounty.
The golden eagle has suffered just
about as bad. Although they are only
an occasional visitor to South Carolina, we don't act like we appreciate it
very much when they do come. One
was seen last year, but he was shot
and killed by a man in Orangeburg
County. Golden eagles weren't protected by South Carolina law then,
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The red-cockaded woodpecker cuts through the bark of his nest tree, and once
the rosin begins to flow he keeps the cut open, thus insuring a steady flow of
sap. Some say this serves as a predator guard for the nest.
Ib

but they were under federal law, and
justice triumphed, although the shameful deed had been done. Now all
birds of prey, including eagles, hawks
and owls, are protected by state law.
Although these species are in danger, all is not lost yet. Many people
are now alerted to their plight, and
are trying to do all they can to save
them, although some species may be
beyond help. The U. S. Forest Service
has a very active endangered species
program, particularly on the Francis
Marion Nat ion a I Forest near
Charleston, where the red-cockaded
woodpecker is holding forth , and
there have been several unconfirmed
reports recently of Bachman's Warbler. Of course all eagle and osprey
nest sites are protected on U. S. Forest Service land, not only the nest tree
itself but the entire area where the
nest is located.
Some of the pulpwood and timber
companies, who own vast tracts of
woodland in South Carolina, are also
doing what they can to protect endangered species on their lands. Westvaco, though their Timberlands Division , has adopted the basic criteria
used by the Forest Service in protecting habitat and nes ting areas of endangered species. On their South
Carolina land, W estvaco has marked
two eagle, eight osprey and three redcockaded nests, which are mapped,
marked and checked regularly by
qualified people to see that no harm
or threat is made to the site.
In North Carolina, Westvaco has
established a protected area for alligators, black bear and Atlantic White
Cedar, and in West Virgin a they have
set aside an area for rare and uncommon wildflowers
in
Hampshire
County.
Concern such as this from a large
corporation is certainly commendable,
but we all must show some concern if
our wildlife makes a comeback. Even
though our lives would change very
little if all our endangered species
ended their lives on earth, they must
b e saved, because once they are gon e,
they can never be brought back. And
every time we lose a life on earth, we
lose a little of the quality of life that
is so important to us.
SOUTH CAROLINA WILDLIFE

",
A Berkley County osprey settles on her nest. The osprey, or
"fish hawk," is in trouble because of pesticide poisoning.
There are still some ospreys left in our state, but their numbers are low.
Nest trees of the red-cockaded woodpecker stand out in
the woods like a giant unlit candle. They also make several
false nests nearby.
South Carolina has the largest group of nesting brown
pelicans left outside of Florida. These beautiful and graceful
birds are victims of pesticides.

Photos by John Culler
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Dukes pulls back hard-hooking a nice
rooster redbreast on a juicy catalpa
worm. Fishing in swift water he sometimes loses his hook and sinkers to
bottom debris.

R

on the Edisto
River is part of the good life in
South Carolina, and most who have
fish ed there have a story to tell. The
Edisto is also famous for its scenic
beauty, but most of all, its fame lies
in its ability to produce large copperbellied sunfish or redbreast male
bream, locally known as "roosters."
The "she-male" or female lacks the
stomach luster for which the rooster
is famous , but she commands all the
respect due a great fighter and table
delicacy same as her more glamorous
sexual counterpart.
South Carolina's Edisto River is one
of our most scenic 10w-countIy rivers.
Its black rich waters flow out of the
Piedmont, dividing in the coastal
plains into two major branches as it
moves methodically to the Atlantic.
Its life laden waters seldom hurry, but
always steadi ly carry sustenance to
living things dependent on its flow.
On its journey, the meandering river
EDBREAST FISHING
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Roosters of the Edisto
Story and Pictures

by
Bob Campbell

gives and receives life. Within the
confines of its aquatic soul the living
creatures th ere would require volumes
to catalog. From single-celled plants
and animals to insects of inestimable
variety and number, and finally to
"higher" forms as men and fish.
Through its course it passes under
caverns of hanging Spanish moss, dripping with moist splendor from massive
arms of live oaks and pregnant cypress
trees. Beneath the bulging bottoms of

these cypress trees in swift water is
the home of the redbreast sunfish.
Fish in the Edisto are big and
healthy, because the river provides for
its creatures well. The redbreast or
longeared sunfish is most talked about
in reference to the Edisto, but fishing
is excellent also for largemouth bass,
crappie, and a variety of other species
including the bluegill bream. The
river is also a great shad spot in the
early spring when they enter the ferSOUTH CAROLINA WILDLIFE

tile sanctums of the Edisto to run
upriver to spawn.
Fishermen too are an integral part
of the mighty Edisto and they seek
out the river's secrets and harvest its
bounty.
George Dukes is an Edisto fisherman who loves and knows the river
like he knows the inner perplexities of
the store he runs. He knows how to
catch redbreast with an expertise
found only in local fishermen. He
fishes the Edisto with a devotion most
folks reserve for their religion.
Dukes lives near the Edisto, which
partly explains his fascination with it,
and he runs the Western Auto store
in St. George, South Carolina. He's
also a license agent for the S. C . Wildlife Resources Department and sells
hunting and fishing licenses. When he
can't be found in his store, more than
likely he's down on the river minding
the fishing.
Dukes has been running the St.
George Western Auto for more than
15 years, or as he puts it, "It's been
running me 15 years." Running the
store gives him a chance to talk fishing with customers and sell. them some
of his favorite "Dukes approved" baits
and . tackles, an occupation he finds
lacking in very much compensation,
but one he finds to his liking.
At the store he receives regular
communiques from the Wildlife Department, allowing him to keep everyone in the St. George community well
informed of latest developments as
well as making sure they stay on the
right side of the law by providing
them with license~. But his real love
is the Edisto, and the redbellies there.
A fishing trip on the Edisto with
Dukes is an education no matter how
much you know about fishing. While
some fishennen swear on hot tears by
top-water fishing, or others by float
fishing, and still others by fishing with
small flash baits, Dukes is strictly a
live bait bottom fisherman. And he
proves his method best by piling living evidence into his fish cooler.
Dukes usually puts his boat in at
the Highway 15 bridge near the little
settlement of Canadys about five miles
of St. George. Beneath the bridge on
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the west side there is a good landing
accessible at the end of a dusty dirt
road. He may go up river or down,
because he has many favorite holes
both above and below the bridge and
usually fishes most of them in one
afternoon.
Each of his devices is rigged for
bottom fishing with live bait. About
eight inches above the small hook,
Dukes clamped a small piece of splitshot that stopped the downward
movement of two quarter ounce freesliding round sinkers. This rig, according to Dukes, kept the bait down on
the bottom but relatively free of snags,
a headache among bottom fishermen,
especially on the debris-covered Edisto
bottom.
Catalpa worms, earthworms, and
crickets are the baits Dukes prefers
to all others, including all the fancy
plugs, spinners, flys, and other lures
favored by many fishermen.

Perhaps Dukes' favorite bait of the
three is the catalpa worm. "Don't use
small ones or dried out ones," he says,
"use only the fat juicy ones." After
pulling the worm in half he "turns"
the catalpa on the hook, meaning they
are outside in or juicy side out. .
Arriving at the first of many holes to
be fished in a given afternoon, Dukes
rigs up two poles. One is a closed
faced spinning outfit, the other a cane
pole fixed with a "South Bend Line
Keeper," a simple cleat device near
the base of the pole where line may
be handily looped for storage. With
this device the fishing depth can be
adjusted easily by unravelling line
from the cleat or by reversing the procedure to fish shallower. This outfit
has all the advantages of a long cane
pole which can be stuck back into
tight comers, without the disadvantage of having a fixed length of line
attached.

Fresh, big and juicy catalpa worms are recommended by Dukes-not small dried
up ones. He pulls them into two pieces and turns them outside in or juicy side out
on the hook. After two or three bites on the same worm, he changes to a fresh one.
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Like most river fishing, the shady banks
and overhanging trees offer a cool
respite from the mid-summer sun, shading fishermen and fish alike.

Edisto redbreast such as these make
excellent eating in addition to offering
some of the best panfish fishing anywhere. These scrappy fellows we r e
caught bottom fishing using catalpa
worms turned juicy side out and earthworms.

When two or three fish have been
caught with one catalpa worm he
changes to a fresh juicy piece. "They
want the juice," he says, and once
after a few minutes of inactivity he
remarked: "That fish sure is quiet,
maybe he sucked off all that catalpa
juice."
Dukes also uses earthworms much
of the time. Large ones are his favorite, hooked only in the middle leaving
both ends free to squirm in enticement.
"I like earthworms," he stated as he
delicately put a nice fat one on his
hook. "They'll sit here and playa little
tune for you."
Crickets sometimes replace worms
on Dukes' rig, but the worms see a lot
more action than do the little chirpers.
When baiting a hook with a cricket,
Dukes explains, "You got to run the
hook from one end all the way to the
other." Also he instructs, "keep you
pole in hand' cause you got to be fast
when fishing with crickets."
Invited to fish with him, I had accepted eagerly, understanding it to be
a privilege because normally he prefers to fish alone. As we put in at
Canadys Bridge, worms, crickets, cane
poles and spinning outfits were thrown
into George's small worn and ragged
fiberglass boat.
As we moved upriver pushed by a
clattering five horse motor, the weedlaced river smelled sweet and fresh in
the summer air. One hates to stop a
prolonged inhalation because to exhale means to lose the sweet subtle
river scent. It was a hot day, the
weatherman reported 91 degrees and
humid, but a refreshing breeze blew
up the river and beat back the heat.
Overhead the sky was hazy and partly
cloudy but no rain was in sight.
According to George it was a typical Edisto day, if there is such a thing,
and a little too hot for most folks to
catch fish . But George says he catches
the scrappy redbreast summer and
winter provided the water is ' right.
And he proved he was truthful as the
afternoon progressed.
The first stop was beside a large
cypress tree with deep swift water
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cutting around its massive base.
"People don't stop at these places,
they figure the water's too swift,"
George said rigging up his two lines
with catalpa and earthworms. He
handed me a pole ready to go and I
put it into the water where I thought
a big redbreast waited.
Throwing the bait into the current,
George stared intently at the line and
began talking under his breath, something he does constantly while fishing.
"You gotta talk to the fish," he said
loudly for my benefit, and then went
back into a soft p ep talk to the fish .
"Come on little fish," he would say,
or "One more time baby," or "Give
anything to catch one of those pretty
red roosters," and on throughout the
afternoon.
Only a few minutes of pep talk had
passed when George's rod began to
bend, then dip erratically as the line
cut in zig-zags across the strong current. The fight was brief but fierce,
and George flopped a fighting female
redbreast into the boat.
"They're some pulling little fishes
when they want to pull," he exclaimed
as he put his prize into the cooler.
Several more dull-bellied females
were landed before a lull came in the
activity. Meanwhile, I hadn't been
entertained with the first nibble.
"After the first one or two you just
as well move," George said, cranking
the motor and pulling out into the
main stream.
Just around the immediate bend
George pulled up short and ran the
boat up on a submerged stump near
the bank. The front end caught on a
cypress knee. From the marks on the
knee it was evident he or someone
had parked there before.
"See that place right there where
that swift water's boiling? They stay
right in where that water's eddying,"
he explained casting the juicy "turned"
catalpa into the hole. "This is where
we'll catch a fat 01' rooster," he
promised.
His line tightened with the current's
pull and George concentrated on baiting up his cane pole. Almost immediately he got a bite while he was busy
attending the other line. When he

jerked back to set the hook, nothing
... he was hung on a snag.
"Never give a going redbreast any
slack, 'cause first thing he's going to
do is hunt for a snag." George explained laughing. A hefty pull brought
back the line free of hook and sinker.
"Well George" I said, "At least
you've caught a snag, I haven't been
that lucky."
The next cast George made brought
a scramble-a splashing fight and a
beautiful fire bellied rooster which he
admired for a time before adding him
to the others in the cooler.
As the afternoon progressed George
moved many times. If fish didn't bite
after a short stay at one hole he pulled
up his gear and proceeded to the next
"hot hole."
Whenever he stopped to fish he
moved this bait around constantly.
"You see me steady moving that bait,
don't you?" he said at one point, "You
got to hunt fish to catch 'em now days."
About the time darkness came
creeping in, throwing deep shadows
across the river, George decided it
was time to go. He had nearly filled
the cooler with a nice mess of redbreast, mostly females, but several
bragging size roosters were among the
others. W e were short of our limit
because I hadn't caught a single fish.
"George," I said, "It's too bad it's
almost dark because I've not caught
a fish ."
"You've not caught a fish?" he exclaimed in genuine amazement. He
had concentrated so hard on his fishing he really hadn't noticed my lack
of success.
"You've not caught any fish?" he
repeated more softly in realization,
after a long p ause he added with conviction, "You been fishing and that's
what counts."
He started the motor saying above
its noise "Besides I'll tell you all about
it and some more to boot." he began
"You don't want to use no worms . . ."
his voice trailed off in a blmT of outboard motor noise as I thought about
what he had said.
"You been fishing and that's what
counts." What better philosophy for
an Edisto fishing trip?
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tion. Senator Gale McGee of Wyoming
already has 38 co-sponsors from 25
states on his bill, S. 144, to exempt .22
caliber ammunition from bookkeeping
requirements of the Gun Control Act of
1968.
HUNTING ON THE FRANCIS
MARION
The entire Francis Marion National
Forest has been placed in an active
game management area program with
the South Carolina Wildl ife Resources
Department in order to provide public
hunting-both this season and for future
generations.
The forest has been divided into four
(4) hunting units and a restoration unit,
each composed of more than 20,000
acres.
The four hunting units: Santee, Northampton-Hellhole, Wambaw and Waterhorn, will be open to deer and small
game hunting starting September 15 on
a rotation basis. One permit for the entire season, both small game and deer
hunting, will be available from license
agents. Maps showing hunting units and
restoration unit boundaries also will be
available from license agents.
This year's seasons on game management areas will provide 64 days of dog
hunting for deer and feral hogs and 76
days of still gun and archery hunting .
Small game seasons will be from September IS-March I. From March I to September 15 the game management area
is closed to all hunting.
A most important step has been made
in the central portion of the Francis
Marion National Game Management
Area. The Hellhole Restoration Area has
been established, in order to provide
for the repopulation of game on the
forest. This restoration area has already
received the first stocking of Eastern
wild turkey and will receive additional
stockings as required until it can be reopened to hunting; but, probably for
the next three years, it will have to be
closed to all hunting.
A GLIMMER OF HOPE
Seven of II whooping crane eggs
taken from the Canadian wilds in May
for incubating at Patuxent Wildlife Re24

search Center in Maryland have hatched
successfully, The Interior Department's
Fish and Wildlife Service has announced.
The achievement brings the number
of captive whoopers to a record 26, but
the figure may soon be increased as the
remaining three eggs, still in incubation,
hatch in coming days. One of the
whoopers that hatched died of an intestinal infection shortly after birth.
Canadian and United States wildlife
officials who are cooperating in these
ve ntures hope to build flocks of these
endangered birds so some of their
descendants may be returned to the
wild. At present there are 57 whoopers,
North America's tallest bird, left in the
wild.

FALSE ADVERTISING?
Companies which now blithely place
ecology-oriented advertisements in newspapers and magazines across the country
will soon have to watch to make sure
they tell the truth. At least, that's what
the Federal Trade Commission thinks.
Bill Mezines, executive director of the
FTC, told a conference early in May,
"The commission will not allow anyone
to hke advantage of these concerns by
falsely suggesting that products have
anti-pollution qualities.

LAKE MURRAY RECORD?
Thirty-seven pounds of fighting striped
bass surprised Lonnie Lindler of Columbia recently in Lake Murray. Lindler,
using 10-pound-test line and a Bayou
Boogie, was fishing close to shore in the
White Rock area. "I was fishing late in
the afternoon and once I hooked the fish
it took me about 30 minutes to boat
him," he said. "He pulled me, I didn't
pull him."
Striped bass were first introduced into
Lake Murray in the Spring of 1957 by
the South Carolina Wildlife Resources
Department. Lake Murray has received
stockings of stripers every year since,
and today many are caught by fishermen throughout the year.
Lindler's trophy is a proba ble record
for Lake Murray but falls short of the
state record which is 55 pounds caught
in Lake Moultrie in 1963. The world
record for this species is 73 pounds
caught off Massachusetts in 1913. Aside
from angling records, the largest striped
bass ever caught using any method was
landed in Edenton, North Carolina and
weighed 125 pounds.

" The staff is presently taking a hard
look at certain advertising that is environment-oriented in order to be sure
that the public is not being misled," he
said.

RECORD WHITE CATFISH LANDED
To most folks a catfish is a catfish but
to Gary Keasler a nine-pound one ounce
white catfish he caught in the Keowee
River means a state record.
Keasler, who lives in Sunset, said he
caught this monster while bottom fishing

using

night

crawlers.

Ambitious

fishermen wishing to break Keasler's record will have a challenge before them,
because according to McClane's Standard Fishing Encyclopedia " Smaller than
the channel catfish, this species runs 1018 inches long and seldom exceeds three
pounds."

Lonnie Lindler
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