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Talk of record shark fishing usually
centers around Australia. Yet the
worlds record tiger shark was
taken in 1964 from a South
Carolina pier. And here, for the
first time, is the account of that
feat.

Line
whipped off the
heavy saltwater reel
as the huge but unseen
fish surged away from the pier.
What happened next was witnessed
not only by the shark fishermen, but also by
tourists on the pier and bathers far off on the beach. Out of
the water rolled 2,000 pounds of tiger shark, trying to throw
the steel hook that held it. For the second day in a row, Walter
Maxwell had hooked the biggest shark of his life and a
world's record.
During the second weekend of June in 1964, Maxwell
achieved one of the great feats of modem big-game anglin~
Fishing from the Cherry Grove Pier on the upper part of the
South Carolina coast just south of Little River Inlet, he
brought to gaff not one, but two world-record tiger
sharks-the first sh arks he had ever caught.
The world of big-game fishing is not for everyone. Tackle
costing thousands and boats costing $50,000 or more prowl
the Caribbean, the coast of South America and the waters off
the Australian coast for record-sized fish that will test angler,
tackle, boat and crew.

Maxwell's International Game Fish Association (IGFA)
all-tackle record is the only all-tackle record held for a fish
caught off South Carolina. That he did it without the
advantage of a boat and fighting chair to help tire the fish is a
tribute to his determination . His quest for the world record
was deliberate . .. well-planned, well-equipped and aided by
a touch of luck.
Shark fishing had become a regular event for Maxwell and
his friends in 1964. Every weekend in late spring and
summer they would gather at the Cherry Grove Pier to fish
for sharks and socialize. Maxwell had been going about this
sport very seriously for a year. For many years before that he
had been driving down from North Carolina to fish from the
piers. "I h ad seen people shark fishing in all kinds of ways
. . . I met Jim Michie of Columbia, who knew a lot about it,
and that got me started. You first have to want to do it. It's
pretty expensive ."
Maxwell's expenditures had included over 100 uninflated
dollars for a left-handed 1610 Penn Senator reel and a
39-thread Shakespeare fiberglass rod with Mildrum guides
custom-designed and built for shark fishing by Michie .
(Michie would be the gaff man on the world record fish.)
About 1,400 yards of Ashaway Dacron line testing 130
pounds went on the big reel. The sand color of the line and
its large diameter made it ideal, according to Maxwell, for
big-shark angling .
He and his shark fishing companions stayed out on the
pier Fridays through Sundays, day and night, in fair and foul
weather, fishing and napping at times, but always with an
ear out for the sound of a big shark pulling line against the
click and drag of the big-game reels. On that warm weekend
in June 14 years ago, their shark vigil on the Cherry Grove
Pier had begun on a Friday night. A sleeping bag at the end
of the pier provided his overnight accommodations. "You
would put your bait out and stay with it."
His bait was a skate, an unhandsome bottom fish that has
"wings" and a whiplike tail. The skate was rigged on double
hooks, size 1410, needle-eyed, forged of Norwegian steel.
About 30 feet of twisted steel leader was attached to the
swivel at the end of his 130-pound-test line. No float was
used, for the bait was allowed to settle to the bottom.
Shortly after sunrise on Saturday, the beach began to fill
with sunbathers. Bill Smith, a friend from Columbia, came
by and offered to take the baits out in a small boat to deep
water. At the end of the pier, the clear water with the lines
bending into it kept the attention of the shark anglers . As the
morning wore on, an occasional smaller shark would nose at
a big bait, but little else disturbed the quiet of the day. In the
afternoon, rain fell and the sea became rough. After a late
lunch, some of the anglers dozed, but just after two o'clock, a
reel burst into its rapid-fire click as a bait was pulled out to
sea in the jaws of a large fish . Maxwell picked up his heavy
rod and reel and just held on. Setting the butt of the rod in a
belly plate of a fighting harness strapped around his waist,
he leaned into the first shark he had ever hooked. "I let him
run several hundred yards . That Saturday shark was strong,
steady, unconcerned. "
So unconcerned was the fish, almost unaware that the
pressure on its jaws from hook and leader was a threat, that
Maxwell had the tiger shark to the pier in about an hour, an
incredible time. Most big game anglers can count on a
skipper to back his boat down on a fish while the angler reels
in the line, but Maxwell relied on his strength and skill.
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illustrations by
Amelia RoseSmith

Then 34 years old, Maxwell was strong, a bricklayer who is
still in the masonry business today. "I had always been an
outdoorsman. Handling heavy weights was an asset to me,
but anyone in good physical shape who knows how to use
his equipment could get a big shark." Aside from rod, reel,
line, leader and hooks, the most important piece of
equipment was his harness, hand-crafted by M. C. Meetze
of Columbia. With the rod butt settled snugly in the harness
and socket of the belly plate, the pressure from the rod was
evenly distributed over the angler's lower body. His
muscular arms were left free to pump the rod and reel.
But he had brought in the fish too quickly. He didn't tire it
enough. The shark was up to the pier. Michie reached down
with his long-handled fiberglass gaff and set the heavy steel
hook. "None of us realized how big that fish really was,"
Michie remembers . "When I leaned over the rail to set the
gaff, I thought, 'My God, I'll never be able to hold this fish .'
The thing looked like a cow wallowing in the heavy swells. It
seemed about 18 feet in length and must have gone at least
2,500 pounds. I hollered for someone to help me, but since I
was leaning over the pier, I guess none of them could hear."
Michie was pulled tight against the pier railing as the fish
continued to thrash in the swells. Then the hooks pulled free
from the shark and Michie was left holding the fish with the
gaff. No human being could hold such a monster with its
12

strength unspent. With the fall of a wave, the gaff was pulled
from his hands and the tiger was free-swimming out to sea
with the gaff still in its mouth.
Evening, then night, came upon the pier. The crowd of
curious tourists that had gathered to watch the battle of man
and shark had long since drifted away. The night brought
rain squalls and heavy seas, but Sunday morning dawned
fair. Shortly before noon, several fresh skates were caught
and Bill Smith again rowed them out 200 yards off the pier.
About 11 a.m . Michie landed an 11-foot dusky shark, but the
only other actions of the morning were a few short runs
made as sandbar sharks picked up the baits only to drop
them again.
"It must have been around two in the afternoon that it all
happened . Nick Laney had just hooked one . It was a big
tiger about 11 feet ... we could see the stripes dearly as the
fish came by the pier the first time."
Laney had a smaller reel, a Penn Senator 9/0, big enough
for most billfish, but only medium artillery in a battle against
a shark weighing over half a ton. "His shark was going
where it wanted to go . He had that 9/0 reel packed full of
50-pound-test monofilament line and he had 150 yards of

130-pound-test line at the front tied to his leader. But that fish
would take that heavier line out again and again."
"I was under the pier with the beached dusky when
Nicky's shark bit," Michie says . "After scrambling back onto
the pier and seeing his fish, we knew he couldn't bring the
fish to gaff from the pier. His light equipment carried no
heavy leader to hold the fish while we gaffed it."
Since a rampaging shark can tangle 30 or 40 lines with a
single run, both pier operators and party boat skippers
frown on anyone trying to catch a big shark. On the piers
along the Grand Strand, shark fishing has now been banned.
As Maxwell watched Laney's shark going back and forth ,
left and right and out, something hit his own bait. The click
had been on and the reel was in gear, the drag set at about 30
pounds, pretty stiff by his own admission. "When he hit it,
the shark just went out on a straight line. This was a stronger
and far more vicious run than the one I had on Saturday."
The splashing sound that followed the one-ton tiger 's first
leap shocked both shark anglers and spectators. Then
Maxwell's line went limp . "When that fish jumped, it was
about 150 yards out. Just about the same time, it seemed like
a herd of sharks had hit at other baits and broken some
lines."
Maxwell's line was soon smoking out again. He had set his
rod against his belly plate and threw the reel into the "lock"
position - immediately he was jerked to the pier deck.
Loosening the drag, Maxwell stumbled to his feet, settled
himself on a high fisherman's bench and braced his feet
against the pier rail as the giant tiger shark again rolled out of
the water, this time some 500 feet from the pier. "There was a
tremendous crashing sound, not like a king mackerel or even
a sailfish," the angler recalls.
Laney's and Maxwell's sharks ran back and forth in the
clear water and there was concern that the two fish might
tangle and break off. The group had decided that Laney's
only chance lay in bringing his fish into the beach, well away
from the pier.
"When Walter's fish made a long run to the north and
Nicky's went south, Nicky ran toward the beach and jumped
from the pier, " Michie says. "The last time I saw him with
the fish still on, he was running down the beach with about
40 people behind him ."
Laney's tiger was later lost as it charged back under the
pier and broke off on the pilings.
"A lot of people were coming out on the pier," Maxwell
says. "Nicky and his shark had already drawn a lot of
people." Maxwell's friends tried to keep the crowd at a
distance by roping off the end of the pier to give their
companion room to breathe and fight . No one touched
Maxwell's rod or reel, for he was out to set a world record
according to the strict rules for big game anglers set by the
IGFA. They knew the rules and had discussed them. He was
fishing to catch a world record shark.
"The ocean water was clear and you could see the darker
stripes against the gray of its body," Maxwell remembers.
"The stripes are not as distinct as on a smaller fish, but they
were there. The blunt nose was unmistakable, too. We were
sure it was a tiger."
After the second jump the fish put its head down and ran
northeast, pulling almost all the line out. Maxwell struggled
to slow its run, Michie poured Coke bottles of water onto the
overheated reel drag. The shark was over three-quarters of a
mile from the pier when Maxwell finally succeeded in

To Catch A Shark
In State Waters
The average shark caught along the South Carolina
coast is less than three feet long and weighsjust a few
pounds or so. This is not to say that big sharks are not
hooked, but really big sharks are the exception rather than
the rule just off the beaches. It should also be noted that
sharks on this part of the Atlantic Coast have no interest
in bathers. But the fisherman who wants to catch a shark
should have little trouble doing so from May until the ehd
of the summer.
Shark fishing is banned from the piers and many
coastal communities ban shark fishing in the surf. Check
with local officials before running out a big-game outfit
for shark. A small boat may be used to run a bait out into
deeper water. Any of our coastal islands or barrier beaches
should produce big sharks for this type of angling.
Unless a shark is of trophy size or will certainly be used
for food, it should be released alive. Better still, an
experienced crew can tag a shark with a tagging stick.
Information on shark tagging is available from Dr. John
Casey, Northeast Fisheries Center, National Marine
Fisheries Service, RR7, South Ferry Road, Narragansett,
Rhode Island, 02882. An excellent film on shark tagging is
available free from Mako Marine Inc., 4355 Northwest
128th Street, Miami, Horida, 33054. (Give alternate dates.)
This film is available to schools and clubs.
Shark attacks on bathers are extremely rare along the
coast of the Carolinas and Georgia. There has been no
documented case of an injury caused by a shark to a
bather or surfcaster in South Carolina since the one in the
early 1970s, according to a spokesman for the South
Carolina Department ofWudlife and Marine Resources.
Another incident was reported in the early 1960s. Both
attacks resulted in minor foot or leg cuts and both took
place in the surf of coastal islands.
Below is a list of marinas or charter boats that fish for
shark:
-J. B. Orr, Inlet Port Marina, Murrells Inlet; (803)
651-3900.
-Larry Long, "Black Fish" charter boat, Little River; (803)
249-1379.
-Captain Alex's Marina, Murrells Inlet; (803) 651-2217.
-Captain Dick's Marina, Murrells Inlet; (803) 651-2125.
-Captain Jeff Conrad, "Our Pleasure" charter boat,
Charleston; (803) 588-9478 or 577-9570.
-Waring W. Hills, in care of Isle of Palms Marina, 41st
Avenue; (803) 886-8642.
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When an angler hooks a big fish from a boat, he can
sometimes set the hook and let the fish pull the boat as well
as struggle against the weight of the line. But Maxwell just
sat there on the hard wooden bench. Even with the leverage
of a big-game reel, his arms were feeling the effect of turning
the reel handle thousands of times. His friends continued to
pour water on the hot reel.
Throughout the long afternoon the fish made some 30 runs
and it was clear that the tiger shark was beginning to tire.
"He was near the pier several times and once came up
staring at us as if he was looking the situation over. He was
sizing us up. But we had gaffed a green fish the day before
and we realized our mistake. We had attached a rope to the
gaff hook."
It was about half-tide when the shark was brought toward
the pier for the last time. Maxwell had been fighting it for
four and a half hours. He strained against the weight of the
powerful fish and his own heavy tackle. By now he could see
where the shark was hooked, and he took advantage of the
location of the steel hook to force its huge mouth open.
"A big fish like that gaffed in the dorsal area or in the body
would tear loose from the gaff." Michie took his time and
thrust the gaff hook inside the jaws. He pulled and the hook
of the gaff set with the shark's jaw structure inside its curve.
This time Michie had all the help he needed.
The new threat the shark felt brought its primitive forces
into play again. The tiger tried to run . The pole pulled out of
the gaff, and Maxwell's companions pulled tight on a
one-inch thick rope. "They had seen their mistake before,"
Maxwell says. "Once that shark was gaffed, he was caught.
Jim waded out beneath the pier and put a head and tail rope
on him and we dragged him into shore."
It was after six o'clock then . Jim Michie was the first to say
it: "There's no doubt, that's a record."
A wrecker was called to get the fish up on a flatbed truck .
Bushels of shrimp and what seemed like barrels of seawater
and half-digested food were spewed up from the maw of the
shark. Already the fish was beginning to lose weight. The
company of shark anglers had to truck the fish to a scale big
enough to weigh it.
It was not until nine o'clock the next morning that the fish
was weighed on the government-certified truck scale at
Ford's Fuel Service in Loris. The temperature had been up in
the 80s late Sunday afternoon and dehydration overnight
probably took at least 10 percent of the shark's weight. Even
so, notary public Jessie Ruth Graham attested to a weight of
1, 780 pounds for the tiger shark, with a girth of 103 inches
and a length of 13 feet, 10.5 inches.
Maxwell's fish was 350 pounds over the previous IGFA
all-tackle record! He had fought a tiger shark weighing over a
ton. Moreover, he had done it as few, if any, big-game
fishermen ever had , on a pier.
At age 50, Maxwell still fishes for spot and spottail bass
$ (red drum). But if he had a pier for a day and a few of his
: former companions for help, it would not be surprising to see
~ him trying to hook into another world-record tiger shark. .~
i Editor's Note: Two years later Walter Maxwell set the North
L-_ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _---" =- Carolina record for a tiger shark. This time the fish was small, at
Youth on Cherry Grove beach surrounded the 13-foot shark
least by comparison, a mere 1,150 pounds, but again it was taken
and an exhausted Maxwell, who was still clutching his
from a pier. Donald Milius occasionally fishes for sharks in the
39-thread fiberglass rod and 16/0 reel. The 80-degree
waters off Murrells Inlet, not far from Coastal Carolina College,
temperature that day probably took 10 percent of the shark's
where he teaches writing and literature. His most recent fishing
weight, registered the next day at 1,780 pounds.
book is •A Contemplative Fishing Guide to the Grand Strand. ·
bringing the fish to a gradual stop. He held it still for 30
seconds, the angler straining arms , shoulders and back, with
his feet braced against the rail, the shark sitting near the
bottom, with a huge steel hook set in its lip just outside the
teeth.
And that was the greatest piece of luck in setting the
record, for if the wire leader had been inside the fish's jaw
with the bait swallowed, the shark would have clamped
down with its notched teeth and chewed through even the
heavy wire. With one hook apparently bitten off, the hook
left attached to the leader was luckily set in the lip well
outside the rows of teeth-teeth more powerful than metal
cutters.
The shark made another fast and powerful run to the
southeast, but again luck was with the angler. The tiger ran
back toward the pier, rather than surging off against the few
hundred feet of line still on his reel. As the fish ran, the line
went slack again and Maxwell had to reel as fast as humanly
possible to gather up the slack line. The fish finally stopped
its charge near the pier, but only for a few seconds. Again it
ran out into the ocean and again the line on the spool
dwindled from seven inches in diameter to that of a 50-cent
piece. Once more the fish came charging in, turned, and
headed for the ocean. Each time Maxwell raced to crank the
line up only to see it streak from the spool again even as he
tightened the drag. Three times the shark leaped completely
clear of the water, and twice it splashed only its upper body
free.
"The fourth and fifth runs took the line down to the
diameter of a silver dollar. It was about four o'clock by now
and the fish kept running to the northeast, as far out as it
could go."
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They must have made quite a pair,
those two. The impetuous American
Woodsman, as John J. Audubon was
known, and his Charleston cohort, John
Bachman, minister, scientist and, by all
accounts, a gentleman'S gentleman.
They met in October 1831, as Audubon
was travelling to Florida in search of additional bird skins for his great work,
"The Birds of America," now in the fifth
of what would become a 12-year project.
At 46, the boisterous, sometimes uncouth Audubon was finally tasting the
sweet fruits of fame after a lifetime of
condemnation. He was no longer "that
frivolous man" who chased about the
countryside after little birds. He was
now recognized as an accomplished ornithologist; he was the painter who
coUld make birds come alive-dive for a
buzzing insect or sing right off the page.
By nearly every measure, he was a success. The first volume of "Birds" had met
widespread acclaim; subscribers were
easier to find now. What he needed was
new specimens to paint, and ironicaliy, a
place to stay-fame coming far ahead of
prosperity.
The energetic John Bachman, whose
disarming manner and indomitable will
had made him not only a popular minister at St. John's Lutheran Church in
Charleston, but an incurable naturalist,
literally ran to meet Audubon when he
arrived in Charleston. As a 14-year-old
boy in New York, Bachman had
gathered an extensive collection of
plants, birds and mammals. He had furnished Alexander Wilson, the pioneer of
American ornithology, with many rare
birds of upper New York. And now, 16
years after heading to the South for his
health, Bachman's irrepressible passion
for the outdoors persisted. Weekly he
made solitary sojourns into the swamps
and woodlands of the Lowcountry to patiently observe wildlife-often taking
detailed notes-and to hunt. (An accomplished shot, his accuracy was
legend. Well into this century, a section
of woods outside Charleston was known
as "Bachman's Miss" for the day he
failed to bring down his deer. Bachman,
a great story-teller, always explained his
rare misses by saying, "My gun was too
short.")
But for Bachman something was missing. He felt scientifically isolated, even
though Charleston boasted 27,000 people and was the sixth largest metropolis
in the country. His church work was
going very well. He had built a sound
22

and closely-knit congregation. When he
arrived in 1815, St. John's was a small
wooden church, "an antiquated building of peculiar construction," now replaced by the impressive structure that
stands today. He had started a Sunday
School and a separate service for blacks.
He had helped form the Lutheran Synod
of South Carolina and had become its
first president. It was Bachman's enthusiasm that helped two South
Carolina churches to regroup and begin
again. Yet he had no one to talk to . No
one to ask why the conunon loon migrates so late or the purple martin so fat.
"Ornithology is, as a science, pursued
by very few persons-and by no one in
this city," Bachman once lamented.
The arrival of the brash, egotistical
Audubon-whose manner never failed
either to enchant or overwhelm everyone he met-changed all that. In later
years, Bachman's scientific papers
would appear in the finest journals of
America and Europe, but he would always cherish Audubon's friendship. For
nearly a month, the American
Woodsman and his two assistants stayed
at Bachman's three-story house on Rutledge Street, enjoying unrestricted use of
Bachman's servants, horses and even
friends, who allowed the famous painter
access to plantations with their marshes
and birdlife.
It was an idyllic time for both and the
start of a lifelong friendship. Through
the years, numerous bird paintings
would spring to life at the Bachman
house as Audubon returned several
times to work, often assisted by
Bachman's sister-in-law Maria Martin,
who did the flowers and backgrounds
for several Audubon efforts.
Bachman's extensive knowledge of
birds would lead to countless letters
from Audubon pleading for additional
information about bird life and habits,
resulting in 134 references to Bachman in
Audubon's five-volume "Ornithologieal
Biography." They became a finely tuned
team. Audubon's letters would remark,
"What a treat for me in this volume to
disclose things unknown to all the world
before now, except, as we have known
ourselves. "
Bachman's replies were filled with
references to finding "the nest of the
Carolina titmouse" or "I have received
the fullest information about the flamingoes, and the eggs themselves." Follow~
ing the completion of "Birds of
America," the pair would collaborate on
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by Scott Derks

John Bachman

When he wasn't preaching
the Lutheran faith, writing a
book or founding a college,
John Bachman found himself
isolated in a non-scientific
Charleston society. He filled
the intellectual gap by
befriending John J. Audubon,
and the two worked closely
in their study of American
birds and mammals.
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PBachman's Warbler by Audubon from "The Birds of America"
H
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a similar book about mammalsBachman's first love. The relationship
would also lead to the discovery of many
new species, including a warbler and a
finch, and even to the marriage of two of
Bachman's daughters to Audubon's
sons.
But during that first month their concern was birds. They chattered endlessly.
On a hike through the woods, Audubon
would loudly remark: "I'm full as an
egg," or "You're attired like a mournful
raven. " While dipping snuff, he would
curse roundly and bounce like a tenderfoot on the back of his horse. Bachman,
while awed by Audubon's knowledge,
commanded considerable respect with a
low-key manner, a keen mind and sharp
wit. The rest of his life Bachman would
call Audubon "Old Jostle" as a reminder
of the days he bounced across the
swamp.
In all, they gathered 220 birds, covering 60 species, many later appearing in
"Birds." And they both recalled the days
spent hunting and arguing and the
nights of playing chess. "Do you remember, as if it were yesterday, with
what triumph we brought home the first
blue herons?" Bachman would write
Audubon years later. "With what a shout
we made the forest echo, when we
picked up the yellow-crowned heron,
which you were so anxious to draw. "
Audubon, too, would remember, particularly the long-billed curlew which
later appeared in "Birds," with Charleston in the background. "We gunners
made ready for the arrival of the longbilled curlew at sunset. They began to
appear in twos, threes or fives-by no
means shy-and were the same that we
had seen near the salt marshes on the
way. The number of curlews increased
with the lowering of dusk. Flocks, in
quicker succession, came not in lines,
but in a long, regular mass not more than
thirty feet above, with individuals no
more than a foot apart. Not a note or cry
did they sound."
Specimens taken on these trips, in
most cases, formed the foundation of our
ornithological knowledge today. Few
reference books existed and many of
those were not accurate. Even Audubon's style of picturing birds in motion
rather than in profile was revolutionary.
"Birds of America" became much more
than a picture book of birds. The original
elephant folio edition printed in England
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"Marsh Hare" by Audubon from "The Viviparous Quadrupeds of North America"
"Long-billed Curlew" by Audubon from "The Birds of America"
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Right, "Bachman's Finch" by Audubon
from "The Birds of America"
Below, "Black Rat" by Audubon
from "The Viviparous Quadrupeds
of North America"
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displayed birds lifesize, in their natural
settings, so every wing had to be examined' every feather counted. Bachman's
goals were hardly minor either. He
wanted to "place ornithology of the
United States on such a footing that there
will be but little for future ornithologists
to do." In fact, the Bachman warbler
named by friend Audubon was so rare
that the bird was unknown in South
Carolina until Arthur T. Wayne rediscovered it 68 years later.
They were scientists and pioneers,
Bachman stationed in Charleston and
Audubon constantly travelling . Frequently their letters admonished each
other to check and recheck the facts to
insure that no errors crept into the various works. Bachman's motto was "nature, truth and no humbug." Bachman,
though famous in his own day as one of
America's greatest mammalogists, has
been generally forgotten through the
years, being largely overshadowed by
the colorful Audubon, even though the
painter's considerable reputation as a
scientist must be partly credited to
Bachman.
Bachman's life was more than birds
and mammals and impressive awards
from the most respected scientific
societies in the world. He was a minister
first, as well as a respected pillar of a
Charleston society that boasted a
number of intellectuals. When the question of nullification began swirling
around, Bachman, a unionist, refused to
use the pulpit as a political battlegroUnd
for either side. It was an issue that distressed him so greatly that he was temporarily distracted from his study of
wildlife. "Do not ask me about birds-I
scarcely know a buzzard from a king
bird," he wrote Audubon in 1832. "Oh,
what an enjoyment it would be for me to
escape, just for one week, from the
hydra-headed ' nullification' and sit by
your side and talk of birds." However, 28
years later he said, "I confess I am growing everyday less attached to the union
as it now exists," and offered the opening prayer for the signing and ratification of the Ordinance of Secession in
Institute Hall, Charleston.
In between his ministry and his scientific study, he worked extensively on
"Birds," joined in the creation of a
Lutheran seminary and the founding of
Newberry College, and devoted eight
years to writing the text of his greatest
work, "The Viviparous Quadrupeds ot
North America," for which Audubon

and his sons prepared the pictures . Audubon, who died in 1851 (23 years before
Bachman), grew ill and disinterested in
the mammal's book and only the tireless
will of Bachman forced its completion.
Prodding, scolding and demanding,
Bachman drew the work out of Audubon
and his sons. "Will not myoId friend,
Audubon, wake up and work as he used
to do, when we banged at the herons
and the freshwater marsh -hen s?"
Bachman cajoled at one point.
All the while, Bachman's personal
household whirled iIi. a menagerie of
children, birds and animals. In his
block-long yard, raccoons and porcupines roamed free . A saltwater pond
supported minnows and eels for a flock
of ducks. Beehives were in one comer,
an extensive vegetable garden in the
other. For a time he kept cranes for Audubon but had them stuffed when they
wouldn't stop snapping at his nine children. He even housed an anhinga,
which battled ~'with the dogs or the
cooks for the most comfortable place on
the hearth."
And when he wasn't in the field, the
church, his garden or lecturing at the
Literary and Philosophical Society with
the likes of William Gilmore Simms,
Bachman was peddling Audubon's great
work. The Charleston minister personally convinced the South Carolina legislature (on a vote of 51 to 50) to appropriate funds to buy "Birds" for South
Carolina College. The cost of the 435
plates, picturing 1,065 life-sized birds,
was steep even then-$I,OOO-and only
two other American universities were
among the original 170 subscribers,
Harvard and Columbia University.
Bachman commanded respect wherever he went. His power lay not in "what
he did or said, nor in his manner, but in
himself. It was the man that gave the
sermon force ," a member of his congregation recorded.
"I have read the speculations of men, I
have listened to the tales of the ignorant
traveler," .Bachman wrote, "and it
seemed as if there were defects in all the
works of God. Then I have turned to the
field and the woods; to the air, the earth,
the sea. And I perceived that all was
order, harmony and beauty and I have
acknowledged that all the defects were in
the short-sightedness of man."._

St. John's Lutheran Church in Charleston is
no longer the small wooden structure
Bachman came to serve in 1815.

Scott Derks is a free-lance writer in Columbia .
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