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BIOSPHERE

We discovered
quite a stash
of items . . .
the incident is
under official
wildlife
department
investigation.

“SWE COULD USE SOME MORE SHOTS
for ‘Crappie Fever,’ " said Linda Laffitte, our
art director. “Could you and Ted cover it?”

Fresh-caught crappie fried on the bank
and a tranquil night in Broadwater swamp—
the assignment definitely had potential. I
completely forgot about the perils of an
overnight outing with our chief
photographer, Ted Borg.

We caught a good mess of fish before dark
forced us to make camp. Ted offered to bring
up our gear while I gathered wood and
started the fire. | had a good bed of coals by
the time he finally shuffled up from the
water's edge.

“Like they say, Ted, ‘it doesn’t get any
better than this.” ” I poured a half-gallon of
oil into the pot. Ted responded by
volunteering that the outhoard ignition key,
the fillet knife, the can opener and the rest
of my tacklebox contents had to be
“somewhere between the boat and the
tent.” It was then that the memories of
other trips with Ted flooded back, but [ was
determined to remain calm. “’S okay. We
can fire-bake the fish and find my stuff in

the morning.”
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[ REALIZE NOW that this reply was totally
inappropriate for the moment, even insane.
I should have insisted that we return to the
landing immediately. Paddling through total
darkness against a swift current for six miles
would have been but a moment’s pleasure
compared to the seemingly eternal purgatory
that would soon begin.

After supper, as [ basked in the glow of
stars, firelight and burned fish, strange
sounds began to come from the tent. I threw
back the tent flap and cringed. Ted was
rummaging through a grocery bag full of
nabs, chips, sardines and candy.

Neither civilization nor Christianity
adequately equips man to share a pup tent
with Ted Borg’s stomach.

For the next several hours, no matter how
deeply 1 burrowed into my mummy bag, the
soft crinkly sound of nabs and candy being
stealthily withdrawn from cellophane packs
and a muffled crumbling, munching sought
me out. The luminous hands of my watch
pointed at 2 a.m.

“You still awake, John?” Ted can be fairly
perceptive if one groans loudly enough.
“Sorry, just having a little snack.” I zipped

the bag over my head and swallowed a scream.

Relief arrived at 3:15 a.m. when he
crawled over me and out of the tent. “Sorry,
buddy, but I gotta go. Don’t know what’s
wrong with my stomach.” At last! A chance
to sleep.

Bo Derrick and I were mere seconds from
establishing a meaningful relationship when
the rustling tore me from her arms.

‘Arrrguuuugh!” The scream exploded
from my throat. Ripping one arm free of the
mummy bag I pounced, a giant quilted
caterpillar gone berserk. “Give me that
¢*&% candy bag!”

“Futt! Futt! Futt!” Gross! He was actually
spitting at me. I whopped him a good one,
but he slapped me off like a gator swatting
turtles. His head grazed my chin and I
latched onto an ear.

“Weeee!” He let out a horrendous yow
but ceased thrashing about. ]

At just that moment the tent flap flew

open. It was Ted—outside, gawking in,
camera in hand. “Oh, my gosh! Hang onto
it, buddy, while I get a shot!” (Editor’s note
for camera buffs: Ted carries a Nikon F3 at
all times except when deliberately engaged
in serious bathing. He recommends a
Nikonos under conditions of dense spray
and in the tub.)

[ squinted at the flash of Ted’s camera.
The creature definitely was not Ted, and the
ear definitely was a toe. “Phtooo!” I flopped
backward as the beast scuttled out and
hopped on one foot into the woods with Ted
snapping photos in hot pursuit. Only later
did we discover that his lens cap was still on.

I rolled out of the tent and followed the
flashes and yells through the swamp while
attempting to metamorphose from the
mummy bag.

“Yo, John. This way!”

“Weefutt, weefutt, futt, futt, futt!”

“Yo, John!”

Ted finally treed the rascal, and we
discovered quite a stash of items, including
my missing gear, but that’s about all I'm
allowed to say for now. The whole incident,
you see, is under official wildlife department
investigation. It seems this creature is the
missing link or some such and could prove
extremely important to the future of wildlife
conservation.

[ can tell you that it’s apparently
cooperating with the authorities—assisted
law enforcement in the arrest of several
big-time game violators and is aiding game
biologists in a statewide wildlife habitat
inventory. Rumor has it that the thing’s also
agreed to appear at the state fairgrounds in
Columbia for this year’s Palmetto
Sportsmen’s Classic, March 20-22.

In retrospect, I'll always wonder how |
missed its ear. They're big and floppy like an
old doe’s. As for the rest of it, I'd say part
gator, part coon, and a whole heap of who
knows what?

You can see for yourself at the Classic. Just
in case you don’t make that, 1 promise to
personally remove the lens cover from Ted’s
camera.
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TROUT ON A FLY

By Lee Wiulff. Published by Nick
Lyons Books, 31 West 21 Street,
New York, New York 10010,
black and white illustrations, 175
pages, copryright 1986.

For the fisherman to be
skillful and successful, he must
understand his quarry infimately,
and Trout on a Fly thrusts the
reader into the fish’s world.

Lee Wulff draws on nearly
three-quarters of a century of
serious angling to explain what
a trout will do under various
circumstances, why it takes up a
particular position in a river,
why and when it feeds, and
what you must do to bring it to
your fly. He examines many
factors—temperature, stream
flow, conservation of the
species, presentation, tactics,
and flies and their structures.

Wulffs book is for serious
trout fishermen; it may change
the way anglers see and approach
the trout and its world.

BUTTERFLIES AND
MOTHS

By Jo Brewer and Dave Winter.
Published by PHalarope Books,
Prentice Hall Press, Gulf +
Western Building, One Gulf +
Western Plaza, New York, New
York 10023, paperback, drawings
and photographs, 194 pages,
copyright 1986.

A companion to your field
guide, this book introduces the
genuine pleasures to be derived
from butterflies and moths:
observing them, raising them
(from egg to adult), collecting
them and preserving them.

Many unanticipated
satisfactions await those who
become “hooked” on butterflies
and moths, such as the fun of
discoveries outdoors in weed or
wilderness, vacations made

interesting and unique, and the
challenge of creating one’s own
gadgets and equipment.
[lustrations in the book are
primarily black and white, with
four pages of color photos. (See
“Jewels of the Night,” page 24.)

POISONOUS PLANTS OF
EASTERN NORTH
AMERICA

By Randy G. Westbrooks and
James W Preacher. Published by
the University of South Carolina
Press, Columbia, South Carolina
29208, 226 pages, copyright
1986.

Except for poison ivy, most
people can identify very few
poisonous plants. Witten to aid
the general public as well as
professionals, this guide includes
all plants, both native and
cultivated, that are poisonous to
humans either by ingestion or
by skin contact.

Vivid color photographs
accompany concise descriptions
of 150 species, and useful
information on toxicity and
symptoms are included along
with entertaining folklore about
plants’ uses in herbal medicine.
The book also contains notes for
an additional 43 species as well
as a master list of all species with
complete literature references.

THE WAY OF THE
HUMMINGBIRD—In
Legend, History & Today’s
Gardens

By Virginia C. Holmgren.
Published by Capra Press, Post
Office Box 2068, Santa Barbara,
California 93120, paperback,
illustrations, 176 pages, copyright
1986.

Author Virginia Holmgren
takes a fresh approach to
discussing this delightful and
popular little bird. She relates

BOOKS

ancient stories and legends from
Native American folklore, then
delves beneath the surface to
find the core of scientific truth
hidden in each tale. Holmgren
also cites historical mention of
the hummer in accounts of New
World explorers and includes in
her book reproductions of early
graphic renderings by European
artists.

The book concludes with
hummingbird-watching tips and
a listing of North American
species, rarities with variant
names, field markings and range
information.

ERODING SOILS:THE OFF
FARM IMPACTS

By Edwin H. Clark 11,

Jennifer A. Haverkamp and
William Chapman. Published by
The Conservation Foundation,
1255 23vd Street, N. W/,
Washington, D.C. 20037,
illustrated with figures, 252 pages,
copyright 1985.

This volume offers the first
comprehensive analysis of what
experts know about how soil
erosion affects water quality and
causes off-site problems. After
reviewing the chemical,
physical, hydrological and
ecological principles essential to
understanding how eroding soils
cause these impacts, the book
assesses the magnitude of the
problems and provides the most
thorough tally and analysis yet
prepared of their estimated
economic impacts—about $6
billion a year.

Eroding Soils also summarizes
what is known about the
effectiveness of current
techniques for controlling runoff
from agricultural lands. It is the
best source of information yet
for understanding nonpoint-
source pollution. em
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READERS FORUM

Drayton Hall Readers

Your faithful subscribers on
the staff of Drayton Hall were
delighted to see the very
romantic photograph of our
lovely old mansion in your latest
subscription flyer. Our only
regret is that you did not identify
Drayton Hall for those who
might like to visit South
Carolina’s finest authentic
pre-Revolutionary plantation
home.

We would like to advise South
Carolina Wildlife readers that
Drayton Hall in Charleston is
open to the public daily, with
hourly guided tours. Information
about the tours, hours of
operation and special events
may be obtained by calling
(803) 766-0188.

Letitia Galbraith, Director
Drayton Hall, Charleston

John’s Island Memories

Thank you, Charles “Trap”
Seabrook, for your article on
John’s Island. It really came
close to home. About 400 yards
down the creek from our house,
in fact. The weathered old
home and dock scenes on
Church Creek are part of
“Fris¢o,” once a cotton
plantation owned by my wife’s
grandfather, William T. Hart.
He built the home around 1893
for his young bride, Mary
Frances LaRoche Hart, who
lived there until she died at the
age of 97.

[ have been receiving your
magazine for several years, and
I'm sure that many hours of
dedicated work go into each
publication. As I read the
articles and look at the beautiful
pictures, it helps me continue to
grow in respect and appreciation

4 South Carolina Wildife

for the God-given land with its
woods, marshes, creeks and
abundant wildlife. I hope we
realize, before it’s too late, that
the gift is much too precious to
be abused.

The next time you see Mr.
Seabrook, tell him the tunnel at
Fenwick Hall really exists. We
dug into it a few years ago while
digging the hole for a septic
tank. And tell him, too, that on
areal dark and still night, you
can go down by that old house
on Church Creek and hear the
hags and boodaddies.

Charles M. Waters
John's Island

Appearances Can Deceive

1 read with great interest Trap
Seabrook’s nostalgic article on
John'’s Island (September-
October 1986), but cannot help
pointing out a painful irony in
the selection of Robert Clark’s
beautiful photograph for the
opening spread. Oh, how
appearances can deceive!

The stretch of Church and
Bohicket creeks that Mr. Clark
has captured has been polluted
for more than fifteen years and
posted by S.C. Department of
Health and Environmental
Control as “dangerous and unfit
for the gathering of shellfish.” In
fact, Mr. Clark stood, obviously
unwittingly, within a few feet of
an outfall of raw sewage when
he made this photograph. This
outfall is near the dock in the
center of the photo.

This pollution has ruined
shellfish beds on both sides of
more than seven miles of the
creeks. It has deprived residents
of the privileges and pleasures of
shellfishing; it has presented a
threat to their health and has

decreased the value of their
property.

The greatest irony of all is
that during September and
October of this year, at the very
time your readers were enjoying
the article and photograph,
there were several consecutive
days when solid human waste
was found in this section of the
creek to such an extent that
residents up and down the
banks reported the condition to
state authorities.

The point is this: As Mr.
Seabrook says, things aren’t
what they used to be on the
islands, but there is still a great
deal worth preserving and
protecting. However, it is not
enough to “appreciate” our
natural resources and clean
environment. We must
understand them, work at
preserving them, and, yes, even
pay to correct our mistakes. If
we do not get busy, we will fool
ourselves into living on the
banks of a cesspool, just as this
photograph inadvertently fools
your readers into thinking all is
well in Church and Bohicket
creeks.

Thanks for your attention
and for your efforts to make
South Carolina Wildlife the
quality publication that it is.
Lewis Hay
Wadmalaw Island

High Hills of Wateree!?

Would you be interested in
knowing why the High Hills
(Cook Mountain, etc.) are
called the High Hills of Santee
when it is plain they're on the
Wateree!? (See “Columbia,
Capital of Three Rivers,”
November-December 1986.)

We were told on an

expedition with the Audubon
Society that the name has been
corrupted: they were named the
High Hills of Santé (French:
santé, meaning “health”).

As everyone knows our
forefathers knew it was healthier
in the hills even if they didn’t
know why. They didn’t know
malaria came from the mosquito
but they, or some of them, knew
French.

Kaby Lewis

Sumter

The Forest Floor

Having earned a Master’s
Degree in Natural Science from
Arizona State, [ have a special
place in my heart for bugs,
snakes, and other of God’s
smaller creations. [ read and
re-read the article “The Forest
Floor” (September-October
1986), and I am now forced to
relinquish the magazine to my
daughter, Jody, so she may show
it to her biology teacher.

You compare most favorably
with our Arizona Highways
magazine.

Sue McLean
Glendale, Arizona

A Touching Soliloquy

I have often enjoyed and
appreciated your sensitive
comments and editorials in
South Carolina Wildlife. However,
nothing had touched me as did
your beautiful soliloquy on your
long-ago canine friend: thanks
for printing such a touching
tribute to man’s—and
woman's—“Best Friend”
(September-October 1986).

[ had a wonderful friend for
ten years: she was part-shepherd,
part-lab, and part-human. She
landed in my lap one night with
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huge black “airplane ears” and
left me with her eyes proudly
shining. In between, she was my
friend, companion, and
protector. Being with her
allowed me to be myself, by
myself, without fear.

The closest she came to
hunting was when she ran like
black lightning on Folly Beach
chasing after seagulls, or digging
sand crabs out of their holes, her
tail turning like a windmill.

She would sing when I drove
into the driveway from a long
work day—my own welcoming
committee, rain or shine. And
we would talk, or communicate
in shared silence or laughter or
looks. She shared her humor,
protectiveness, dignity, patience,
and “joie de vivre” with me; [
have been blessed.

There will be another puppy,
but there will never be another
Katie.

Thank you again for
encouraging your readers to
remember each of our best
friends, who still romp and run
in our minds.

Kate Stockman
Yonges Island

Mr. Davis’ beautiful tribute is
one that can be enjoyed by all
dog lovers.

We enjoy South Carolina
Wildlife and have adjusted to the
change as new editors stress
different interests over the vears.
We are both Pennsylvanians
who have lived here for over 25
years. And we still have two
homes, in our hearts—South
Carolina and Pennsylvania—
although we seldom get back to
Pennsylvania any more.

South Carolina is blessed
with abundant wildlife. We

have a family of four grey foxes
living in our neighborhood,
wild, although we are within
the city limits of Charleston.
Please, let us keep the wild in all
our lives.

Ruthe S. Berendsen

Charleston

Commendations to
Photographers

Your magazine is very beautiful
and interesting. The
photography is outstanding.
Thank you for letting us share
the beauty of South Carolina
with you.

Mrs. M.J. Newman

North Augusta

1 must commend you on the
excellent job done on the
magazine. You depict South
Carolina’s beauty in a way no
other magazine can.

Special praises to the
photographers! The Palmetto
Portraits calendars are
wonderful! I should know—I've
gotten four to use as gifts! You
must work the photographers 24
hours a day. Keep up the
beautiful work.

Laura Craven

Charleston

How OId?

I hunted quail and dove from
the time I was twelve. No sign
of deer or turkey in Barnwell or
Bamberg counties. Maybe I was
too busy trying to be good at
hunting quail and dove and
didn’t notice.

I moved to Florida in 1939
but still call South Carolina
home. My first hunting license
was a Barnwell County license
$1.10. A state license was
out of my range, $3.10. Might

be fun to guess what year I was
born.

One hint, a box of Shur Shot
shells cost $.75.
Carl Quattlebaum
Fernandina Beach, Florida

Note from Abroad

I would like to say how much
pleasure your most excellent
publication gives to my wife and
me in England —we receive it
through the kind subscription of
a friend I have yet to meet,
Ronnie Vehorn of Georgetown.

To your publication—as I
write this they are neatly stacked
on my desk...the quality of
photography and content are
just not matched by anything
over here. [ teach in a school in
Nottinghamshire. My hobbies
are shooting game and wildfowl,
fishing, taxidermy and painting
all when I have time. Shooting
takes up the greater part of the
autumn and winter, with fishing
the summer months. [ also have
a part-time gamekeeper job
where we rear about 250
pheasants on 400 acres. | have
two golden labradors— Tess in
her prime with Honey now in
retirement and a springer of
rather uncertain origins, having
been found one Christmas four
years ago by my wife.

[ visit Scotland as often as
possible for the geese shooting
on the Solway Firth, also the
Wash in Lincolnshire, where I
am a member of a Wildfowling
Club.

Well, that is a smattering of
me and should you want to
know more of the country scene
over here I would be happy to
oblige.

So here’s all the best to your
staff and a wonderful publication

which [ hope to have for many
years to come.

John ]J. Parfrement

Farnsfield Notts, England

Readers Praise
“A Carolina Trilogy”

Please send to me one
additional copy of “A Carolina
Trilogy” (January-February
1987). It is absolutely “out of
this world” even if it is in South
Carolina. The photography is
the best you have ever printed.
Louie Lawrimore
Florence

I want to take this
opportunity to express to you
my appreciation for your work
in producing “A Carolina
Trilogy.” This is the finest work
of its kind that I have ever seen.
The photography is outstanding,
the narration is clearly done
with great skill and is the result
of extensive research.

As one keenly interested in
this subject matter I think that I
have full appreciation for the
work that has gone into this
publication which will be
cherished by not only South
Carolinians but by many others
who appreciate the beauty of
our countryside and the
importance of the wise use of
our natural resources.

Julian E. Brown
Monroe, Georgia

1 would like one extra copy of
“A Carolina Trilogy.” We look
forward to receiving each issue
of our magazine. My husband
enjoys the articles on fishing
and hunting and [ especially
enjoy the beautiful artwork.
Sandra Hayden
Lyman
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BRONZE BIRD
OF THE SOUTHLAND

Wildlife management has enabled

the elusive Eastern wild turkey to stage a
remarkable comeback from near extinction
to reign as South Carolina’s

official game bird.

by David Baumann
illustration by Ellen Fishburne Seats
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astern light sweeps over a forest clad in springtime greenery,

a fresh land awakening to the calls and stirrings of wildlife. The

crescendo of calls builds. The forest is very much alive. In an instant

a shattering gobble overpowers all sounds, and the woods fall quiet
momentarily. A wild gobbler has stated his intention to mate a hen, a resolve
that means fighting competing gobblers if necessary.

During the early days of settlement, native wildlife was abundant and turkeys
were common over this country’s untamed wilderness. The turkey was reported
throughout the land that would become South Carolina, and millions of birds
covered a territory that today represents a 39-state range.

The Indians found turkeys easy targets to hunt; they were plentiful and
showed little fear of humans. Evidently the absence of challenge made turkey
hunting beneath the dignity of the tribes’ adults, so the task of harvesting wild
turkeys fell to children. Things would change, however. The cunning turkey
learned to view man as a dangerous predator. The ultimate result of this wariness
is the elusive game bird that challenges today’s hunter.

This country’s original vast turkey population was devastated by habitat
destruction and alteration, baiting and uncontrolled hunting. By the 1930s, the
booming gobble of the wild turkey could only be heard in 21 states, and some of
those populations were very low. Estimates indicated that only about 30,000
wild turkeys remained nationwide from 1930 to 1950.

Turkeys were eliminated from large portions of their original range; the few
that remained clung to the large swamps of the South and certain mountainous
areas. South Carolina’s wild turkeys shared this fate, and remnant flocks existed
only in a few areas of the coastal plain along major river drainages.

Things would improve, however. By 1960 the turkey had repopulated many
of the states from which it had been extirpated, thanks to restoration programs,
protection and habitat management. Today, approximately two million birds
inhabit forests throughout North America with Alaska being an exception.

South Carolina turkeys’ success story started in the 1950s when state wildlife
biologists trapped and removed 318 wild birds from the Waterhorn Hunt Unit of
the Francis Marion Wildlife Management Area. The turkeys were successfully
restocked into the central and western piedmont, and the result is the widely
distributed turkey population found in these areas today.

The increase in turkey numbers has provided the opportunity to conduct
in-depth studies on the bird’s life history and needs. Research reveals that the
events in an adult wild turkey’s year are cyclic, with no clear beginning or end.
The most complex period is that time surrounding its reproductive cycle which
in South Carolina is normally from eatly March to mid-July.

Gobbling during the first warm days of early spring heralds the approach of
mating season. Mature toms gobble several times before leaving the roost at
daylight. On the ground they spend brief periods gobbling and strutting with
their tails raised and body feathers puffed out, making them appear larger than
normal. Gobbling helps establish dominance, which is further established by
challenges to other toms resulting in brief fights with the victor becoming the
dominant bird.






Depending upon the bird’s sex, prominent anatomical
features of a turkey’s head include a snood, dewlap,
caruncles and wattles. Wattles actually are specific
caruncles (fleshy areas). The male’s snood elongates
during periods of sexual excitement. Top is an adult
female, middle is a non-courting male, and bottom is a
male in courting display. Though the female’s head has
more feathers, vivid colors distinguish the male’s head,
especially during courtship when head and neck coloration
is red, white and blue.

DURING 73/
DISPLAY ¥

snood
caruncle
dewlap
wattles

»

8 South Carolina Wildiife

As spring progresses, the male’s gobbling indicates he is receptive to hens who
locate him through his gobbling. If a hen is ready for mating she will present
herself in front of the tom in a crouched position at which time breeding occurs.
Since turkeys are sexually promiscuous, the hen may breed with several different
gobblers during the season.

Soon after mating, the hen begins to lay her clutch averaging 11 to 14 eggs.
At first, egg laying is irregular with the hen laying one egg every other day. As
the laying cycle progresses, the hen lays an egg a day until the clutch is complete.
Laying generally occurs a few minutes later each day, and more time is spent on
the nest each time. When the last egg is laid, the hen remains on the nest day
and night, only leaving the nest for brief periods to feed and drink.

Turkey nests are not elaborate compared to those of other birds. The hen
simply scratches out a shallow spot on the ground to deposit her first egg. After
laying it she places a few dry leaves over the egg before leaving. On each
successive visit to lay, more debris is placed over the eggs with the final nest
consisting of a gradual accumulation of leaves rather than a deliberate
arrangement of nest materials.

Should a hen lose her nest, the tendency to renest is influenced by the stage
of incubation at the time of nest loss. A hen losing a nest early in the spring
after only a short incubation period will usually renest.

ost hens in South Carolina begin incubation during mid-

April. Young poults have been observed in early April and as late

as early September. The spring gobbler hunting season is timed to

coincide with this period of peak egg laying and incubation to
reduce the accidental harvest of hens.

The incubation period for wild turkeys is approximately 28 days with all fertile
eggs normally hatching within a 30-hour period. If the first poults that hatch
attempt to leave the nest, the hen uses her head and neck to retrieve them and
to push them back into the nest. Shortly after the last egg is hatched the hen
leaves the nest with her poults.

Natal down covers the four- to five-inch high poults. During the first two
weeks after hatching the hen and poults will roost on the ground with the young
resting under her spread wings and tail.

With the young poults following her closely, the hen cautiously leads them
through cover, her sharp eyes scanning the area for danger since the poults are
especially vulnerable until they learn to fly. If confronted by a predator, the hen
attempts to lure it away from the brood. If that fails, the hen feigns an attack. If
necessary, the hen may in fact attack.

During the early part of their lives, poults require a diet high in protein.
Grasshoppers, beetles, crickets and other insects help them meet their need for
protein. Water is an almost daily requirement, and the poults are seldom found
over one-fourth mile from water. The young poults grow very rapidly, and by the
time they are ten days old their wings have feathered out and they are able to fly
short distances. At 12 to 14 days of age the brood along with the hen will begin
roosting in trees.

About the time the brood begins to roost in trees, other broods may join it to
form a flock. The flock forages field edges, regenerated areas and logging roads
that provide large quantities of protein-rich insects, succulent vegetation and
ripening seed heads. Growth is rapid, and by mid-November in South Carolina,
young males weigh from 6 to 10 pounds and hens 5 to 7.

Summer flocks remain together into the fall. By winter, many of the jakes
split off from the flock and form immature gobbler flocks. Adult gobblers travel
singly or in small groups, only occasionally associating with other turkeys.
Through the fall and winter, wild turkeys spend much of their time in hardwood
stands where mast such as acorns, dogwood berries and beechnuts are available.

Turkeys also utilize fields where corn, soybeans and other grains are available,



Until they can fly, poults are extremely vulnerable to predators. A
14-day-old powlt has feathered out enough to roost in trees with the
hen and enjoys a greater degree of security.

The turkey'’s sturdy foot provides its principal method of travel.
Toendils leave unmistakable traces of feeding as the bird scratches for
acorns and seeds. The spur, a secondary trait, reaches full
development in adult gobblers and sharpens as the bird ages. Spurs
rarely exceed 1Y inches in length. To many hunters, long, curved
spurs are more highly prized trophies than beards as they are better
indicators of a bird's age.
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