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Directions

AS I TRAVEL AROUND THE STATE, people
frequently ask me why I chose a profession in the natural
resource area. The answer is quite simple: It was because
of my outdoor experiences as a youth.

As you have read in some of my earlier “Directions”
columns, I spent most of my daylight hours outdoors
(most kids did back then). I captured and cared for little
animals (mostly insects, amphibians and reptiles) from
an early age and was amazed at their behaviors and
responses to captivity. From my interactions with these
animals, I learned that I was a part of nature rather than apart from nature and came to
understand the essentials of life’s water, space, food, air and even parental care.

'Too many of today’s youth lack that understanding of the way we, as creatures of
nature, depend upon our environment. If we do not try harder to facilitate the nature-
child connection, I wonder if we will have future environmental leaders who understand
the intricacies of long-term human survival on this planet. Who, for example, will have
the expertise to handle the projected impacts of global warming?

Of course, helping a child learn his or her part in the web of life doesn’t have to be all
about preventing impending doom! As parents, we should view nature as a means of
adventure—as well as a source of life lessons—for our children. The natural world has
an unparalleled way of nurturing creativity and wonder. Think of the excitement when
a child sees firsthand how a caterpillar spins a cocoon and then ultimately emerges as a
butterfly. Imagine the child’s amazement as, through time, she watches a tadpole grow
its legs and become a frog.

I encourage parents to allow children to bring these creatures into their homes.
Caring for these animals as they pass through their life stages can help teach our
children responsibility and make the miracles of life real to them. They also will learn
about the reality of death—a part of nature that may be more easily understood by
youth through peripheral exposure to the life cycle of an animal like a butterfly or frog.

Only by making sure our children get outside can we provide the experiences of
touch, smell, hearing, sight, and even taste, of nature—and the life lessons these
experiences teach.

South Carolina has much to offer in terms of the nature experience, and I believe our
state’s future depends on our ability to provide outdoor areas for parents and children
to enjoy. Wilderness lands make great outings for children, and even if they never set
foot in a biology class they will still take away some important lessons of life and the
natural world. These wild lands are where our children need to learn, experience and
play—not in a man-made environment under the spell of TVs, computers and other
mechanical creations.

Come to think of it, we could all benefit from unplugging and spending more time in
the great outdoors! %

—John E. Frampton, Director
South Carolina Department of Natural Resources
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Friendly Pat On The Back

I am sending this letter for two
reasons. First, to say DNR Director
John Frampton’s “Directions”
columns are very interesting
and many bring back childhood
memories. Thanks for reminding me
of a great time in my life.

Second, I am asking you to relay
my thanks to one of the DNR’s
employees. I have been trying to
title a boat motor I bought while
living and working in Tennessee,
and I contacted Maureen Lane by
e-mail. She has been very patient and
helpful, answering all of my questions
and sending paperwork, which I
hope will complete the process. I
thought it would be nice for her to
hear this.

Jim Sweat
Georgetown

Case Of Mistaken Identity

The September-October issue is
wonderful; the front cover image
of monarchs drew me in. However,
when I turned the magazine over and
saw a Gulf fritillary in the center, I
immediately went to the credits to
see if it got attention. It didn’t.

Some folks might be misled,
thinking they all are monarchs. I've
been raising butterflies on my back
porch for several summers, and the
variegated fritillary is one of my
favorites. I had studied the “family”
and immediately recognized your
“Gulf frit” in the middle of the
monarchs.
Patricia Tanner Candal
Georgetown

Editors’ Note: The conclusion to the
Roundtable article, “Redeye Special,”
in the July-August 2007 issue was
regrettably cut off. The article describes
the impact of exotic Alabama spotted

bass on native redeye bass. The
conclusion is printed below:
Can we conserve our special
redeye? Or is such a task
unworkable? “We were very glad to
see that our stream populations for
the most part are still pure,” points
out [DNR fisheries biologist] Jean
Leitner, “and their protection will
be important to the future of redeye
bass in South Carolina. Considering
the whole drainage, we can’t get the
spotted bass out of there—that’s just
not possible. What we can do is study
how the spotted bass are affecting
the redeye and other native fish,
and use what we learn in making
management recommendations to
protect those species. The take-away
lesson here is to leave fish where you
find them—don’t move them from
one body of water to another. As
we have seen, the negative impact
on our state’s resources can be far-
reaching and irreversible.”

S.C. Shrimpers Take Heart

I continue to hear that the sun is
setting on the shrimping industry.
I am fully aware of the cheap,
pond-raised junk coming from
Thailand and elsewhere. But,
nothing compares to fresh, wild-
caught shrimp. It seems to me that
the shrimping industry has a PR./
advertising problem that could be
corrected. I was in Georgetown a
few weeks ago and purchased some
shrimp right off the boat, took them
home and fried them. It was the best
seafood dinner served that evening
anywhere in Atlanta, I can assure
you. With a product that tasty, this
industry can survive. More should be
done to help these folks involved in
this worthy pursuit. %
Leonard G. Moody II1
Atlanta, Ga.

JENNIFER JACKSON

IN OUR NEXT
ISSUE...

Nature photography: it
dazzles the eye, documents

our natural world and provides
entertainment—even a
living—for growing numbers

of hobbyists and professionals.
Dedicated photographers brave
cold, heat, bugs, weather and
other unfavorable conditions

as they watch and wait for the
perfect image. In S.C. Wildlife’s
January-February 2008 issue,
join writer Joey Poole as he talks
with amateur and professional
shutterbugs to hear tales of
challenge and reward in the
field. Plus, get inspired by the
winning photographs from our
2007 Outdoor Photography
Competition.

Plus . . . catch up with some

of South Carolina’s lady
hunters . . . take a fun look at
the Palmetto State’s weather
extremes . . . find out why kids
and duck hunting make a great
match . . . and get the scoop on
research projects conducted in
S.C. State Parks. %
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The day’s excitement builds slowly, beginning at “The Bench,” where hunters gather for fellowship and a safety lesson before
the big event.

e%ilcox explains the details of how the hunt

will be conducted, one thing is becoming obvious.
Regardless of where, or by what means, you have
hunted deer in South Carolina, this is something very
different, something few have been privileged to see.
The Middleton Hunt Club, throughout its long history,
has gone to extraordinary lengths to preserve and
perpetuate through practice an old, traditional way of
hunting deer with horses and hounds. The deer drive
itself is part bona fide deer hunt and part pageant—a
celebration of a Lowcountry hunting tradition that
dates back to the earliest period of the Palmetto State’s
rich and varied outdoor heritage.

As a heavy curtain of coastal fog lifts from a clearing
in the forest, the dim light from a slowly rising sun
begins to illuminate the scene. Thirty-five members of
the club have arrived one-by-one from all around the
Charleston area and have assembled at “The Bench,”
a historic gathering place that dates back to the club’s
beginnings in the early 1900s.

6  South Carolina Wildlife

Many of the senior members of the club, like Col.
James Rembert, a retired Citadel professor, sport the
traditional English-style shooting jacket and a sensible
dull-green shirt adorned with the official club necktie.
Standing there, tall and lean in the grey light of dawn,
Col. Rembert bears an uncanny resemblance to South
Carolina’s late great outdoor icon, Archibald Rutledge.
Rembert and his properly attired colleagues serve as a
gentle but constant reminder to the younger generation
that this is a “gentleman’s hunting club.”

Rembert misplaced his hunter’s horn while on stand
in the woods last season, but many of the members
carry the traditional hunter’s horn, an honest-to-
goodness, hollowed-out horn from a bull. Just as
countless Carolina sportsmen of a bygone era—from
William Elliot to Wade Hampton—communicated
with each other and the dogs through a system of notes
blown on the hunter’s horn, so do these modern-day
Lowcountry outdoorsmen.

(Continued on page 8.)
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Midetteton Hounds

Watching them perform, one cannot help but be
impressed by the hounds at the Middleton Hunt Club.
During the deer drive, these highly disciplined hunting
dogs perform with a degree of restraint that most
houndsmen would think impossible. Indeed, this kind
of discipline in hunting hounds does not come easy.

It requires working with them from the time they are
puppies until they take their place among the pack.

Much of that duty falls on Rawlins and Edward
Lowndes III. Rawlins recalls that his father, the late
Edward Lowndes I, once told him, “You can train a
dog to do just about anything if you put the time and
effort into it.”

Rawlins Lowndes says that he and his brother start
working with the puppies with three goals in mind.
“When I train my deer dogs, I want them to follow me
on the horse through the woods. When I release them,
I want them to pursue the desired game, and when they
get out of the drive I want them to quit the chase and
follow me back into the woods.

Middleton Hunt Club deer
hounds train from the time
they are puppies to obey
their master and flush deer
only on club property.

“First, to get them to learn to follow me, I start
taking them on walks when they are eight months
old, and they get in the habit of following me. Then
when they get older it is natural for them to follow
me around. I introduce them to the hunter’s horn at
this time. When they wander off, I blow the horn and
call them back to me. Sometimes I reward them with
a treat when they come back to me. Next, I introduce
them to game by dragging around a deer hide and
letting them chase it around. It is natural for a dog to
chase something, so all I have to do is let them know
what it is that I want them to chase. The final step is
teaching them to stop the chase. That’s a little more
challenging. When they come to the road, I pop a
bullwhip and this is their cue to stop. I am on a horse,
so I just ride up to them and pop the whip and they
stop and come back. Over time, as they grow older,
they eventually put it all together and you've got a
hound you can control.” =

—Dennis Chastain
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The shared feeling of anticipation is tangible as trucks carrying hunters to their stands make their way quietly through
the Lowcountry woods.

M soon as the guests are welcomed and the

safety talk has ended, the members pile into the beds
of several pick-up trucks and head out into the moss-
draped deer woods. You would not think that a pick-up
truck could slip quietly through the trees, but on the
soft, sandy roads of these coastal woods, the trucks
creep along as quietly as cats on carpet. The hunters

speak in hushed tones to keep from tipping off the deer.

Each hunter gets off at a pre-determined stand until
all are in place around the perimeter of the block to be
hunted.

Meanwhile, at the other end of the block, the other
players in this outdoor drama are getting their act
together. Bill Green, once described as the “last of the
great Southern deer drivers,” releases the hounds from
their wire cages on a flatbed trailer. Although, as every
Lowcountry deer hunter knows, it is in a hound’s nature
to bark and howl at the prospect of being released for a
hunt, these meticulously trained, highly disciplined dogs

8  South Carolina Wildlife

mill about in restrained silence. Bill Green and his son
Bubba, who is also an accomplished horseman, along
with their young assistants, mount their stocky, woods-
savvy steeds and the dogs fall into a pack behind the
horses.

When all is ready, the huntmaster, Henry Lowndes,
blows one long note on his hunter’s horn. The sound
reverberates through the woods as it is telegraphed
around the block from one stander to the next. Then
the woods fall silent. The birds momentarily suspend
their song, the grey squirrels freeze in place and every
deer in the block perks up its ears. The woodland
creatures, great and small, seem to know this ancient
signal means that the hunt has begun.

As the horsemen weave their way through the thick
woods, the sharp crack of a bullwhip warns wandering
dogs to fall back in line behind the horses. In his thick,
enchanting Gullah accent, Bubba Green talks loudly
to the deer, “C’mon buck. I know you’re in here.” The



bullwhip cracks again. Suddenly, and without warning,
something goes dashing off through the woods ahead,
and the barking and baying of the hounds rises to a
fevered pitch. A mature buck has bolted from his bed
and can be heard crashing off through the brush toward
an escape route that he knows from past experience.

oung Dedrick Schweers, stationed at the point
where that particular deer trail crosses the dirt road, at
first sees only a flash of brown and white, and then the
whole deer, complete with a set of antlers, comes flying
through the woods. The buck leaps across the road
some 50 yards away and hesitates in the thick brush
for a precious second, or possibly two. Sixteen-year-
old Dedrick can feel his heart pounding in his chest as

he raises his shotgun and takes aim at the deer. The
teenager, well-schooled in the rules of engagement,
makes a last-second decision not to shoot. It’s just
too thick. The deer quietly disappears into the woods
behind a wall of sweet gum saplings.

The hounds come rushing through the woods howling
in sheer delight. They encounter the road and slam on
the brakes. The barking stops as abruptly as if someone
has thrown a switch. Though it goes against their very
nature, their lifelong training will not allow them to
cross the road. Elvis, the lead dog, takes one last sniff
of the delicious deer scent and trots off back into the
woods to find the horses. The remainder of the pack
obediently follows the leader.

In a few minutes the dogs start up again and a shot
rings out. One long blow on the hunter’s horn while

(Continued on page 11.)
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A strong and enduring sense of tradition brings Middleton hunters back to these deer drives year after year.
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Riding tack, hunters’ horns and a shared love of pursuing game bring Middleton hunters together in life

and facilitate a bond that persists beyond death.

S Mermoriam

The Middleton Hunt Club has had more than its
share of personal losses in the past several years. People
who hunt together for long periods of time are often
bound in a way that no other fraternity can claim.
Never is that bond more strongly felt than when a hunt
club loses one of its members in death. Although the
members don’t often talk about it, when a member of
Middleton Hunt Club passes away, the loss is palpable.

In March of 2006, one of the most prominent
members of the club passed away. Edward Lowndes
11, the huntmaster at the time, was a fixture at
Middleton and an iconic symbol of what the club
represents. Virtually every member carries with him
the mental image of Edward Lowndes gliding through
the Lowcountry woods astride his favorite horse, the
hounds obediently trotting along behind him. Sitting
there snug in the saddle, completely at ease on his
horse, and with that ever-present, sweat-stained,
wide-brimmed hat, Edward Lowndes struck a pose
reminiscent of a Confederate general leading his
devoted troops into battle.

In 2004, the oldest, most venerated member of
the club also passed on to his reward. Frank Ford

was 100 years old when he died. “Mister Ford” was

a real character and an institution at Middleton. He
participated in the deer drives right up until the end.
Russell Tyler remembers putting him on stand for one
of his last hunts at Middleton. “He was pretty frail by
then, but I put him out on a deer stand, and he sat
there and rested his old L.C. Smith shotgun on his
walker. He had already killed a hundred bucks in his
lifetime, but he said he wanted to hunt one more time.
That man loved to hunt. Everything he hunted was off
a horse and with dogs. The only thing he didn’t like
about ’coon hunting was you couldn’t ride a horse.” His
grandson, Timmy Ford, now carries on the Ford legacy
at Middleton.

When one of the Middleton members passes on, the
club has a solemn tradition befitting the circumstance
and the occasion. They attend the funeral service en
masse. Then, at a certain point in the ceremony, the
club members rise in unison to honor the memory of
their departed fellow. At that point, the huntmaster
blows three long, mournful notes on the hunter’s horn,
signifying the hunt has ended. =

—Dennis Chastain
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After the hunt, standers share
more than a meal—they recall
the highlights of the day and
memories from hunts past and
get to know the club’s newest
hunters.

PHILLIP JONES

(Continued from page 9.)

the hunt is in progress means that someone has taken

a deer. It turns out to be a doe. A few more short races
ensue over the next half hour, but those deer all get past
the standers. Soon the hunter’s horn is heard again.
Three long blows mean the hunt has ended.

Back at “The Bench,” Bill Green explains over lunch
that one of the fundamental differences between this
style of hunting and more conventional Lowcountry
deer hunting is that the dogs are not just cast into
the woods to jump and run the deer at random. At
Middleton, controlling and containing the hunt is
paramount. These intensively trained, highly pedigreed
dogs simply file along behind the horses until a deer is
spotted or jumped by the drivers on horseback. Only
then do the hounds come into play, pushing the deer
toward the standers.

“You know, this is the best kind of hunting,”
proclaims Green. “This is the way all hunting ought to
be. Everybody and every thing, in this kind of hunt, is
using all the abilities that nature has given him. The
deer are smart, and they are using all their natural
abilities. The dogs and the horses and the hunters—
they’re all smart, and they’re using all their natural
abilities. The only way we ever kill a deer is when the

deer makes a mistake.”

True enough. If anything, the rules of fair chase at
Middleton probably come down in favor of the deer.
But that doesn’t bother these dedicated deer hunters
one bit. Regardless of which one you talk with, they
all say basically the same thing—it’s all about the hunt
itself, not necessarily bringing home the bacon.

At Middleton Hunt Club, tradition trumps virtually
everything else. “If we don’t preserve the tradition,”
asserts huntmaster Henry Lowndes, “it will be gone
forever.” When asked why they do what they do, club
president, Bill Silcox, rather than trying to explain
in words, simply points to his son, Will, who started
coming to Middleton with his “pop gun” at age four
and took his first deer, a nice eight-point buck, last year.
“It’s all about him.”

Harrington Bissell, a forty-something stock broker,
confesses, “Sometimes when I’'m sitting out there on
stand at first light and I hear the horn blow that one
long note to begin the hunt, I just bow my head, close
my eyes, and thank God that I am fortunate enough to
be a part of all this.” ==

Dennis Chastain is an Upstate outdoorsman and
free-lance writer.
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