


R TR

popu-
t cov-

Photo by Curtis Carpenter.

lar at Dam B. See tournamen

Wade fishing is effective and

erage.

Rx

-

. <

;.
5 e
P ——
‘ !“ e \‘A

o g

o

-

e
e corion




SEAL OF AGREEMENT: Representatives from the United States, Canada, Japan and Russia met

in Moscow in February to continue the traditions of one of the most famous compacts
in conservation history--the 1911 Fur Seal Treaty. When these four countries first
agreed to conserve the fur seal, in 1911, the seal was well on the way to extinction.
Since then, the seal herd on the Pribilof Islands, off Alaska, has grown from a low
of 134,000 to about 1% million animals. Because the fur seal is migratory, both
living on land and ranging far at sea, special problems in conservation occur. The
1911 Treaty prohibited harvesting the animal at sea and provided for the sharing of
the land-based harvest with those sealing on the open sea. The Pribilof Islands
seals are managed and harvested by the Bureau of Commercial Fisheries of the U8
Fish and Wildlife Service. Biologists study the seals. The fur is among the most
valuable in the world, a full-length seal coat costing from $1,500 to $3,000 or more.
From 50,000 to 60,000 processed pelts are sold each year for the account of the
United States Government, and have brought altogether more than $25 million to the
Federal Treasury.

MOVE OVER, MEN: Of the nearly 15 million licensed hunters in the nation last year, The

National Shooting Sports Foundation, Inc. estimates 1,180,000 were women. During
the last decade members of the fair sex have been joining the ranks of the hunting
fraternity (or sorority) at a much faster rate thanmen, and their impact on the sport
is becoming increasingly apparent. Special hunting clothing designed for the female
figure is now being manufactured. Sporting firearms makers have also been consid-
erate of lady sportsmen in marketing lightweight shotguns with reduced recoil.
Women have traditionally been good shots and the Foundation says they possess the
discipline to observe safety measures that should be characteristic of all good
sportsmen.

LITTER LESSON: Litterbugs, take note! A forest ranger, patrolling a stream, was im-

pressed by how free of cans and bottles the banks were. He was even more so when he
found two large piles of debris near the shore, indicating that someone had troubled
to clean up the banks. But, to his disillusionment, he found the work wasn't the re-
sultofathoughtfulcamper.Abeaver,whosedamwasbeinglittermibycansandbottles
tossed into the water upstream, was making repeated trips between his home and the
bank of the river, busily cleaning his own house and piling the man-made debris on
the shore.

CINDER INSURANCE: Peaty soils found in many areas can harbor smoldering fire for long

periods, even though you extinguish them carefully. Don't take chances on starting
a major blaze. Build your fire on a double sheet of aluminum foil. Douse the fire
when through, roll up foil, ashes and dead coals and deposit in the nearest trash
container.

OYSTER BOOSTER: The U.S. Dept. of Interior's Bureau of Commercial Fisheries has flat-

tened a favorite oyster myth, that oysters shouldn't be eaten in any month without
an "R" in its name. Oysters are fatter and taste better in spring when they begin to
store glycogen, an animal starch, in preparation for the summer spawning season.
During summer and early fall, oysters become thinner, their nectar becomes compar-
atively watery and their flavor declines, which would indicate that changing the
peak of the oyster harvest from fall to late spring would be beneficial all around--
if people would just forget that "R"! The origin of this prejudice is believed to
be due to the spawning methods of the European oyster, which is unique in that its
young are retained by the mother until tiny shells are developed. The presence of
the small gritty shells makes the European oyster less desirable for human food
during the non-R months.

CAMP COOLER: Here is a simple way to improvise an insulated container in which to keep

beverages hot or cold. Set a half-gallon jar inside a large oatmeal carton, then
pack crumpled paper between the sides of the jar and carton. —Joan Pearsall
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A native Texan poses for an “at home
shot in a typical arid background.
Distinctive with its long horns and
fearsome appearance, it is very pop-
ular with tourists but is not happy
and loses appetite away from heat of
the Southwest. See the related story.
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Small Beginnings

ONSERVATION is every Texan’s business. Unfor-

tunately, some don’t seem to realize their responsi-
bility. Others do. Hundreds of sportsmen’s organizations
and clubs, with conservation projects and interests,
work in Texas. Texas Garden Clubs, Inc., is a good
example of those who take seriously their responsibility
toward wise use of renewable resources.

Of Texas’ 1400 Garden Clubs, almost every one
reported some type of conservation project last year,
according to Mrs. Howard S. Kittel, president of Texas
Garden Clubs, Inc. Some are rather spectacular and
some simple. The Odessa group had their city pro-
claimed as a bird sanctuary. The Grand Prairie club is
working to eliminate pollution in Chambers Creek,
which runs through their city park, to permit it to
sustain life. Mrs. Kittel, as president, recently gave
testimony on behalf of conservation to the Southwest
Regional Hearing of the Jones Subcommittee on Natural
Resources. Her remarks were incorporated into the
Congressional Record in Washington. The Edinburg
Garden Club saved several hundred trees, shrubs, and
rose bushes when a right of way was acquired through
a nursery. They drew up plans for landscaping the
courthouse square, library, hospital and county offices;
they supervised the removal of freeze-damaged trees
from the sites, and were responsible for almost 6,000
plantings, with county prisoners doing the actual labor.

Besides the various club projects slanted toward con-
servation, the bi-monthly magazine, The Lone Star
Gardener, calls attention to the needs of natural re-
sources. For example, the February-March issue covered
State and National Forests in Texas; the April-May issue
was devoted to State and National Parks; a coming
issue will cover Texas wildlife.

It's a human failing to underestimate the value of
one individual’s part or one group’s contribution to the
solution of complex problems. Most persons are hard
to convince that they, individually, make a difference
in the world, regarding conservation, politics, charity
or whatever. But dubious though we may be, small
instruments help bring to pass big changes.

The Garden Clubs are just some among many local
and state organizations whose members make conserva-
tion reforms come to life. o

THE EDITORS
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Saltwater

and
Solitude

by JAY VESSELS

HE NATURAL fascination of

Texas” State Parks is no better
demonstrated than in the three pub-
lic-recreation Gulf Coast areas. Two
of the three parks are as devoid of
improvements as a bare West Texas
mountain peak, but nature has com-
pensated for this deficiency.

One reason for these parks” popu-
larity in the heat of summer is that
the prevailing inshore winds gener-
ally maintain a comfortable temper-
ature even at mid-day, with 100-
degree plus temperatures just a few
miles inland.

Here a combination of salt water
and sun under those deceptive cir-
cumstances does call for some top-

side cover for neophytes and hot
house nymphs alike.

Yet, it’s almost worth the risk after
you leave the blow-torch inland
readings, cut off the air-conditioning,
lower your windows and breathe
deeply of the invigorating cool
breezes.

There is a touch of civilization at
Goose Island State Park, which com-
prises 307 acres of woodland and
raw beach front. This area is easily
accessible, just off Highway 35. It
is about 10 miles east of Rockport
and within a short distance from the
Aransas National Wildlife Refuge,
wintering grounds of the famed
whooping cranes. Unsophisticated

With cute freckles and smiles and a landing net, these young ladies are well fortified.
Raylene and Debra Wyatt, of Highlands, are typical Goose Island State Park vacationers.

4

Yep, she’s a pretty good fisherman, for a girl!
At Goose Island State Park, Doris Torno of Sin-
ton joyfully shows her speckled trout to ad-
miring audience, Kenneth Knauss, of Arlington.

birders don’t seem to miss the
whoopers, which are nesting 2,500
miles away in the Yukon country.
The dearth is filled by the gaudily-
colored roseate spoonbills, conspicu-
ously pink-tinted large birds. The
refuge is also heavily populated with
uninhibited deer, wild turkey and
javelina, which stroll about without
fear of molestation.

The beach population is also plen-
tiful at the largest state park coastal
site 150 miles to the east—Velasco
State Park. Visitors find primitive
privileges on the 26-mile stretch of
sand and surf near Freeport. This
park is so barren it doesn’t even have
a name—that is sc you can see it
And when the tide is abnormally
high the park itself is actually out
of sight.

None of this deters the surging
throngs from the surrounding heavily
populated areas, particularly metro-
politan Houston only 50 miles dis-
tant. What Velasco lacks in ac-
commodations, it makes up in its
intriguing climate and close-to-nature
dividends. You may drive your car,
at low tide, into the remote areas
and talk back to the roaring surf
without being challenged by a
raised evebrow. But on weekends
and holidays, elbow room is scarce.
A modern highway is a further en-
ticement to visit this remote play-
land.

The genuine sequestered spot is

® Continued on page 30
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HERE was a streak of gray

across the eastern horizon wh
Stacey Waites and Robert Clark
Memphis, Texas fishermen untie
their boat to run their trotline on
Possum Kingdom Lake.

In a few minutes, Robert held up
his hand. Stacey cut the motor and
swung the boat in toward the bushy
bank. His companion grasped the
line where it sloped down into the
water.

“You take ’em off and I'll bait up,”
said Stacey.

Robert pulled the boat along un-
til he came to the first hook, still
baited. The second hook had a small
channel cat, about two pounds; he
lifted it into the boat and removed
the hook. Stacey had a piece of cut
shad ready and slipped it onto the
hook, then dropped it into the water
as gRobert moved the boat on down
thé fhere were morgmhaoks
with ed. then
small & ;

“We’
a fish fr

ROb R
sever aited.
you a good pIa
ali ommented.

€«

last summer. Don’t you feel anything
on the line?”

Robert shook his head. “Just a
little tugging, like maybe another
small one.”

Robert worked on down the line,
past several hooks. Suddenly, there
was a big swirl in the water in front
of the boat.

Stacey grabbed the landing net.
“Hang onto that line!” he said.
“Don’t lift it out of the water. That’s
a big cat—I saw his tail!”

They moved closer, peering into
the blue water, both holding to the
trotline. Then, Robert saw the big
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s. I caught two big ones here

Evidently the big cat saw the boat
for he surged against the line and
rolled to the top, sending spray over
them. Robert follow: vith
net and, together, t
brought fish and trot
boat.

“What a fish! What a fish!” Robert

exclaimed as Stacey removed the
hook. “What will it weigh?”

“Fifteen, maybe 16 pounds. Now
we can have fish steaks!”

That big yellow catfish marked
the start of a fine o trip for
the Waites and C ilies last
April. Before the over,
they had a nice strik nd
Robert said it was his B

2% Ay
O and
the es, and
of lesser size.

It takes good equipment, the right
kind of bait and some “know how”
to be successful with a trotline. I am
convinced that the Waites boys are
masters of the cat-catching art.

ds from
any more

side to side, starting at the fork of
the tail and moving to the gills. Re-
ove the entrails, then cut into small
unks, carving at right angles to

‘the lengthwise slash, and going com-

pletely through the fish with each
stroke of the knife.

This rov1des many V-shaped
i which are just right to
ace these pieces
e blood
tor to cool.
al”around the
, making“it a very fine cat-
ﬁsh bait, according to the Waites
brothers.

Their second choice for bait is a
large minnow or small perch, hooked
through the back just below the dor-
sal fin so that it can swim freely.
In some waters, crawfish make excel-
lent bait, but they have not found
them effective in Possum Kingdom.

id-summer, large grasshoppers
pod bait.

id, when
a to
ish
\cats
i, ex¢ept
et i oh a rapid
, theysthay Pte throughout

iy andight,
hereAs nothifg more disgusting
to a fishermaw than to run his trot-
line and find a piece of staging
wrapped around the line, marking

a lost fish.

“Give Mr. Cat a chance to tangle

fthe staging and get some leverage
I asked about bait—one of their ‘ar

Lhe'll pull loose every time,”
ald “We lost our share of
fish be ore we lear ed how



A magazine has many uses. The Waites convert
an cld book to hookholder for their trotline.

They bought 350 feet of 400-
pound test nylon line, 100 feet of
120-pound test nylon for staging, 50
large ringed swivels, 50 large snap
swivels and 50 2/0 steel hollow point
hooks. In addition, they used a bottle
of red fingernail polish. Fifty-hook
trotlines are permitted in Possum
Kingdom, but before making, or
using a trotline, Waites warned that
you should check your local regula-
tions as to the length of line and
the number and size of hooks per-
mitted. Also, there may be some
regulation as to the spacing dis-
tance between the hooks.

They decided on five-and-a-half-
foot spacing of hooks. For a meas-
uring gauge, they cut a five-and-a-
half-feot length of a 1-by-12 board.
Then, measuring off 30 feet for tie-
line to the first hook, they marked
the line with red nail polish and
wrapped the rest of it the length
of the five-and-a-half-foot board.
Across each end of the board, the
line was painted with the red nail
polish, thus marking the place for
each staging line.

While they were waiting for the
paint to dry, they tied six-inch loops
in each end of the line, then touched
a burning match to the loose ends
of the line to melt and to weld the
nylon strands to prevent unraveling.
Next, the staging was cut into two-
foot lengths and the ends seared.

With the paint-spacing marks
dry, the entire length of the 400-
pound test nylon was rolled into a
tight ball. The ringed swivels were
to be placed at each five-and-a-half-
foot mark. The line was run through
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one ring of the swivels until all had
been laced onto the line and moved
down to the first paint-mark. Then
knots were tied on each side of the
last swivel, leaving one inch spacing
between the knots, and the rest of
the swivels were pushed ahead to
the next mark.

This is not an easy task for one
person, but two can handle it easily.
Stacey, to make the knot, makes a
large loop in the line and passes the
roll of line through the loop, shuttle-
like. It is very important to have the
line through one swivel ring so that
it can swing freely, allowing the cat
on the hook to cartwheel around the
line without tangling. The extra
swivel on the staging is another safe-

guard, allowing a hooked fish a
chance to wear himself down with
little chance of getting free.

Rigging the staging is a simple
matter. Tie a hook on one end and
snap swivel on the other. Waites
used nail polish on each knot to pre-
vent slipping. (They have never lost
a fish from an untied hook.)

When the line was finished, they
wrapped it lengthwise on a 30-inch
line holder, fashioned from soft
wood. This is handy for storing and
tor setting out the line. The hooks
and staging lines are kept between
pages of an old magazine, points of
the hooks attached to the paper.

Locating a good spot for a trot-
line is very important, and this varies

L Y

There was a surprise in store that time! Wesley Waites and Robert Clark examine the 15-
pound yellow cat bonus they found on the trotline that they thought held only small ones.

One of the keys to the
Waites brothers’ suc-
cess is their double
swivel combination.

e
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with the time of year. Except during
the spawning season in spring when
fish are in shallow water, you can
count on catfish hanging out where
they are handy to food, Stacey said.
Study the lake or river before decid-
ing on your location, or ask a local
successful fisherman, he advised.

In setting a line, the Waites

brothers like to tie both ends of the
line where they can find them easily,
securing to stumps or dead trees left
standing in the water. If necessary,
however, they will tie one end ex-
posed above the water with the other

end anchored with a large rock in
deep water. If both ends must be
under water, a jug or other float may
be used as a marker with a line at-
tached to the trotline to bring it to
the top for baiting and removing
fish.

Once the location has been de-
cided upon, the brothers tie one end
and then use their boat to unwind
the line to the other anchoring spot.
They put on weights and floats and
get the proper slack in the line be-
fore attaching the staging and hooks.

“We try to have our hooks about

For the Waites there are no long waits for results. Here is a typical, impressive string of
channel catfish that was taken during one of their trotlining trips on Possum Kingdom Lake.
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You do have to have
a successful “come-
on,” of course. Sta-
cey Waites baits the
line with live shad.

Mrs. Stacey Waites has dinner well in hand,
with catfish from a Possum Kingdom trotline.

six inches above the bottom,” Stacey
said.

Pieces of window weights or short
lengths of gas pipe make good line
weights, spaced every 40 feet, with
a small float midway between each
weight. Bottles of pint or quart size
are used for these floats, just enough
to keep the hooks from settling in
the mud.

After this is all rigged up, they
are ready to bait the trotline.

“We always have a large landing
net in our boat when we run our
line,” Waites said. “When I feel the
throb of a fish, especially if I think
it is a big one, I keep the line under
water and pull the boat slowly until
I get close to the fish. Then, with
the landing net in one hand and the
other holding the trotline, I work
the net down and under the cat. This
can save losing a fish not firmly
hooked.”

The Waites brothers formerly
used a gaff hook but now prefer a
landing net. They have boated cats
weighing up to 25 pounds in this
manner. A 33-pound giant was
landed with a gaff hook in the lower
jaw.

Using the Waites method tailored
to local requirements, a fellow can
have catfish steaks almost any night.
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To the amazement of resident waterfowl, the peaceful river erupts in-
to straining activity as the water safari starts off at San Marcos. UDDENLY THE WATER shook
and began to swirl in all direc-
tions. A white foamy froth coated

Muscle Marathon S

the surface as a fleet of canoes shot
through the water and headed for
the dam at the lower end of the lake.

by CURTIS CARPENTER The crashing of wood and fibreglass

The race may go to the swift, but the canoeists begin with unexpect-
ed competition in the matter of style, from these in-the-swim swans.




Leaders from the beginning, Robert Gillings and Albert Widing of Holly, Michigan, were first
in elapsed time in the second annual Texas Water Safari, a grueling river and bay race.

sent schools of sunfish scurrying be-
neath the moss-coated bottom.
A flock of swans paddling near

their huge paddles digging in water
like scoop shovels, the men from
Michigan began to set all kinds of

Houston. Not experienced canoeists
like their Yankee competitors, the
beginners were making a good show-
ing.

It was a night and day rush to
the coast. No eyes closed among the
leading teams, unless for just a few
minutes. The same log jams, dams,
rapids, sand bars, low bridges, throw
lines, low hanging limbs, mosquitoes,
poison ivy and oak and the hundreds
of other torturing obstacles which
challenged safari contestants last
year, reduced the contestant num-
bers again this year.

Averaging some six miles an hour
on the river run, the first boat with
LeRoy Widing and Ed Adams from
Holly, Michigan, set a new record
of 63 hours and 20 minutes.

Albert Widing and Robert Gil-
lings, the second Michigan team, in
the pitch of night made a wrong turn
after leading the race most of the

“way, and ended up 30 minutes be-

hind the number one boat.
J. L. and Harold Bludworth, two

very tough Houston sailors, never

.

the activity, quickly swapped ends
and raced off with the boats. A small
flock of mallards joined the swans.
More than likely, none of the con-
testants naticed the feathered com-
petitors.

It was'the beginning of the wildest
canoe race anywhere, the Texas
Water Safari. When the 44 boats
starting the race disappeared, the
sunfish eased out of their hiding
places, not to see such a disturbance
for another year.

But, for the anxious contestants in
the race, the excitement was just be-
ginning. It didn’t end for many until
some 500 miles and numerous haz-
ards later at the beach in front of
Corpus Christi.

River Run

Two Michigan teams with canoes
especially built for racing led the
way on the river run. Both teams
displayed perfect ccordination and
the power of horses as they sent their
respective canoes slicing through the
waters of the San Marcos and Gua-
dalupe rivers. Spectators gathered
at bridges and dams all along the
400 miles of watery course. With
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new records. By the time they had
reached Luling, it was obvious that
only disaster could prevent them
from far out-classing most other com-
petitors.

Not far behind the racers from
Michigan was a Texas team from

ceased their determined rowing, and
came in just 56 minutes behind the
leaders.

A big 18-foot canoe manned by
four—Lynn Maughmer and Jim
Jones, last year’s Safari champions,

® Continued on page 30

Fred Hurd, Jim Jones, Archie Clark and Lynn Maughmer, all Texans and all veterans of last
year’s competition, came in fourth this year. Jones and Maughmer came in first last year.
Hurd and his partner Sam Hare were second in elapsed time in the rugged 1963 water safari.
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One of Galveston’s treasured legends. Reprinted from Texas Game and Fish,

DURING his five years as a resident of Galveston,
Gabbie endeared himself to the entire population.
In the intervening years memory of him has become
one of the city’s treasured legends. While legends are
apt to be embroidered as time goes on, the writer has
listened to these tales about Gabbie over a period of
37 years; he has heard them related by so many and
with such a striking similarity of detail, it is his conclu-
sion that the story told here is true.

In the year 1895, Sanford Southwick lived in the
eastern part of Galveston. He had three sons who were
enthusiastic fishermen and hunters. They spent all their
leisure time in their trim sail boat, the Silver Cloud,
sailing on the extensive waters of Galveston Bay, hunt-
ing and fishing.

One day the three boys were sailing near the shore
in a remote part of the Bay when they noticed a com-
motion in some low scrub growth near the water’s edge.
Upon investigation they found a great blue heron en-
tangled in the dense growth making a feeble effort to
free himself.

The heron is fond of snakes and frogs and the assump-
tion is that he made a dash into the bushes in pursuit
of a frog or snake and became so entangled he could
not free himself. At any rate, when discovered he was
nearly exhausted and, instead of showing fear when
the boys undertook to release him, appeared grateful
for their aid. Once free, instead of trying to escape, he
started in his own language to thank them for their
kindly aid. He was so friendly that, after some debate,
they loaded him into the boat and started for home,
agreeing that they would release him as soon as he was
sufficiently rested to fend for himself,

On the way home the bird received a good deal of
interested attention. The boys had caught some fish
and, cutting one into small pieces, they offered it to the
heron. He gobbled it up with great relish, indicating
that he was hungry as well as exhausted. No effort
whatever was made to restrain him; except for his ex-
haustion he could have flown away at any time. He
seemed as much interested in his human friends as they
in him and kept up a constant chatter of small talk.
Before they reached the Galveston dock one of the boys
laughingly called him “Gabbie,” a name by which he
was to be known for the remainder of his life.

The Great

Incidentally, it was no small task for the boys to carry
the great bird from the dock to their home, not because
of his weight, but because of his size. Any one who has
not had the privilege of meeting one of these splendid
fowls will be interested to know that Gabbie’s normal
height was about four and one half feet. When he stood
erect with his neck and bill extended upward, he tow-
ered more than six feet; he had a wing spread of about
six feet and this was a good deal of live bird to be
carried in one’s arms. His general coloring was slate
gray, slightly tinged with blue; his breast and neck,
white; his crest, black, and there was a tinge of brown-
ish pink on the scruff of his neck, on the feathered part
of his legs and on the elbow of his wings.

The great blue heron is often confused with the gray
sandhill crane, which is an entirely different species
of wild fowl. The heron flies with his neck folded; the
crane with his neck extended. The crane has no crest;
instead he has a close-fitting scarlet cap directly above
his eyes, as compared to the black crest of the heron.
The cap is the only vivid coloring on the crane.

The Southwick home was set in extensive grounds.
In addition to the shade trees, there was a spacious
lawn, a flower and vegetable garden, a poultry yard
and stables. Once there Gabbie was deposited in the
poultry yard, where there was an immediate commotion
among the chickens, ducks and geese. These fowls
sought the nearest refuge, giving vent to their excite-
ment with a bedlam of squawks and cackles, all of
which was noted by the heron with complete disdain.

Gabbie quickly became the center of interest of the
whole Southwick family and, as the word of his arrival
spread through the neighborhood, friends came to see
him. He greeted all with his usual chatter and without
showing any sign of fear.

In a few days he had sufficiently recovered to be on
his feet and he was then given the freedom of the
premises, the family believing that as soon as he felt
able to fly he would take to his wings and be off. He
had no such idea. On the contrary, he spent most of his
time the first few days preening himself. His recent
experience had ruffled his feathers considerably and
it became obvious from the beginning that, in his per-
sonal attire, he was a meticulous fellow. Every feather
had to be carefully smoothed and polished with his
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April 1952 by the late J. D. CLAITOR
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long, keen bill. This done, he would carefully curl the
edges of his wings and tail feathers to give them a
plume like appearance.

Once his grooming was completed, the sun’s rays
brought out iridescent shades from the drab coloring
of his back, wings and tail, and he would then strut
around the grounds with all the dignity and poise of a
Lord Chesterfield.

Very soon he assumed the position of host on the
Southwick grounds. A notable fact was that he had no
apparent fear of people. He would greet visitors, exam-
ine them curiously but kindly, and then start up a chat-
ter of welcome. He was particularly fond of children
and they adored him. Strangely enough, he was fond
of the friendly dogs in the neighborhood, too. He let
them sniff at his long bill; then when they started to
play, he joined in their capers much to their delight.
Contrasted to this, he showed the utmost contempt for
the domestic fowls on the place. Any time one of these
came near he took great joy in teasing it until it began
to scream or cackle; then he would spread his wings
and let out a “whoosh” of merriment that scattered all
the poultry to cover. There was a mischievous glint in
his eyes at all times, as contrasted to the usual look of
sadness in the eyes of most wild creatures.

Soon it was clear that Gabbie had adopted the South-
wicks and that he had no intention of leaving. He was
curious about everything people did. When any mem-
ber of the family went into the grounds to cultivate the
garden, or gather flowers and vegetables, Gabbie was
right in their shadow. Judging from his questioning
chatter, he wanted to know why this and why that. He
was like a four-year-old child going through the ques-
tion-asking period. There was this difference, of course.
While one might explain understandingly to the child,
Gabbie had to be satisfied with the intonation of the
voice and draw his own conclusions.

Gabbie almost at once recognized Sanford Southwick
as the master of this small domain. Being something of
a king in his own right, he left no doubt about his pref-
erence for fraternizing with the master when present,
instead of other members of the family. Southwick was
a jolly, wiry, little man, with a great flowing white
beard. When anything pleased or amused him he fre-
quently gave expression to his pleasure by dancing a
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jig wherever he happened to be. One day in the garden,
amused at the antics of Gabbie, he started to laugh
and dance. To Gabbie this was a new and intriguing
kind of play that pleased him. He, too, then started to
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laugh and dance. In no time at all he caught the rhythm
of the step and was keeping time with the old gentle-
man. After that, each time the two met face to face in
the garden, Gabbie expected to dance and the master
graciously and joyously obliged him by leading off the
step.

Picture, if you will, this fine, old gentleman, who
looked like the paintings we have of our Biblical proph-
ets, and this magnificent bird that towered above him
when he extended his neck upward, sedately walking
through their lovely garden, side by side, discussing the
state of affairs that concerned them. Gabbie talked
continuously. He expected his questions to be answered
and his comments to be noticed; he was no idle gossiper.
Whenever anything pleased or annoyed him, he would
extend his neck and wings and let out a great “whoosh”
that could be heard for blocks.

At this point, Walter Grover, a young naturalist,
whose home was near that of the Southwicks, entered
the picture. Walter had spent much of his life in the re-
mote marshes around Galveston Bay observing wild
fowls. He, like John James Audubon, possessed to a
great degree the rare talent of making friends of wild
birds. It had become a habit with him to sit in the
marshes for hours, still as a statue, waiting for the birds
to accustom themselves to his presence. Sooner or later,
impelled by curiosity, they would come near enough to
examine him more closely. It was then that he would
soothe their fears with his own particular kind of bird
talk. This accomplished, the birds would resume their
normal habits and thus give him the desired oppor-
tunity to study their conduct in their native haunts.

It is easy to understand then why Walter and Gabbie
at once became friends. Gabbie could more nearly
understand Walter’s bird talk than he could that of any
other human friend. In addition, with Walter’s great
understanding of wild fowl life, they had something in
common that drew them together. They could carry on
a conversation for hours, neither seeming to tire of the
interesting chit-chat. Furthermore, Gabbie was so com-
pletely charmed by this friendship that, to entertain
Walter, he would stage all his little tricks and cavort
around him like a happy puppy. When Walter was
around, Gabbie could see none but him. Even his ven-
erable master, Sanford Southwick, went unnoticed.

In the course of time, Gabbie apparently tired of be-
ing simply a spectator and conversationalist at the
Southwick menage. When members of the family gath-
ered flowers or vegetables, Gabbie would lend a hand
(or bill), generally with disastrous results insofar as the
flowers or vegetables were concerned. They would be
mutilated beyond use, but since he was trying to make
himself useful, there was nothing the family could or
would do about it, except to let him have his way.

One day Southwick was in his garden, transplanting
a long row of young orange seedlings. He was no longer
young and, when he got to the end of the row, he
straightened up and heaved a sigh of relief to have the
job completed. When he turned there was Gabbie in
his wake. Gabbie had pulled out every plant and had
laid them meticulously in a neat line in emulation of
his master’s planting.
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This was toc much for even a good natured old man.
He started to shake his fist and shout at Gabbie. His
attitude was menacing and the heron quickly sensed it.
He had not been accustomed to anything but kindness
and doubtless this sudden change of manner was a
shock. At any rate, it aroused his own anger, and when
a heron is angered he is like a domestic goose in the
mating season; he will attack anything responsible for
his anger. So now he raised his wings, let out a hair-
raising “whoosh” and darted for Southwick with his
dagger-sharp bill extended for the attack.

Sanford Southwick was a small man, with nothing
belligerent in his make-up. He realized that he would
be no match for this great bird with flailing wings and
sharp bill. He made a break for the house with Gabbie
chasing him and “whooshing” at every step. He reached
the door and slammed it shut just in time to avoid being
pricked from the rear. For hours Gabbie strutted back
and forth before the door, indulging in all the bird
profanity he could think of and daring Sanford to come
on out and see who was the better man.

Southwick reasoned that as soon as Gabbie’s anger
subsided they would resume being friends and things
would go on as before. Alas! It did not work out that
way. Instead Gabbie laid in wait for him at either the
front or back door and the moment he stepped outside
Gabbie would ruffle his feathers and make a dart for
him. He was not one to forget an affront.

The situation soon became intolerable for Southwick.
Before he could leave or enter his home, he had to find
out which docr Gabbie was guarding and then sneak
in or out through the other. One morning on his way
to the bank where he was employed, he stopped by the
home of Walter Grover, whom he knew would be happy
to have the heron. He told Walter to get his heron and
to do so before he returned to his home that day.

(It may be said, by way of parenthesis, that while it
is unusual for pets to turn against their masters, it has
been known of dogs and cats, and particularly with wild
animals or wild fowls that have been domesticated.
When angered or menaced, the latter revert to type.
Their first instinct is that of self preservation. In its wild
state, every living creature except its own species is
viewed as a potential enemy. Once a friendship between
man and one of these is ruptured, it can never be re-
stored. Wildlife lacks the reasoning power to make
allowance for human error.)

Walter was delighted to have Gabbie, which afforded
him a rare opportunity to pursue his favorite avocation
with a degree of intimacy not possible in the marshes.
At Walter’'s home, Gabbie not only had the run of the
Grovers’ extensive grounds, but in addition the freedom
of the neighborhood. Very soon he was on friendly
terms with all the neighbors and made frequent calls
upon them to see “what was cooking,” so to speak.

Wherever he went he was welcomed, most of all by
the children, who found him an untiring object of inter-
est. He readily adapted himself to his new home; the
change afforded him new opportunities to satisfy his
curiosity about people and things. His long thin bill
was projected inquiringly into many strange places and
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in some respects he reminded one of a dog pursuing
intriguing scents.

It was here that Gabbie developed a new habit, that
of night prowling. The heron is fond of mice and it is
possible his preference for these was responsible for his
night excursions.

Be that as it may, there was one fairly close neighbor
who had not met Gabbie. This gentleman occasionally
became too deeply submerged in his cups. At such
times, he would return to his home in the wee sma’
hours of the morning and try not to disturb his Irish
wife. On this particular night he was weaving his way
through the alley, with some vain hope of being able
to sneak through the back door and get into bed with-
out being seen or heard by his watchful spouse.

Gabbie happened to be loitering in this alley. He had
never before seen men in a high state of intoxication
and the antics of the inebriate so disturbed him that he
spread his wings and let out a deafening “whoosh” that
aroused the entire neighborhood. The drunk, thinking
the devil himself was about to attack him, was sobered
sufficiently to remember the nearby county jail and for
this he made a break. Arriving there breathless, he in-
sisted that he be locked up for protection for the re-
mainder of the night.

While Gabbie’s presence at the Grover home was of
great professional interest to Walter, he was never too
happy about this splendid bird’s living in such unnat-
ural surroundings. He thought often of returning him
to the marshes, but upon sober consideration aban-
doned the thought. The bird had been coddled so long
by this time he feared it would not be able to fend for
itself in its native environment. Furthermore, he felt
certain that, with Gabbie’s friendliness for people, he
would fall a ready victim to the first gun-happy hunter
that he might encounter.

The great blue heron, even in areas ideally suited to
it, is a comparatively rare species. One reason for this is
that their young (one to three in a season) are hatched
on the ground in places frequented by mink, opossum
and other predatory animals to which these little ones
fall an easy prey. The other reason is, of course, that be-
cause of their rarity some hunters will kill them for
trophies or, wantonly, just to test their marksmanship.
It is for these reasons the beautiful white whooping
crane, one of America’s most spectacular wild fowls, has
become almost extinct, there being only 34* known to
exist at this time. Therefore, the thought of returning
Gabbie to the marshes was finally abandoned.

In the meantime, Gabbie’s presence in Galveston had
become so generally known, and-he had become an
object of such great interest, that the Grovers’ home
place was assuming the aspect of a public garden or
zoo. People came all through the day and every day to
see this fabulous bird. Once they saw it, they returned
often, particularly when there were children in the fam-
ily. The Grovers were losing all the cherished privacy
of their peaceful home grounds and much of the privacy
of their home. The Grover family, kindly and friendly,
were totally unable to cope with the curious and
thoughtless persons who flocked to their home, so, re-

#*Last published report said 39.
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gardless of their deep attachment to Gabbie, decided
something had to be done to rid themselves of the grow-
ing annoyance.

In the western part of the city was a popular resort—
Woolam’s Lake. Water, in Galveston, was no novelty.
The lake, however, was surrounded by a dense growth
of gnarled salt cedars and these were a novelty, since
Galveston had comparatively few trees. The feature
attraction at Woolam’s Lake was the oyster roasts. For
25¢ a person could eat all the roasted oysters (a rare
delicacy) that he wanted. The oysters were roasted in
an open fire made of driftwood gathered from the
beach of Galveston Island. Driftwood from the sea has
absorbed both salt and phosphorus from the water and,
when burned, gives off a tangy, incomparable fragrance.
The glowing embers have a bluish cast not present in
ordinary wood fires and all this added to the charm of
Woolam’s Lake. Whole families went there to spend the
day, taking picnic baskets to supplement the delicious
oysters, and the cedars afforded shade for the loungers.

A few amusement concessions did a thriving business
and, to add interest, the owners started a small zoo,
composed mostly of the wildlife native to the area. The
thought occurred to Walter that at Woolam’s Lake Gab-
bie could be enjoyed by the entire population of the
city; that since he was so fond of people his opportunity
for mingling with them there would be broadened.

The park people, knowing of Gabbie’s popularity,
welcomed the idea of having him as an added attrac-
tion. Thus, in due course, Gabbie was transferred to
Woolam’s Lake. Here, too, he was given the freedom
of the grounds and at once became the center of inter-
est. He made himself just as much at home there as he
had at the Southwick and Grover homes. For him there
was this difference, however. There were no dull mo-
ments. There were always people about and plenty of
activity to keep him interested and occupied. The music
of the merry-go-round intrigued him and often he
would dance to it through the mere joy of being alive
and a part of this colorful life.

He would go from one group to another, examining
their lunch baskets and daintily sampling whatever he
found that was tempting. He had a kindly greeting for
all, but whenever the conversation or interest lagged
with one group he passed on to another. Generally he
was followed by a group of admiring children. One of
his favorite stunts at the park—especially if there was
a group of spectators present—was to lift himself almost
straight up into the air, sail gracefully across the small
lake and land on the other side as lightly as a bit of
thistledown.

Gabbie was exceedingly fond of raw oysters, which
in those days could be purchased in the shell for 50c
per barrel. The demand for oysters at the lake was so
great that at all times there were many barrels lined up
in neat rows a short distance from the fire where they
were roasted. Since those who ate the oysters had to
open them, any one would oblige Gabbie by opening
an oyster for him whenever he indicated a desire for it.

A blue heron’s craw, in a way, may be compared
to an accordion; it accommodates itself to whatever

® Continued on page 27
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He’s no beauty, but can boast an ancestry clder than man’s, and what
he lacks in looks he makes up for in charm, especially to small boys.

HE TEXAS horned lizard, bet-

ter known to many folks—young
and old—as a “toad,” is the most
bizarre reptile found in North
America.
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by DAN KLEPPER
San Antonio Express-News

The lizard, like its closely related
cousins, some two dozen other mem-
bers of the horned clan, is a gro-
tesque creature, a miniature hold-
over . . . in looks, anyway . . . from

the prehistoric peried of the ptero-
dactyl and plesiosaurus.

The “horny toad” is, in truth, an
oddity, for there is no other lizard
like it in the world except for a
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species found in the land of the
duckbilled platypus and the Tasma-
nian devil, Australia.

Grotesque, bizarre, hideous, re-
pulsive. All of these adjectives fit
the outward appearance of the little
reptile. But, in reality, the horned
lizard is a completely inoffensive,
albeit a bit prickly, individual.

The lizard’s body is covered with
scales, some of which are large and
sharp-pointed, and its large head is
crowned with sharp spines.

The lizard is diurnal, that is, it
moves about and eats during the day-
light hours. At night and sometimes
on overcast days, the lizard digs it-
self into the sand until it is com-
pletely covered.

Like most reptiles, the horned liz-
ard hibernates during the winter. It
beds down for a long nap in Septem-
ber or October and seldom emerges
again until April or May.

Mating takes place soon after the
hibernating period ends. A few sub-
species of the horned lizard family
give birth to living young instead of

laying eggs.

) |
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Anywhere from six to 12 young
lizards are born alive at a time, and
the little ones are exact replicas of
their adults . . . with one fortunate
exception: they arent nearly so
rough.

The Texas horned lizard, how-
ever, is in the egg laying group. The
female lays from two to three dozen
eggs in late May or June five or six
inches deep in more or less dry soil.
The eggs hatch in 39 to 47 days.

Young lizards, like most reptiles,
are active as soon as they are
hatched or born and are able to take
care of themselves.

As if being highly grotesque
weren’t enough, the horned lizard
has the ability to eject twin jets of
blood from its eyes or eyelids when
it is startled or excited.

This is thought to be a defense
measure, the result of a rise in blood
pressure which may take place dur-
ing fright or anger.

The rise apparently causes the
capillaries near the corners of the
eye socket to rupture, squirting
blood for some distance.

Certainly not all horned lizards
are easily startled or excited, be-
cause it is possible to handle a great
many of the creatures without ever
witnessing the ejection of blood.

The lizard feeds on beetles, cater-
pillars, grasshoppers, weevils and-
ants. The method employed in
catching prey probably gave the liz-
ard its familiar name of “toad.” Like
toads, the lizard flicks out its tongue,
and its prey adheres to a sticky sub-
stance on the organ. This action is
almost too quick for the human eye
to catch, but the silent gulp of satis-
faction as the prey is swallowed is
quite evident.

A horned lizard measures from
three to six inches in length, includ-
ing the tail, and it is found through-
out most of the state, particularly in
regions of flat, dry land where vege-
tation is scanty.

This lizard is a welcome find to
almost anyone who happens upon it,
from small boys who love to claim
it as a pet, to older observers who
find it an intriguing little creature in
spite of its ugly appearance. =8

Appropriately enough, Texas horned lizards have long horns instead

§ .

of short or medium as others’. In profile, they’re seen to advantage.
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The
Whitewings
at

Home

by TED L. CLARK
Wildlife Biologist

N CONSIDERING all the factors

which affect the number of white-
wings hunters put in their game
bags, certainly none is more impor-
tant than annual production of
young by the breeding population.
Since intensive whitewing studies
began in 1947, biologists have sought
out the innermost secrets of the
bird’s family life.

Study areas in both native brush
and citrus habitat have been estab-
lished on an annual basis to sample
nesting success and to analyze the
limiting factors of production. The
study areas are chosen to provide

. N

tion, surveying the world, are glad mother’s
securely by. For one, a beak-peek is enough!
samples of nesting densities ranging
from less than 10 pairs to more than
400 pairs of breeding birds per acre.
On each study area a transect vary-
ing in size from one-fourth acre to
one acre is set up. On each transect
individual mests are marked and
checked at weekly intervals through-
out the nesting season.

NESTING COVER

Although a major portion of the
whitewing breeding population has
in the past used citrus nesting habi-
tat, the birds seem to prefer a dense-
ly foliated, brushy native cover.

TABLE I '
White-Winged Dove Nesting Statistics, Lower Rio Grande Valley 1951-63

Number Number Per Cent Number Number Fer CentPer Cent Eggs
T o T8 Yome behea T gows Jomg  Fledsing
1951 1,226 715 511 4168 51 460 90.02 37.52
1952 1,384 948 436  31.50 78 358 82.11 25.87
1953 1,081 864 217  20.07 61 156 71.89 14.43
1954 991 633 358 36.13 64 294 8212 29.67
1955 1,074 679 395 36.78 i 324 8203 30.17
1956 872 524 348 3991 39 309 8879 3544
1957 786 480 306 38.93 18 288 9412 36.64
1958 1,164 563 601 51.63 22 579 9634 49.74
1959 1,254 692 562 44.82 90 472 8398 37.64
1960 1,162 659 503 4329 113 390 77.53 33.56
1961 925 479 446 4822 75 371 8318 40.11
1962 951 570 381 40.06 33 348 9134 3659
1963 1,060 565 495 46.70 83 412 8323 38.87
TR 183,930 8371 5559 3991 798 4761 8564 34.18
AVERAGE
16

Representatives of the new whitewing genera-

Their nests are poorly constructed
of twigs and require an interwoven
substrate for support. The nests are
very similar to those of the mourn-
ing dove, and it is not uncommon
for whitewings to expropriate the
nests of their smaller cousins or vice
versa. In native brush, ebony (Pith-
ecellobium flexicaule), anaqua (Ehre-
tia anacua), huisache (Acacia farne-
siana), brasil (Condalia obovata),
granjeno (Celtis pallida) and prickly
ash (Zanthoxylum fagara) are species
heavily used as nesting cover. In
citrus there appears to be no prefer-
ence of either orange or grapefruit
trees, but there is a decided prefer-
ence for the older, densely foliated
groves.

The average height of nests in na-
tive brush, as determined on the
nest check transects in 1961 and
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1962, was slightly more than 11 feet
above ground. The dove rarely nests
fewer than five feet above the
ground. In both brush and citrus it
is not uncommon to find four to six
nests in a single tree. Citrus trees
are not used to any appreciable ex-
tent as nesting cover until they reach
a height of approximately 12 feet.

PRODUCTION

Whitewings lay two eggs per
clutch, incubate about 14 days, and
the young fledge 14 days after
hatching. Nesting activity begins in
early May, reaches a peak between
June 15 and July 15, and then de-

clines gradually to the end of the
nesting season in late August. The
three-and-a-half month nesting sea-
son allows the birds ample time to
rear more than one brood; however,
it is uncommon for a pair to raise
more than two offspring each year.
Fall age ratios obtained from
hunters’ bags give indirect evidence
that the adults merely reproduce
themselves annually. An individual
nest seldom produces two broods of
young, although it may contain two
or three sets of eggs during the sea-
son.
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Production studies for the period
1951-63 reveal that an average of
only 34.18 per cent of all whitewing
eggs laid on the nest study transects
have fledged young (Table 1). This
means that whitewings normally
must lay approximately three eggs
in order to successfully rear one
voung bird. Once hatched, approxi-
mately 85 per cent of the young
reach fledging age of 14 days.

PREDATION

The primary reason for the low
degree of whitewing nesting success
is excessive predation. Principal
predators are great-tailed grackles
(Cassidix mexicanus) and to a lesser
extent, green jays (Cyanocorax
yncas). The indictment against the
grackle is not arrived at casually,
but is based on close observation
and intensive study. Department
personnel have, on numerous occa-

This baby food is homemade and effective. It
is regurgitated by mother to feed the chicks.

sions, seen grackles force an incubat-
ing adult from the nest and then eat
the eggs or young. The greatest loss
to predators occurs while the eggs

lie unhatched in the nest, but
grackles will also eat young white-
wings old enough to fly short dis-
tances. Opossum, arboreal snakes,
rats and housecats also take their
toll of whitewing eggs and young,
but are not normally a serious threat.
Grackles, on the other hand, destroy
approximately one-half of all the
eggs laid by whitewings.

The predator-prey relationship is

intensified because grackles and
whitewings have identical nesting
habitat in both native brush and
citrus. It is quite common to find
both grackles and whitewings nest-
ing in the same tree. The destruction
of most of the prime native brush
nesting cover, to make way for the
intensive agricultural development
of the Rio Grande Valley, has
crowded both predator and prey into
a fraction of their former habitat to
the point that grackle predation of
whitewings has reached critical pro-
portions.

Methods of controlling grackles
and thus reducing the degree of
predation on whitewings have been
given considerable attention by biol-

® Continued on page 25

Villain of the piece, this satisfied grackle
has just robbed a whitewing nest of its eggs.




(13 O YOU KNOW there are still

some mountain lions in these
hills, Kenneth? Mr. Walsh saw one
not a month ago just down the lake
by Dry Creek.”

“Yeah, but they won’t come near
people or a fire.”

“What'd you do if one came here
right now?”

“I'd take the axe and hit him right
between the eyes. Then I'd skin him
out and have me a good lion skin
rug. What'd you do?”

“T'd hit "im with the blunt end of

the axe sos I could have him
mounted. Man, wouldnt that be
something?”

“Yeah, we — what — what was

that? — Hear it?”
“Yeah, I heard it. What was it?

while you get the trotlines and axe.
Meet you back here in 15 minutes.
There’s a couple of blankets in Two
W’s cruiser we can borrow and some
matches in the galley.”

Well within our allotted time we
had cleared things at home, put our
meager stores in my 12-foot rowboat
and were pulling hard on the oars.
Ahead lay three hours of good exer-
cise, and with any luck at all we
could set up camp while there was
still  some  daylight.  Darkness
wouldn’t make any difference in get-
ting the bait as we could wade the
mud flats feeling with our toes just
as well in the dark as in the light.
Clams on the line were always good
for catfish, and catfish were always
good for supper. The flour would

est, we had our blankets. The smoke
would discourage most of the man-
eating mosquitoes. Beside our blan-
kets we had placed an enormous
pile of driftwood for the full night’s
supply. Driftwood doesn’t burn long
or make coals worth a whoop, but it
was convenient, which was much
more important. Both of us had been
born lazy and had suffered a couple
of relapses since, so it wasn't the
best which mattered; it was the
easiest, Life was just one big picnic;
to enjoy it, we asked for little, re-
ceived little, and were extremely
happy in our ignorance.

Camp being taken care of, we
turned our attention to bait. We
stripped off, waded into the shal-
lows, and felt for clams with our

Panther Panic

by RICHARD STURDIVANT

Be quiet, maybe we can hear it
again. Maybe it wasa -a-"

“Get the axe.”

At 13, Kenneth and I both consid-
ered ourselves experienced out-
doorsmen. We had spent consider-
able time on the river, so this was
nothing new to either of us. It was
just one of those trips that shouldn’t
have been, but it was. It all started
innocently enough when I remarked,
“Let’s go camping.”

“When?”

“Now.”

“O. K., the frying pan is in the
boat. Tll get the grease and flour
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make a heavy batter to bake on a
stick, and the lake was full of drink-
ing water. Firewood was readily
available along the shore, and the
sand made a smooth bed for our
blankets. What more could a couple
of boys ask?

It was a good camp, not very elab-
orate, but comfortable and simple.
The boat was turned upside down
several feet from the water, close to
where we built the fire. We had a
roaring fire to dry off by after hunt-
ing clams and swimming awhile in
the moonlight, and on the downwind
side where the smoke was the thick-

toes. They weren’t hard to find. In a
short time we had our quota, retired
to the fire, broke them open between
rocks, and extracted the innards.
With the boat back in the water, we
put out the line and baited it lib-
erally. Supper wasn’t long in coming,
a beautiful three-pound cat. Really
it was about two, but we always
added 50 per cent to all our meas-
urements. While I fried the fish,
Kenneth made twist with the flour
and lakewater. Life was never ap-
preciated so much as here, a full
belly and nothing to do but sit
around the fire swapping lies. Stories
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kept getting bigger and better, each
of us determined not to be outdone
by the other.

Naturally, we were trying not only
to out-tell the other, but to make
him back down. Here ghost stories
came into the picture, followed by
tales of haunted houses and corpses,
followed by tales of bloodthirsty
wild animals. This led to the old
classic about people being called out
of their houses by mountain lions,
only to be eaten by them. I know a
man who swore this to be a fact, and
I believed him. Kenneth said he
didn’t, but while he was denying it,
he was throwing more wood on the
fire. It was the last of the original
“all night” stack, which meant we
had to go in the dark to gather more.
Neither of us said a word about be-

ing afraid, but I noticed the second
batch was gathered a lot faster than
the first one. Also we stayed pretty
close together while gathering it
whereas before we had gone sep-
arately. The second pile wasn’t so
big as the first one, but the fire was
a lot bigger and brighter, consuming
firewood faster than taxes do your
paycheck. Just as the fire was at its
glory we heard the first noises.
“You get the axe, youre closer.”
“What’s the matter, you scared?”
“’Course not, are you?”
“Shoot no, — was that it
“Shut up and listen.”

again?”
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It seemed like hours that we sat
there straining for the slightest noise
and hearing only our own heavy
breathing. My heart was thumping
so loudly that T was sure Kenneth
would hear it and razz me for be-
ing scared. I'm still not sure whether
I was more afraid of the unknown
noise I knew to be a mountain lion
coming to eat us, or of being made
fun of by Kenneth. Just sitting there
was maddening. I knew soon I
would have to do something. Here
luck was with me; I spotted a large
stick within reaching distance to
throw on the fire. Kenneth came un-
wound like a striking rattlesnake,
throwing a whole armload of sticks
and cow chips on the fire.

“Build it up big so we can see
more.”

“Maybe we can see what made
the noise.”

“Throw it all on.”

But the bigger and brighter the
fire grew, the blacker the outside
grew. Whenever we looked away
from the fire, all we could see were
big purple blotches floating in a sea
of black. The harder we strained,
the less we saw.

“That’s all the wood, go get some
more.”

“You crazy? Get it yourself.”

“T'll go with you, you lead off.”

As the fire grew lower and lower
we looked at each other, not daring

to make another sound. Twice more
in the last little while we had heard
the footsteps. Just a few at a time
and then silence. The ring of light
kept getting smaller and smaller and
we kept getting closer and closer un-
til we were practically sitting in the
fire. Then as if by command we
streaked for the boat, flopped it over,
and shoved it into the lake. Using
our hands for paddles we headed for
the safety of open water. We had
brought nothing with us—no paddles,
no blankets, no nothing. There were
just two very small, very frightened,
boys in a very empty rowboat. We
did find an anchor and some line
under the seat so we could anchor
till daylight. For this we were thank-
ful.

It was one of the coldest and most

miserable nights I have ever had
the privilege of spending. The floor-
boards were made of one-inch square
strips that left our backs corrugated.
The dew soaked us wetter than a
baby’s diaper, and we were stiffer
than leather boots dried too near the
fire. It was awful, but still it was
better than ending life as an appe-
tizer for a lion.

Never did anything look so good
to us as daylight did the following
morning. And over where the camp
had been stood a very skinny, very

contented, sway-back brown cow.
L2
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The State does its part by providing the quail for the Lindenau 4-H
Club project. Bill Drehr, local game warden, is shown releasing them.

ILDLIFE conservation has

paid handsome dividends in

fun and finances for a 19 year-old
DeWitt County 4-H Club member.

Tommy Natho, son of Mr. and
Mrs. Edgar Natho of Route 1, Cuero,
has been awarded a Folger’s Wild-
life Conservation scholarship as the
state winner in the 4-H Club Wild-
life Conservation awards program.

The $1200 scholarship will be
used by Tommy at Texas A&M Uni-
versity where he plans to enroll and
major in Wildlife Management.

He first became interested in wild-
life work through the 4-H Club pro-
gram when wildlife conservation
was set up as a project. But he has
been interested in wildlife, creatures
and how they tick, for a longer time.

As most young boys, he and his
younger brother did a lot of fishing
together. Any tank, creek or spot on
the Guadalupe River, where they
had permission, was fished when
time permitted.

Both boys got to wondering about
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different fish and the food they ate.
Because of this interest, they exam-
ined the stomach of each fish they
caught. They found a dragon fly in
one fish. This gave Tommy the idea
to make an artificial dragon fly bait.
Lady Luck was smiling on him—on
his first try he caught a nice bass
with it. This was probably the spark
that really set him on fire 1o learn
all he could. He studied fish and
food supplies in the family’s farm
pond as well as one belonging to
their neighbor.

One thing led to another. When
the fall came, an ailment so common
to many of us, “buck fever,” hit him.

-He studied deer, their feeding habits

and habitat. His dad says he isn't
sure whether Tommy studied deer
just to learn about them, or to get
a nice eight-point buck he had seen
before the season opened. Anyway,
he got that buck and if you don’t
think deer meat is good eating, you
haven’t eaten any of Natho’s smoked
deer sausage.

A Spmda

Titorest

by GILBERT T. HEIDEMAN

Soon Tommy was studying all
types of wildlife, including birds,
snakes and animals.

This started him thinking about
the value of wildlife to the general
public and the need for wildlife con-'
servation. As he saw it, more boys
should be interested. He discussed
the situation with his dad and his
younger brother Jimmy, who is also
working in wildlife conservation.
They contacted the county agricul-
tural agent, and they decided to or-
ganize a wildlife conservation sub-
ject matter group. This group in-
cluded the boys in his 4-H Club that
they could interest. Members of the
group are Weldon, Michael and Ar-
len Buchhorn, W. A. Afflerbach, Jr.,
Jerry Tietz and Melvin and Richard
Boethel. Tommy’s dad serves the
group as adult leader. Between the
three Nathos they are serving the
group very ably. They have planned,
organized and held meetings, study
sessions and field trips with little
assistance from others.

In the fall of 1962, Bill Drehr, the
local game warden, and Joe David-
son, who is a biologist for the Parks
and Wildlife Department’s State
Quail Farm at Tyler, through the
County Agent, met with representa-
tives of all 4-H Clubs in DeWitt
County. At this time a quail restora-
tion project was discussed.
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At the meeting the group learned
that to be eligible they needed a
three-year agreement on at least 160
acres of land, on which the land-
owner would let them work. Shel-
ters, improved cover and an ade-
quate food supply for quail would
have to be provided. When these
requirements were met, the local
game warden would order quail to
stock the area. Under the project,
quail are furnished at no charge to
FFA and 4-H Club groups.

Tommy, Jimmy and their dad
were sitting on the front row at this
meeting. They immediately saw the
value of this project in that this was
something a group could do to con-
serve wildlife, and they got their
group interested right away.

The Natho farm was chosen for
the project site. Drehr visited with
the boys, surveyed the area and rec-
ommended  improvements  that
would benefit quail. The boys, as a
group, worked after school and on
Saturdays getting the area ready.
Drehr inspected the area and found

it satisfactory. He then ordered
quail.

In the summer of 1963, 45 eight-
week-old quail were delivered and
turned out. On the release day the
boys learned an important lesson.
When quail were taken to one of
the shelters that had been built,
there was a surprised group of boys.
They found native quail had taken
it over. This taught them that if food
and cover is available in good quail
country like DeWitt County, birds
will be present. Until the native
birds were seen in the shelter, the
boys had thought there were not any
native birds around.

The birds released last year have
split up into pairs which may be
found all over the Natho farm. Some
have drifted to neighboring farms
where food and cover is present.

This stocking program has led to
more interest in wildlife conserva-
tion by both adults and 4-H Club
members. This year the Lindenau
4-H Club’s wildlife subject matter
group, which has more members

4 HCLuB
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now than last year, has undertaken
another restoration program on al-
most 300 acres of land in another
part of the community. This tract in-
cludes a combination of the Weldon
Buchhorn and Bill Kuester farms.
Following the same procedure as for
the Natho farm, the boys got the
area ready and quail have been re-
leased. As a result of the success of
the Lindenau group, a wildlife sub-
ject matter group has been organ-
ized in the Arneckeville 4-H Club.
That group has a project of almost
600 acres on which quail were re-
leased the last week in May.
These examples point out that
wildlife pays handsome dividends
not only in fun but finances as well.
Leasing land for dove, quail and
deer hunting rights has more than
doubled in DeWitt County during
the last three years. Farmers,
ranchers and businessmen of the
county have all realized an increase
in wildlife dollars. This will increase
as more Nathos learn and carry out
wildlife conservation measures.

This contingent of conservationists is shown with quail to be released on the Natho farm. They are, left to right, Mike
Buchhorn, Curtis Afflerbach, Arlen Buchhorn, Jerry Hoffman, Tommy Natho, W. A. Afflerbach, Jr., Jimmy Natho, Jerry Tietz
and Weldon Buchhorn, Jr. All but Curtis Afflerbach, Arlen Buchhorn and Jerry Hoffman belong to the Lindenau 4-H Club.

JULY, 1964
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by CURTIS CARPENTER

ACH YEAR numerous Texas

lakes become headlines as con-
tagious “bass tournament fever”
strikes anglers all across the land.
About the middle of spring the fever
is so severe that many fishermen are
“boat-ridden,” forced to remain on
the lakes until the tournament tem-
perature subsides.

The primary symptom of tourna-
ment fever is a strong desire to com-
pete with other top fishermen. An
infected angler usually gets the fum-
bles and finds himself constantly fin-
gering his fishing gear as the lure of
the lake comes over him. Once boat-
bound he finds himself suffering the
excitement of working a lure across
the bottom or across the surface, and
the challenge of stopping the charge
of a big one heading for a sub-
merged tree.

Three events have been selected
this year as representative samples
of Texas bass tournaments: South-
east Texas Bass Tournament held on
Dam B Lake between Jasper and
Woodpville; Panhandle Bass Fishing
Tournament on Baylor and Childress
lakes, and State Bass Tournament
on Lake o the Pines near Marshall.

The elements turned against fish-
ermen at all three tournaments this
year. Everything from tornados to
dust storms stirred up the waters
and caused unexpected problems for
all contestants.

DAM B

At Dam B, wind, rain and high
water created some real trouble for
fishermen the first three days of the
Southeast Texas event. The shallow
lake ‘midst the tall woods wouldn’t
give up its fish while the conditions
remained wild. But on the final day
of the tournament, Sunday, March
15, the clouds vanished, revealing
the sun and its blue background. The
contestants took advantage of the
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bluebird weather to land some nice
bass. Ed Holder, outdoor editor of
the Port Arthur News, concluded
that, “even with that last-day spurt
of action, catches were still far be-
low those checked in during last
year’s contest. Most fishermen agreed
that they've rarely seen bass fishing
as poor as it was during the tourna-
ment.”

Regardless of the weather, a rec-
ord number of anglers registered in
the competition, with 190 for the
four-day tournament. Of this num-
ber, 82 qualified for the finals the
last day. A six-pound, one-ounce
black weighed in by Jason Riley of
Beaumont, was a new record for the
SE Texas event.

Dam B produced a new champ
this year. David Holt, Lufkin,
weighed in five bass Sunday evening
for a total of 12 pounds and eight
ounces, and was awarded the largest
trophy.

Holt and his partner Lenwood
Short, also of Lufkin, strung enough
fish to win the team championship
and take home another trophy. Holt’s
four-pound, nine-ounce bass was the
second largest of the tournament.

Here’s the way the scores lined
up on Dam B, one of the finest fish-
ing lakes in the State:

BIG BASS
1. Riley, 6-1
2. Holt, 4-9
3. Sam Maida, Beaumont, 4-3
INDIVIDUAL

1. Holt, 5 bass weighing 12-8

2. Pee Wee Martin, Port Arthur, 4 bass weigh-
ing 10-3
3. Riley, 2 bass weighing 7-4
TEAM
. Short and Holt, 11 bass weighing 16-14
. Riley and Bill Wichita, Austin, 6
weighing 14-5
3. Martin and Curtis Stewart,
bass weighing 11-18

COUPLE
1. Mr. and Mrs. Lynn Smith, Port Arthur, 2
bass weighing 4-0
2. Mr. and Mrs. Aubrey Sudduth, Port Arthur,
1 bass weighing 1-7

LAKE O’ THE PINES

One of the most beautiful settings
ever visited by the State Bass Tour-
nament is Lake o’ the Pines near
Marshall and Longview. And, this
lake produced more bass than any
lake ever fished in the tourney’s
nine-year history. More than a ton
of black bass, 2,796 pounds to be
exact, were pulled from the scenic
and productive waters. Five hun-
dred and ninety-five fishermen par-
ticipated in the tourney, 130 more
persons than have fished in any of
the previous years’ events.

Jerry Nichols of Waco won the
individual string competition, with
a string of 27 pounds, one and one-
fourth ounces in two days of fishing.

Fred Goodson of Longview and
Lenwood Short of Lufkin won the
team championship with a string of

® Continued on page 29
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bass

Beaumont, 5
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Photo by Curtis Carpenter
This bunch of bass indicate it's been a good day for some fisherman.

mrEr % 7l 4
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Photo by Curtis Carpenter
Part of the record catch of the State Bass Tournament, Lake o’ the Pines
is displayed by Leon Vick and Tommy George, second-ranked team;
with 81 Ibs., 15 ozs.; Lenwood Short end Fred Goodson, top team, with
83-8; and Gregg Keller and Eulon Keel, third-place team, with 72-6.

Jim Thomas of the Amarillo Globe-News awards the first-place trophy of the first Panhandle
Bass Fishing Tournament, held on Baylor and Childress lakes, to “Sundown’ Smith of Wellington.

SERE T

Photo by Curtis Carpenter

To a bass fisherman, a stringerful like this

can mean a tourney title or at least a good

showing, but to a little girl it's just an-

other wonder of the world to be investigated.
: T

by _

Photo by Jim Thomas

A hand catch disqualified this six-pounder
hauled in by J. C. Sheffield, Amarillo, during -
the first Panhandle Bass Fishing Tournament.  Photo by Jim Thomas
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Here’s yet another one for Mrs. T. W. Free of Abilene. This kind of scene is typical at the
Falcon Lake boat docks, where the fishin’ is easy and relaxation is the order of the day.

ATFISHING from the docks®

and banks of Falcon Lake is
nothing new. Fact is, it’s old hat and
there always are fishermen at the
docks every day and night.

Scraps from fish cleaning tables
chum the catfish to the docks and
fishermen bring their own chum—or
bait, as it usually is called on fresh-
water fronts.

Lynn Stokes of Paradise Point said
fishermen bring sacks of grain, wet
it and let it sour. Then they dump it
in the water or lower it in bags that
soon disintegrate. Others use cotton-
seed cake and range cubes and even
sour corn.

The combination of all this chum-

ming means there usually are some
catfish around the docks. Fishermen
just have to bring an easy chair, or
park on the dock, and sit back and
wait for a bite.
- Fortunately for fishermen, the fish
don’t seem to mind if the weather
is hot or cold, if it’s night or day, or
if the wind is like a gale or non-
existent.

The fish usually aren’t particular
about the bait, either. It’s fishing at
its simplest. Stokes said most of his
fishermen use worms, Catfish Charlie
blood bait (a prepared mixture) and
minnows.

The fishing rig can be simple, toc.

Any sort of light fishing reel is fine
and bass gear is perfect. A cane pole
and line works fine. Terminal tackle
consists of a sinker and one or more
small hooks—either single hooks or
trebles. For blood bait, the trebles
work better.

What can they expect to catch?
Usually they sack small channel cats
and occasional blues and yellows.
Sometimes they get a lunker cat.

And they get crappie, particularly
it they use live minnows or small
white or yellow jigs. Bass, bream
and Rio Grande perch also show up
on stringers. A few gaspergou are
caught, too.

“They can nearly always get a
mess of catfish,” Stokes said. Then he
qualified his statement: “At least the
good catfishermen can.”

“It gets sort of frustrating for
some of the others sometimes,” he
continued. “They go out there right
beside the ones who know how and
they never get a thing. The ones
who know what theyre doing keep
on catching them.

Mr. and Mrs. M. B. Helwig of
San Angelo fall into the latter cate-
gory. They seem to go on and on
“catching them.”

So what’s their secret? None, ac-
cording to Mrs. Helwig.

She said they use worms and Cat-

#Not located in the State Park, where construction has brought out rattlesnakes.
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CHANNELS

IN THE

LAKE

by ROY SWANN
Corpus Christi Caller-Times

fish Charlie for bait and their rigs
are light ones with the sinkers on
the line above small hooks.

With that fishing gear, they usu-
ally have a bucket of range cubes.
They throw handfuls of cubes into
their fishing area to help attract and
hold the fish.

Falcon Lake’s pole and line fisher-
men who like to stay on the docks
® Continued on page 27

A strike brings Willard Free to his feet—a
small channel catfish. There’s always a mess
of ‘em to be caught for the docks fishermen.
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Panhandle Benefifs

by JAY VESSELS

IKE a guiding star, the block of

28 Panhandle counties, among
the first to come under regulatory
authority of the old Game and Fish
Commission, stood out on the map
of Texas more than a decade ago.

Therefore it is only natural that
the sprawling area would be among
the first to benefit from modern game
management techniques.

Highlights of the broad restoration
program which typify present state-
wide projects under the new Parks
and Wildlife Department include:

Development of antelope herds
permitting an annual fall open sea-
son, with 438 bucks and does taken
last year.

Successful introduction of aoudad
sheep in the Palo Duro Canyon area
several years ago, with the first har-
vest authorized last fall.

Cooperation of the Parks and
Wildlife Department with other
agencies in creating and expanding
habitat for scaled quail on a 77,000-
acre tract.

Establishment of the Upper Texas
Panhandle Game Management Sur-
vey to determine game seasons, bag
limits, means and methods of har-
vesting and studying abortive dis-
eases in deer and antelope.

Development of the Gene Howe
Wildlife Management Area of 6,000
acres near Canadian for research for
assorted studies concerning large and
small game; for example, to appraise
the effect of grazing pressure on
quail.

Recent purchase of the 28,000-
acre Matador Wildlife Management
Area near Paducah.

Booking Orders Now

Mature Quail ______90c
6-8 Weeks Old . 50c

MINIMUM ORDERS—50
OVEN DRESSED
QUAIL

$16.00 Per Doz.
Plus Shipping Charges

BOBWHITE
QUAIL

Minimum Order—
Two Dozen

Send Check or
Money Order to:

J. C. COX
1412 Norman St., Ft. Worth 6, Texas

Orders Taken by Telephone After 6 P. M.
Telephone: MArket 6-7843

Gradual improvement of Buffalo

Lake near Canyon, as a major fish-

ing project.

Renovation of Rita Blanca Lake
near Dalhart, with emphasis on
using flathead catfish to control un-
desirable species.

Reducing an over-supply of crap-
pie in Lake McClellan near Mec-
Lean in a successful effort to avoid
a stunting trend.

Making pre-impoundment studies
preliminary to stocking new Sanford
Reservoir.

Pursuing restocking techniques at
Buftalo Springs Lake near Lubbock.

Maintaining  Panhandle fishery
headquarters facilities at Slaton with
a fishery laboratory at Canyon.

Thus the entire state benefits from
the pioneering done by the Parks
and Wildlife Department in the

Panhandle. While ecological condi-
tions vary, some procedures success-
tully developed in the northland may
be adapted to other areas.

Another major factor in the area’s
outdoor recreational life is Palo Duro
Canyon State Park near Canyon.
This is one of Texas largest and
most popular state parks.

But all this could be the mere
beginning. New projects now on the
drawing boards are in keeping with
the present prosperous condition of
the Golden Spread, cited as one of
the state’s fastest growing areas.

Meanwhile, scientists probe the
fields and the waters, eternally vigi-
lant to apply their technical training
in keeping with the enormous de-
mand for having things just like they
were “in the good old days,” and
better. ki

Grackles aid in the control of insects.
The Whitewings At Home

ogists in recent years. The task con-
fronting the biologists is not just re-
moval of large numbers of grackles,
but is rather the control of the
grackle population within reasonable
limits. Bear in mind that, their num-
bers permitting, whitewings are an-
nually cropped during the Septem-
ber hunting season. Although the
grackle is protected under the same
law that protects whitewings and
other migratory birds, there is no
open season on this predator as
there is on its prey. A further com-
plication of the problem is the fact
that grackles are insectivorous birds
and thus aid in the control of pest
insects. While grackles have an ap-
petite for noxious insects they also

From Page 17

have a liking for the farmers’ crops.
Crop depredation by grackles ranges
from grain to citrus fruit to toma-
toes. The biologist must be extreme-
ly careful lest he upset Mother Na-
ture’s carefully balanced scheme of
natural controls and balances.

So it is, that whitewings annually
encounter many obstacles to propa-
gation, such as habitat destruction,
drought and predation. It seems only
fitting, therefore, that they receive
a little assistance from one of the
chief predators—man, Fe

Towboat Turtle Soup, Ummm!
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By L. A. WILKE

SHOOTING program, which

had its Texas origin near Lub-
bock only a few months ago, now is
spreading across the nation. This
program is provided through a se-
ries of Winchester-franchised gun
clubs, such as the one at Hurlwood,
Texas, just out of Lubbock.

With its opening last October, the
Quail Ridge Gun Club has shown a
fantastic growth in its interest. It
was the third such franchised club,
the first two being in New Jersey.

Now a nation-wide network of
these clubs has been undertaken by
the Winchester-Western division of
the Olin Mathieson Chemical Cor-
poration. During the remainder of
this year approximately 45 new
clubs will be opened. By 1970 a total
of 400 is seen.

This is a part of the national out-
doors recreational program to in-

HUNTING & FISHING KNIFE

Made in Germany. Finest steel and workman-
ship. 5" blade, leather sheath. The knife that
STAYS sharp. Fully guaranteed. Special at

$3.95
T. J. KIRKPATRICK
Box 590 Pleasanton, Texas 78064

DEER HUNTERS

The first experience of the C. T. White
Ranch of McCulloch Co. with commer-
cial hunting was so satisfactory both in
hunter success and personal relation-
ships additional pastures are now
offered. Only on an exclusive pasture
basis reservations at $100 per gun for
the entire season are being accepted
on pastures accommodating as few as
four hunters and as many as ten. No
meals, lodging or camping facilities
provided but campsites are numerous.
Contemplate Commission setting same
limit in 1964 as in 1963 which was
three deer with at least one being antler-
less. Prefer hunters inspect before
making reservations.

Call FRED WULFF at
LY 7-2330 or write P. O. Box 1270
Brady, Texas
for information and appointments.

crease participating sports for the
benefit of those with increasing lei-
sure hours and a desire for the out-
of-doors.

Generally these are joint-venture
clubs, with local interests participat-
ing under the corporate leadership.
Basically, they will be located
around  metropolitan  population
areas. At the present time they will
provide only skeet and trap shoot-
ing, and at nominal rates. There also
will be instructions available in both.

The sports are governed by na-
tional organizations already in the
field of shooting. Local, state and
national tournaments are held. Some
of these are “mail-matches,” where-
by shooters across the nation may
challenge one another.

The clubs offer day and night
shooting, with two fields each of
trap and skeet plus a practice field.
These clubs will not replace any
existing clubs. Texas has many clubs
scattered over the state, with par-
ticularly good clubs in the four ma-
jor cities.

At the present time there is no in-
dication that put-and-take live bird
shooting will be held in connection
with these clubs. However, shooting
skeet and trap will no dcubt in-
crease general shooting interest to
a beneficial point with the existing
and future shooting resorts. Texas

Hunt EVERY Day

GUIDES, TRANSPORTATION FURNISHED!
MEALS, ACCOMMODATIONS AVAILABLE!

® CORSICAN WILD RAMS

® INDIAN AXIS DEER

® JAPANESE SIKA DEER

© INDIAN BLACKBUCK ANTELOPE

Write or Call Us Today!

Y. 0. RANCH

Mt. Home, Texas OL 4-2076

... and Shooting

This Month: Skeet & Trap

now has several of these resorts
which take quite a bit of hunting
pressure from wild birds.

The increase in shooting interest
also will spread to landowners who
will open their places at reasonable
per diem fees for those who want
to go afield in natural areas.

Shooters long have recognized the
merits of skeet and trap shooting in
gun handling. At the first approach,
the shooter becomes conscious of
safety requirements. Shooting acci-
dents on the range are practically
unknown because of the range re-
quirements.

The shooting itself is conducive to
greater accuracy. A man who can
shoot 25x25 on the skeet range will
save a lot of ammunition on doves
and quail.

Although trap and skeet have
been shot in Texas for many years,
there wasn’t the general enthusiasm
found in areas with less game. Most
men with shotguns took what little
time they had to spare and went out
to a friend’s farm. However, with
more intensive agricultural land use,
greater population and economic
factors, the need of organized shoot-
ing has become more acute.

As a result, a number of Texas
gun clubs now have night shooting.
They are well-patronized by those
who seek an outlet in participating
sports.

If you've never shot skeet or trap,
drive out to a range some evening
or night and just watch the enthu-
siasm of the shooters, in an hour
of good clean fun. And this gun
club idea will spread. .

Small Trout In Garlic Oil, Ummm!

THE HUNGRY SPORTSMAN'S

FISH & GAME COOKBOOK
More Than 400 Recipes $1.00 Postpaid
Fish, Big Game, Small Game, Wildfowl,
Turtles, Frogs, Mushrooms, Etc.

EDDIE MEIER
Box 3030—Scottsdale, Ariz.
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He preferred human companionship to the wild marshes.
Gabbie, The Great Blue Heron From Page 13
amount of food passes thtough the bird’s gullet. The
result is that whenever food is plentiful a heron may
store enough in its craw to supply its need for a long
time, digesting it as needed. It was not unusual, then,
with everyone tempting him with food, for him to get
so much in his craw that it made him a little out of bal-
ance on his pins. Mother Nature had, however, so con-
stituted him that there was never any danger of his over-
eating. Also she had given him a fine sense of discretion
in selecting his food, which made him turn instinctive-
ly from any that might be unsuited to his digestive ap-
paratus.

Thus Gabbie became the delight and the talk of
Galveston at Woolam’s Lake. He became an even
greater attraction than the delicious roasted oysters and
many went there with their children for no other pur-
pose than to visit him.

Such was the state of affairs on the night of Septem-
ber 8, 1900, when one of America’s greatest single dis-
asters occurred. A tropical hurricane, with winds of a
velocity that destroyed the delicate recording instru-
ments, swept tidal waves across Galveston Island with
a force and fury that, in a few brief hours, left the city
a shambles and took a toll of more than five thousand
human lives.

Gabbie, the Great Blue Heron, that had brought so
much pleasant diversion into so many lives, was a victim

of the storm. Had he been able to save himself, it is
reasonable to assume that he would have returned to
the human friends he had loved so dearly and whose
companionship he preferred to the freedom of the wild
marshes, to which he could have returned at any time
had he so desired. B

Murphrees Move in New Home

T
i

The family of slain Game Warden J. D. Murphree of Center finally has
a home of its own, thanks to generous Texans. Here the mother, Mrs.
Elora Murphree, is shown with the children in front of the new three-
bedroom house built on a three-acre site donated by her father, W. S.
Oswalt. He and the late warden’s brother, C. G. Murphree of Austin,
handled construction chores. With Mrs. Murphree are Joel, 12; Eddie,
5; and Linda Kay, 11. Murphree was slain while on duty last December.

Fish under a water turkey roost.
Channels in the Lake From Page 24
find at least a half-dozen good areas.

Paradise Point, Redwood Lodge,
Ballard’s, and most other motels
have docks for fishermen and their
boats. The docks provide a service

. and good fishing.

There also are spots—like the Big
Tree in front of Paradise Point—
where fishermen keep throwing out
chum and holding the fish.

If you want to set up your own
secluded spot, take Bud Jecker’s ad-
vice: Locate a turkey roost (water
turkey, or cormorant) and fish right
there. The water turkeys do the
chumming for you by their discharge
of excrement.

If you like dock fishing, though,
stick with the motels. They've got
the docks and all other facilities.
And they've got the fish,

That is, if you like your fishing the
easy way. . . L

CAST NETS

1009 Nylon, Small Mesh, Six-Foot Spread.
Complete with Draw Strings and Hand Line.
Tax and Postage Prepaid. Satisfaction or
Money Back Guarantee. $20.00 Value For
Only $16.00.

LONG SHANK SALES
Box 218
SEADRIFT, TEXAS

PATENT PENDING

LEHMAN EQUIPMENT COMPANY

RT. 3, BOX 53

TIMELY
FEEDER

Lehman Automatic
Game Feeder

Saves Time and Cuts Labor and
Feed Costs.

Will feed from 6 oz. up at any
selected time—unattended.

Throws feed in circle for 50-100
feet in diameter, depending on
height feeder is installed.

Hang from Tree or set on leg
extensions.

Operates on 6-volt Dry Cell Battery
from 3-6 months.

Sturdy Galvanized Construction.

Hopper Capacity—Approx. 250 Ibs.
(to 900 Ib. capacity available)

\ '

WRITE FOR FREE BROCHURE

MANUFACTURED BY

CORPUS CHRISTI, TEXAS
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NETS AND TROT LINES

Fast service, low prices on top quality commercial
fishing equipment. Expertly tied trammel, gill, flag
land hoop nets, seines. Featuring MOODUS,
STARR, and ACE nylon netting and BROWNELL
twmes—Typc A, A Green, C, C-1, E, H, and
Nytate. Headquarters for EAGLE CLAW 254CA
and 90CA trot hne hooks, and swivels. Send 10c for
catalog and sample of world’s best trot line hook.

IMEMPHIS NET & TWINE 2223 Chelsea Ave.

Memphis 8, Tenn.

gmne Bird 8qu

BOBWHITE QUAIL EGGS
12 Cents Each

CHINESE RING NECK PHEASANT EGGS
20 Cents Each

Minimum Order $5.00
Postage Prepaid
Please Mail Check With Order

Keechi

QUAIL & PHEASANT FARM
Telephone Number DA 2-4770
Route #2
BUFFALO, TEXAS
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CAR BUTlER

Holds, bottles, cups, glasses, maps,
cigarettes, and other items safely
for the sportsman while traveling.
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> Durable metal in attractive colors,
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tan, gold or red. : !
Send for Free s 98 S
- : plus 6¢
2-color 16 pg sales tax <

Hunters' Catalog
ent prepaid with check or M.0., sorry, no COD’s
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Kospnan
100 S. Flores San Antonio, Texas
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, 6¢ sales tax and 35c¢ mailing fee.
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What Others Are Doing

by JOAN
TENACIOUS TURTLE: An Ohio

man recently picked up a box
turtle and was amazed to discover
it was one he had found 49 years
previously, when he was a 14-
year-old boy. When he first
caught it, while walking in the
woods with his parents, he carved
on its back the name of the town,
the initials of the three members
of the family, and the year, 1914.
It was found the second time
within 150 feet of the spot where
it was originally picked up, and
had changed little in size.

NO ROTTEN EGGS FROM
THIS AUDIENCE: A problem
common to zoos throughout the
world is that people load the ani-
mals with popcorn, french fries,
and similar junk which does them
little good. To safeguard the ani-
mals’ health, officials of Vancou-
ver’s Stanley Park Zoo evolved a
plan that permits people to feed
them, but ensures that goodies are
the right kind and right quantity.
Being installed are vending ma-
chines which dispense the correct
food in the proper quantity for
each animal. When the animal has
consumed what officials consider
sufficient, the machine runs dry
until the next feeding period.

GIRLS WITH GUNS: Most
hunter safety training classes
easily recruit boys, but few girls
apply. Now something new in fire-
arms safety classes has started.
New Hampshire has a seven-week
course in the care and proper
handling of firearms, for girls
only, between 15 and 19 vears of
age, who have not yet had their
first hunting license. Successtul
completion of the course is quali-
fication for certificates required
by New Hampshire law before
juveniles younger than 19 years
of age can purchase their first
hunting license. Adult females
who have had a hunting license

PEARSALL

but who wish to learn more about
guns and firearms safety, are also
eligible to apply.

AND NO CLEANING CHORE:
West Virginia has opened its first
“Fish for Fun” stream, where all
catches are returned to the water.
The aim is to provide an oppor-
tunity for all fishermen to experi-
ence continuous high quality
fishing. Rules include the use of
barbless hooks, with artificial flies,
plugs or spinners permitted but
no natural bait, and the return of
all fish landed. Landing a fish
from such a stream is a stiff test
of fishing skill, since only the
barbless hooks may be used.
Many states, including New
Hampshire, Virginia and Pennsyl-
vania, have had “Fish for Fun”
streams for some time. It is a
rapidly growing idea in sport fish-
ing.

PUNCHY FISHING: In Oregon, |
all fishermen regardless of age
must have in their possession a |
salmon-steelhead punch card
when angling for these game fish,
with no exceptions. A charge is
made to adults for the salmon-
steelhead punch card, in addition
to the fishing license. Juveniles
under the age of 14 require no
general angling license, but need
the punch card just the same,
which in their case is free.

GROUNDED HOUNDS: The
season for field training of hunt-
ing dogs is closed from April 1
to July 31 in Pennsylvania. This
is designed to protect nesting
game birds and animals. The law
prohibits the owner of any dog
to permit it to chase or trail any
wild bird or animal during the
four-month closed season. The
only exceptions are made in cer-
tain counties where petitions have
been filed to permit fox hunting
with dogs.

TEXAS GAME AND FISH



More than a ton of bass were caught.

Competition From Page 22
83 pounds, eight and one-half
ounces.

Several records, besides that of
total poundage during the tourna-
ment, were shattered. For example,
each of the top 12 strings outweighed
the number one string of last year.

Winners in all divisions are as fol-
lows:

TEAM

. Fred Goodson, Longview, and Len Short,
Lufkin, 83-8%

. Leon Vick and Tommy George, Waco,

81-15%

. Gregg Keller and Eulon Keel, Gilmer, 72-6

. Charles Allen and Rebon Surrett, Linden,
71-1

. Hal Layne and H. C. Jackson, Longview,
52-4%

. John Gerath, Waco,
Mesquite, 47-11%

. J. E. Hahn and Coy Milan, Mt. Pleasant,
45-0

8. Jack Barlow and Don Wiley, Longview,

b -

D Ul ko

and Jack Spillman,

=1

9. John Childress and Maurice Manchen, Ore
City, 39-11

10. Sam Griffin and Ed Pinelo, Waco, 36-13%

11. Clarence Steward and Chick Brewington,
Fort Worth, 35-8%

12. J. D. Richardson and Dennis Brown, Jef-
terson, 33-101%%

INDIVIDUAL

. Jerry Nichols, Waco, 27-1%

. Buddy Cole, Denton, 22-11

. George Ryan, Victoria, 22-6

. Floyd Mabry, Temple, 22-2

. Curlo Morris, Wimberly, 21-5%

. Glenn Hayden, Austin, 20-8

7. Charles Rushing, Houston, 19-314
. David Frost, Avinger, 19-3

. Buddy Parker, Temple, 18-14

. Dub Waggoner, San Angelo, 18-1

[ 3018 NVl
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HUSBAND-WIFE

and Mrs.
27-31%

2. Mr. and Mrs. Bill Marshall, Dallas,
24-18%

3. Mr. and Mrs. Bill Couch, Belton, 24-13%

4. Mr. and Mrs. Aubrey Sudduth, Port Ar-
thur, 24-121%

3 (_l\’h'. and Mrs. R. C. McCroskey, Jasper,

-5

1. Mr. Clarence Lumpkin, Waco,

BIG BASS

. Gregg Keller, Gilmer, 5-15

Earl Handler, Lufkin, 5-14

Herbert Charles, Freer, 5-10

Lem Surghnor, Belton, 5-61%

Ted Byars, Fort Worth, 5-61%

Chick Brewington, Fort Worth, 5-5
Dr. Jack Weinbalt, Temple, 5-3

. Fred Goodson, Longview, 5-2%
Hatley Brumble, Longview, 4-13
Bob Muston, Longview, 4-121%

SEENBUREI

-

BEST LADIES’ STRING
Mrs. Doris Couch, Belton, 12-15

CRICKETS

150 Postpaid in

Usable” Bait Box $2.50

500—$9.00; 1000—$15.00

No COD’s—Please send check or MO to
PRICE’'S CRICKET RANCH

P.O. Box 1228 Tel. EX 2-3720
San Marcos, Texas 78666

DEALERS WANTED

BIG BASS
Mrs. Clarence Lumpkin, Waco, 3-121%

PANHANDLE

After two fishless days for every-
one in the Panhandle tourney, San-
down (“Sundown”) Smith of Wel-
lington won first place honors at the
end of the four-day competition. As
winner of the tournament, Smith
was proclaimed Champion Bass
Fisherman of the Texas Panhandle
and was entitled to be the Pan-
handle’s official representative in the
State Bass Tourney at Lake o the
Pines.

C. L. Boyle of Amarillo won sec-
ond place honors of the tourney.
Lee Givens of Amarillo and Hubert
Dishman of Childress were tied for
third place. Both men brought in
one and one-half pounds of bass
during the last qualifying day. Giv-
ens was named third-place winner
when the tie was decided on a flip
of a coin.

Hard luck prize went to Ben
Bragg of Estelline who qualified
with a half pound bass.

Second-place winner Boyle took
the honors for the largest black bass
taken during the Sunday finals.

One angler from Amarillo, J. C.
Sheffield, missed a chance to walk
away with the tourney honors be-

cause of his honesty. He caught a
six-pounder with his hands and
turned it in without claiming it as
an official catch. The fish had been
hooked by another angler and was
so weakened after its ordeal that
Sheffield could make the fluke catch.

FOR SALE
Foreign deer on the
Take It Easy Ranch
Kerrville, Texas
Telephone number CL 7-4408

We have Axis Deer, Sika Deer,
Barasingh Deer, Mouflon Sheep,
and Blackbuck Antelope.

WILD TURKEYS

Hens or Gobblers, $10.00 each

Hatching Eggs, $10.00 dozen
Poults—day-old to six weeks,
Eastern Variety

Write for Free Price List

Cozy Pine Hunting Preserve

RD #2 Salem, New Jersey

Graders
Grills
Agitators
Dip Nets

Hauling
Tanks

il

Factory: 6000 Bowman Springs Rd.
Factory Tel. No. GL 1-0112
B. W. Womack

Write for free catalogue

CRESCENT MFG. CO.
P. O. Box 3303 — Ft. Worth, Texas

Owner

S

Deer -Turkey - Quail

HUNTERS

If you didn’t get your limit
last season maybe it's
because you didn’t use a

FRENCH'S
FEED-A-LURE
FEEDER

Be a smart hunter. Don’t look for the game;
let the game look for you. Use corn, maize,
oats or a mixture of each. It's wind acti-
vated. 1 filling will last up to 5 weeks aver-
age. Holds approx. 32 Ibs. of grain. Perfect
for birds and all grain eating animals. Help
preserve your game. Feed the year ‘round.
Wt. approx. 8 Ibs. packed. Can go PP. $8.95
plus 29, Tax. F.O.B.

FRENCH’S MFGR.
817 W. Norwood

DEALERS WANTED

San Antonio, Texas 78212 T
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The bay’s churning waves and strong winds took their toll.

Muscle Marathon

From Page 9

Fred Hurd, who with Sam Hare fin-
ished second last year, and Archie
Clark, another veteran of the 1963
race—came in fourth at Seadrift, the
first stop of the race.

Saltwater Leg

By the time the gun sounded for
the beginning of the first leg of the
saltwater run, 28 boats had com-
pleted the river run and were wait-
ing for the grueling salty test. The
sea ran high Sunday, April 26, as
the boats left the shores near Sea-
drift, headed for Rockport. And the
sea took its toll before the sun set.
Only 15 boats reached the second
saltwater stop, on the beaches near
Rockport.

Maughmer, Jones, Hurd and Clark
took advantage of their 100 feet of
sail and a strong north wind to glide
across the bays and reach Rockport
first. But, they still were far behind
the veterans from Michigan, and the
Bludworths from Texas.

The first day of saltwater was a
long one for some teams as the bay’s
churning waves and strong winds
took their toll. LeRoy Widing and
Ed Adams, boat and all, were lifted
high on a steep wave and flipped
into a trough upside down. They
managed to get the canoe upright
and began paddling for shore.
About two hours later they pulled
up on the beach and emptied the
water from the submerged boat.
Sometime later, it happened again
and they paddled for another hour
before reaching land. Altogether
they struggled some 12 hours to
reach Rockport, all this time without
food or water. Nevertheless, they

DEER HORN MOUNTING

DO-IT-YOURSELF
OLD OR NEW
HORNS
IT'S FUN & EASY
DELUXE KIT $4.95
STANDARD KIT $2.75
FINISHED SHIELD PLAQUES $1.00 ea.

NO COD's PLEASE. SEND CHECK OR M.O. TO:

DEER HORN KITS

P. O. BOX 6802 . SAN ANTONIO, TEXAS
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arrived with smiles on their faces.

The Bludworths ripped their
makeshift spray cover and ended
up with a boat full of water. With
the sail trailing out behind the boat,
and with the determination of wild
animals they maintained their third-
place position.

High winds of the first day had
subsided as the boats zoomed out
for the second leg of the coastal run.
Those who were depending on the
same type of winds which plagued
contestants last year had to drag out
the oars and paddles. Fifteen boats
left Rockport; 14 made it to Ingle-
side. The two Michigan teams re-
mained the leaders, with third and
fourth place boats maintaining their
positions.

As had been predicted from the
very first, the canoeists from Michi-
gan never gave up the lead. At Cor-
pus, great crowds awaited the fin-
ishers.

On April 28, a long 10 days from
the start of the 19th, 14 battered
canoes slid up on the sandy beaches
at Corpus. Aboard the boats were
98 tired, bruised, bewhiskered, sun-
burned, blistered men and Mrs.
Willye Waterman, the only woman
ever to finish the race.

The winners were Albert Widing,
35, and Robert Gillings, 33, both
from Holly, Michigan. They made
the trip from San Marcos in just 80
hours and 27 minutes total elapsed
time, less than the 96 hours it took
the fastest team last year to com-
plete just the river run.

LeRoy Widing and Ed Adams,
also from Holly, took just 82 hours
and eight minutes to reach Corpus

DEER AND TURKEY
HUNTING LEASE

6,000 acres of Kimble and Sutton Coun-
ty Hill Country. Beautiful modern, six-
bedroom, four-bath lodge. Abundant
game—deer, turkey and javelina. Suit-
able for group of 20 to 25 hunters.

J. P. RIECK

Roosevelt, Texas
Telephone—Junction, Texas, Code 512,
HI 6-2902.

for second place. J. L. and Harold
Bludworth came in just an hour and
a half behind the second team for
third place. The four-man team with
Maughmer, Jones, Hurd and Clark
came in fourth.

Over $6,500 in cash and prizes was
awarded the winners. Top cash prize
was $1,750 donated by the Texas
Water Safari. Other prizes included
hunting trips to Mexico and Alaska.
Contestants praised Tom Webb, race
chairman, for his outstanding eﬁorts
in conducting the race.

Rugged individuals like
barren beaches.

Saltwater and Solitude From Page 4
Brazos Island State Park, near
Brownsville. This popular area,

reached by hard-surfaced road, com-
prises 216 acres, a sizeable part fac-
ing on the mighty Gulf. There are
no developments of any kind in this
park or adjoining it, excepting tem-
porary or portable facilities for the
necessities of life. The setting is defi-
nitely cut to order for the fishermen,
bathers, beachcombers and bird
watchers and they patronize the bar-
ren section the year round. Brazos
Island is at the extreme southern
tip of the famous Padre Island and
has all the natural beauty of that
100-mile stretch. This prize bit of
real estate gives the state of Texas
a substantial foothold on the last
frontier which is the romantic Gulf
of Mexico.

And no remarks, please, about
that strange scare-crow isolated over
there, surrounded by waist deep
water—that joker with the wide-
brimmed straw hat and the cloth
flaps covering his neck and ears.
That is a fisherman. He’s one of the
rugged individualists who prowl the
park beaches in pursuit of their fav-
orite surf casting. If you get close
enough, you will see he has a string
of fish attached by one end to his
belt and trailing behind him. He’s
certainly not the least contented of
the countless thousands. embracing
the sunny, sandy paradise. i

MEALWORMS

Choice FISH BAIT. Feed for monkeys,
finches, all birds. 300, $1.00, 1000,
$3.00.

NEUMANN
Rt. 1, Box 392L San Antonio, Texas
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THE WORLD OF THE WHITE-TAILED
DEER, text and photographs by Leonard
Lee Rue, III, 134 pages. Published by
J. B. Lippincott Company, New York.
$4.95.

For hunters and naturalists, The World
of the White-Tailed Deer is a delight, not
because of a clever style but because of
fact-packed pages and outstanding pictures.
The pictures alone are reason enough to
read the book. Taken over a period of years
by the author, they are dynamic, really
getting into the world of the whitetail.

Rue writes about the whitetail in regard
to its species characteristics, its situation
during the four seasons and its relationship
to man.

The many little details of the whitetail’s
life history make enjoyable reading and
the reasons behind them tend to make the
reader muse . . . why didn’t I think of that?
Of course, Rue’s “thinking” is backed up
by years of study and observation. In dis-
cussing the sense of smell, for example,
Rue offers the following information.

“If at all possible, they (deer) prefer to
feed facing into the wind. Thus, while
concentrating on food, they have a much
better chance of detecting an enemy by
scent. It is because of the practice of head-
ing into the wind that deer do not feed in
one spot until all the available food is con-
sumed. By taking a bite here and a mouth-
ful there and walking always into the wind,
the deer are constantly putting more dis-
tance between themselves and any predator
that might also be taking advantage of the
wind and stalking them from the rear, or
downwind, side.”

Personal glimpses into the whitetail world
liven up the collection of facts. From a
blind, Rue observed this charming scene,

CATCH THEM ALIVE AND UNHURT'

Catches muro! Easy to use!
Amuztng HAVAHART trap captures raiding rats, rabbits,
squirrels, skunks, pigeons, sparrows, etc. Takes mink, coons
without injury. Straying pets, poultry released unhurt.
Easy to use—open ends give animal confldence. No jaws or
springs to break. Galvanized. Sizes for all needs. FREE
illustrated practical guide with trapping secrets.

HAVAHART, 149-B Water Street, Gssining, N.Y.
Please send me FREE new 48-page guide and price list.
Name
Address

JULY, 1964

which reminds readers that animal young-
sters as well as human youngsters some-
times deviate from the prescribed behavior
pattern.

“Suddenly a doe stepped into sight. . . .
After cautiously testing the air with her
nose, she walked over to the fawn which
I now saw for the first time as it bounded
up to greet her. “After briefly touching
noses, the fawn started to nurse and when
it had finished, the doe started to leave.
The fawn followed. Again and again the
doe tumed and swept the fawn back by
pushing against it with her head. The fawn
persisted until at last the doe raised her
forefoot, placed it on the fawn’s back, and
pressed it to the ground. At this, the fawn
lay still, and the doe passed out of my
sight.”

Whitetail hunters who are interested in
their quarry as an animal and who want

to improve their chances of bagging a

trophy would do well to pick up Rue’s

book before they pick up their rifles.
—Ann Streetman

Bobwhite Quail Eggs

7 Cents Each
At the Farm—No Shipping

LAKESIDE QUAIL FARM
Telephone No. CE 4-2588
Eagle Lake, Texas

YOUNG
WILD TURKEYS
FOR SALE

2V% to 3V2 Months Old

Ready for Delivery
In July, August
and September

RESTOCK YOUR RANCH

Write
GUENTHER KLEIN
Route 1, Box 188A

Boerne, Texas
or Call MYrtle 5-3682

(San Antonio Exchange)
Guajolote Ranch
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Dogs Against Hogs

Editor:

What could possibly be sporting in one
animal chewing another one to death?

In one of your issues you had an article
about killing wild hogs with dogs. I am

astounded that Texas Game and Fish
would condone such inhumane hunting.
After the thrill of the chase is over, if

the animal is to be killed, it should be
done as cleanly and painlessly as possible.
There is nothing sporting in making an
animal suffer., This kind of hunting will
arouse the humane societies and turn the
public against hunting in general.

Roy E. Neuman

Bangs

(We do not necessarily condone or dis-
agree with everything that appears in the
magazine. We try to do a broad job of
reporting to our readers. We are more
than glad to present differing points of
view, as in this case.—Editor)

Unusual Wildlife

Editor:

Let me pay my compliments to the finest
magazine of its type in the nation. I see
them all.

May 1

say that in my opinion one of

Catching the Redfish Run

—
RN

Editor:

No doubt you heard of our redfish run
last fall in and around Texas City and
Galveston. In this picture are nine we
caught in one day (20 were caught in three
days). They were caught by Mr. and Mrs.
Richard A. Wolters and Mr. and Mrs. Fred
Glen. The largest redfish weighed 27
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your reasons for greatness in a magazine
is the fact that you aren’t afraid to speak
of the wildlife that isn’t usually observed
over a sportsman’s gun, or at the end of a
fisherman’s pole, but wildlife per .se.

Ray Knight

Pomona, California

(Letters such as yours are certainly en-

couraging, and this out-of-state pat on the
back is much appreciated. We feel that
vour attitude toward wildlife in general
is shared by a large majority of our
readers.—Editor)

Nine Years Later

Editor:

I ran across an article printed in the
June, 1944 issue by Marion Toole, about
fry and fingerling distribution methods,
using a newly devised boat. Was not this
type distribution method very similar to
that mentioned in your Sept. 1963 issue,
page 28, under “What Others Are Doing,”
about the New Hampshire Fish and Game
Dept. “boat with holes in it?”

C. Beecham
Austin

(You were observant to spot this, and
Mr. Toole verifies that you are correct.
Thank you for bringing it to our attention.
—Editor)

b e

pounds; total catch around 500 pounds.
We enjoy your magazine very much.
Mrs. Richard A. Wolters
LaMarque
(Congratulations to you successful and
well-read redfishermen! You were indeed
at the right place at the right time.—
Editor)

Zo the Editor

Bedeviled Bass

Editor:

Enclosed is a picture of the bass that
won me the big bass trophy and electric

trolling motor at the world series elimina-
tions at Granite Shoals, last September. I
caught him on a Devil Horse Wood Chug.
He weighed six pounds, twe ounces.
Enjoy your magazine very much. Keep
up the good work.
G. G. Gale, Jr.
Pres., San Antonio Bass Club
(Those were all prizes to be proud of,
the fish, the trophy and the motor. It was
especially an achievement since there was
a great deal of noise and activity on the
lake at that time. We hope you, too, will
keep up the good work.—Editor)

Unwise Owl

Editor:

I was fishing a stock pond on my ranch,
about 45 minutes before sunset, using a
green Jitter Bug top water plug. I no-
ticed a barn owl flying toward me szbout
25 feet high, some 60 yards away. The
owl continued until he got close to the
plug, then he dived and picked up the
plug with his right foot, and started flying
away. When he was some 20 feet high, I
set the brake on the reel and gave the rod
a quick side jerk, which jerked the owl
into the water. The owl did not release the
plug until he hit the water. He sat in the
water a few moments, then began flopping
his wings, finally rose off the water, and
flew and lit in a tree near the edge of the
water. He would look down at the plug
as I continued to cast, but soon flew
away.

Joe Cherry
Edna

(That plug must have looked pretty
appetizing, It is not unusual for birds
which feed on aquatic life to dive at an
artificial creature, but that was certainly
a catch you hadn’t bargained for!—Editor)

TEXAS GAME AND FISH
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Junior Sportsmen

Mail Call

by JOAN PEARSALL

Gentlemen:

I love the country very much. I love
animals very much, too. There are mean
animals also, as you already know. I do
not know why some animals are mean.
But if they’re mean, or if they’re good,
I am not complaining because I like them.

I wish I could let the animals know
that I liked them. If you will please send
me some information on wildlife, then I
can learn their ways and maybe someday
have a pet coyote, perhaps.

Deborah Darlene Harrison
Fort Worth

(Many animals instinctively sense a hu-
man’s attitude toward them. Continue to
be kind and keep up your interest in learn-
ing as much as you can about them,
Deborah. It sounds as though any pet
you have would be a lucky animal, al-
ways providing, of course, that it is one
that would thrive on a domestic life. For
some, it is kinder to let them stay in the
wild. There is, too, always some danger
in keeping wild animals as pets. Use your
good judgment.—Editor)

Editor:

I am a girl eight years old and I love
animals. Very often we go to Ferguson
Farm at Midway. Many times we see rab-
bits, squirrels, possums and other animals
crossing the road. One time we almost ran
over a mother possum. Please put a sign
up that says “Protect wildlife. Drive
slowly.” Thank you.

Stacey Sparkman
Huntsville

(That is a very good suggestion, Stacey,
but it is not always possible to put up
signs everywhere we would like. You are
setting a good example in caring about
wildlife that everyone would do well to
follow.—Editor)

Editor:

Here is a picture of a redfish I caught
at the jetties in Galveston. I enjoy your
magazine, but I would like it better if you
had more stories about duck hunting and
goose hunting. I thoroughly enjoyed the
story about the Sloans” goose hunt. My dad
and I were very successful last year with
eight geese on three trips out.

Joe Martin
Houston

(You sound like a good all 'round hunter
and fisherman! When duck and goose hunt-
ing seasons come along again, we'll try
to have more stories along that line.—
Editor)

Lo
»

Editor:

When I first started trapping, I went to
my Uncle Bob’s place. At first I didn’t get
anything and then I caught three coons in

one night. Up to now, I have caught seven
coons, one ringtail, two skunks, two opos-
sum, six black squirrels and one armadillo.
In your magazine I see other young boys
trap and fish too. I am ten years old of age.

Pat Lehman

San Antonio

(We certainly enjoyed your pictures, Pat,
and admire your trapping ability. You must
have some interesting experiences with
such a hobby, and we’d like to hear more
about them some time.—Editor)



Rattled

The sinister buzz of a rattlesnake serves as a warn-
ing to whatever disturbed it. Although rattlers don’t
always announce their presence before striking, most
angry or alarmed rattlesnakes will buzz for all to
take heed, even though the snake can’t hear its own
noisemaking. A really agitated snake can rattle con-
tinuously for an hour. About six segments produce
the best noise; more than six slow the action and
deaden the sound with their weight. Five to seven
rattles is a normal string. The rattles do not touch
the ground when the snake is on the move because
the end of the tail is held slightly off the ground and
because the individual rattles are braced by a ver-
tical, rather than a horizontal attachment. But even
these precautions are not enough to spare it from
breakage. The normal abuse it gets scraping through
brush and the rapid motion of rattling snap off end

sections. Rattles of amazing length are shown as
curios. Few are authentic since they are easily faked
by joining several matched segments, which readily
lock in place when wet. Expert herpetologists can
distinguish phoney strings from genuine trophies.
The longest official rattle found on a wild rattle-
snake, a Western diamondback, from Edinburg, Tex-
as, had 23 segments. Captive snakes’ rattles are
protected from rough use; one Timber rattlesnake
in captivity owned a string of 29. Such long strings
may be prized as souvenirs but the snake burdened
with one is unable to produce its distinctive sound.
(Source of information is Rattlesnakes, volume |1, by
Laurence M. Klauber.) —Nancy McGowan



