
    If I can shoot the wings off a drag-
onfly with a BB gun today, then that’s 
because my father took me dove 
hunting when I was little. I’m not 
even too sure how young I was, but I 
remember that a single-shot 20-gauge 
shotgun was a load to tote in and out 
the dove field. Those dang doves 
were tough, flying high or in flocks 
with twisting paths. But when that 
first dove folded and fell to earth, 
there was no tally of all the missed 
shots, it was simply that Jeff had shot 
a dove on the wing. Many others on 
the hunt that day reaffirmed that this 
was a milestone, and that success lies 
solely with the blessing of having a 
sporting father. 
    Dr. Patrick Dennis Sr. is a retired 
eye doctor who served the Charleston 
community for more than 30 years, 
but his rural upbringing along the 
Lynches River was never forgotten. 
Each Thanksgiving we traveled back 
to Lynchburg to gather with extended 
family, but also to hit a couple of 
dove hunts too. Bishopville, 
Timmonsville, and every ‘Ville in that 
zip code got a visit from our crew 
over the years. These hunts provided 
me the lessons that hunting was also 
a social occasion because we all 

looked forward to these times. Plus 
back then some important college 
football games were played on 
Thanksgiving, so listening to a radio 
broadcast on the tailgate was a part of 
the experience beyond aiming for a 
limit of doves. 
    After college, I went on to hone my 
skills as a woodsman, which included 
big game hunting. I became a self-
taught turkey hunter by making lots 
of calls to jakes and learning what 
they responded to, and what they 
frowned upon. After I became a vet-
eran gobbler slayer, it was time to 
return the favor and take Dad on the 
hunt. He had seen the toms of the 
Lynches River, but his upbringing 
was more about the small game like 
doves, rabbits and quail that flour-
ished then. He had never hunted or 
harvested a wild turkey, and when he 
did connect, that first bird went 
directly to the taxidermist. 
    Amazingly, we went on to a run of 
several years of opening day success 
with turkeys, partly because their 
numbers were healthy. But we 
weren’t fairweather turkey hunters 
either, and I remember one opening 
morning we hunted in a downpour 
and the tom was waterlogged, pro-

viding a robust weight for us to cele-
brate. There was failure too, like the 
time we had three toms in front of us 
and tried for two kills, but that coor-
dination was not meant to be. But 

that’s hunting, and we had one 
turkey for our annual photo, and 
today those pictures speak to the con-
tinued blessings of having a sporting 
father. 
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Photo by Mom:   
Patrick Dennis and his Tom, with Colby and Jeff Dennis at Snipe Hill.
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June is upon us and it’s the time of year that 
most of us live for. From enjoying the outdoors 
fishing or just getting out with the family and 
friends to enjoy all the great areas that we are 
afforded living in our little slice of paradise. 
June is also Take a Kid Fishing month and also 
Father’s Day falls on June 19th. For most of us 
that love the outdoors, our fathers played a 
pivotal role in our passion for the resources. 
We have asked that our writers share some sto-
ries and experiences with their fathers or 
father figures this month in the magazine. For 
some it may have started as a kid or even later 
in life as adults. But for all the consensus is 
that our fathers played an important role in 
what we enjoy about the outdoors.  
     For myself and my siblings it started at a 
young age, and it was very influential in my 
passion that was reignited late in life. For us it 
was the opportunity that my dad afforded us 

to get out and chase fish in Murrells Inlet on his days off as the golf pro at 
Lake City Country Club. We were fortunate to grow up without a boat and 
we always enjoyed our time on the water via a rental boat from Cedar Hill 
Landing that was a popular spot in the 70’s and 80’s for tackle, boat rentals, 
and fish stories. We would always pull away from the dock with life jackets 
on and a bailing cup in hand to keep the water out of the boat that was sure to 
happen in almost all the rental boats. Armed with a 9hp motor we could 
never go far but were perfectly set up to troll for flounder and speckled trout. 
We would spend most of our time in Austin’s Creek and Oaks Creek and even 
fished a good bit at Brigham’s Hole. Brigham’s Hole was named for the very 
man that handled our rentals at Cedar Hill. We would also make the annual 
pilgrimage down for spot season, which consisted of a stay at a friend’s time-
share in Garden City and pretty much a weekend full of time on the Garden 
City Pier. This was when we learned that the north side of the pier would out 
fish the south side 10 to 1 and we were normally used to secure a spot for our 
group on the hot side of the action. These were times that myself and my 
brothers love to reflect on, and I could never thank my dad enough for the 
patience he showed with 3 young boys and him trying to enjoy the fishing 
himself. We were taught a bunch of lessons and I tend to revert to some of the 
memories in finding spots that I target Speckled Trout today. We would also 
spend lots of time on the south end of Pawleys Island fishing the mouth of 
Midway inlet. This place was far different back in the early 80’s and we 
caught everything from trout, reds, flounder, and black drum in the areas 
around the deep curve that has now filled in. It was a perfect opportunity to 
do as much or as little fishing as we wanted there, as we could swim and then 
fish when we wanted to. It afforded us a great introduction to fishing and the 
enjoyment of the place we all now call home. My dad never forced the sport 
of fishing on us, but even with no boat, the opportunities were there for us 
from the shore and these all still exist for anyone looking to get out and intro-
duce their kids to the outdoors.  
     We just finished up the Kids Fishing Rodeos in Horry and Georgetown 
County and I cannot say enough about the smiles and happiness that we saw 
in these kids faces. Most of these kids were being introduced for the very first 
time and with the hard work of Georgetown County Parks and Recreation 
and South Carolina Department of Natural Resources, these events were a 
complete success. We can only hope by the enjoyment that we saw from these 
kids that their fathers or father figures will help keep the fire going. I cannot 
stress enough the opportunities in our areas to get outdoors fishing or hunting 
are very accessible to everyone and putting in the time they can also be very 
productive. We hope that you enjoy this months “Father’s Day” edition and if 
you have any questions on how to get your kid outdoors, please contact me 
through our website at wwww.TrilogyOutdoorsMedia.com and send me your 
questions.  
Tight Lines and tell your fathers thank you this month!!!!!!
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    Summertime is officially 
upon us and this month also 
contains a very special day 
where we celebrate our dads. 
Through our dads is where we 
learn a lot of life lessons and 
now that I too am a dad one of 
the many things, I like to teach 
my children is the love for the 
outdoors. Be it hunting, fishing, 
boating or camping I have 
grown up enjoying being out-
side. Through my family I was 
surrounded by many outdoors-
men who introduced me to a 
bigger world and I am carrying 
on the tradition with my chil-
dren. The good lord decided to bless me with 
two boys and I have had the best time introduc-
ing them to the world of hunting and fishing. 
There are many lessons we can teach our chil-
dren through these sports and for me on of the 
biggest lessons is respect. Respect for the out-
doors, for each other and respect for the oppor-
tunity and privilege to do the things we love. I 
introduced hunting and fishing to my boys at an 
early age and like most of us they have become 
addicted. We are fortunate to live on a large plot 
of land with a stocked pond and plenty of room 
to hunt and target shoot. I have many stories 
that I could tell of hunting and fishing trips with 
my children, but Ill just touch on a few.  
    The first hunting story of my boys is when I 
took them deer hunting with me for the first 
time. They were both young and I had a ground 
blind that we could all sit in and watch for deer. 
They were so excited to go and do this and were 
determined we were going to shoot one. As we 
sat, we had a group of does come out and they 
wanted me to shoot one. I told them to put their 
ear muffs on as I prepared to take aim. We were 
able to harvest a deer that day and when they 
realized I hit it I got the biggest hug from them 
and they were so excited. Reality hit when we 
got out the stand to collect our deer and they 

shed a tear. At that point the realized 
what had happened and the idea then 
became reality. We talked it over and I 
explained that we would be making 
many meals of our harvest. They under-
stood and participated in the processing. 
Years later the rolls changed and I was 
able to sit with my boys as they took 
their first deer.  
    Once the weather warms up and we 
put the guns up its time to break out the 
fishing gear. Like hunting I have a lot of 
fond memories fishing with my boys. 
They have learned more than fishing, but 
don’t realize it. They have learned proper 
boat operation, rules, regulations and 
much more. As a kid my family used to 
take a week-long vacation to Santee. We 
would fish and swim all week long. We 
have been carrying on the tradition of 
fishing at Santee and I introduced them to 
what I call the “Catfish Capital” a few 
years ago. They had no idea what to 
expect and my favorite place to fish there is the 
diversion canal. I took them to the canal and 
showed them how to drift fish and we filled a 
100qt cooler every day for the 3 days we were 
there. Now this has become an annual event for 
us and we look forward to it every year.  

    For me the best thing is getting 
to spend some quality time with 
my boys. We talk about anything 
and everything. I think for them 
its more about hunting and fish-
ing, but one day they will look 
back and realize it was much 

more. So, this Father’s Day say thank you to that 
person who helped guide and teach you about 
the outdoors or whatever your favorite pastime 
was growing up. Now that I am the Father I 
understand that its way more than just a hobby. 

Black Water Therapy 

with Captain Matt
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    Just recently we ven-
tured offshore in search 
of the leading edge of 
the big school of Mahi, 
working their way up 
the South-Eastern coast.  
This time of year, off-
shore fishermen are 
chewing up their batter-
ies and their fingernails 

trying to read SST charts to figure out where the 
hot water eddies, backflows and currents off our 
coast.  I’m no different. Traditionally, bait such as 
ballyhoo and flying fish get caught in these 
flows and, therefore, that’s where you’ll find the 
game fish. These flows can be seen using the lat-
est in fishing technology, such as Sirius Weather 
and other paid-for satellite subscriptions; but 
there’s also a number of free apps one can utilize 
that provide some of the same data, although 
maybe not at the same level of precision or fre-
quency as the subscriptions. Although I highly 
endorse watching these forecasts and calculating 
them into your trip, today’s fisherman shouldn’t 
lose his or her common-sense at the alter of tech-
nology.  If you see what your mind tells you is a 
fishy spot, then fish it. If your subscription tells 
you something is a fishy spot, but your eyes tell 
you something else…maybe you should fish it 
for a little while and double check. And that 
leads me to my story, where my subscription 
took priority over my common sense.   
    We had left the dock very early in hopes of 
getting that first bite at daylight. The ocean was 
like a lake and we were making excellent time.  
Within about 60 minutes of our ride, we were 45-
50 miles off the coast in 135 feet of water. I was 
captaining the boat and noticed a large rip in the 
ocean with copious amounts of sargasso weed, 
flying fish and a 1 degree temperature break.  
This time of year, if I would have found that rip 
in 200 feet of water, I would’ve stopped.  
Instead, my subscription told me to keep mov-
ing.  My subscription and I had found a great 
temperature break in 1000 feet of water, which 
was another 20 miles from our current location.  
My subscription had mentioned nothing about 
the rip I was seeing with my own eyes. I pushed 
right through the weed line in a stubborn march 
to failure. It was my call, and it was the wrong 
call.  We burned an extra 50 gallons getting to 
and from the subscription’s suggested spot and 

had 5 dolphin all day to show for it.  As we came 
back inshore that afternoon, we could hear the 
radio chatter and even got a message from my 
cousin on someone’s satellite messenger that the 
bite had been hot in 135 feet of water.  Folks that 
fished that rip ended up catching between 20 
and 40 fish, mostly gaffers. We stopped at that 
rip on the way home in a feeble attempt to sal-
vage our day.  We picked up two more fish 
before it was time to call it a day. The damage 
was done.  Don’t get me wrong, almost any day 
fishing is a better day than working. But failing, 
despite knowing better is hard on one’s pride.  I 

suppose my pride could use a little hit every 
now and then.  Humility is good for the soul, but 
skepticism prior to the failure is also a good 
thing and should be heeded.  I once heard that 
skepticism is the chastity-belt of the intellect.  
Your common sense and experience is the chasti-
ty belt of your fishing success. I know you won’t 
cut out the technology because we’re all addict-
ed to it, but don’t forget to use your skepticism 
and common sense in healthy doses on the 
ocean. 
  Stephen Goldfinch is a State Senator representing 
coastal South Carolina.

Missed 
Opportunities 

By Stephen Goldfinch



    The last performance of the spring turkey season was about to begin and the 
hunter was confident that he and the young man were seated on the front t row. 
The day before, from this spot a few yards inside the wood line he had watched 
the tom he hoped would be the young man’s first, strut away the afternoon on a 
twenty acre stage carpeted with yellow tops. The hunter waited until the bird 
flew up to roost in the tall trees on the field’s far edge, then slipped out and 
prayed that tomorrow would be the day… 
    The last of the stars were dissolving into the rising tide of gray when the gob-
bler sounded off from his loft above the steep banked drainage. The young 
man’s excitement at the sound all turkey hunters long to hear carried the hunter 
back to the young man he had been on a spring morning long ago; expectant, 
doubtful, hopeful; set ablaze himself with the fierce joy of the wild turkey gob-
ble... 
    The tree yelps sent out by the hunter into the humid air drew an instant 
response. No further calls were made until the Tom glided down to the thick 
carpet of greening grass and yellow tops. 
    As the orange sun crested the horizon the show was well underway. The tom 
strutted his stuff out in the middle of the field and answered every series of 
yelps and cutts made by the hunter. But the stubborn bird stayed true to his 
nature, holding his ground until he attracted an audience of hens. 
    Soon after, the group formed up single file with the gobbler at the rear and set 
off towards the southwest corner of the field where it transitioned to a gas line 

right of way that ran straight through a large block of timber before reaching the 
river a half mile to the south. 
    Hoping to turn the feathered train, or even better, detach the bearded caboose 
and bend him in their direction, the hunter cracked the air with aggressive cutts. 
The tom stopped, gobbled and craned his red neck. But seeing no hen, he con-
tinued on behind the other birds until they were blocked from view by a thick 
tangle of brush. 
    The hunter cutt hard again on his diaphragm until the Tom barked back dou-
bles and triples. And then he hushed. 
The fired up tom continued his frenzied barking until at last, he too went silent. 
Next came the test of patience, the expectant/agonizing crawl of time sand-
wiched between the question and the answer. Would the bird break and present 
himself to the young man’s gun? Or not? 
Several minutes later the answer was gobbled from further south down the 
right of way. And that’s where he dug himself in. 
    The bird was generous with his gobbling but refused to budge. By 11 am the 
hunter began to have serious doubts the bird would come. 
      “Let’s make a move on him”, said the hunter.  
The young man agreed. 
    The tom Continued gobbling on his own as they eased back from the field 
edge and made a big loop through the timber in an attempt to reach a spot on 
the pipeline between the gobbler and the river. 
       They picked their way through old logging slash and along muddy deer 
trails; pausing to listen when patches of yellow flowers were spotted through 
gaps in the brush. Nothing.. 
The young man was instructed to sneak up to a large tree near the edge and 
there he was forced to stand because the yellow tops were taller here than in the 
field. The hunter stepped up on a mound of dirt a few feet to the left and hid 
behind a tangle of branches and vines. From his elevated vantage point and 
through a small window in the brush he could see further down the pipeline 
than could the young man. 
       Again they waited for the bird to indicate he was still in the game and gob-
ble his location. 
After a few moments the hunter tried to re-crank the bird with a series of yelps 
and cutts but received no reply. They agreed to give it a few minutes more 
before heading back and re-fueling for the afternoon hunt. One last Hail Mary 
of loud yelps and cutts was launched onto the field but was ignored by the now 
tight-lipped tom and fell to the ground with a silent thud. 
    “Let’s go get some lunch.” the hunter said and began to step down off the 
mound when the young man said, “I heard a gobble.” 
“Where?” 
“Down close to the river.” 
The hunter cutt and this time he too heard the gobble fired back from near the 
river three to four hundred yards to the south.  
The gobbler cut off the next series of calls. He was closer. A moment later he 
gobbled again. Closer still. 
“Get ready, He’s coming”, whispered the hunter. 
    And then he saw the tom and a jake hugging the far woods edge at a hun-
dred yards and closing.. 
“I see ‘em”, the hunter said. 
The young man shifted and gripped his gun a little tighter.  
    “The front one is the gobbler”, the hunter whispered. 
They came on until they were directly across the opening from the young man 
and he had yet to shoulder his gun. A few more steps would put the tom past 
the window for a shot. 
“Shoot the first one, you need to shoot him now!” 
The young man began to raise his gun but some dangling vines prevented him 
from bringing it to his shoulder. The birds snapped to attention. 
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“Please Lord. Not again.” 
        Through several hunts spread out over three seasons the hunter and the 
young man had been aiming for this moment. Now they were seconds shy of 
watching the opportunity transform into another painful memory. And, assum-
ing they couldn’t get on him that afternoon, there would be another long off 
season worth of ‘should haves’ and ‘what ifs’. To come this close, after seven 
hours of battle with the stubborn bird and several hunts over three seasons; to 
have what should have been his first longbeard in range and be unable to shoul-
der the gun and squeeze the trigger ... to let the bird get away... The hunter’s 
mind flashed back to that fateful morning the year before... 
    It had been three weeks since the young man’s grandfather—the man who 
patched and filled what he could of the boy’s jagged father wound—passed 
from this world. It was he who sparked the boy’s love of the outdoors Though 
the young man was grateful his grandfather was no longer suffering, the fact 
did not diminish the intense grief of losing his best friend and hunting mentor. 
    Duck hunting was the passion of the grandfather and tailor made for his out-
going, mischievous nature. He loved the fellowship of the blind—always the 
one taking the lead in the practical joking, cutting up and ribbing common 
among hunting buddies. Over the years he’d pretty much done it all; harvesting 
deer, wild hog, pheasants, dove and waterfowl beyond counting. Accomplished 
hunter that he was, there was one critter that managed to remain a stranger to 
his gun. And it had become a dream of his to remedy the fact by harvesting a 
wild turkey tom. Sadly, it wasn’t to be. But the dream lived on in the heart of 
the young man... and he would continue the quest for that first gobbler in honor 
of the man who had fiercely loved him. 
    The turkey hunter had befriended the young man and his family three years 
earlier. It wasn’t  long before the hunter, with no children of his own and the 
young man, with an absentee father, became fast friends and hunting buddy’s. 
The hunter was determined to help the young man in his quest to honor his 
grandfather.  
    It was nearing the end of their third season hunting together and three weeks 
after the young man’s grandfather’s passing, that they had their first encounter 
with a vocal tom.  
    The hunter and the young man set up in a hedgerow along a newly planted 
cornfield a hundred from the timber where the bird was gobbling.  
The tom and hunter volleyed back and forth as sunlight chased the shadows 
from the field. When his years of experience whispered, ‘now’, the hunter 
stopped calling and after a few more unsolicited gobbles the bird hushed as 
well. 
    The wait seemed like an eternity for hunter and young man alike, Both tried 
and failed to not think of the significance of the coming moments and all that a 
successful harvest would mean. 
“There he is.”, the hunter spotted the tom as he crested a rise.. 
    When the young man’s darting eyes found the bird his heart leaped into his 
throat. 
The gobbler started down the hill,so hesitant and slow as to be painful to the 
hunter, whose heart jerked forward with a thumping to match that of his young 
friend. 
    Never in the presence of any other game animal had the young man experi-
enced such a breath-snatching excitement. Due to poor eyesight, and the fact he 
had left his glasses at home, the young man could not make out what the hunter 
already had... the long beard confirming this was a mature bird. 
    Badly wanting this for his friend, the hunter was as nervous as he’d ever been 
when in the presence of a tom. As if he somehow could hear the pounding of 
the two hearts, the bird seemed reluctant but continued to inch closer. 
Fifty yards.. 
Forty yards.. 
“At thirty I’ll give him the green light”, thought the hunter. 
    The tom covered the last ten yards like he was pulling a plow through low-
country marl.. At thirty yards the moving gun got the gobbler’s attention as 
the young man readied himself for a shot. 
“Shoot”. Nothing. 
“Shoot!”, the hunter whispered more urgently. Still the young man did not pull 
the trigger. 
    Had he not heard him? The bird began to turn, his suspicions now fully 
aroused. 
Then it dawned on the hunter. Without his glasses maybe the young man could 
not make out the beard. 
“It’s a gobbler! Shoot ‘im!” 
    The long awaited moment had finally come. A potent cocktail of emotions 
began to bubble to the surface in preparation for the ensuing celebration. But as 
the shot rang out across the field the tom wheeled and sprinted up the hill. He 
launched into flight at the second shot and carried the young man’s hopes with 

him into the deep shadows of tall trees... 
    “I see ‘em” The young man’s heart leapt into his throat and stuck there firing 
off shots of adrenaline. When he could not find the birds, his mind conjured the 
failed hunt of a year before; his body beginning to mimic the painful sensations 
of the hollow aftermath. ‘Don’t mess this up’, he chided himself.  
    “Shoot the first one! You need to shoot him now!”, the hunter’s urgent voice 
snapped him back to the present. He still could not see the birds but acted on 
faith in his friend. He began to raise his gun Then he spotted the two white 
heads bobbing just above the yellow flowers. He tried to raise his gun but sever-
al dangling vines blocked his progress. As he was trying to maneuver the barrel 
through the tangle, the alert hunter made a series of aggressive cutts. The diver-
sion allowed the young man to finish bringing the gun to his shoulder. He spot-
ted the two red heads as they stretched upward and swiveled in an attempt to 
find the excited hen. 
    He placed the bead on the front bird’s head, followed it down to where his 
neck was partially obscured by yellow tops and squeezed the trigger... 
Disbelief! The bird was streaking south through the yellow tops. The young 
man tried to work the pump in a desparate attempt to get a second shot when 
he heard the hunter shout, “You got ‘im! 
Confusion. He wasn’t sure what had just happened. 
“It was the jake running off! You got the tom!” 
    The words seemed to wake him from a bad dream. And then it hit him... the 
emotions gathered, peaked and crashed into him with all the brute force of a 
tidal wave... He dropped to his knees, bowed his head and the tears came... For 
his first gobbler, for the hunter’s friendship and most of all for his grandfather 
“This one’s for you Bamps...” 



    When Mike Leach got the flounder in the boat in a creek on the south end of 
Murrells Inlet, the first thought that popped into his head was “Fish of a life-
time.” 
   And what better time to catch it. 
   Leach and his wife, Tara, and daughter, Myra, were fishing in the 19th annu-
al Lou Mikula Memorial Flounder Tournament, staged by the Grand Strand 
Saltwater Anglers Association in late April, and Tara had hooked up with a 
flounder that wound up being a true doormat. 
   A few moments later, Mike Leach had netted the fish and pulled it onto the 
deck of the 18-foot Polar Craft powered by a 90 Yamaha. 
   “I told her as soon as we put it in the boat she was probably never going to 
catch one that big again,” said Mike Leach. “Fish of a lifetime. It was fun.” 
   The fun started around noon as the Leach trio was working a bank, casting 
mud minnows on jig heads. 
   “We were fishing in a little mud hole and we’d caught a few 15 1/2 -inch 
fish,” said Mike Leach. “(Tara) decided to cast to the edge of the hole near 
(some) oysters, and as soon as (the bait) settled down it just nailed it. It hit the 
bottom and she pulled it one time and she felt the strike.” 
   At first, however, they thought it was a typical flounder. 
   “When Tara was reeling it in, it felt like a normal fish, but as soon as we saw 

it, it took off,” said Mike 
Leach. “It made a couple 
small 10 foot runs and I 
netted it and got it in the 
boat. We were just scared 
it was going to spit the 
hook out. It didn’t fight 
any more than the other 
fish we caught – we were 
surprised.” 
   And the celebration 
began. 
   “When we got it in the 
boat, the girls were high-
fiving and whooping and 
hollering, and Tara was 
already counting her 
money,” said Mike Leach. 
“That fish was twice as 
big as any she had 
caught. We tried to fish a 
few more minutes but we 
were afraid it was going 
to die on us.” 
   The tournament fea-
tured a live-release for-
mat for the first time in 
its 19-year history, and 
for the fish to qualify for 
prize money it had to be 
released in good shape 
after being weighed in. 
So, the Leach crew quick-
ly headed to Crazy Sister 
Marina to have the fish 

weighed by S.C. Department of Natural Resources personnel. 
   The doormat measured 26 1/2 inches and weighed 7.51 pounds to win the 
first place prize of $1,500, plus one of 10 hourly prizes worth $100 each. 
Tommy Padgett of Murrells Inlet finished second with a 6.56-pounder that 
measured 25 inches, good for $700. Padgett had a super day, also weighing in 
fish that weighed 3.39 and 2.38 pounds, and winning three $100 hourly prizes. 
   Russell “Russ Russ” Glover III won the Youth Division and $200 with a 1.52-
pounder. Bill Blakley won the Heroes Division and $200 with a 3.1-pounder 
and also was an hourly winner. 
   Other hourly winners were Christy Graham, Dan Connolly, Robert Price, 
Cameron Werner, and Daniel Dunn. 
   Jared McDonald won the Bluefish Division and $300 with a 1.42-pound blue-
fish. 
   All 41 flounder weighed in were revived, tagged and released back into the 
inlet. A total of 115 anglers competed in the tournament. 
   With South Carolina’s new 16-inch minimum size limit on flounder in effect 
for less than a year, legal-size flounder have been tough to find. Limits of 5 per 
person and 10 per boat have been extremely rare this spring for hook-and-line 
anglers. 
   The Leach crew’s catch was typical of those in the tournament.  
   “We caught seven total fish with six throwbacks,” said Mike Leach. “Five 
were 15 ½ (inches), one was right at 15. They were all legal last year. And then 
we had the big one.” 
   Mike Leach, who has been fishing Murrells Inlet since he was a youngster, 
for 40 years now, is okay with the new limits. 
   “It can only help, the way I see it,” said Mike Leach. “The bigger fish are the 
breeding females and the more of them we let go the better. The more eggs 
they lay the more chance we have of catching more big fish. 
   “I don’t mind them putting structure on these fish. There’s too much pres-
sure on them and too many people out there.” 
   Proceeds of the tournament benefit the Fostering Hope program, the Coastal 
Carolina University Marine Science Scholarship Program and the GSSWAA 
Artificial Reef, located on the Paradise Reef site three miles east of Murrells Inlet.
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Fish of a Lifetime  
Leach’s Win GSSWAA 
Flounder Tournament 

By Gregg Holshouser

Tara and Myra Leach show off the 7.51pound,  
26.5inch flounder they caught in Murrells Inlet  

to win the 19th annual Lou Mikula Memorial  
Flounder Tournament, staged by the Grand Strand 

Saltwater Anglers Association in late April.
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My Dad Capt. Carrol 
By Gregg Holshouser 

 
    In the early 1960s, 
my Dad, Carrol 
Holshouser, made 
the three-hour drive 
with my Mom, Jane 
Nettles Holshouser, 
from their home in 
Lancaster, S.C., to 
the beach, specifi-
cally the area south 
of Myrtle Beach 
which was then 
sparsely populated. 
   The couple had 
married a few years 
earlier, in 1959, and 
both were familiar 
with the northern 
South Carolina 
coast in Horry and 
Georgetown coun-
ties. Dad had visit-
ed from his home-
town of Statesville, 
N.C. and Mom 

grew up much closer, an hour up Hwy. 501 in 
Marion. 

   They had the idea of purchasing a lot to build a 
beach cottage on, and settled on a piece of property 
on the north end of Murrells Inlet, a block off the 
beach in Garden City Beach. 
   I was an infant when the small concrete block 
structure was completed on the bank of the tidal-
affected brackish backwaters of the inlet, and I was 
fishing for mullet and flounder as soon as I could 
walk and handle a cane pole and a Zebco reel. 
   By the early 1970s, they had bought the first in a 
long line of boats, and the fishing trips with my 
Dad started. 
   Over the next three decades, Carrol, with me at 
his side, developed a great love for saltwater fish-
ing, inside and offshore of Murrells Inlet. 
   Quite the entrepreneur, Carrol earned his six-
pack Captains License, and began running charter 
fishing trips. 
   From the mid-1970s through the 1990s, Capt. 
Carrol was a mainstay at now defunct marinas in 

the inlet such as Gulf Stream, Inlet Port and 
Voyagers View and ran charter trips on sport-fish-
ing boats such as Split-Tail and Jane-Carrol. 
   Gulf Stream Marina was located at the current 
site of Marlin Quay Marina and Marlin Quay con-
dos. Mojo’s Marina Bar & Grill now stands where 
Inlet Port Marina and Voyager’s View were located.  
   Capt. Carrol specialized in trolling for king and 
Spanish mackerel, but also ran his share of offshore 
trolling trips for wahoo, dolphin and tuna. 
  We had quite a few incredible memories, but 
clearly one sticks in my mind some 50 years later. 
   We were fishing for trout at the Three-Mile Reef 
(now called Paradise Reef) in the early 1970s, but 
also had a float rig out for Spanish, or perhaps a 
king. 
   I recall looking over the gunwale of Dad’s 15-foot 
Glassmaster and seeing a huge shadow easing up 
from below. As a 9-10 year old, I realized I was 
looking at a huge hammerhead shark which came 
to the surface near the port side of the boat and 
proceeded to swim a lap around the boat. 
   I watched wide-eyed as the hammerhead moved 

his attention to the bait under the float about 30-40 
yards from the boat. The shark, with its dorsal fin 
cutting through the surface, circled the bait a few 
times and proceeded to inhale the entire rig – bait, 
float and all. 
   I remember Dad laughing as the shark briefly 
ripped line off the vintage Mitchell spinning reel, 
and I begged him to cut the line. I was relieved 
when the hammerhead’s teeth cut through the 
monofilament and the brief battle was over. 
   Capt. Carrol was a classic captain from yester-
year, hard-working, hard-nosed and fiery, but 
would do anything in his power for his family and 
friends. 
   In October, 2016, my Dad passed away at a nurs-
ing home in Socastee, just five months after a heart-
valve replacement surgery had gone awry. 
  Appropriately, his death came the night after 
Hurricane Matthew hit the South Carolina coast 
that he so loved and embraced. 
   I thank him for instilling in me a love of saltwater 
fishing and the South Carolina coast that will last my 
lifetime. Until we meet again, rest in peace Dad.

Hooked on  
Miracles King Mackerel Tourney  

presented by Key West Boats 

July 14th thru July 16th  
Ripley Light Yacht Club  

for all info to sponsor and participate visit  
https://www.hookedonmiracleskmt.com 

Over the last 3 years, after reviving the oldest  
King Tourney in South Carolina, this tourney and 

its gracious sponsors have raised nearly  
$200k for the Children’s Hospital at MUSC 

If you are a Key West Boat owner be sure to check out the incredible payout this year. In addition to the tourney payout,  
the highest finishing Key West Boat will take home extra cash for being a KWB owner and participating.  

We will see you there.
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Professional Rehabilitation Services, Inc. 
The Outpatient Physical Therapy Specialists

Pawleys Island 843-235-0200 
Murrells Inlet   843-314-3224 
Surfside Beach 843-839-0163 
Carolina Forest 843-282-0440

Myrtle Beach        843-839-1300 
Market Commons  843-213-6338 
Conway               843-733-3031 
Little River            843-281-4222

Call for a FREE  
15 minute consultation

Longs       843-491-0388 

    There are a wide array of techniques for targeting 
bass, and many of these techniques are specific to 
structure and cover availability. This can vary greatly 
around the country and even from lake to lake within 
the same state. My favorite fisheries are ones with 
ample aquatic vegetation, and fortunately in our state 
we have some amazing fisheries that fit the bill. Types 
of aquatic vegetation I like to key in on include, Lily 
pads, hydrilla, alligator weed, and Hyacinth. Santee 
Cooper is a great place to fish vegetation; not only is 
there plenty of grass it is also an exceptional fishery 
with the reputation to boot. With its Cypress trees, 
stumps, and abundant heavy vegetation, as well as its 

sheer size; Santee Cooper is a big bass factory.  
    I typically start targeting vegetation in early March when most of the 
regrowth occurs. At this time, I will key in on flat areas and spawning pockets 
with lily pads and a sandy bottom. I also look for pockets with some hydrilla 
as well, as small hydrilla patches can provide some incredible fishing. My pre-
ferred technique to fish these types of areas is with a jackhammer chatter bait 
and a Texas-rigged zoom magnum trick worm. If it is windy or if the water 
temperature is under 65, I find myself relying more on the chatterbait, but as 
the water warms, I will typically switch to the big worm. Keep in mind, most 
of the hydrilla and lily pads and are still not completely grown to the surface 
at this time so when you see lily pads in March there are typically more pres-
ent than visible. Hydrilla is slightly tougher to find but it is usually found in 
similar areas. For this reason, I always start fishing far out from the visible lily 
pads and work my way into an area while making fan casts with the chatter-
bait.  
    As the water warms and the fish become post spawn, I switch my tech-
niques to punching and frogging. These are my go-to techniques from April to 
October and are both phenomenal tactics to catch better than average bass. For 
frogging I will target all types of vegetation and primarily focus on covering 
water. I like to switch between a buzz style frog such as a ribbit, and a hollow 
body frog like the terminator walking frog. My color choices are black for 
lower light conditions such as cloudy days or early mornings, and white for 
when the sun is up and the wind is low. 
     I opt for my punching set up when it’s a very hot and calm day or simply 
anytime I come across a patch of thick matted vegetation. This technique is 
slightly more equipment dependent than most techniques, as punching grass 
encompasses both getting a bait through a thick grass mat and a bass back out. 
This requires a strong heavy rod, heavy braided line, a stout hook, and a big 
weight. My personal set up is a 7ft 10in extra heavy rod with a fast tip, an 8:2:1 
gear ratio reel, and 65lb braided line. I use anywhere from a 3/4 oz to a 1.5 oz 
tungsten weight and either a 4 or 5 o/t straight shank flipping hook. When 
selecting a weight size, I always go with the smallest weight that I am able to 
get through the matted grass. As for the hook size, that depends on the bait I 
am using. More often than not I go with a 5 o/t size hook and a strike king 
punch bug. When trying to find an area to punch look for a mixture of grasses. 
On Santee Cooper likely areas to find mats are where both Sawgrass reeds and 
alligator weeds are present. These types of grass provide an area for common 
water hyacinth to get blown into and form a mat. Hyacinth is what forms the 
majority of the “grass” mats on the Santee Cooper system and is the type of 
vegetation I target the most for punching. So if you are out on Santee this sum-
mer try some grass fishing, you just may catch the biggest bass of your life.

Targeting Grass 
for Bass 

By Jackson Denny 
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6/2      REVEREND HORTON HEAT    

64       FREEBIRD 

6/18    THIRD EYE  

8pm 

6pm 

8pm 

Live Music and Much More!  
 

Check our calendar for the most up to date information on dates  
and times of all our events: https://suckbangblow.com

Suck Bang Blow is the most iconic biker bar on 

the east coast! But, with entertainment year 

round and an incredible bar and staff waiting to 

serve you, it’s the locals best kept secret.  

Their full service lunches are some of the best 

around and you can sit back enjoy some great 

food, music, and cold drinks with friends.  
 

Don’t forget to stop by the gift shop featuring  

some of the incredible SBB swag!  

Thaaaats Right!!!!  

3393 Highway 17 Business, Murrells Inlet, SC 29576 

843.651.7960

LIVE ENTERTAINMENT SCHEDULE

Good Food 

Check Out O
ur M

enu

Drink Specials 

Check Out Our Menu



    There are days that I get excited to get out on the 
water that I forget to put things in my Kayak. Case 
in point, I was launching from Oyster Recycling 
Center, and I started talking to a few guys and my 
mind was not in the game. I launched and quickly 
noticed I didn’t have my safety flag and my net. I’ve 
been fishing for 20 years, and the brain farts keep 
coming.  
    That situation spawned this article. Here are a 
few things, in no certain order, NOT to forget when 
you launch your kayak.  
    First on the list should go without saying. Always 
wear your PFD (Personal Flotation Device). Over 

the last year there has been two people that drowned in Murrells Inlet. Please 
wear the PFD not just have it in the kayak. Remember, the life you save is 
your own! 
    Before I leave the house and grab my coffee, I let my wife know where I’m 
launching and what time I should be off the water. If anything should go 
wrong, then emergency personnel will have a starting point. Item number 
two: make a plan and tell someone.  
    Number three is the easiest thing to remember because everyone carries a 
cell phone. Yes, make sure you have your cell phone. When you take the 
phone on the water, I advise to have it tethered to your PFD or kayak. I’m sure 

you have heard the 
nightmare stories of 
a guy leaning down 
to get net a fish and 
PLOP the phone is 
in the water and on 
the bottom never to 
be seen again. I 
have mine tethered 
to my PFD. Its close 
so there is no fum-
bling around to 
take a quick photo, 
text, check the 
weather or listen to 
music.  
    I’m a little bit of a 
weather geek. 
Fisherman track 
and look at the fore-
cast constantly. 
Before you hit the 
water, check the 
weather. I have 
three different 
weather apps on 
my phone for radar. 
You might think 
this is over kill but I 
like to know when 
the wind will pick up,  track any rain in the area and other relative informa-
tion for the day.  
    Number five: Sun Protection. This ranges from UV fishing shirts, pants, 
gloves, hats, lotion and sunglasses. In the past several years, UV apparel had 
come a long way. They are lightweight, breathable and look great. In the past 
year I started using fishing gloves. I have a bad habit of not putting sunscreen 
on my hands before I head out on the water. Gloves have solved that issue. 
Quick story. After  a long day on the water, I noticed a small 3” sun burn 
around my ankles where my pants didn’t cover, and I didn’t lotion up. I suf-
fered for that one for a few days. Lotion ALL exposed areas, LOL.  
    Being in small Craft like a kayak or canoe you need to be visible to other 
boats. A safety flag on the back of your kayak will do the trick. Yak Attack 
makes a great flag that has a light on the top for dawn or dust situations. If 
you plan on being on the water when its dark, I advise to mount running 
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4 Elm St Conway SC, 29526 
843-488-3121   

WaccamawOutfitters.com 

• Kayak Rentals and River Tours 
  

• Pontoon River Tours 
  

• Exclusive Distributor of 
 Black Water Therapy  

Apparel 

Before You Hit The 
Water, Don’t Forget… 

By Chris Little
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Annual Range Memberships  
Individual & Family 

Daily Shooting Rate Available 
910.443.100 or 910.540.9273

466 Indigo Flatts E 
Tabor City, NC  28463

7290-7 Beach Drive, SW, Ocean Isle, NC 28469 
(Intersection of Hwy 179 & 904)

Range Hours:  
Mon-Sat: 9am-4pm • Sun: 1pm-4pm 

Memberships Available

Store Hours:  
Mon-Sat: 9am-5pm • Sat: 9pm-3pm 

Daily Rates Available

The Tin Roof at The Preserve is the Beautiful Wedding Venue!

Call to reserve your wedding 910- 279-5509 or visit our website https://www.tinroofatthepreserve.com 

lights on the side of your kayak. 
There are kits you can get from sever-
al companies.  Number Six on the 
List: Orange Safety Flag and or 
lights. 
    I could go on and on about the 
equipment you should be taking on 
your fish’n mission. But I must end 
this article sometime. My last item is 
a measuring device. A tape, measur-
ing board or a scale that you can put 
on your rod to measure a fish. 
Making an accurate measurement on 
a fish is critical. If you get stopped by 
DNR and you have a fish that is too 
small, well, a ticket is probably com-
ing your future.  
    PFD, Plan, Cell Phone, Check the 
weather, Sun Protection, orange safety 
flag and a measuring board are a few 
essential items I always have on my 
kayak. Enjoying your time on the 
water is special. The old saying, live 
to fish another day, hold true. You can 
catch all my Fishing Adventures: 
Youtube (Dead Calm Outdoors). You 
can, also, follow me on Facebook and 
Instagram @deadcalmoutdoors. 
Tightlines and I’ll see you on the 
water.  



     Where I am and 
where I come from 
are so far apart. With 
Father’s Day coming 
up I’m going to talk 
about fishing with 
my dad. I’m original-
ly from Aiken South 
Carolina and saltwa-
ter fishing was just a 
dream for me. Where 
I grew up, fresh 
water fishing was 
my only option. So 
my dad was my hero 
when it came to fish-
ing. He would go to 
lake Thurmond and 
slay the fish! He 
used to share a pic-
ture that I would just 
stare at and dream of 
one day replicating.  

This picture had a pile of fish that 
they had caught over the weekend 
and brought home for a family fish 
fry for everybody. These were some 
of my favorite memories of his love 
of the outdoors.  
     So with the knowledge that my 
dad gained from his dad, he would 
take me out with a cane pole and 
teach me the patience of fishing. I 
was fortunate to land one of my 
biggest catfish on a cane pole. The 
bait of choice was the tried and true, 
stink bait. That catfish put up an 
incredible fight and really started my 
hunger to catch a bigger fish. Then 
as I got older he introduced me to 
my first spinning rod and when he 
went to play golf I ran around the 
golf course to hit every pond I could. 
Casting and trying to catch anything 
that would fall victim to my bait.  
     Now here I am all there years 
later and fishing is my passion and 
my business. I love this sport so 
much and I could thank my dad 
everyday for taking the time to show 
me how much fun it can be. Thank 
you dad !!! 
     Now to switch gears I just want 
to let everyone know about the CCA 
Star tournament starting on May 

28th. The first 
person to catch 
a tagged redfish 
has a chance to 
win an awe-
some prize, but 
you have to reg-
ister with the 
CCA first before 
you can join the 
tournament and 
it runs through 
Labor Day.  
    Fishing for 
reds is one of 
my favorite 
things to do. 
This is a fun 
time of the year 
to catch target 
them and you 
don’t want to 
miss a chance at 
the prize 

involved with this tagged redfish. 
My go technique is to fish a Carolina 
rig with a live finger mullet. I enjoy 
being able to cast out and I let it sit 
like I’m cat fishing. First, I make sure 
I’m fishing on a live bottom that is in 
or around an oyster bed that has 
orange sponges growing amongst 
them. This shows me that it’s a 
healthy piece of live bottom and has 
crabs and fish living on and around 
it. If the finger mullet are hard to 
find I use a mudminnow or live 
shrimp. When fish these areas that I 
find scouting at low tide in the win-
ter, I make a mental note of the tide 
and what time I expect the best 
opportunity to catch a school of reds 
in that location. These areas become 
very easily patterned and you can 
usually go back and catch them in 
the same spot on the same tide 
again. It’s time to get ready for the 
CCA tournament and we are always 
here at Baisch Boys Bait and Tackle 
ready to answer any questions and 
get you pointed in the right direction 
to success. Thank you to all the dads 
out there for teaching their kids to 
fish and making life long memories!  
 Have a Happy Fathers Day! 
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THE WOMEN OF WACCAMAW

The Queen of Baisch Boys  
with Capt Kelly Baisch 



    Fishing and hunting with my dad 
growing up has been the major heart 
of my drive to hunt and fish today.  
Starting with my grandfather and 
dad sitting out back with me shoot-
ing cans with a .22 cricket. To sitting 
in a hot corn field in the start of 
September for dove, then moving on 
to sitting in a tree stand for what 

seemed like a lifetime when I was 
younger to freezing in the bottom of 
a duck boat. I remember on Saturday 
morning waking up so excited to go 
down to sandy island to bream fish 
with my dad. As I started to become 
more involved over the years grow-
ing up, he made sure I had all the 
necessities to continue my passion 
for all seasons and fishing.  All 

through the years these memories of 
being outdoors has been the best 
memories with my father. I believe 
that starting kids growing up in the 
outdoors is a great bond to have 
even if it is not hunting or fishing it 
can simply be going camping and 
hiking. All the dads deserve 
applause to put the time and 

patience it takes to raise a youngin 
growing up in the outdoors.  
    Growing up I have found myself 
falling in love and reliving the mem-
ory’s my dad created for me. Such as 
camping down south to hunting 
absolutely every season I can. As 
high school passed, I was able to 
relive these moments and create my 
own memories as I hunt and fish 

without my father. I have taken the 
outdoors and learning aspect of it 
throughout the years and ran with it. 
Using everything he has taught me 
growing up has set me up to be the 
person I am to this day. Also, big 
reason I have become a Charter 
Captain for Salty Hooker Fishing 
Charters out of Marlin Quay Marina 

is because of him. My number one 
supporter is my father for all the 
hunting trips I take and new hunts I 
would like to experience he is 
always right there supporting me in 
every way. He pushes me to learn 
and continue to grow in each season. 
I am thankful that even though I am 
hunting and fishing a lot on my own 
but to have a father that put in the 

time in to teach me about the sport, 
as well as to be able work on boats 
and to know how to deal with situa-
tions that come with both sports 
especially duck hunting. He has sup-
ported me even when my mother is 
a nervous wreck for me hunting 
down south by myself with those 
early morning of 2:30am 3:00am 

drop ins throughout these years. He 
is always the first to call to make 
sure I’m on the water for hunting 
and charters and always the first 
person I call after each hunt. So 
happy Father’s Day to the fathers 
that are pushes their little ones and 
taking the time to show them this 
low country lifestyle and the beauti-
ful part of the state we live in!  
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Outdoors with Dad  
By Sarah Danielle Bryson 
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    Thinking back on my childhood and throughout my teen years, I can’t 
think of a time that I wasn’t glued to my dads pants leg outside probably 
driving him crazy, asking a million questions and trying to be just like 
him. 
    My mom would definitely say I accomplished the being just like him in 
so many ways. 
    My family had wholesale lumber yard and we raised Quarter horses so 
if I wasn’t running around the lumber yard with him, you would probably 
find me in the barn or the arena.  
    We showed western pleasure locally and nationally, I was on a horse 
before I could walk so it was something that came natural for me, my dad 
taught me that there was a lot more to having horses than just saddling up 
and taking off. We’d start out in the mornings feeding, cleaning stalls, 
grooming and maintenance on my tack and equipment. My dad made me 
value my time, money spent and money earned also putting money back 
into my horse or in savings for when it was time to upgrade. Later on we 
got in to cutting and barrel horses and started traveling all over the south 
east competing. I won buckles, saddles, and money. I was sponsored by 
many national businesses, he would have me sit down and write letters 
and list my accomplishments to gain sponsorship to help with traveling. I 
think this is what inspired me to encourage my boys to get outside and 
enjoy the outdoors, they both competed in rodeos along with motocross 

and now are very 
involved in the fish-
ing industry. 
    I never took much 
interest in hunting it 
just wasn’t my thing, 
my love for animals 
probably hindered 
that a little as well.  
As far as fishing any 
spare time we had, 
we were out on the 
lake. I remember us 
packing the boat and 
we would spend the 
entire weekend fish-
ing for catfish, crap-
pie and stripers. We 
loved being out on 
water whether it was 
fishing, water sports, 
or just cruising 
around on the lake. 
    My dad definitely 
made me who I am, 
my love for nature, 
animals, fishing, and 
boats and thanking 
God everyday for providing me with what I need to be able to enjoy it. I 
wouldn’t change a thing about the way I grew up , my dad instilled in me 
the work ethics, respect for others and integrity to stand by what I say and 
to never take for granted what we are blessed with. I lost my dad to sui-
cide in 2010 and wish to this day we had more time so we could continue 
making those memories and enjoy this beautiful place we live. So I encour-
age everyone to find something outside you love and share it with your 
children. 

Contact Mike Johnson (843) 378-4831 
moreehunt@aol.com • www.moreespreserve.com 

Specializing In  
Quail, Chukar, Pheasants, Ducks, Deer, Wild Boar,  

and Outstanding Lodging.  
Two All New 14 Station Automated Sporting Clay Courses.

Pheasant  

Tower Shoot

Growing up with Dad 

Capt Crystal Coble

THE WOMEN OF WACCAMAW

Bait • Tackle • Rod & Reel Repairs • Now Selling Showtime Dog Food

756-REEL 
      (7335)

4214 Railroad Ave. 
Loris, SC 29569
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Auto 
Hadwin-White 

Conway, SC  843.347.4633 
 

Bait and Tackle 

Stalvey’s Bait and Tackle 
Conway, SC  843.488.2715 

 
Boating Needs 

Warren’s Marine and Performance, LLC 
Longs, SC  843.340.0036 

 
Campground & Marina 

Hidden Marina & Campground 
Georgetown, SC  843.545.8633 

 
Deer Processing 

707 Deer Processing 
Myrtle Beach, SC  843.293.3355 

 
Education 

Horry-Georgetown Technical College 
Conway/Myrtle Beach, SC 

843.349.5277 
 

Entertainment 

Suck * Bang * Blow 
Murrells Inlet SC  843. 651.7960 

 
Equipment 

Tyler Equipment Co, Inc. 
Conway, SC  843.248.5294 

 
Fishing 

A Reel Fix Bait & Tackle 
Loris, SC  843.756.7335 

 
Home, Garden & Farm Supplies 

Conway Feed & Garden 
Conway, SC  843.248.4344 

 
Hospital 

Conway Medical Center 
Conway, SC  843.347.7111 

 
Metal Works 

Homewood Metal Works 
Conway, SC  843.365.9111 

Outdoor Adventures 

Allen Brothers Hunting Preserve 
Bladenboro, NC  910.736.5360 

 
Backwoods Quail Club 

Georgetown, SC  843.546.1466 
 

Lowcountry Preserve 
Tabor City, NC  910.443.1000 

 
Moree’s Sportsman’s Preserve 

Call Mike Johnson @ 843.378.4831 
 

Pet Cremation and Memorial 

Loyal Companions 
Conway, SC  843.234.5683 

 
Recycling 

Solid Waste Authority 
Conway, SC  843.347.1651 

 
Waccamaw Metal Recycling 

Little River/MB, SC  843.399.4048 
 

Sporting 

Pawleys Island Outdoors 
Pawleys Island  843.979.4666 

 
Rentals 

Waccamaw Outfitters 
Conway SC  843.488.3121 

 
Rehabilitation 

Pawleys Island  843.235.0200 
Murrells Inlet  843.314.3224 

Surfside Beach  843.839.0163 
Carolina Forest  843.282.0440 
Myrtle Beach  843.839.1300 

Market Commons  843.213.6338 
Conway  843.733.3031 

Little River  843,281.4222 
 

Taxidermy 

Wildlife Creations Taxidermy 
Conway, SC  843.254.7626 

 
Turkey Hunting/Calls 

SB Strut Buster 
geoff@strutbuster.com 

Resource Guide
   Our Swim Guide season kicks off on June 15th this summer! We will be sam-
pling for fecal bacteria throughout the summer season to make sure you have 
the information you need to safely enjoy the waters of the Waccamaw River. 
Each week, we will collect and analyze samples for E. coli bacteria and then 
releasing our Swim Guide Report on Friday mornings. Be sure to subscribe to 
our newsletter or follow Winyah Rivers Alliance on Facebook and Instagram to 
get your weekly report!  
    E. coli is a fecal coliform bacteria present in our waterways from a variety of 
sources. Warm blooded animals (and even some cold blooded animals like alli-
gators) have E. coli bacteria in their guts and eliminate the bacteria through 
defecation. That’s right, we are talking about poop! While E. coli from animals 
may not make us sick, it can indicate that there are human-sourced pathogens 
in our waterways that can make us sick. The US Environmental Protection 
Agency uses E. coli as an indicator species to approximate the level of risk for 
someone recreating in contaminated water.  
    Using the US Environmental Protection Agency’s recommended threshold 
value of an E. coli concentration of 235 CFU/100mL, we evaluate whether our 
samples passed or failed the water quality standard. Passing the standard 
meant swimmable water for you! Our results from our 2021 Swim Guide 
Program confirmed swimmable water throughout the watershed from Lake 
Waccamaw to Winyah Bay. Overall, 97% of our samples passed the water quali-
ty standard. That’s an A+ for clean water in the Waccamaw River watershed!  
    Luckily, on the Waccamaw, we often see very low concentrations of E. coli. 
Over the 15 year history of the Waccamaw Watershed Academy’s Waccamaw 
Volunteer Water Quality Monitoring Program, E. coli concentrations have met 
the recreational water quality standards 98% of the time! That’s at 18 sites along 
the Waccamaw River being sampled year round for 15 years! That’s some high 
quality H2O! This is because we have blackwater swamps that slow down and 
hold water so it can be filtered. Our swamps actually remove bacteria from the 
water and help keep our river clean.  
    But we want to make sure of  that during the summer recreation season so 
you can make an informed decision about when and where to swim! Using the 
Swim Guide app, you can see at a glance whether your landing is safe for 
swimming, boating, and playing in the Waccamaw. Visit 
www.theswimguide.org or download the app to check it out for yourself!  
    In order to keep this program afloat and assure clean water reports for every-
one, we need sponsors for our sampling sites. By sponsoring the Waccamaw 
Riverkeeper Swim Guide program you will be helping Winyah Rivers Alliance 
provide water quality data through additional sampling while promoting your 
business and your commitment to clean water. For just $250, you can cover all 
the expenses for a single sampling site for the entire season. Consider sponsor-
ing your favorite landing to make sure you have swimmable water all summer! 
Even a small donation of $10 can cover all the supplies needed for a single sam-
ple. Help us protect clean water and make sure everyone has access to swim-
mable water on the Waccamaw! Based on your sponsorship level, Winyah 
Rivers will promote and reward your company or organization through adver-
tisements on our social media and website, in our newsletter, and on the Swim 
Guide page and program materials. Your sponsorship could also earn you free 
tickets to our events, paddle trips on the river, and more!  
    Not able to sponsor a site but still want to help us provide weekly data 
through Swim Guide? Become a volunteer! Our volunteer water quality moni-
toring program will support our sampling efforts throughout the summer 
months. Join our team of dedicated volunteers and help us protect clean 
water. Or simply help us share the information by sharing our Facebook posts 
with anyone who spends time on the river.  

    Visit our website, www.winyahrivers.org, or contact your Waccamaw 
Riverkeeper, Cara Schildtknecht, (riverkeeper@winyahrivers.org or  

(843) 779-2227) to learn more about the  
Waccamaw Riverkeeper  

Swim Guide program and how you can help us protect clean water  
for everyone to enjoy this summer and forever. 

Swimming Into Summer  

By Cara Schildtknecht 
Waccamaw Riverkeeper, Winyah Rivers Alliance
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      Hello everyone, I hope this article finds 
everyone well, May is finally here! Fishing is 
going off in most directions. The ocean and 
estuaries are yielding great catches. Offshore 
there is one of the best dolphin bites in years 
and the migration seems to have doubled in 
my opinion. Blue Marlin are being caught 
and the bite seems to be better south off of 
Charleston. The Georgetown Blue Marlin 
Tournament will be held Memorial Day 
weekend at Georgetown Landing Marina in 
Georgetown, S.C. This is one of the best tour-
naments to fish in my opinion in the world, it 
is open to the public., so please share and 
come check out this event. They will have 
plenty of tournament t shirts available for the 
whole family for sale. Fish will be weighed at 

the scales each afternoon for family viewing. There is a spotty wahoo bite also 
in the deep and inshore fish are also biting well. The Spanish Mackerel have 
shown up in great numbers.  Redfish, Trout, Drum, and Flounder are showing 
strong. Our area has a great group of inshore guides to carry you fishing and 
you will find great fishermen guides to choose from in the Little River, 
Murrells Inlet, and Georgetown areas, look them up and give them a call! Area 
creeks, lakes, and rivers have been yielding catches of bass, flat fish, and cat-

fish. There truly is plenty to choose from to catch and enjoy fishing, May is 
truly a great month in the fishing world. I once had an old Captain to tell me 
that “God should created 2 months in May and  
2 months in October”, he was truly right. 
    Another thing to note and clarify, who is John W Hurst writing these arti-
cles? I am a very blessed person who has loved fishing and hunting from birth 
and have been fortunate to have worked in hunting and fishing industry for 
most of my life. Along the way I honed my passions down to 3 main areas, 
mallard ducks have always been my main focus, blowing a duck call was a big 
reason why. The game of being able to decoy large groups of mallards into the 
decoys at point blank range has and still remains one of my favorite things to 
do. Next on the list would be chasing Blue Marlin around the oceans. I have 
fished professionally for over 20 years and counting and have been fortunate 
to have fish the Big Kahuna out of Georgetown that whole tenure. The one 
thing that I will tell you is in Blue Marlin fishing, the bite is everything, to see 
that is 90 percent of the experience! My last but not least passion is chasing 
whitetail bucks around the country, they are truly one of the smartest and wili-
est animals to chase. The sight of a true mature whitetail buck will almost 
always take your breath. I do have one other passion that ranks at the top of 
all. That would be my beautiful wife who has supported me all the way 
through my journey of life, without her this journey would not be complete. I 
have been blessed to have fished and hunted over 200 days a year for the last 
20 years. Lots of time when I find myself with a slow moment to think, I won-
der how I did it all, God has truly blessed me and my family. In a nutshell, I 
am a God-fearing Family man who has been blessed to pursue his passions. I 
have sold screen printing and embroidery for Mirage Promotions in Florence, 
S.C. for over 25 years and every day I try to wake up to a new challenge. Now 
the Covid era is giving me (like all of us) more challenges that I need or want.  
This is who I am in a paragraph. I am fortunate to have been invited to write 
for this magazine. Going forward I plan on writing stories of past events in my 
life long events of hunting and fishing. Thanks for the call, Englis Glover.  
    That’s it for this month. I hope everyone gets out and enjoys this great 
region. Stay After Em and God Bless!

Hours: 9am - 5pm      894 Trout Street, Georgetown, South Carolina 29440      (843)-545-8633 

contact@hiddenmarinacampground.com

Located On The Beautiful Sampit RiverLocated On The Beautiful Sampit River  
Hidden Marina & CampgroundHidden Marina & Campground

Camping  •  Cabins  •  Marina  •  Fishing  •  Events & Booking

 This place is amazing, friendly, very quiet and peaceful with a beautiful views!

At Myrtle Grove PlantationAt Myrtle Grove Plantation

“STAY AFTER EM”  

It’s Time For Fishing  

with John W Hurst
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314 Atlantic Ave., Garden City 
843.651.1657 

www.sarajs.com 

Sara J's is a family-owned restaurant that enjoys serving 
fresh quality seafood. We also enjoy sharing our fishing  

adventures with you and your family.

Hours 
Monday  Sunday 
4:00PM  9:00PM

Grilled Spadefish Fillets 
 
    In June the nearshore reefs and some live 
bottoms become covered up with these tasty 
fish and many will choose to not eat them or 
to cut them up and just do the boring fish fry. 
These fish are very tasty when cleaned and 
prepared correctly. Firstly the filets need to be 
clean of all the red meat that will be attached 
to the fillets and these can ruin the overall 
taste of the fish. After getting your fillets pre-
pared, you should put them in a Ziploc bag 
with a generous coating of mayonnaise and 
let them sit in a fridge or cooler for 3 to 4 hours. Next, get your grill fired up 
and to a temp between 380 and 400 and have some olive oil close by and a 
paper towel to use to coat the grates with the olive oil before applying your 
fish. I like to give them about two minutes on each side and I will do one of 
two things. I’ll season the fillets with lemon pepper and salt or I will take a 
seasoning from the shelf at our local seafood store and explore different fla-
vors. I will always just lightly coat the fillets with any of the seasoning as this 
fish is already a delicacy and does not need much in the way of additional fla-
vor except to touch your taste buds. I’ll normally have some fresh veggies or 
pasta prepared to go along side our fish. Enjoy and remember it is a blessing 
to feed ourselves from God’s grocery store.  
Ingredients: 
Six 4 to 5 ounce fillets of Spadefish 
1/4 cup of Mayonaise 
Lemon Pepper Seasoning (or alternative) 
Teaspoon of Salt  
 
King Mackarel Fish Stew 
 
I get asked all the time, “What is your favorite way to eat king mackerel?” One 
of the best ways that I have ever enjoyed king was in a fish stew. I am sure this 
was for a number of reasons, but first and foremost, it is just incredible served 
over a bowl of rice. I will normally take my fillets and make sure all bloodlines 
are out and cut them into 2 inch chunks to cook. I like to use a mix stewed 
tomatoes and spicy V8 for my base. I will also cut up some potatoes, bell pep-
pers, and onions to toss in the mix. I like to add in a touch of cayenne pepper 
and a clove of garlic. This is an easy recipe and your family and friends will 
think you have spent hours preparing. I like to get a sauce pan going on the 
stove top with two teaspoons of olive oil and get my mix of seasoning and 
veggies nice and browned and then I will bring the heat down and add in my 
fish after it seems that my red potatoes have started to soften. I will add my 
fish in and cook them until I start to see them becoming pink or even starting 
to flake off each chunk. The key to this with the mackerel is to add it in 
thawed and to only allow it to cook the required time to keep the fresh flavors 
of the tomatoes and veggies from being overtaken by the fish. Add in your 
choice of rice and bread at the end and get ready for the compliments.  
Ingredients 
2 teaspoons olive oil 
1 large green or yellow bell pepper coarsely chopped 
 1 rib celery chopped 
1 lb of red potatoes  
1 medium onion chopped 
2 cloves garlic crushed and minced 
14.5 ounces canned stewed tomatoes 
½ cup water 
½ teaspoon salt 
¼ teaspoon ground black pepper 
1 cup spicy V-8 juice 
10 ounces cod fillet cut into 1-inch chunks

Fire up the Flavors



    Many people suffer from 
thoracic pain/thoracic 
radiculopathy. This is likely 
secondary to poor posture 
that has been going on for 
many years. Weakness, joint 
restriction, and soft tissue 
restrictions can develop in 
the thoracic region causing 
pain anywhere from 
between the shoulder 

blades to the upper portion of your lower back. 
Pain can come from poor posture, arthritis, hernia-
tions, fractures (especially in those that have been 
diagnosed with osteoporosis) as well as rib dys-
function. 
    If nerve irritation 
is involved one can 
experience pain 
that wraps from 
the back to the 
front of the chest 
wall or abdomi-
nal region which is 
referred to as tho-
racic radiculopathy. 
Often, people mistake 
this referral pattern as cardiac issues like a heart 
attack due to occasional feelings of sharp chest 

pain or issues with internal organs when pain is in 
the abdominal region with lower thoracic dys-
function. 
    The best course of treatment for this type of 
issue is a combination of manual therapy, postural 
stabilization exercises and postural education. 
Often patients with poor posture are not aware of 
it. The education portion of treatment is key to 
ensure once the patient is pain free that they do 
not resort to poor postural habits following dis-
charge. Manual therapy is key when treating tho-
racic pain due to the complexity of the connection 
of the vertebrae and ribs. Manual therapy includes 
joint mobilizations which involves your therapist 
pushing on different segments of the vertebrae 
and ribs that are not moving well. Another form 
of manual therapy that is imperative to successful 
treatment includes soft tissue mobilization to help 
relieve trigger points that may be aiding in the 
dysfunction. 
    Physical therapy for any issue should not be 
treated with just exercise. If there are joint and soft 
tissue restrictions, exercise alone may irritate these 
structures. It is imperative that one find a physical 
therapist that offers manual therapy to resolve 
these issues. 
    At Professional Rehabilitation Services, we spe-
cialize in manual therapy as well as designing a 
specific program for each patient to ensure suc-

cessful recovery. No one should have to live with 
pain…if you are tired of dealing with aches and 
pains daily give us a call and see what we can do 
for you! 
    For further information on this or other related 
topics you can contact Lisa O’Brien, PT, DPT, Cert. 
DN (Murrells Inlet) (843) 314-3224, Richard 
DeFalco, DPT, OCS, CSCS, CWcHP (Myrtle Beach)  
(843) 839-1300, Brian P. Kinmartin PT, DPT, MTC, 
STC, OCS, CWcHP (Pawleys Island) (843) 235-
0200, Richard A. Owens, MPT, OCS, Cert. SMT, 
CWcHP (Surfside) (843) 831-0163, Jill P. Phelan, 
PT, DPT, Cert. DN (Conway) (843) 773-3031, 
Samantha Crisafulli PT, DPT (Carolina Forest) 
(843) 282-0440, Zach Daniels PT, DPT (Market 
Commons) (843) 213-6338, Brandon Stanley PT, 
DPT (Longs) (843) 491-0388, Brandon Stanley PT, 
DPT (Little River) (843) 281-4222 or visit our web-
site at www.prsrehabservices.com where you can 
learn more about the company and 
even download a referral form for your physician 
to fill out.  

You can also call and schedule a  
free 15-minute consultation. 
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Treating Thoracic Pain 

By Jill Phelan, PT, DPT, Cert. DN  

Hours: Mon - Fri 8:00AM - 5:00PM 
Saturday 9:00AM - 1:00PM 
8553 Highway 544 
Myrtle Beach, SC 29588 
www.coastalmarinemb.com

2020 | Pontoons by G3

843-236-9309



   I grew up at the end of an era when men still built their 
own wooden boats and, sometimes even, trailers. It was a 
time when men would paddle with one arm while using a 
throw line with the other, a practice still used by some to 
this day. There were many skilled and talented people from 
that time. Small wooden boats were common, often 
powered by 15, 20, and 25 hp motors. Mercury, Johnson, 
and Evinrude outboards were the three major brands at the 

time. My father, Aubrey David Hinson Jr., built 4 wooden boats that I 
remember - 3 of which he still has. The boats he built were true works of art - 
and were a reflection of his skills with wood. He built a sort of big-water boat 
that was paired with a Mercury 40 and a smaller boat that was paired with a 
Mercury 20, a very popular motor at the time. The smaller boat was his 
primary duck-hunting and fishing boat. The last boat he built was a square-
bow boat with a live well, and it was and still is an excellent fishing boat. 
    Early on, I learned some very important skills from my father that have 
served me well throughout my life. Like a lot of people, Daddy always made 
his own paddles that held a great shape and felt good to the hand. As a child 
sitting in the back of the boat, I had a full view of his talent as a paddler and 
especially the art of being quiet. Be it duck hunting or fishing, my father could 
navigate through a maze of limbs, logs, and flooded swamps, never making a 
sound. The places we frequented were not necessarily easy to get to but often 
held the best rewards. 
    Some memories just seem to always stand out - Daddy always kept a small 
Coleman stove under the seat of the boat for which he’d use to cook bacon 
and eggs on the riverbank after morning duck hunts. I remember when Daddy 
bought an electric trolling motor - a Minn Kota 65 - which changed things a 
bit. I myself have had a few electric trolling motors over the years but have 

always came back to the simplicity and function of a 
paddle. Being an inshore saltwater fisherman for most of 
my life, I have had my share of bigger boats, but there’s 
just something special about a small boat, small motor, and 
a good-old paddle. Be it polling or paddling, I use the 
wind, current, and eddies to my advantage. The art of 
paddling and being perfectly quiet are skills that I learned 
from my father and have served me well in my hunting 
and fishing adventures. 
    In writing this, I am just one of many sharing a part of 
my life with you. There have been so many gifted people 
from the past to the present - We have learned from those 
who are the foundation of who we are. As always, I am 
grateful to the Good Lord above. 
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“Reflections”“Reflections” 

By Aubrey David Hinson IIIBy Aubrey David Hinson III



TATEPOINT CROSSWORD 
THEME: GRADUATION 
 
ACROSS 
1. Like a bug on windshield noise 
6. G-man 
9. Type of race 
13. Late actor Ledger 
14. Waikiki necklace 
15. Group of lions 
16. Knight’s shiny garb 
17. Ensign, for short 
18. One to beat 
19. *Graduation proof 
21. *”School’s Out” singer 
23. An indigenous person in Laos 
24. 6-shooter 
25. Founder of People’s Republic of China 
28. Porous rock 
30. *MFA or BA 
35. Comrade in arms 
37. Be inclined 
39. Had in mind 
40. Was a passenger 
41. Ventricular beater 
43. Same as ayah 
44. ____ Trick, rock band 
46. Nicholas II, e.g. 
47. Initiation ceremony, e.g. 
48. “Pollock” actor Ed 
50. Foolish one 
52. Ever, to a poet 
53. “House of Gucci” star 
55. Masters Tournament peg 
57. *Mortarboard attachment 
60. *”No more ____, no more books” 
64. Fancy boat 
65. Mozart’s “L’____ del Cairo” 
67. Arm bones 
68. Orderly arrangement 
69. Granola grain 
70. Gustatory sensation 
71. Lord Byron’s composition 
72. Dashboard unit 
73. Weasel’s aquatic cousin 

DOWN 
1. Herring’s cousin 
2. “Frasier” actress Gilpin 
3. Bulb holder 
4. Coral reef island 
5. Neck cavity 
6. Pestilence pest 
7. Even, to a poet 
8. “Saturday Night Fever” music genre 
9. Type of coffee maker 
10. Gauche or Droite in Paris 
11. Month of Purim 
12. Styling product 
15. For the time being, Latin (2 words) 
20. Cave opening 
22. Like Hemingway’s certain man on sea 
24. Type of rummy 
25. *One in “Pomp and Circumstance” series 
26. Hello to Israel Kamakawiwo’ole 
27. Ahead in years 
29. *”You have brains in your head, you 
have ____ in your shoes” 
31. Cleats to soccer player 
32. China grass 
33. Related on mother’s side 
34. Olden days anesthetic 
36. *School ____, which is about 180 days 
38. No-win situation 
42. Old-hat 
45. Wilbur’s home 
49. *Famous frat house 
51. Adjective in sheet music 
54. Low light 
56. Enthusiastic approval 
57. Tropical edible root 
58. Land measure 
59. A fake 
60. Beaten by walkers 
61. Research facil. 
62. It’s better than never? 
63. Tiresias in “Oedipus Rex” 
64. Small dog’s bark 
66. *Gown’s companion 
 
Solution on page 20
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To advertise your business card here,  
email us at 

trilogyoutdoorsmedia@gmail.com



W A C C A M A W  O U T D O O R S  T I D E  C H A R T
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1609 4th Ave.,  
Conway, SC 

 
(843) 488-2715 

 
Open 7am - 6pm

“FOR ALL YOUR FISHING NEEDS” 
 

RODS • REELS • BAIT 
 

ACCESSORIES & MUCH MORE

They offer Saltwater, Freshwater,  
Hunting, Boat Rental, AFTCO Clothing, 

 and Xtra Tuff Footwear  

Coming Late Spring of 2022  
Expanding To Nearly Twice The Space!!! 

9790 Ocean Hwy., Pawleys Island, SC • Open 7am - 6pm 
843-979-4666 



The Dead Dog Has It All 

Dead Dog Saloon in Murrells Inlet is the headquarters for the best 

in live music, great food, and the coldest drinks while enjoying the 

best view in town. Come enjoy Breakfast, Lunch, and Dinner and 

dance the night away on the biggest deck in Murrells Inlet.   

 

Hours: Sunday - Thursday 8:00 am - 9:30 pm 

 Friday - Saturday 8:00 am -10pm 

 

843.651.0664

4079 Highway 17 Business Murrells Inlet, SC 29576 

www.deaddogsaloon.com

The Claw House on the Waterfront 

Claw House is a one of a kind New England Style crab house with the  

freshest in seafood incorporated into a menu that is second to none.  

Come enjoy a great meal and then make your way to our waterfront  

beer garden with over 60 craft beers served right on the beautiful  

Marshwalk in Murrells Inlet.  

 

Hours: Sunday - Thursday 11:00 am - 8:30 pm 

 Friday - Saturday 11:00 am -9 pm

4097 Highway 17 Business Murrells Inlet, SC 295764097 Highway 17 Business Murrells Inlet, SC 29576  

843.651.4415  

www.theclawhouse.comwww.theclawhouse.com


	WOD-053122A1
	WOD-053122A2
	WOD-053122A3
	WOD-053122A4
	WOD-053122A5
	WOD-053122A6
	WOD-053122A7
	WOD-053122A8
	WOD-053122A9
	WOD-053122A10
	WOD-053122A11
	WOD-053122A12
	WOD-053122A13
	WOD-053122A14
	WOD-053122A15
	WOD-053122A16
	WOD-053122A17
	WOD-053122A18
	WOD-053122A19
	WOD-053122A20
	WOD-053122A21
	WOD-053122A22
	WOD-053122A23
	WOD-053122A24

