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TOmM The eartor

Guest Editorial
We are thankful for. . .

All three generations sat down to Thanksgiving dinner
together, and the youngest grandson asked the bless-
ing. He tried to include the many things we were
thankful for on that auspicious occasion, but that of
course was impossible. And Grandpop presided over a
succulent roast of venison. It had been in the freezer
since the deer had been harvested on the morning of
the first day of bow-hunting season, in Sussex County.

Other dishes, seeming without number, graced the
table—blueberries from south Jersey, black caps from
roadside brambles, vegetables beyond description
from last summer’s harvest on nearby farms, Silver
Queen and Butter-and-Sugar sweet corn that had been
roasted in the husks and saved for the corn pudding.
Then there were pitchers of milk from Sussex County’s
Holsteins, and lasagna topped with mozzarella from
Andover. But why go on? The supreme test is in the
eating of the many good things that are strictly New
Jersey!

Early winter is a time when last summer’s produce in
the Garden State is really appreciated. And there’s
more to come in the years ahead. | was driving slowly
on our country road in Hampton Township when two
wild turkeys stepped out of the weeds and proceeded
with stately walk to the other side. On another occasion
on Route 521, a wild turkey sprang from cover and flew
high in the brush beyond my windshield. Those turkeys
cannot be hunted yet, but some day their progeny will
be the talk of future Thanksgiving and Christmas din-
ners.

At the moment the venison is abundant. We have
counted as many as eleven deer at one time in our back
yard. And for superb fowl there is nothing like grouse,
and almost as good are the pheasants. When frost has
heralded the small game season there are rabbits for
stew, but the discriminating gourmet knows a plump
squirrel is even better.

The opening of trout season brought fishermen in
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droves to the streams, and all summer the disciples of
Izaak Walton are dropping lines from boats or doing
some profitable bait casting from the banks of in-
numerable lakes. Bass, pickerel, perch, catfish, pike,
sunnies, and much more are right there for the catching
—and the eating.

But there is so much more to enjoy in New Jersey
outdoors. Raccoons are as numerous and mischievous
as ever. Woodchucks raise cautious heads in high
grass all summer, and chipmunks scamper over stone
fences all winter. Skunks and 'possums grope for
tender morsels here and there with little concern for
their neighbors. And we are hearing with a great deal of
interest about the return of the black bear to the
Kittatinny Mountains. Not long ago two cubs were busy
nibbling the tender shoots of water plants near our
home.

From the deck on the back of our house, we watch
the hawks soaring along the Kittatinny Ridge as they
take advantage of the thermals to journey southwest
each fall and return each spring. And the honking of
high-flying geese and ducks signal the changes of the
seasons, while the Canada geese in increasing num-
bers are not necessarily in such a hurry to fly south, or
north, but will take up permanent residence on nearby
lakes and ponds.

The seasons come and go, and the first chill of
autumn is in the air, not enough to bring early frost but
just to give the assurance that the Garden State has
brought manifold blessings to its outdoorsmen. The
sweet corn is ready for the grill, and the blackberries
are dripping from wayside bushes.

Someday our Thanksgiving dinner will include one of
those wild turkeys. And as a climax we will have a
steaming, home-grown blackberry roll garnished with
hard sauce, served on Lenox china (from Boonton) of
course. This is strictly New Jersey! O

Dr. Charles A. Platt

Our Wildlife in New Jersey series
kicks off this issue with Winter—It’s For
the Birds by Wade Wander and Sharon
Ann Brady. If you're into bird watching
and bird feeders, this is a “must” read-
ing. This article is introduced by the
illustration by Carol Decker on the in-
side back cover.

Foresters Ed Lempicki and Mark
Steinhorst, Forest Products Utilization
Specialists with the Bureau of Forestry,
write about a difficult logging operation
in Helicopter Logging in New Jersey.
Read how two million board feet of
valuable Atlantic White Cedar were
hoisted out by helicopter.

New Ways With Waste by Cliff Ross
of DEP’s Division of Water Resources
discusses land application of sewage
and industrial wastes. Although this is
not a new concept, it is a process
gaining wider acceptance with environ-
mentalists and local governments in
New Jersey.

“If you missed the Revolutionary
War, now is your chance to have a
ringside seat at a repeat performance.”

Read Morristown Bicentennial by Tony
Patterson of the N.J. Division of Travel
and Tourism.

Our center section, the Environmen-
tal News, includes a horror story written
by James M. Staples titled DEP Begins
Cleanup of Hazardous Wastes.

In the November/December 1977 is-
sue of New Jersey Outdoors we fea-
tured a section of the magazine which
we called the “Hunting Experience.” In
a similar fashion, in this issue we are
printing New Jersey’s Deer Manage-
ment Program for 1978-79.

Hunting is not an “in” recreational
activity like tennis, jogging or racquet-
ball, and a great many people, especial-
ly city dwellers and suburbanities, are
opposed to the killing of game. But in
New Jersey hunters spent 42 million
dollars this past year for hunting equip-
ment, licenses and related activities;
there are 150,000 to 160,000 firearm
hunters and 36,000 bow hunters; and
during the 1978-79 seasons, hunting in
New Jersey provided a total of 2.2.
million man-days of recreation. The

articles and authors in this section are
listed below:

The Deer Management material was
written by wildlife biologists David
Burke, Robert Eriksen, Bruce Hawkin-
son, Robert Lund and Patricia McCon-
nell.

Author Don Reinhart says many bow
hunters are missing out on an op-
portunity to bag a buck by Horn Rattl-
ing for Bucks during the fall archery
season.

Only in New Jersey can a hunter
track a big game animal in the snow
and make a kill just two miles from the
area’s largest indoor shopping mall.
Read The Urban Deer Hunt by Frank
Clark.

“The woods are alive with my fellow
predators. Yes, | am also one, like the
hawk, and the fox; my chance is yet to
come...” Read The Introspective
Hunter by Ron Raleigh. =]

. i




Wildlife in New Jersey

WINTER—
it’s for
the burds!

BY WADE WANDER AND
SHARON ANN BRADY

If this is the year you join the
thousands of New Jerseyans who enjoy
wildlife in winter by feeding wild birds,
the Black-capped Chickadee pictured
here is sure to become one of your
favorite visitors. And he’s only one of
some two or three dozen species which
may reward your feeding efforts with
delightful dawn-to-dusk displays of
color, sound, and activity.

To start winter bird feeding, you
obviously need bird seed. Most super-
markets sell ““wild bird seed” in 20-1b
bags and sunflower seed in 2- to 5-1b
bags (be sure to shop around—certain
chains are much cheaper than others).
Some large discount chains market
seed in 40- to 50-lb quantities. An
especially worthwhile source is the NJ
Audubon Society, which holds Bird
Seed Sales Days in October, December,
and February at its Bernardsville and
Franklin Lakes sanctuaries. Sunflower
seed is considerably more expensive
than the standard mixed seeds, but is
worth it because it is preferred by many
of the most attractive species—
chickadees and nuthatches, grosbeaks,
Cardinals and other finches. Peanuts
and peanut butter are relished by many
birds, as are raisins. Suet (beef fat)—
available very cheaply (ometimes free!)
from supermarket meat departments
and local butchers—is a highly concen-
trated food that will guarantee you a
winter-long parade of woodpeckers,
and perhaps draw in some of the more
unusual species in severe weather.

For a feeder, all you really need is
the ground. Almost every species will
feed on the ground, and some, like
most sparrows, feed almost exclusively
on the ground. The seed should be
distributed over an area of at least
several square yards to prevent over-
crowding. Heavy snow can be a real
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Purple Finch. The striking raspberry-red color of the head and chest combined with clear
white underparts identifies this individual as not only a purple finch but an aduit male as
well. The heavy conical bill is well-adapted for cracking open its favorite food—sunflower
seeds.

problem for ground feeders, and
should be cleared away from the feed-
ing area. You can also buy (or easily
make) many different kinds of pole-
mounted feeders, hanging feeders, and
windowsill feeders, which allow you to
bring the birds closer, choose which
species gets which kind of seed, and
evade pests such as pigeons and squir-
rels. Pole feeders should be placed near
shrubbery or trees to give birds ap-
proach and escape cover. Hang one or
two feeders near windows for closeup
looks at your visitors—you’ll be sur-
prised at how tame they’ll become.
Suet should be placed in trees in wide-
mesh net bags or special suet feeders.

When you first put out your feeders,
be patient—it may take the birds in
your area a week or so to discover the
bonanza you are providing! After birds

are feeding regularly, fill your feeders
at dusk so that seed is available when
birds start feeding at dawn; put out
more seed as needed during the day.
Feed more heavily during and after
heavy snow and ice storms, when it is
especially difficult for birds to obtain
natural food.

Open your feeding station when
night temperatures consistently fall
into the thirties—usually by mid to late
November—and continue feeding
through April. It’s OK to start later if
you like, but it is VERY IMPOR-
TANT to continue feeding WELL
INTO SPRING. Once your birds have
become accustomed to feeding heavily
with relatively little energy expen-
diture, any interruption—even for a
day or two—can result in heavy mor-
tality. Keep in mind that seed is ex-



Black-capped Chickadees at “‘chickadee”
feeder. These tiny bundles of energy are
very agile and comical feeders and are
adept at hanging on to just about any
surface. Constantly stocked feeders dur-
ing winter help these and similarly sized
species withstand our coldest days.

pensive and that you’ll need a lot more
than you at first expect, so DON'T
START FEEDING UNLESS YOU
CAN AFFORD TO KEEP IT UP.
Also consider that keeping several
feeders stocked, cleaned, and repaired
for several months takes a lot of effort
on your part—ESPECIALLY in the
coldest, snowiest, wettest weather,
when the birds are most dependent on
you. And of course you’ll be dependent
on them, too, for the exhilarating sense
of aliveness they bring to the bleakest
winter landscape.

Some common winter birds at New
Jersey Feeders:

Mourning Dove—ground feeder on small
seeds, cracked corn

Downy Woodpecker—feeds on suet placed
in trees

House Finches. The feeder pictured here is a
general type that can be used by all birds. In
many suburban yards throughout New Jersey,
the House Finch has become a very common
feeder resident. The House Finch, however,
cannot hang onto the ““chickadee” feeder pic-
tured elsewhere, thereby reducing the com-
petition for food. The female’s are without red.
Compare the males here with the male Purple
Finch.

White-breasted Nuthatch—mainly a suet
feeder, but also takes sunflower seeds
Black-capped Chickadee (northern NJ)—
sunflower seeds, suet, peanuts

Carolina Chickadee (southern NJ)—same
as above

Tufted Titmouse—another sunflower-seed
specialist

Starling—a pest species aggressive toward
other birds; mainly a suet and bread feeder
House Sparrow—another pest often present
in dismaying numbers; a ground feeder on
mixed seed

Cardinal—feeds mainly on sunflower seeds
on ground or from feeders

House Finch—visits pole or hanging feeders
for sunflower seeds

American Goldfinch—loves thistle seed
(which is not always available) and sun-
flower seed

Dark-eyed Junco—Strictly a ground feeder,
preferring smaller seeds

White-throated Sparrow—ground feeder
Song Sparrow—ground feeder

In some years the following species
may appear at feeders in large num-
bers:
Purple Finch—prefers sunflower seeds
Evening Grosbeak—rhe sunflower-seed
eater; large flocks will devour many pounds
daily
Common Redpoll—eats various seeds, main-
ly on the ground
Tree Sparrow—a ground feeder on small
mixed seeds

American Goldfinch at thistle feeder.
The familiar bright yellow plumage of
the “wild canary” is replaced in fall
with dull greenish feathering. Gold-
finches prefer thistle seeds to any
other food but will eat sunflower
seeds when thistle is not available.

PHOTOS BY AUTHORS e

Hairy Woodpecker. During the colder
months of winter, Hairy Woodpeckers
as well as the smaller more familiar
Downy Woodpecker will visit suet
feeders especially in those yards
near Wooded habitat. Mesh bags,
like the one at the extreme left of the
picture, are ideal for holding suet and
can be placed against the trunk or
branch of a tree or just left hanging.
Suet is a fat which is an especially
good source of energy in cold weath-
er.

An excellent source of detailed in-
formation on all aspects of feeding wild
birds is The Hungry Bird Book by Rob-
ert Arbib and Tony Soper (Ballantine
Books paperback). Many field guides
are available to help you identify the
birds visiting your feeder. a
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By Ron Raleigh

My old Ford van slowly chugs down
the bumpy road, heading toward the
place where | hunt. The fields of corn
and soybean drift by my windshield.
| slip off the road, ease into an open
field, and pull up to the hedgerow
that points the way to the place
where | will be for the next few hours.
| quickly jump out, put on my gear,
smear on some Camo Cream and
grab my bow. Before heading to the
woods, | pause to turn and look
backward across the road.

I was in a hurry but my pace slows
as | start to unwind and the pres-
sures of the day melt away. The raw
natural beauty of the Jersey wood-
lands soothes my soul. | cross the
field toward the stand of large white
oaks that lies before me. Blue Jays
call from their trees, alerting the for-
est to my presence. My eyes are
upon a gnarled old cedar that marks
the entrance to my path. At first
glance the path appears to be like all
the others that crisscross these
woods, but this path is “mine.” It has
felt my footsteps many times during
my trips through these woods. It is
an old friend that leads me to a very
special tree that stands in the back
of these woods near a stream. In the
daylight | find my tree with ease; in
the darkness | need my friend, the
path.

It is October—bow-hunting month
—the month of both my madness
and my sanity. The frenzied days of
preparation, of practicing, and of
scouting, all the hard work, are over.
The days of patience, fulfillment, en-
lightenment, and enjoyment are
here. | pause by the cedar and again
glance backward. The world of
stress and tension is left behind. | am
entering the world the Indians called
the “Wankan Tanka” or “The Great
Mystery.”

| follow my friend the path, and it
leads me to my other friend, my tree.
It is an old white oak, its limbs
stretching skyward, my home in the
forest. This tree has seen many sea-
sons come and go, felt the warmth of
thousands of sunrises, experienced
the ravages of the wind and the bit-
ing chill of winter. It knows more than
anything else the power, the cruelty,
and yes, even the gentieness of na-
ture, yet it stands silently. It has giv-
en both food and shelter to the

animals of the forest, and now |
come to it and it gives to me also. |
climb up among her branches, sink
back, and she cradles me among
them. | am no longer the stranger, an
intruder in the sacred domain of na-
ture; | am a part of it.

Annie B. Dillard, in her prizewin-
ning book, “A Pilgrim at Tinker
Creek,” said, “What summer con-
ceals, winter reveals.” And | say that
the “fall is the revelation of that con-
cealment.” With each leaf that falls,
my eyes are drawn to a heretofore
unseen object; first a bird’s nest and
then the nest of a squirrel.

| hear the whistle of wings, my
brother the hawk streaks past my
tree in pursuit of his prey, a tiny field
mouse scurrying toward an old,
dead log. It is crushed in the pow-
erful claws of its attacker. Death is
quick. The mouse dies so that the
hawk may live; it is the way of things.

The woods are silent except for
the chatter of a lone squirrel in the
distance. A finch lands on the limb
on which | am sitting, immediately
realizes its mistake, and leaves. A
rabbit is munching some tender
grass but something is wrong. It ex-
plodes from the scene as a red fox
leaps to where the rabbit had just
stood. The fox, for his impatience,
has missed his chance. The rabbit
will not be his dinner this day.

The woods are alive with my fellow
predators. Yes, | am also one, like
the hawk, and the fox; my chance is
yet to come. The hour of magic fast
approaches. The air draws still, the
golden ball suspended by an in-
visible thread hangs above the
horizon; its reflection sends streaks
of light across the waters of the
creek. A muskrat surfaces to ascer-
tain that his course is correct and
then disappears. Even the water
snake slipping silently into his do-
main is a thing of beauty.

My senses are dulled by these
flashes of color, this peace, this
solitude. It is as if | am hypnotized. It
has often occurred to me during
these special moments that we
spend the greater part of our lives
being somewhere we don’t want to
be, doing things that we don’t want
to do. But when | am in my tree,
during the last few glimmering rays
of sunlight, there is no other place in
the world where | would rather be,
and there is nothing else | would
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rather be doing.

My thoughts are interrupted, my
senses spring to attention. A red-
dish-brown shadow slips into the
periphery of my vision. My pulse
races, the beat of my heart is magni-
fied a thousand times within my ears,
my fingers tingle, my body trembles.
Slightly, ever so slightly, my hand
squeezes the grip on my bow until |
feel as if the pressure will surely
crush it. | breathe deeply, trying to
steady myself. As | turn my head, the
entire form of the creature comes
into view. The visions of a massive
trophy disappear and with it my ten-
sions and anxiety. It is only a fawn
nonchalantly tiptoeing its way to the
old apple orchard that lies to my left.
My imagination never ceases to
amaze me. It has played out a scene
such as this a hundred times before
—a huge Pope and young buck of-
fering me the perfect quartering-
away shot at 20 paces. In my
dreams, | see my arrow flashing
toward its intended target but it nev-
er quite reaches its mark and my
dream is left unfinished. Perhaps
this is the best part of my dream. For
when the arrow in truth arrives, what
will be left to dream of? Maybe this is
what draws me back to the fields and
woodlands each fall—to seek but not
find the “great mysteries.”

Again my thoughts are interrupted
and my mind is focused on the reali-
ty of now. A twig snaps and as |
glance in the direction of where |
heard it, there he is! | see him! The
grey ghost appears to my right, the
last beams of sunlight reflect from
his snow white antlers. He stands
pround and erect. He is the Monarch
of this forest, the master of all he
surveys.

| don’'t understand it. I'm still calm.
I'm not shaking and quivering with
excitement. Now | understand. My
intuition is telling me that this is not
to be the time, the fulfillment of my
dream. The gathering mist pulls my
scent to the forest floor like gravity
gently pulling an apple from its tree.
It drifts toward the buck and his
nostrils are filled with the scent of a
human. He blows his warning,
wheels about and is gone. It took but
a moment. Maybe next time.

I slowly climb from my perch and
begin my trek back to my van—back
to civilization. But who is to say
where | have been? O
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BY ED LEMPICKI
& MARK STEINHORST

Forest Product Utilization Specialists

Driving down a dirtiroad in the middle
of Wharton State Forest it may be
somewhat startling to discover, as a 45-
foot log passes 100 feet over your head,
that helicopter logging has come to
New Jersey. A unique series of events
led to this first attempt to bring the
ultimate in modern logging techniques
to a cedar salvage harvest in the Pine
Barrens.

In July 1977 a forest tire started in
the Great Swamp area of the Wharton
State Forest. An extremely dry spring
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and summer had lowered the water
table so much that the rich organic
layer of the swamp surface became
bone dry. The Bureau of Forest Fire
Management personnel dispatched to
contain, control, and extinguish the fire
encountered an extremely difficult situ-
ation—a smoldering and deeply burn-
ing ground fire. This particular type of
wildfire does not burn in a fast and
furious rampage, but instead slowly
destroys the great trees above by burn-
ing the root systems below ground
level. Fire fighters would no sooner get
one area under control and move on
than the deep-burning fire would sur-
face and start new fires. Not until
September 8, approximately two
months after it started, was this fire
officially declared “out.”

The fire had been contained to 120
acres, where more than 4,000 cords
(20,000 trees) of prime Atlantic White
Cedar were killed. The trees themselves
still stood intact, but their life-support-
ing root systems had been charred and
killed as the tire burned away the or-
ganic surface 1-1/2 to 4 feet deep!

State foresters realized that the fire-
killed cedar was potentially salable and
began to take the necessary steps to
salvage the timber. Once the fire was
extinguished, the stand was inventoried
with volume and diameter classes re-
corded for the purpose of marketing
this wood before its economic value
was lost. The two million board feet of
Atlantic White Cedar involved became
available for an open competitive bid
to interested members of New Jersey’s
forest industry. Sleeper Creek Corpo-
ration, of Cherry Hill, New Jersey, was
awarded the contract for its bid of

Continued on page 32

Tree-length logs at
the staging area are
bucked (cross cut) to

length, stacked, and
loaded on trucks for
delivery to the sawmill.

The smoldering ground fire inched its way over 120 acres of Wharton State Forest
land in July 1977. Atlantic White Cedar was the principal species occupying the site.

Photos supplied by the author

The fire destroyed much of the swamp’s thick organic soil layers, killing the trees’
life-supporting root systems.




It was the fourth day of the December
1977 six-day firearm deer season in
New Jersey, and I had not yet collected
my buck. I had spent the first two days
soaked and shivering in a telephone-
pole-high tree stand in the heart of
Warren County, and although I had
seen more than 40 deer, as usual they
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BY FRANK CLARK

were all “‘bald.” After a day of rest the
fourth day seemed to promise no better
luck, with snow in the forecast and
rising temperatures. I stopped at the
home of my two hunting companions
and attempted to enlist their company
to hunt the Passaic County Hunter’s
Choice area—a section within the
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densely populated urban area of the
state, which extends east of Route 202
in Bergen County, ending at the
Passaic River in southern Passaic
County.

A new snow, [ speculated, would
reveal any new deer tracks and allow a
hunter the opportunity afforded to few:



the chance to follow an undisturbed set
of deer tracks for miles and, with a
little bit of luck, sight and maybe even
harvest a deer. “Baloney!” my uncon-
vinced hunting friends scoffed, “a deer
will walk you in never-ending circles,
tire you out, and romp away.”

When 1 left their house I wished
them luck, courting pneumonia in their
tree stands in Warren County. As I
drove toward home, listening to the
weatherman speak of the impending
snowfall of between four to six inches,
I began to feel that I had made a good
decision. For to me, it seemed more
sporting actually to track down a
whitetail rather than wait for it to come
by my tree stand.

Next morning | awoke with a startle,
my wife June, a hunter herself, shaking
me, “Get up!” she urged. “It’s seven
o’clock and light already, and it’s
snowed four inches.” Four inches in-
deed, with flurries still falling from the
sky.

At 7:45 1 pulled out of the driveway
and pointed my station wagon north to
a 1200-acre section of woodland about
two miles from the center of town. I
parked on a dirt driveway about 500
feet from the office building of a giant
drug conglomerate, uncased my gun,
and popped in three 12-gauge slugs. I
carry a cut-down 12-gauge pump shot-
gun fitted with a 2.5 x redfield scope, a
rig which has already accounted for
three bucks and one doe in seasons
gone by.

My trek began through a small
dumping area filled with an assortment
of cans, bottles, washing machines, and
the battered hulk of an old car. After
crossing a small stream, I entered the
woods, proceeded up a ridge, and
emerged in what seemed to me to be an
enchanted forest plushly carpeted with
the glistening new snow. After a few
hundred yards of hiking, I could no
longer hear the clanking of chains, the
spinning of wheels, the slamming of
doors. It was like hunting in the wilds
of Maine or Canada. I had gone per-
haps 600 yards toward a second ridge

when [ spotted a track and then anoth-

er track to the right of the first. My
pulse quickened. This was it, me
against them. Two deer and a hunter in
1200 acres of surprisingly rough wood-
land. I wondered what the outcome
would be.

The trail was surprisingly fresh,
newer than I had even hoped for. |
followed it hurriedly upward toward a

third ridge and reached two melted
spots on the whitened ground. They
were ‘“‘beds” where these deer, ac-
customed to the sounds and sights of a
densely populated area, had rested on
the ridgetop watching their back trail.
Up and over I went, now more excited
then ever, in eager pursuit of my
quarry. Quickly, I followed the tracks
down into a sizable basin, walking
swiftly with my eyes glued to the trail. I
stopped to catch my breath and, as I
looked up, noticed two dark figures
observing me from about 75 yards
away. Before I was able to raise my gun
they were off. All I saw were two white
flags and a flash of antlers. What a
blunder! Instead of looking along the
trail ahead, I was intently watching
tracks. The snow had muffled all my
sound and I had walked within 75
yards of a good whitetail buck and doe
without seeing them until too late. To
top it off, my telescope was fogged and
blurred with gobs of melting snow.

At least I had learned my lesson.
From this point on I would move slow-
ly and would carefully watch ahead,
inspecting my scope often enough to
keep it dry and clear.

So the stalking continued. The two
deer crossed some of the toughest ter-
rain imaginable. I backtracked and the
next bed I found was only a single and
I knew that two large brown eyes,
radar-equipped ears, and an excellent
nose were standing guard alongside
those of its similarly equipped mate.

It wasn’t going to be easy. The trail
continued on and on, weaving and
detouring through every seemingly im-
possible obstacle as I followed per-
sistently, crunching through icy
streams, bumping into snow-endowed
trees, which gladly bombarded me with
wet snow. It felt like hours and hours
had passed as I took a breather. Pant-
ing heavily and perspiring quarts, I
looked at my watch. It was 9:30 A.M. |
had been in the woods an hour and a
half.

Continuing on through a cedar
tangle, I suddenly stepped into an old
motorcycle trail or hiking path and, to
my surprise, there were fresh human
footprints following my deer! Now I
was boiling. I hadn’t heard a shot or
seen another human in an hour and a
half and in minutes would probably
hear and see both. As I walked along |
was surprised to see the tracks of ap-
proximately four other smaller deer
mix with my two; then they appeared

to split up, with one large set of tracks
continuing over a stone wall and
through an old abandoned pasture.
Why, there were even pieces of barbed
wire stretched between crumpled fence
posts, relics of days gone by.

Doggedly, 1 stayed with the large
single set of hoof prints. Minutes later
a sheer cliff loomed 40 feet into the
gray sky. Boy, I thought, if I or whoev-
er else was in the woods with me were
standing up there, he’d surely have had
a shot. It was then I realized that those
human boot prints back there in the
snow had the same tread design as
mine—indeed, I had crossed my own
trail! Oh well, onward, and, as I silently
slid through a hemlock thicket, I heard
a blue jay scream. He’s near, | thought,
just ahead, and I kept my gun at ready
with my thumb over the scope lens. |
followed the run of the cliff, keeping it
to my left, and observed the deer tracks
slash through the mud and follow a
small babbling brook. Forty yards
further 1 placed my foot upon a rock
and looked up, and, like a dream, there
it was—a sizable, well-antlered
whitetail buck not 35 yards distant
preparing to bound away. This time,
however, I was ready. Up came the 12-
gauge, cross hairs on the shoulder, a
thundering crescendo of echos and it
was all over. Not 20 yards from where
I shot him the buck lay dead, a 12-
gauge slug through his heart. A fine
seven-pointer. Time for dreaming was
all over. Now the work came—dressing
out the deer and packing the heart and
liver, then tying a drag rope on both
front legs and looping it over the head
to the long drag home. Proud as a
peacock, yes, but the realization came
to me: Where was [? I suddenly realized
I didn’t have the slightest idea. I im-
agined myself dragging the animal
across some irate citizen’s lawn and
listening for police sirens.

I dragged the buck to the top of the
highest ridge in sight and listened. That
whizzing sound, was it cars? You bet,
so I pulled in that direction and came
out on a main highway not 300 yards
from my parked station wagon.

At 10 A.M., two hours from starting
time, I stood proudly with a fine 135-
pound, 7-point buck, just two miles
from one of the area’s largest indoor
shopping malls, frequented by as many
as 10,000 shoppers a day. A well-
earned deer, a sporting kill, and the
dream of a lifetime, all in urban New
Jersey. O
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Keith Noordzy points out spray fields at Durling Farms.
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NEW WAYS
WITH WASTE

BY CLIFF ROSS

On a hot summer weekend, the crowds pack into Great
Adventure at a rate of 36,000 to 40,000 a day, the children
squealing at the elephants, lions, antelopes, giraffes, and
other wild animals grazing on pasture grasses kept green by
the spray from treated sewage wasteloads. Mom, Dad, and
the kids enjoy the day’s safari of sorts, and it's safe to say that
how these sewage flows are handled is not uppermost in their
minds.

Probably of all the current projects in New Jersey utilizing
land application of sewage and industrial wastewaters, Great
Adventure—the super attraction in Jackson Township,
Ocean County—dramatizes best the aiternative ideas involv-
ing central sewerage wastewater treatment plant systems.

At the famous safari park ride-through, there are 330 acres
for the cheetahs, bears, baboons, rhinos, and the rest of the
wild species in the “African Plain.” And in the 41-acre North
American animal section, bison roam along with caribou, elk,
and moose. On 32 acres of these animal areas, the amuse-
ment park’s sewage effluent is applied through 53 spray
heads—supplying nutrients to the grass crop which is utilized
by the grazing animals.

“There has been no rejection of the grassy cover by the
wild animals because of the use of treated sewage effluent on
the pasture lands,” says an Elson Killam Associate spokes-
man who helped design the system.

A sewage treatment plant at the 1200-acre amusement
park receives flows of up to 300,000 gallons per day on peak
days in August. Although Great Adventure was designed in
1974 to accommodate 20,000 persons a day, peak atten-
dances now climb to 40,000 persons or more. Such crowds
overburden toilet facilities and other conveniences, a reason
for the park’'s expansion program this year. Sewage-treated
acreage in the wild animal areas will expand to 72 acres in the
next 12 months.

The treatment plant is designed to handle an average daily
flow of 200,000 gallons per day and collects sanitary wastes
from several locations in the park. After treatment, disinfec-
tion, aeration, etc., the effluent is pumped to a 3.6 million-
gallon lined pond for distribution to the spray irrigation
system.

Spraying is done at night, at the rate of 1.5 inches of water
per acre per week. The spray zones are monitored and daily
records kept of each spray head. Monthly reports are filed
with DEP at Trenton.

Great Adventure’'s sewage disposal system, using the land,
is hardly a new concept. But it is an idea getting a closer look
from people responsible for environmental protection. “In the
case of Great Adventure,” according to a DEP spokesman,
“the idea was to protect, from possible degradation, some
minor streams and the Lahaway Creek which flows into three
nearby lakes. We had to protect the recreational values of the
lakes. It was no place for sewer pipe discharges.”

“Land disposal now must be considered at the conceptual
stage of a wastewater project if it is to be federally funded and
if onsite disposal conditions appear to make such an alter-
native system feasible,” says Arnold Schiffman, new Director
of the Division of Water Resources. With past interest and



experience in groundwater matters, Schiffman has this ob-
servation:

“Recycling wastewaters back to the earth is an old, old
concept. But only in recent years has the land disposal idea
found increasing popularity.” He said the primary reason for
this is that federal funds have become available for the
acquisition of the usually large tracts of land necessary for
disposal. He also noted that costs have become excessive for
advanced wastewater treatment systems.

About 35 spray irrigation and percolation-lagooning sys-
tems are operating today in New Jersey. And according to
Schiffman, “It's no longer an idea monopolized by some
South Jersey food processors as was the case 25 years ago,
since we now find a variety of land disposal applications all
over the state.” For example:

* Spray irrigation is serving a 1500-unit housing complex in
Morris County, protecting a nearby tributary of the South
Branch of the Raritan River.

e On golf links at retirement communities in Middlesex and
Ocean counties, fairways and greens are protected from
drought days with treated sewage wastes from the com-
munities.

e At a Swiss-based flavor and fragrance manufacturer in
Plainsboro, Middlesex County, industrial effluent is mixed
with domestic sewage and sprayed over acres and acres of
surrounding green lawns.

* A big paper manufacturer in Atlantic County carefully
monitors its effluent for toxic substances and heavy metalis.

* Land-disposal systems serve East Windsor Township,
Mercer County, and Waterford Township, Camden County,
where municipal utilities authorities have been required by
DEP to protect low-flow streams from the likelihood of
degradation from discharges of municipal sewage treatment
plants.

Senior-citizen housing projects and the latest in
townhouse-condominium developments are in the forefront
in using spray irrigation to dispose of sewage wastes. Here
the wastes are given the required conventional biological
treatment, chlorinated, lagooned, and then sprayed on the
land.

At the Princeton Meadows complex, a sewer system serves
all residential and recreational areas and present and future
industrial and commercial sites, with the treated sewage

PHOTOS BY EDUCATION UNIT, N.J. DIVISION OF FISH, GAME AND SHELLFISHERIES,
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Princeton Meadows—spray irrigation of golf course.

ultimately sprayed at night on the 18-hole golf course. The
10-year development project, with 2000 apartments at pres-
ent and a thousand more to be constructed, now generates
half-a-million gallons of wastewater daily which are given
secondary treatment, then held in deep lagoons for up to 12
days before being sprayed on the links.

Golf course superintendent H. Leroy Tindall and treatment
plant superintendent Amerigo Pesces say they have never
heard a single complaint from golfers or apartment dwellers
about odor problems or any other complaint that might
conceivably be associated with spray irrigating the links.
“They couldn’t care less about the disposal of sewage wastes
on the course,” said Tindall. “What they want are well cut
fairways and keeping the greens in shape.” At the nearby
Rossmoor retirement community near Jamesburg, a similar
system is in operation. Here wastes are treated and piped to
golf course spray fields.

A large Ocean County retirement community, Crestwood
Village, with its 10,000 population, employs a large spray
irrigation system from April through November each year.
The municipal collection system for the 160 acres of senior-
citizen housing in the South Jersey pines produces 700,000
gallons of treated effluent daily that are discharged by
spraying on the land. Crestwood’'s system, in use since
December 1975, includes monitoring wells located around
the perimeter of the property and in open spaces where
natural drainage and the land’s topography suggest their
location. Crestwood Village has a secondary treatment plant
complete with its own certified laboratory, where
groundwater samples are analyzed to check the quality of the
water after spraying takes place.

In Morris County near Budd Lake, more than 1000 housing
units have been carved out of Mount Olive Township’s rural
countryside in the past five years. And sewage wastes from
the condominiums, garden apartments, and single-family
homes are treated on the 1100-acre site, chlorinated, and
piped to 33 acres of Valley Brook. This tributary of the South
Branch of the Raritan River is thus protected from the heavy
sewage discharges of the community. Michael Cush, super-
visor of the 145,000 gallon-a-day biological treatment plant,
monitors the system daily; he checks the oxygen level of
flows, which get exceptional treatment through a final extra
step—filtering the wastewaters through sand that removes
any last solids “to make sure they aren’t pumped out to the
spray fields where they could lodge in the nozzles of any of
the 60 spray heads.”

Spray irrigation and other land disposal of sewage or
industrial wastewaters has the unqualified support of the U.S.
Environmental Protection Agency, and it operates now with a
mandate that says for projects under the Clean Water Act of
1977, “innovative” land disposal methods must be given first
consideration before conventional sanitary sewer systems
will be approved. EPA will not fund secondary treatment for
land disposal projects unless there is strong justification.

Interviewed last fall, Thomas Jorling, former EPA Official
for Water and Hazardous Materials said: “We have strong
instructions to EPA staff and to the states that the analysis
required must be convincing in the rejection of land treat-
ment. | anticipate that we will be rejecting several state plans
in the years ahead for failure to give adequate consideration
to land treatment and other alternatives.”

But there’s more going on than bureaucratic pronounce-
ments. The U.S. Corps of Engineers is presently involved in
land-disposal pilot projects in cold-dominated regions; and
in Colorado at the Air Force Academy, golf is played on a
spray-irrigated course which handles the effluent from the
large complex of academy buildings.

And while it might seem that golf courses lead the way in

Continued on page 30
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BY DON REINHART

Most bow hunters are missing out on an opportunity to
bag a buck during the fall archery season. | am talking
about the hardly used method of rattling horns to call in
a buck. I'm sure almost everyone has heard of rattling
horns but few have actually ever attempted to try it. | for
one can vouch for its success and | would like to
describe some of my experiences using the horns and
maybe | can convince others to give it a try.

The first time | tried rattling horns for bucks was
about ten years ago during the bow season. | hunt the
Far Hills section in Somerset County. Every attempt |
made using the horns always spooked the deer and |
abandoned that method and continued to hunt in the
normal manner.

During the second week of the 1977 bow season |
observed something which changed my feelings about
using the horns again. While posted on the edge of a
field in the afternoon, | saw five deer enter on the right
side of the field. Three were does and two were four-
pointers who started to hit their antlers together in a
mock fight. Meanwhile three deer entered the left side
of the field. One was a six-pointer and the other two
were does. They were out of sight of the other herd
because of the slope of the land. Even though the six-
pointer couldn’t see the other deer he left the two does
and a walked straight line to where he heard the bucks
sparring. After seeing this | decided to try once again to
rattle up a buck, especially since the rutting season was
just starting.

The next morning out, | did rattle a buck using the
horns but he winded me before he was close enough
for a shot. This same morning my brother Gene was
hunting with me and had seen two of the biggest bucks
he ever saw. One was a fourteen-pointer and the other
was an eight-pointer. They came within thirty yards but
he couldn’t get a shot. After hearing him describe the
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fourteen-pointer, which he felt would score well up in
the trophy book, the next day at work | rearranged my
schedule to be off either in the morning or the after-
noon for the rest of the season.

For the next two weeks | rattled nine bucks up to my
tree stand, some as close as ten yards away, but | held
off, hoping for a crack at the fourteen-pointer. Gene
was also using horns and he manged to rattle up six
bucks. One was the big-eight pointer, which he saw
running through the woods about 100 yards from him.

As soon as he started hitting the horns, the buck
made a 90-degree turn and came running straight
towards him. He stopped about eighteen yards away,
Gene took a hasty shot but missed him clean. He



described the deer as definitely looking like he wanted
to get into a fight with another buck.

During the season we rattled in fifteen bucks but
never did see the fourteen-pointer again. Even though
both of us probably could have taken a buck, this new
experience was so exciting we held off, thinking we had
a good chance of getting one of the trophy bucks.

Some of the bucks were called from various situ-
ations. One was walking through the woods when | saw
him and as soon as | rattled the horns he turned and
came straight towards me. Another was with a large
herd and when | rattled the horns he left the herd and
came to me. Still another | called back three times.
When this one approached within fifty yards | stopped
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rattling. After he went past me about fifty yards | rattled
again. He turned around and came right back. This
method was repeated three times and then he finally
left. | also rattled up a buck while two does were
bedded down under my tree stand not twenty yards
away.

| think my most exciting experience rattling the horns
was one day on a morning post. | was just about to
leave my tree stand when | spotted a buck down in a
hollow about two hundred yards away.

As soon as | rattled the horns he stopped and looked
in my direction. | hit the horns again, he turned and
headed up the hill straight towards me. When he was
about eighty yards away | stopped hitting the horns as
| felt he was so close that he might detect my move-
ment. He kept coming and finally stopped twenty yards
from my stand.

He just stood there trying to locate what he thought
were the bucks that were making all that racket. While
he stood there he started to paw the ground and
savagely attacked a small bush with his antlers. He did
that for a few minutes then just slowly walked away.

After seeing this happen right in front of me, it
unnerved me so much, | think that if the buck had been
the fourteen-pointer | had been hunting, in all probabili-
ty | would have blown the shot.

The technique used to rattle the horns is not difficult
at all. The real secret of success is the timing of the
rutting season. The prime time is usually the first week
in November, but good results can be obtained during
the last week of bow season.

The best selection of antlers would be from a six-
pointer with heavy tines, as the sound travels farther
with thicker antlers. Two sets of antlers can be used or
cut off both horns from one set and tie them together
with a length of string so they can be hung from a limb
when not in use.

I usually wait until about one hour after sunrise
before starting, to give myself a chance at any deer that
might be moving near me.

To start rattling just grasp the antlers at the base and
bang them together with the heavy main beams hitting
first. With the antlers still touching, begin a twisting
motion so that the tines start hitting each other. Sepa-
rate the horns and pause for about ten seconds, repeat
the same action three or four times, then wait about a
haif hour before rattling the horns <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>