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editorial . .. 
A TIME FOR CONCERN 

A NOTHER suMMER VACATION SEASON ENTERS ITS FINAL STAGE. ScHOOL 

.£"'\..bells will soon call the last of the family vacationists back to their 
homes; back from the nooks and crannies of the state's vast Water 

Wonderland. 
There is little doubt that the summer season of 1955 has been-from the 

standpoint of numbers of vacationists-the biggest and busiest Michigan has 
ever known. 

More people crowded the highways; more people filled resorts and motels; 
more people jammed (and the word is just that) parks, recreation areas and 
public fishing sites; more people caught fish; in short, more people used Mich
igan this summer than ever before. 

This is good news. It means that never in the history of Michigan have 
so many enjoyed recreation in the out-of-doors. The public health, mental 
and physical, has had its greatest stimulus. 

It is good news too, financially. Such unprecedented vacation business 
means a strengthening of the general economy of the state. Vacation dol
lars are essential to a strong economy. 

The summer vacation season of 1955 means a pat on the collective back 
of the entire tourist industry; state, regional and local agencies and organiza
tions and individual caterers who sold what they had to sell so effectively. 

Lest elation rise too high, however; lest the flush of success be too vivid; 
let us remember that this year's record-breaking season, corning as it did on 
the heels of last year's record-breaking season and the record breakers of 
1953, and 1952 and so on; let us remember that it also means CONCERN. 

Economists and other authorities tell us that certain trends and condi
tions basic to a continued increase in vacationing are apparently here to stay. 
They say, for instance, that the population spiral is just beginning to gather 
speed. They point to earlier retirements, longer vacations, higher incomes, 
more automobiles, and more and better highways. 

The total of these conditions is a demand; a relentless, exacting demand 
upon those fundamental resources, land and water. Here; then, is the 
CONCERN. If more and more people are going to use Michigan's land 
and water in the fulfillment of vacation pleasures, where -do we go from 
here? To paint hundreds of no-vacancy signs would be a simple expedient. 
To post them at existing parks, public fishing sites, and on other public 
property would be no problem. But it would not work; not for long, 
certainly. 

The obvious answer seems to be in more facilities on lands the public now 
owns, and in addition, the acquisition of more land and more water for public 
use. Although obvious, however, this answer is by no means arrived at 
easily, or simply. There is much to be considered. 

There is much, here, to be concerned about. 
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MODERN LIVING 
and LAND USE 

LOUIS A. WOLFANGER, Michigan State University 

EXTRAORDINARY HISTOI\Y IS IN THE 

making and in the use of our 
lands! 

During most of the 19th century, 
Michigan's people were living chiefly 
on the land busily cutting the forest 
and striving to turn the wilderness 
into farms. They were successful, for 
the most part, only in the southern 
part of the state. Much of northern 
Michigan did not prove to be good 
farm land although thousands of 
acres were once cleared. Northern 
Michigan makes better forest and 
recreation land with "islands" of 
farms scattered through it. 

During the first half of this cen
tury, as population grew, people 
crowded into towns and cities. This 
was our big period of city building. 
Today two-thirds of our people live in 
incorporated municipalities. 

Now another great change is un
der way. As town and city are be
coming increasingly crowded, more 
and more people are moving out to 
the land within commuting distance 
of the city. They are seeking more 
space to bring up their children, less 
restrictions, or lower taxes, or an acre 
or two plus "independence." The 
automobile and all-weather road are 
making it easy to work in town and 
have a home outside the city. So also 
are the conveniences made possible by 
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electricity, the septic tank, the tele
phone, the door-delivery of milk, 
bread, laundry and other services. 

New homes are stringing along the 
highways leading out from the cities. 
They are filling up new subdivisions 
that only yesterday were farms. They 
are scattering themselves in the open 
country on bigger lots, or on an acre 
or two sold from a neighboring farm. 

Hundreds of shops, stores and busi
nesses of all kinds are following, 
tucking themselves in among the 
homes along highways or clustering 
around road intersections. Industries, 
too, by the hundreds, are flocking in
to the countryside seeking space for 
their new, spread-out factories and 
the big parking lots and yard space 
which many of them need. 

Michigan's cities are no longer bor
dered by farms and open country. 
They are now surrounded, sometimes 
for miles, by innumerable combina
tions of homes, shops, restaurants, 
taverns, drive-in theaters, motels, fac
tories, junkyards, used-car lots and 
other land uses mixed in with the re
maining farms. We are beginning to 
call these communities rurban com
munities, mixtures of rural and urban. 

More than a million people have 
already made the move. It is one of 
the giant migrations of history. It 
promises to be one of the distinguish-
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ing features of the second half of the 
century. By the end of the century, 
farm people will be only a small mi
nority of those living on the land. 

New history is in the making! 
Nothing like it has ever occurred! 
Never before have men been able to 
come and go so easily, and to spread 
themselves out so extensively, as the 
automobile and good road have en
abled them to do. 

What is this migration doing to our 
lands? It is taking thousands of acres 

every year. The total may well run 
into several millions in a few gen
erations if it continues as it has been. 

Is this good or bad conservation? 
Everyone has heard how fast our 

population is growing. In Michigan 
we were over 6,000,000 in 1950. We 
are now over 7,000,000. In a few 
years we shall reach 8,000,000! 

We want to continue to live and 
eat as well as we have in the past, 
even better, if we can. But rurban
ization takes over land with little or 
no regard for its character, or utility 
or need for other uses. Thousands of 
acres of farm land are being cut up 
every year and occupied by homes, 
industries and other urban-like uses. 
Many of these are first class farm 
lands; lands which should have been 



continued in agriculture for our grow-. 
ing needs, and for future generations. 

Good farm land cannot be made to 
order. We know no simple, low-cost 
ways to change large areas of poor 
land into strong, durable crop land. 

There are partial exceptions, of 
course. Examples can be cited where 
some poor sandy tract has been made 
productive by pouring fertilizer, or
ganic matter and irrigation water into 
it. But such reclamation is always 
costly, and often sacrifices resources 
( fertilizer, etc.) that would yield 
greater returns on naturally good 
land. How foolish to waste good 
lands, and then patch up poor lands 
to take their place! 

Far better, considering our grow
ing population, to hang on to all the 
good land we can before it is frittered 
away. It is true that scientists have 
shown how we can change sawdust 
or other plant material (which we 
can grow on poor lands) into nu
tritious and even tasty concoctions. 
We can also grow food materials in 
fresh or sea water, and in other ways. 
Most people, however, will have noth
ing to do with peculiar and odd-tast
ing foods. They prefer to eat normal, 
familiar foods. They don't care for 
sawdust, or some sea-grown composite, 
or a synthetic capsule! 

We realize we cannot reserve all 
our good land for farming. There 
are too many demands upon it for 
other uses; and when prices offered 
are high· enough, they override all 
other objections. Many of our cities 
are located in good farm areas where 
they started as market towns. Popu
lations will continue to pour out of 
them. We cannot expect the homes, 
shops and factories to skip over the 
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good farm lands and use only the 
lower grade lands. Then too, our 
lands are often so mixed-good with 
fair and poor-that it would be im
possible to stick to only the poorer 
lands. 

Furthermore, most of our people 
are not even conscious of our grow
ing land problem because we have 
had such an abundance of good land, 
and have produced such great sur
pluses! We have been able to waste 
good land without paying immediate 
penalties for the misuse. 

Because there is little concern over 
our land resources, Michigan has as 
yet developed no policy for our farm 
land, nor for any of our other lands, 
except some of our recreation and 
forest lands. Having no policies, we 
have devised no effective measures to 
protect our farm lands against undue 
rurbanization. Our counties and 
townships have authority to zone land 
for agriculture as they do for other 
land uses. But where is the farm 
land owner who will consent to have 
his lands so restricted, especially when 
tempted by city prices for it? Michi
gan's people have generally accepted 
zoning land exclusively for residence, 
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trade, industry, forestry, recreation 
and other land uses in rural areas, 
but not as yet for farming. 

One practical difficulty in deter
mining what is really good farm land 
is the need for answering the ques
tion, "Good for what?" Different 
crops do better on different soils. 
However, no problem can be solved 
by merely pointing out difficulties. 
But we can arrive at reasonable com
promises, if we try-by facing the 
facts whatever they may be, and by 
good, old-fashioned, give-and-take 
discussion. 

And what kind of lands should be 
used for the many urban-type uses 
that are sweeping into the country? 
They will need and demand much 
room for homes, stores and factories. 

Many of these could just as well 
make use of our second or lower 
grade farm lands. The big problem 
of these uses is not so much the kind 
of land, as proper location and ar
rangement of uses on the land. 

So far the selection as to what 
lands, how much land and what !~ca
tions have been left largely to in
dividual decisions; those of a sub
divider, a householder, an engineer, 
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a farmer, a merchant, a manufac
turer, a shopping-center promoter, a 
school board, a township board, a 
junk dealer, and many, many others. 
Each has acted .essentially alone with 
little regard not only for the nature 
of the land, but also for existing land 
uses, or other resources of the area, 
or limitations of the area, or probable 
future developments. 

The result: poor or inferior uses if 
not waste of land, i,nnumerable con
flicts in the use of land, injury fre
quently to existing uses of Iand-in 
general, chaos. A little tour through 
nearly any rurban community will re
veal needless mix-ups on every hand. 

The heritage : an array of problems 
that is taxing the resources and abil
ity of every community to solve. To 
name a few: adequate provision for 
schools; fire protection; traffic move
ment; policing;. recreation; sewage, 
garbage and rubbish disposal; drain
age as new subdivisions open; non
pollution of water-both surface and 
underground. 

Yet everyone prefers living in an 
orderly, stable community with few 
problems. If the new rurban com
munities evolving outside of our cities 
desire to become such communities, 
the practice. of each-for-himself will 
have to give way to cooperation, to 
analysis of existin·g conditions an.d 
unused resources, and to sound plan
ning for the future. Conservation is 
group, not individual action. 

A new type of community is in the 
making. It can be wasteful of our 
land resources. We prefer it be con
servative. 

Page 5 



Remember the CCC? 
Time Stamps Approval 

T. E. DA W, Forestry Division 
as told to Russell McKee 

A LITTLE MORE THAN 22 YEARS 
ago, the first five Civilian Con

servation Corps camps were started 
in northern Michigan, one chill June 
week, in the middle of a depression. 

For the men who started those 
camps, the experience must have 
been blunt as an icy shower. They 
were in total nearly 1,000 men rang
ing from 18 to 25 years of age, most 
from cities, most with no knowledge 
of the job ahead, most with no under
standing, even, of what the CCC 
was or stood for or might ever be. 

But drastic times had called for 
drastic action and by congressional 
edict, ratified by the President in 
the dark days of March, 1933, the 
CCC had been formed as one means 
of pumping life into a badly-crippled. 
economy. 

At the time, the Department of 
Labor estimated there were 4,000,000 
unemployed men and women in the 
nation in the 15-25 year age group. 
Further, in the 17-23 year group
ages that would make the core of 
the CCC program-a study showed 
that more than 50 percent had less 
than two months actual work ex
perience. 
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Thus, on-the-job training to build 
workers would be in order. 

And CCC "enrollees" would have 
to construct their own camps and 
repair their own tools. 

And meanwhile, conservation proj
ects throughout northern Michigan 
cried for workers. 

So the program was no Sunday 
outing. Enrollees were expected to 
"cut the buck" in pushing forward 
resource conservation. Now, 22 
years later, a view to the rear proves 
they did just that, they accomplished 
a great deal. And -this accomplish
ment came in the face of the central 
expressed purpose of the CCC, which 
was "to relieve the acute condition 
of widespread distress and unemploy
ment." 

At first, the camps were to be 
operated for six months only. Forty
two camps, _totaling 7,500 men, were 
set up in Michigan that summer, 
scatt~red throughout the Upper and 
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Northern Lower Peninsulas. Most 
of these at the outset were little 
cities of Army squad tents, tempor
ary field kitchens, sounds of Reveil
les and Retreats- and young men 
with blistered hands. Work pro
grams, because no one knew what the 
future was bringing, were kept "fin
ishable" within hours. The Army, 
the Conservation Department and 
the U. S. Forest Service, directing 
the program, felt that such a mush
room as here popped overnight could 
as quickly wither. 

But the first six months ended 
and the program was renewed. Tar
paper shack-like barracks were hur
riedly built to house enrollees against 

the northern winter. New projects 
were started. The food got better, 
too. (It was pretty awful at first. ) 
The CCC began to look like it might 
last. 

Life in the camps was much like 
Army routine, but there were differ
ences. Each camp was about 200 
men in size and governed by Army 
Reserve officers. The men worked 
five days, 40 hours a week and the 
rest of the time was much their 
own. The uniform was "un-uni
form" by Army standards, but in 

-general, enrollees wore fatigue 
clothes for field work and OD's, or 
Army woolens, for dress. Everybody 
ate in a central hall or stood in line 

All that's left of the Clear Lake CCC camp north of Atlanta are 
these buildings. Fire destroyed the old cookhouse a few years ago. 
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at the cook tent, mess kit in hand, 
and ate wherever they found place 
to sit. On weekends, enrollees were 
generally free of duties and most 
headed for nearby towns. The trou
ble with this was, nobody had much 
money. Pay was $26 a month, but 
$20 or $22 of that went home to 
the enrollee's family. The rest was 
his to squander. By and large, 
though, there were enough past
times. Baseball and football leagues 
were started, each camp had a small 
library and visitors from the outside 
were welcome most of the time. 

The work routine went something 
like this: Each camp was governed 
by the Army. On a workday morn
ing, conservation supervisors turned 
up with trucks and shovels and other 
equipment and work schedules in 
hand. The Army assigned the 
crews to the conservationists and 
then everybody would load up and 
be gone most of the day, out in 
the brush somewhere working on 
truck trail roads, fire breaks, park 
picnic land clearing or other projects. 
At noon, the crews might return to 
camp for lunch or it might go out 
to them in containers, depending 
how far they were from camp. In 
the evening, crews returned and after 
supper and Retreat, formed-up Army 
style, the men were free until Reveil
le the next morning. 

The amount of basic conservation 
work these men accomplished was 
immense. Their work ranged from 
telephone line construction to search
ing for missing persons. Many pub
lic campgrounds regularly used these 
days might never have been con
structed had it not been for the C's. 
They · built lookout towers and 
houses, cleared hiking trails, did 
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some of the first lake and stream im
provement in the state. They built 
some big bridges, two in particular, 
spanning the Muskegon and the 
Manistique and these, remember, 
were mostly men with little skill or 
experience in such work. They built 
Reedsburg Dam, which backs up the 
Muskegon and the Dead Stream to 
form the Dead Stream Swamp, long 
a favorite hunting and fishing area 
and today used more than ever. They 
built the Conservation Department's 
training school at Higgins Lake and 
many of the present Department 
buildings, such as the Marquette and 
Roscommon regional offices. Tree
planting, seeding, sodding stream 
banks and making forest stand im
provements were all part of the work 
load. The list included at least 75 
different types and classes of work. 

How is such a program evaluated? 
From a strict economic standpoint, 
we know the C's pushed Michigan's 
conservation work along at least five 
years ahead of where it might" other
wise be today. With labor so costly, 
it would be difficult to replace 
their work in the state today. From 
a social standpoint, hundreds of men 
got a start from the C' s and have 
since gone on to important posts in 
our community. From a recreation
al standpoint, it's hard to reckon, but 
anyone who goes hunting or fishing 
or camping in Michigan today will 
have a hard time doing it without 
crossing some CCC-inspired project. 

A tribute, then, to the C's. Time 
has stamped its approval on their 
work and we in our day can be 
thankful that such a program could 
grow, like a Phoenix bird, out of 
the ashes of the past. 
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-Coin mercia I fiSherman 

I T IS PROBABLY NOT BECAUSE HE 

expects to grow wealthy from his 
way of life that Adson Casey is a 
commercial fisherman. The history 
of most fishermen's lives pretty much 
removes that hope. Rather, it seems 
something else has drawn Casey to 
this occupation, a work that asks for 
long hours year around, is hazard
ous, and from which it's often pos
sible to wrest only marginal returns. 
Of course, fishermen faced these 
same problems long before Christ 
and it was 'probably not by accident 
that three of His closest followers 
were fishermen. Fishermen appear 
in the scheme of things and despite 
the present complication of our lives, 
still there are and always have been 
men who will go down and take their 
harvest from the deep water. 

Adson Casey, whose work is the 
subject of this group of pictures, is 
presently fishing for chubs from the 
port of Cheboygan. In the winter
time, he returns- to his native Fair
port and operates in and around Big 
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Bay de Noc. He comes from a com
munity of fishermen. His nephew 
works on the boat he operates and 
draws wages according to the day's 
catch. His two brothers operate a 
gill net tug year: around at Fairport. 
He has known men who have died 
and many, including himself 
(though he won't admit it), who 
have come near death in the pursuit 
of fishing. Many of his closest friends 
are fishermen. 

In general, too, it can be said that 
Adson Casey reflects qualities found 
in his brother commercial fishermen. 
They must all be, by occupation, 
men who have little expectation that 
someone else is going to hoe their 
row for them. As a group, they have 
a reputation for personal independ
ence and the strength of their work 
is adequate answer to any who doubt 
this belief. 

Now in this day commercial fish
ing in the Great Lakes has fallen 
on bone-bare times and while other 
industries prosper and other ways of 
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Adson Casey, above, looks out against · 
the morning sunlight on his way to 
the fishing grounds. At right, the net 
is winched up from thirty fathoms 
down. 

The fish are chubs and must be removed 
by hand from the tangle of the gill net. 

Sea gulls-"fishin' birds"- · 
at right, scramble for 
scraps from the nets. 

A spike kills the fish and re
moves air bloat. 

A no 
per« 
pho 
Port 

Fis] 



Another operation, Lake Huron 
perch fishing, shows in this 
photo, right, by Ron Condron, 
Port Huron Times-Herald. 

The end of a fisherman's 
day finds the net-menders 
at work. 

Fish scales, below, tell the tale of 
success or failure. 



life are full of promise, commercial 
fishing is a questionable pursuit. 
Many fishermen have gotten too old 
for the work. Others with wives anq 
families have faced themselves into 
machine shops and factories, busi
nesses of one sort or another, where 
there's a certainty that money will 
come regularly. 

What, then, keeps others, men like 
Adson Casey, in the business? The 
sea lamprey rampages in the Lakes 
and despite control efforts, we know 
he will always be with us. The 
whitefish is gone except in Lake 
Superior. Lake trout are largely 
gone. Markets for fish are tougher 
to approach and many have dried up 
entirely. Labor drifts away into 
other, more lucrative pursuits. It 
seems a sad violin should be played, 
and yet that's no answer for these 
are men and this is their work and 
they are not giving it up. 

So the future can be bleak and 
yet Adson Casey, with a large com
mitment in nets and boat and other 
equipment, with much of his life 
and fortune involved in fishing, 
knows that for himself this is still 
the best way of life. As long as 
fishing for even marginal species like 
chubs and herring continues to pay 

the freight, this is what he wants to 
do. · In this, too, he perhaps speaks 
for others in the industry, each of 
whom expresses different reasons why 
fishing continues in the face of pres
ent difficulties. Some say they have 
to fish because they can'~ stand work
ing in a shop or office. Others point 
out that they have too much invested 
in the work to pull out at this stage. 
Some fish part-time while working 
fulltime at some land occupation, 
saying the nets provide a moderate 
secondary income. Whatever reason 
may be given, the fact is that Mich
igan today still has the core of a com
mercial fishing industry, and fortun
ate it is we can say this. Commercial 
fishing is good conservation, it's "wise 
use" of a renewable natural resource, 
and it's important to Michigan that 
the industry continue to live. With
out it, a colorful chapter in Michigan 
history would be lost and the 
27,000,000 pounds of fish taken 
a~nually from Michigan waters 
would be largely wasted. In years 
to come, the struggle for survival of 
the industry may wax or it may wane, 
but right now we know it can use, it 
needs, and it deserves whatever sup
port the public can give. 

THE COVER 
Bay Port, Michigan, has long been a focal point for 
the state's commercial fishing industry. Editors 
Schafer and McKee found fisherman Roy Harder 
-busy unloading boxes .from a fishing boat at the 
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port one afternoon recently and snapped this pic
ture as characteristic of quiet times now facing the 
industry. 
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W HEN WE WERE YOUNG AND 

tender and easily impressed 
we learned a lot of facts and fancies. 
We've forgotten many of the facts 
and more of the fancies, but about 
some things fact and fancy become 
intertwined and it is not easy to 
separate them as we grow older. In 
the past we became convinced that 
Reynard, the fox, is sly and crafty 
with the mental prowess of a genius. 
He outwits many of his wild breth
ren, the cagey crow, the quick-witted 
raccoon; and Thorton W. Burgess' 
Peter Rabbit is nearly at his wits' 
end after a half century of scooting 
in to the briar patch just ahead of the 
snapping jaws of Reddy Fox. Reddy 
is one of the first villains we all en
counter. 

Even the worst of villians have a 
few sympathizers, however, and since 
the fox is not the most evil character 
that ever appeared, ·it is not surpris
ing that many will rise to his de
fense. · The orchardist who fights the 
mice that girdle his trees welcomes 
the assistance of the fox. Nor does 
the fruit farmer find much affection 
in his heart for the cottontail and 
sheds nary a tear when Peter doesn't 
quite make the 01' briar patch as 
sometimes happens in the hard, 
cruel, real world. No one but a cad 
would shoot a fox in England where 
only the well-bred hound is fit to kill 

a fox. In parts of the United States 
today foxe·s are for running, not shoot
ing. Even the trapper who often con
demns the fox admires him for his 
ability to avoid his traps. 

But foxes eat pheasants, grouse, 
rabbits and other game, all of which, 
to the small game hunter, must be 
saved to the last critter, whatever the 
cost. uA price on his head; to the 
other side of the Styx with his Rea
bitten hide, if you will, sir." 

And foxes love chickens, and 
geese, and turkeys, and ducks-and 
will go to all sorts of trouble to get 
them, according to poultrymen. 

The fox Is an animal that can, 
among his other real and imaginary 
talents, stir up feelings in almost any 
direction. If you hunt, if you raise 
chickens, if you own an orchard, if 
you trap, if you hunt foxes, 'or if you 
just love nature, you probably have 
some feeling about this beast. 

A fox is a little wild dog. Foxes 
belong to the same animal family as 
pointers, setters, beagles, great Danes 
and collies. The other wild members 
of the dog tribe in Michigan are 
coyotes and timber wolves. In sport
ing circles foxes are sometimes the 
subject of heated debates in which 
the animals are credited with powers 
bordering on the supernatural. In 
spite of some of the claims made, 
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foxes are only little wild dogs with 
little wild dog minds and abilities. 
Foxes get along like other wild ani
mals as best they can. They have 
their ups and downs just as most other 
animals, although when foxes are 
down few people worry. When 
pheasants are down lots of people 
worry. Foxes probably don't worry 
in either case. 

Michigan foxes come in two kinds. 
There is the red fox and there is the 
gray. The gray foxes are mostly gray, 
but the red foxes come in an assort
ment of colors. Silver foxes, cross 
foxes and platinum foxes are all muta
tions of red foxes. Most of these 
mutations are found only in cages on 
fur farms. There are very few in the 
wild and most of the silver foxes shot 
or trapped in Michigan are escapees 
from fur farms. 

Silver foxes are actually black red 
foxes. The long hairs on their coats, 
called guard hairs, have white bands 
near the tips. These white bands give 
the silvery look. Silver foxes appear 
to be gray colored but differ from 
gray foxes in that they have white 
ends on their tails. Gray foxes have 
black stripes down their backs and 
black manes on their tails and the 
ends of their tails are black. Just to 
be contrary, gray foxes have some red 
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on them, around their ears, sides of 
their forelegs and their ankles. Silver 
foxes don't usually have any red 
showing. 

Cross foxes are so named because 
they have a darker band of guard 
hairs on the sides of the neck. This 
band of deeper color often forms a 
cross. The name doesn't come from 
their disposition, which is probably 
similar to that of other red foxes. 

Samson foxes are named for Sam
son in the Bible after Delilah chopped 
off his hair. Samson foxes have no 
guard hairs. All that they have is 
the furry under-fur which becomes 
matted and unattractive. Even in 
times of good fur prices, Samson foxes 
are worthless. 

If you see a fox in Michigan, the 
odds are about two-thousand to one 
that it's a red fox of the red variety. 
Gray foxes are only of biological in
terest in Michigan and are rarely 
found. 

Red foxes were so scarce that they 
seemed almost absent from most of 
southern Michigan for a number of 
years until the middle 1940's: Per
haps they had never been numerous 
in the pheasant range of the state un
til that time. At any rate, the re
appearance of the red fox brought 
forth, among other things, consider-
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able wonder as to whence he came. 
Biologists have speculated on this 
question for a number of years. Some 
say that red foxes were brought here 
by the white man so that he could 
chase them with hound and horse. 
They claim there is no evidence that 
red foxes were here before the settlers 
so the settlers must have brought 
them. This argument was based on 
old caved-in caves where gray fox 
bones had been found, but no red fox 
bones. However, red fox bones have 
recently been found in some of these 
caves. Red foxes may have been pres
ent in scattered areas when the white 
man arrived, but before all the trees 
were chopped down the country was 
more favorable to the grays. Red 
foxes prefer the country more open 
as· it occurs today but in all prob
ability a few had been here all the 
time and just didn't advertise their 
presence. 

A more recent theory, one not ad
vanced by biologists, is that the red 
foxes increased in Michigan because 
some horse and hound clubs stocked 

'! 

them. Proponents of this theory don't 
say who stocked Wisconsin, Illinois, 
Indiana, Ohio and Ontario. All these 
areas surrounding Michigan experi
enced fox increases at the same time. 
A small amount of this fox stocking 
may have occurred and the practice 
is quite illegal. The imported foxes 
could easily be carriers of rabies, dis
temper, mange or other contagious 
diseases. Besides the state bounty law 
now forbids such importation of foxes. 
However, the possibility that such fox 
stocking could have any effect on the 
size of the native population is ex
tremely remote. In whatever manner 
he arrived, there is little doubt that 
the red fox is now present in goodly 
numbers throughout the state. 

The fox is little. He's as little as 
a housecat and as big as a fox terrier. 
They do on occasion become quite 
large in the telling. Foxes are almost 
as bad as fish in this respect. They 
frequently get to weigh 20 or even 
30 pounds-but only in the stories 
that are told about them. On the 
scales it takes an extra large fox to 
weigh 15 pounds and the normal 
weight is from eight to twelve. Fox 
husbands are physically larger than 
most fox wives. Nobody knows who 
actually runs the fox family and the 
size difference of the sexes may mean 
no more in the fox world than it does 
in the human. 

The red fox is a runner. He makes 
his living by running, he has his fun 
running, and he stays alive by run
ning. This running is the joy of his 
friends and the despair of his enemies. 
He'll run all night ahead of the 
hound, and all day. Only under ex
treme duress will he go into a hole. 
Even when he sleeps he is ready to 
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run. He'll often sleep in the open to 
be able to see what is coming so he 
can run if the need, or opportunity, 
arises. He actually seems to prefer 
this -arrangement to sleeping uninter
rupted underground. 

A fox is a variety of things bQt 
whatever else he is, he is a predator
but the basic nature of your best bird· 
dog is predatory. A predator is an 
animal which catches other animals 
and eat~ them. Wild predators of all 
kinds make their living in this man
ner because they have no choice. 
They can't live on grass and twigs, 
or seeds and bark, or roots and herbs, 
or milk and honey, or dog food. (No 
body feeds dog food to wild foxes.) 
They just aren't built to live by any 
means except the way they do. Of 
course, foxes aren't predatory all the 
time. A lot of their living comes 

from fruits, vegetables or carrion, but 
what they eat is another story. 

Lots of animals are predators and 
this alone doesn't make the animals 
bad. Robins prey on earthworms, 
ducks prey on snails, frogs prey on 
Hies, cats prey on mice, bugs prey on 
other bugs, and man preys on every
thing. Predators are nothing more or 
less than a specialized group of ani
mals. Their existence is as natural 
as daylight in the morning. Biolog
ically, their behavior is neither bad 
nor good. It is neither kind nor cruel, 
and it is neither honest nor dishonest. 
Human standards tend to dictate 
that everything must be good or bad. 
Wild animals don't accept this con
cept. They aren't good or bad. They 
are what they are, and that's all they_ 
are, and so are predators. 

This study of the fox is from a forthcoming 
Pittman-Robertson report. 

UNTESTED CHAMP 
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wear size ten hats. It just seems that way-at least to young 
fry. 

Joe Stephenson, Assistant Chief of the Department's Game 
Division, was just a lad, he recalls, when one day he ·told his 
father some stories he'd heard about Jack Ruckle, notorious 
northwoods fist-swinger of the last century. It turned out 
that the elder Stephenson had known Jack Ruckle. 

"B " "d J "I'll b h . h " oy, sa1 young . oe, · et e was a toug one. 
"'Oh, I don't know about that," said Mr. Stephenson, "He 

never licked me." But then after a pause, added . in a little 
voice: uOf course I guess he could." 
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