STANLEY NORMAN, CALEB W. JONES, and REBECCA
T. RUARK at Sandy Point, MD, October 31, 1987.

KATHRYN, from aboard MARTHA LEWIS,
Tilghman Day, October 24, 1987.
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ELSWORTH and NLERLLIE L. EYRD.
Sandy Point, MD, Octeber 31, 1987.
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A DAY ON UH  HAY

Dredeglng oysters
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abourd -skinlack LADY hAYIL
of Tilghman Islund, Maryland
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A Day on the lay

In the brosad moulth of the
choptani River In thls part of
GChesnpeake Fay, nine sklpjucks
rre oul today dredging [or oys-
ters.

LADY KAL'lr currles us back
und forth us we moke our licks
over the heds. FRigiit others are
with us renging beck and forth,
in and sround eschother, taking
8 reel when the wind comes up,
Mghakin' 1t out" when the wind
goas down.

"wool" calls Stanley, and
the men push the dredge over
the gide. The cable slips aronnd
the roller, shimmies bvottomward,
and quletly socrupes up 1ts loud
untll Stanley hits the lever and
the winder goes into goar to
haul thoe lowd nbourd. Again and
apndn, "wWool™ Splash., Well, Wateh
the ahy. Waleh the cuploin,

“lLunley watches the other
boaba. Who's pulling up big loads,
who little. Plan the next tuck
whero the dredging looks beat.

The winder brings it up wgaln,
Both men haul it inboard. Crash! to
the deck: clatter of shells. They
dump the basket, set 1t up buck on
the roller and sturt culling.
Facing euchother, they work fast,
throwing the good ones - three lnches
or more¢ in length - behind then in
niles on the deck, pushling the re-
meing sideways end overbtoard, spread-




The winder (gasoline engine-powered)
hauls the dredge abourd over the roller.

Grabblng the large rings, two of the
crow 111t it inbowrd.

ing the wet plle around in front of
them as they go. Sort, pilck, throw;
sweep the rest over the side. "Wool",
and the dredpge goes In asgeln. Sort,
throw, scrape the debris to the side
pnd over before Stanley throws the
winder in pear agein., Hour after hour.
dtanley's watch seys eleven.
1t, aeomg later o mo. We'd plurted
dredging oround 8:30, We luft Dogwood
Hurbor, TiHlghman Tulund, before
gon=up, about 680,

T hed arrived st the dock ut
sbout H:00, aftoer checklng Darpyl's
house for signs, of life. No llghta.
e had suld he'd probably go, when
T talked to him the day before. Hls
crow hadn't shown up then, 8o he
suld "probbly tomorrow.'

Feforoe he declded that, as he
sut in hls truck, wetching the
esatern horlzon, I wutched hls lace.
The sun csme ap clesr snd red, and
its glow wes on his face. He's
put his bost up for sele, the
NeLLIE L, BYRD, yet he satill hopes,
1ike the others, that he'll stlll
meke & living., Tomorrow 1f not to-
day. tut the catches are smaller
cach yoear, und when they get blaper,
then the prices they wet u-bushel go
down. And o ncw mast costs $6,000
now. Darryl wants to keep on, his
Uncle Stenley tells me. He loves his
boat and knows every plank in her,
having replaced 1t wll from the




Stnnlejﬁat tkeuwheel 'and thr@e of

at right,

also does the cooking.

(o]

waterline up. NeLLIE was btuilt

in 18 YISSS e tRDarry L Lenadedher o3
good gs new. Didn't have to tuy &
new mest, but needed & new bow-
sprit, so.bhelmade himself oneswith

g chelnsaw in two hours, ke told

me. The old men had stovved ancd
wetohed.  "What the hell you dgin!?!"
they said. He told me thab wlth &
plessed smile.

Uphey ! 11l comebioeck, Stanley
tolc me, stencing gt the wheel.
"Wool" he shouted, &nd tre crew
tossed the dredges over the sldes
again.

"They ecome Leck tefore;" and
he told me of lean yesrs in ovster-
Ing not long sgo, and of s time
beaeck in the '40s. Hls toat's not
for sale, although several others
are this year, for the first tire,

¥eeolng out for the Chootank
at ©:30 we hed feced & faint
Yrecre, mostly or our own meking,
the yewl vosgt belhind ' pdshing us
elong et 8 good elghtiiinots.

"You wennsa eet?" Stanley
asked me; "go 'heed down," as he
resturec te the correntonway doors
in front of Lim, The smell of 'ry-
1ng becon leszked out from the pert-
ly opened hatchcover.,

Frenk, one of the erew, dic
the cooklng, TI'd gone down esrlic
when he invited me below, soon
sfter leaving the herbor. Coffee
weter wee boliling, enc three ctrer

&c



burners were on to heat the cabin.
Fe was glad to be cook, he =aild,
beesnse he could go below and
keep werm awhlile and not have to
te working on deck &ll the time.
Iiggs and teeon, bresd and
coffee. It was good. Dy the time
we ate lunch, after hours on cdeck,
the teked teans, hot doge, and
white bread had a remarkaeble taste.

Stenley steyed on deck for
the whole trip untll we got back
et 5:00, having gone down only once
to gsee what all the smoke was sabout,
eoming -from .the ~oven: 'He reacdhed in
and pulled out something, and cams
.. vack on deek with his handkerchief
still over his nose and mouth, his
! eyes tesring freely. Frank had
Such & slght.they are. & erawled up choking, and lay on the
Tiwf ! ' & oo i deck & moment to csteh his bresth.
4 The smoxe smelled of turning plastic
and’ ruktber. When you could see into
the csbin sgain, there on the floor-
boards wsre the bleek remains of
someone's gloves, charred crisp,
where Stenley hed dropped them.
Someone (no one knew who) had put
them in tFe oven to dry, probabvly.
Afterwarcs, Stanley recounted fires
aboerd he'd known. '"One rigkt on
here." he sald, polnting down to
LADY KATIL's deck. "Gesoline spill."
Semeone pouring from one can to
another had tedly misjudged, end &
gpark from the winder ignlted 1it.
About 12:20 Stanley ssys to me

CLAREWCE CROCKETT passing to port..




"They ususlly want to stop about
now, to eat. If they ecan teske 1t
anéd wait, I ecen!'" And it goes on
for swhile longer. CALEE W. JONES
and CLARENCE CROCKETT, of Deal
Islsnd, end ELSWORTH, from Tilgh-
men, sare nesr us for most of the
day.

Sueh & sight they are. Therels
a good bresze now. Sails billowing
out, they move by us slowly, the
c¢reg of the dredges puttlng them
In slow motion. When the dredges
are on deck, snd the wind's up a
Lt the beats Mt sndihecil snd
& few begin to nearly scud slong

7w, S8 on their flat shallow bottems.,

Mkl ' : A begutiful bvig danee it 1s, weav-

CALEE with a single reef, étarﬁ&éré:taek. ing emong eachother, staged be-
Ak TP RATLE L o 25 R B S e ‘ : tween the sheres of the wide river
meuth.

G L MaAg RILD:z I watehed CALEB on & star-
pf ¥ 7 AW T board taek, coming about, her jib's

R R I S reefpoints standing out like fren-
ELSWORTH wag at her prettlest... . . zled corkscrews on both sides of
o : the wildly shaking sail until calm-
ing cdown into & new heel on the
port tack. We were in the micddle
of the eight bosts sround us,
putting some to wincdwerd, teeck-
ligkted ty the hezy sun, ané some
to leeward of us, in direet light
for the eamera.

ELSWORTE was at her prettiest
on one perticulsr teck. It wse like
a past dream eome to life, like sce-
in my father's old bugeye GYPSY on
Hempton Roads sgein. I lookecd,
and ssw things. I forgot T had a
cemera.




Lowerlng sall on skipjaek MARTHA LEWIS.
Gene Tyler, Ceptain..

MARTHA LEWIS's erew -furling the jib,

CALEE geve me a good show
onee just after I had deelded to
save my last two shots tlll laeter.
She fllirted with me, it seecmed,
after I1'd promised not to do any-
thing more to her. She 1liftecd her
skirts, all ruffly at the hottom
edges from reefing, and fosmed
along only & few boatlengths
abreast of us, her bottom nearly
exposed now and then in & trougre
between waves, She was so pretty.
By the time I ehsnged my mind
and reached for the eamere 1t
was too lete. She!d left me.

Seiling back to Dogwood Har-
ber we went for awhile en s brozd
reaeh, vort taek., The skipjeeks
gall well in both light and
heevy airs. They're tuilt for the
Bay, not the ocean. They're over-
selled for the hull size in order
to keep wey while dredging. There
are four sets of reefpoints on
main snd jib to reduce sail when
necessary to keep the dredges on
the btottom and not skioring along,
missing too many oysters.

Soon we both motored and
galled. Dredging stops st 3:00.
We have to get the eateh ashore
two hours after finishing for the
day. It's nearly a two-hour run
from the Choptank to Tilghman,

Then we lowered both sails,
gnd after furling them, motored at
full speed the rest of the way.
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MARTHA LEWIS's yawl boet. The powerful
push-boat 1s uséd for lesving the harbor
and rcturning to harbor, and for dredging
under power only on Wondays and Tuesdays,
a Laryland law oonservation measure.

I went forwerd where 1t was
quieter for & moment. The motor
sound became drowned out by the
tow waves' bresking. I hung over
the sicde, near the samson post,
and ssw the familiar sight I
hadn't seen for twenty years on
GYPSY I1. We were oloughing
through the water, the bow wave
coming right up to the after end
of the trallboard. I stayed there
awhlle, sand almost wanted to
¢limb down into thet water.

Then into Xnavp's Harrows,
Just sbove Dogwood Harbor, to
deliver our cateh. We hsd taken
In about 35 bushels, Stanley es-
timated. 150's the limit, he says;
about 110 is the most he's tsken.
The last few years haven't been
good. "They'll come baek." He re-
peats his esrlier statemehnt. YThey
always do. Mother Nature does it.
We sure don't! They!ll come back
... unless”, he chuekles, "...un-
less things hsve gone too fer!"

On the welk beek To my cer
at Dogwoocd Farbtor I stopned by
tke little store at the Exxon
statlon near the bridge. The men
congregete there every morning
before going oeut. It opens at 5:00.

A cup of coffee - self service
- was precious, after eleven hours
on the oven water with only two or
three warm-ups telow in the csbin.
Staending there by the eoffee mach-
ine, stirring in suger ané canned
miik, I sensea the deex wmoving
uncer my feet. A good fecling.



The men were eoming in again,
baek from the weter. Some older
ones on the benehes were carrying
on about prices and sueh.

"Why, his son's got a new
house, a new truek, a new boat...;
his payments must be 2,000 & month,
and now he cain't glt no steacy
work! T don' know what they goin'
do, '" The othtrtwo shake thelr
heads slowly, in agreement bto the
negative, looking at the floor.

I ean only hope that Stanley's

Abogrd DaﬁryIHLarrimdnehs NELLIE. L. BYRD. predigtion is right.. Darryl. sald:
Vi A Sn PR L - o 8 BORE o to me egrlier in the summer, 'by
G s R 1, 0 ) G4 TR [ e . I the time they eome baek - in twenty
Darryl, Stanley' -nephew, at the wheel of ", years = all . the beats wikli'a!  -gonel"
NELLIE. Next to him, James 0. Webster, With all his usual kidding and
whose 'igrandfather -had owned her when new. 4 joking, there's still s.sadness,
Bob MeLaren at right.: - =« AT the same &s I saw:in him when he

watehed the sun eome up the day
before, walting in his truck for
his crew to show up.

If a few days' pay feels good
enough to them, often the crew just
won't appesr, the dsy after
they're pald.

It's a day-to-day living,
hoping it can continue, in spilte
of pollution or lack of rain.
If not today, "probbly tomorrow.'
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Darryl:Larrimore.(crouching) 'steering
NLLLTE L. BYRDj; passing REBECCA -T. -RUARK.
Chessapeske Appreclstlion Days, Odtober 31
and November :l,21987, off Sandy:Peint, MD.
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The BYRD'S mew tréilboard snd gilded eagle.

Stenley Larrlwore, Captain,
2t the wheel of his skipjack
LADY KAllk on Chesapeake kay.
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