_T. SWANN, EDITOR

There’s a small slice of heaven in the mist of the Chesapeake Bay called
Smith Island, MD. Isolated from the mainland--a community of people rich in
hospitality and friendship.

Approximately two years ago, a group of construction workers from the W.F.
MAGANN CORPORATION based out of Portsmouth, Virginia came to this small
community to build a jetty for the island preservation. These men were unfamiliar
with the customs and lifestyles of the islanders.

The men wake up early every morning to work on the bay for their livelihood,
while the women tend to their daily routines. Sometimes the weather is harsh and
interferes with their daily activities. Still they brave these harsh conditions to carry
out their lives. Under these rigorous conditions they survive and manage to have
time for hospitality and friendship to the strangers of their island.

On behalf of all the men involved in this project, we wish to express out
heartfelt gratitude for all the friendship and kindness given to us. We leave this
island much richer in our hearts for experiencing GOD’S SLICE OF HEAVEN.

Sincerely,

JETTYMEN
W.F. Magann Corp.
Portsmouth, VA

Special Thanks:

Ewell Tide Inn, Bed and Breakfast staff Capt. Larry Laird
Driftwood Grocery and staff Capt. Terry Laird
Ewell Post Office and staff Hoss Parks

Smith Island Times Everett Landon
Ruke’s Seafood Restaurant : Tom Walsh
Smith Island Oil Dock

Capt. Jason

Capt. Jason II

L. Marsh & Son Boatyard

Ewell Volunteer Fire Department
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INTRODUCTION

The following article was written by a freshman year college -
student Donald P. Turner in the winter of 1948. Donald was
one of three sons that occasionally came back to Smith Island
from college to visit their parents Rev. Gilbert, & Mae Turner.
Rev. Turner was the Smith Island Charge Preacher from 1948 untill
1952, His wife Mae Turner was the Principle of Ewell School back
in those years. The parsonage was just across the lane from two
General Stores, and Donald enjoyed going into one store or anoth-
er and listen to the "old Timers" spin their stories, about the
island's early years, and how it was, when they were working on
the Bay. Their stories fascinated Donald, and although he knew
that he wouldn't ever have to work on the water, he just loved
to hear the folklore about the Bay, from these colorful old
watermen. One very cold winter evening, Donald decided to go over
to Capt. Noah (Tobe) Evans store, and write down in shorthand,
some of the stories (if any),that may come to their minds, while
seated around the warm coal stove,on "britches shined" benches,
that bore many scars from the "gougings" of the old gentlemen's
pen knives; as they related their stories to one another., Donald's
story from that cold evening in 1948 is written in his words. We
hope ocur Smith Island Times readers enjoy it,.

Jennings Evans

Smith Island Old Timers Return to Past in Memory

A Narrative by: Donald P. Turner

The cold wind was howling around the eaves of the house,as I
descended down the front steps of the parsonage that faced Levins
Creek, at Ewell on Smith Island. As I reached the bottom step, I
felt the full strength of the chilled night air coming off of the
icy Chesapeake Bay. The last rays of the sun had faded from sight
and the island was now shrouded in darkness.

Although my journey, would be a very short one across the lane
to Capt.Tobe's General Store, I pulled the collar of my heavy
winter coat up another notch around my neck to keep the chill out.
I soon reached the store's platform, and wondered if any of men
had ventured out, on such a misérable cold evening. As I opened
the o0ld store's rustic door, I received my answer; There they
were, sitting around the fire,not just "old timers" but young
lads too. I should've known that it would take more then the
frigid weather to keep these men away from the store on a long
winter evening. They already had a conversation going on about
the weather. Not wanting to interrupt them, I quietly found a
vacant seat on a sack of chicken feed near the old flour bin.

Some of the men nodded in my direction, to acknowledge my
presence in the store, but kept their attention directed to the
conversation that was already underway. Thats just the way I
wanted it! It gave me the opportunity to slip out a pad and pen-~
cil from my large coat., With the pencil, I began to jot down some
of the on-going conversation, while trying not to attract any of
men's attention. Fortunately, all of them, were absorbed with
the ‘conversation, 'béing said around the hot stove.The topic,still
focused on the weather. It is not strange at allrthat this<is a
center of intrest, because their very existance depended on it.
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"Say Jim, if this weather gets any colder, we're liable to
wind up froze up "chock-A-block" like we were in 1937." Capt.
Jim replies, " I hope it don't get that cold; I remember some
of the younger fellers walked clear from Crisfield to get home
from dredging that year. The same thing happened in 1917. We
were froze up for 7 weeks. The year before that Charles Arnold
froze to death in the ice, when the gas-line running to his 6 HP
Eagle engine got water in it and froze up. He went over to Tyler-
ton in his little skiff to get the mail for brother Jack's(Sneade
PostOffice,but on the trip back to Rhodes Point, when he reached
Park's bitch, his engine cut off. All he needed, was a wrench to
break into copper-~tubing, and blow the water out, but somebody
had borrowed his wrench, and never brought it back to him, He got
out of his skiff, and tried to get on some ice that was hard
enough to bear his weight, but it weren't,and he fell through,
and thats where searchers found him frozen in the ice."

Capt. Jim continued,"That happened on January 17, 1916.Charles
lacked 19 days of being 43 years old. But the winters were always
severe, in my day. The coldest one ever that T remember, was back
in January of 1893 when I was only 18 years old. A heavy snowfall
blanketed the whole Eastern Shore, 12-14 inches deep. Every creek
and and gut on the Bay was a solid sheet of ice,a foot and a half
thick. It was cold enough to "bust yer eyes." 1Its a good thing,
that every body on the island stocked up that fall with a plenty
of firewood from across the Bay. We had a pretty good supply of
food preserved,and stored away. Me, and brother Wes spent most of
that freeze-up busting wood with a axe, we had plenty of wood,but
it was still all we could do to keep warm. Over at Crisfield, a
load of dredgers that had been down here working in Tangier Sound
got stranded over there without food, shelter or money. They had
to put a lot of 'em in jail, for 'em to have a place to stay, and
get fed. Thats one time, being in jail, felt good, I imagine!"

Capt. John Tawes said, I don't remember that one Jim, I was
only a year old; And if it was that bad, I don't want to remember
it either!"™ Big John continues, " But I remember that bad freeze -
up in 1917, I was 25 years old then, and I remember Otis Evans,
and Hubbard Marsh had a oyster house down to Rhodes Point. They
were lucky enough to have a good supply of oysters to shuck while
everything was froze up.. They got ‘'em all shucked, and put 'em
in cans, and it weren't no problem keeping them in that bitter
cold weather. The problem was, when the freeze started to break
up, they got worried that the oysters might spoil, if they soon
didn't get 'em to market. As luck would have, the tide"runned a
flying" there to Rhodes Point in Sheeps Pen Gut,where the oyster
house was; And the first thing you know, the tide cleared that
little channel, and cut all the ice out of it. Otis saw a chance
to git rid of their oysters; But they needéd.help, .and decided to
hire a bunch of Rhodes Pointers, to get them canned oysters to
Crisfield, while it was still cold enocugh to keep them from spoil-
ing. Some of the fellers they hired, were the same ones that had
caught the oysters with tongs, and sold them to Otis and Hubbard
about the time, that the 1917 freeze was setting in, But by the
time the freeze began to thaw, they had spent all of that money
and hard up to make a dollar anyway they could.
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"Well the temperature had risen up some, and got a move on a - , .
lot of the ice. So Otis and his brother Fus, Noah Geems, Elwood
Johnson, and John Lewis Hoffman set out in a little twenty-foot
crabbing speed boat with a little 6 horse power gasoline engine.
They had a regular size 18 foot skiff towing astern, and another
smaller gunning skiff towing astern of her. They were taking a
chance alright!"

Big John continued on with his story; "Well-sir, three of the
boys were in the little speed boat; The other two were towing
behind in the gunning skiff; The canned oysters were loaded in
in the bigger skiff in the middle; That was a bad enough tow if
it had-a-been warm weather., You know how it is towing a loaded
skiff, with her cuttin' & shearing!"

"But somhow they made it alright, out of the Thorofare, and
on across the Sound untill they got to the "Puppy Hole Buoy."

And then it started to cloud up,and the tide was a flying down
that Puppy Hole Channel, and all at onced, a big sheet of drift-
ing ice come down on 'em, and started taking them with it. Otis
said,”The good times are gittin scarce here!" He said, "We did'nt
know what to do." The wind had breezed up Nor-West, and we were
flying down the Sound with this great ole big cake of ice pushin'
us!"

Uncle Rame Evans said, "I swear and kiss the Bible, if they
weren't in a pickel alright!" '"Yea, John Tawes said, "They were
in it all right, you needn't worry bout that!" The next thing
they knew, the big sheet of ice that was pushin' 'em slammed ‘'em
into another big cake of drifting ice, and wedged all the little
boat's between the two of 'em.0Ole Noah Geems Evans looked up at
the sky,and spotted them big dark black clouds up there in the
Nor-West,and said, "Boys, the way it looks to me, were gonna get
our names in the Crisfield Times tommorow, but we ain't gonna be
around to read about it!"

"But as luck would have it, the 2nd sheet of ice slowed 'em down
cause it weren't moving as fast, as the first one,and Otis jump-
ed out on it with the speed boat's painter (line) in his hand,and
pulled the tip of the bow on top of the ice. That steaded her,and
kept her from capsizing; But it was gettin' late in the afternoon
{around two o'clock) and they-were still drifting with them two
sheets of ice. But all of a sudden, them two sheets of ice come
apart and opened up a streak just big enough for the little boats
to slip through, and throwed them out in clear water,ocut of the
ice.

"Otis started up that little 6 HP Roebuck,and give it to 'er.
As it turned out, nearly all the drifting ice had left out of
Crisfield Harbor. and they made it 'into the depot wharf, and un-
loaded all the canned oysters from their skiff. The oysters were
sold to a couple of Crisfied packers. They were glad to get the
oysters, because they couldn't get none during the freeze, and
Otis and Hubbard, were glad to git rid of 'em before they went to
waste."

The younger men and boys seated around the old coal stove,
were facinated by the stories that the "old timers " were telling;

They were sitting on the edge of their benches, with their eyes
wide open.

TO BE CONTINUED IN NEXT MONTH'S SMITH ISLAND TIMES.
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"THE COCK CROWS AT 2.08 AM.”
(A Smith Island Mystery)
by T.K. Swann

One day, as we were "talking it over” about the Smith Island Times, Jennings Evans turned
to me and asked,"By th way, do you have a rooster in your old house?” "Not that | know of!",
was my bewildered reply. | have many different things stored in there, but surely there's no live
rooster! Jennings clearly looked bothered. | could tell that he would really rather that i DID
have a rooster. "You see,” he began to explain, "for the last couple of years, every night, a 2
a.m., I've heard a rooster crow exactly 16 times. At first, | thought nothing of it. People on
Smith island have always kept chickens, and | just assumed it belonged to Elmer and Lit."

So one day, | mentioned to Elmer that his rooster crows at a very odd hour. "Rooster?” Eimer
querried, "I haven't had chickens for years!” Well, surely someone a. North End had a rooster.
But who? Neighbors were questioned, and one by one, eliminated. No one at North End had
any crowing fowl!

Well, JENNINGS WAS CLEARLY GETTING WORRIED. Edwinna, it seemed, had heard it
quite a bit herself. Surely they weren't both losing their minds! And now the rooster was
crowing at 2:08 am., exactly 16 times. We tracked down the last person to have chickens,
Millie Marsh of Rhodes Point, and she informed us that her chickens had drowned during the
last big storm. The remains had been recovered. Had she missed one body? Did one lucky
rooster get swept up the road to North End? But NO ONE had ever seen it, or heard it crow at
any other hour! “Is it a token?" | asked Jennings. "If it is, it's a long one, it's been going on for
two years!” Could it be a clock? John Winteroth has an electronic clock with bird sounds, but
sorry, no roosters. The suspense was mounting, until Jennings got up at the last Church
Supper and offered a prize to whomever solved th mystery. There is nothing | fike better than a
ghost story, and | hate a mystery, so | decided to play amateur detective and go out there in the
cold, dark, night. My daughter, Amber, and Jenny Evans agreed to accompany me, because
as Myrtle Marshall used to say, "Ain't much good that ever happened out on them roads after
midnight!” If [ was to be blamed for being a prowler, or peepi ng tom, | wanted company!

It was foggy, cold, and drizziing as we made our way to Jennings’ backyard. In the quiet,
you could have heard a pin drop. | tried to keep everyone quiet and still, budive needed to
shake off the cold. Amber kept mumbling that she was quite sure that Jennings was crazy. 2
a.m. came and passed, and we heard nothing but the buzz of Bernice's security light, and the
scanner in the Evans house. Jenny is a trooper, and | knew she would stay asiongas|
would. Amber was still muttering something about Jennings. 2:08 am. came and went, and
still, no ghostly appearances, no crowing cocks, nothing but silence. | was beginning to wish |
DID have a rooster residing in my old house. As | stood there in the cold, | thought of Jennings
"KITE" story and of the "Wading Place Bridge” incident. Was this some elaborate hoax being
perpetrated on Jennings? Or was he playing a prank on me? We decided to call it a night.

Of ali the things | have ever lost, | miss my mind the most. And s0, by Church next
moming,| had forgotten about the ghost chicken. It was Iris who asked me if | hadheard
anything. "Not a peep” | replied. But the kicker to the story was yet to come. When Amber
retumed from Sunday School she informed me that Jennings asked her if we had heard
anything. When she told him that we had not, Jennings shook his head and replied slowly.
"Edwinna is not going to want to hear that. You see, WE DISTINCTLY HEARD ITCROW
16 TIMES AT 2:08 AM!itH! (to be continued)
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Ewell School Students and Staff




2 - MINA LAIRD

3-TOM WALSH

4 - CHRISTINE SMITH
SAMMY KITCHING

6 - JULIE ANN EVANS

Tyler teday 2t

siephone Jack lnstallatiog and Repafr"S'r.;z:dc:

"p » , [ ’ - - I3
Nesd 2 telephone jack instdled, moved
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2ocur 177 the pricz of the teleshcge oo

410-968-1556

: ar 3erriced? Calf e, Carf
Servics will bc Frempt and professional and
mpany, '

7. MISSY BRADSHAW

9 - PETER NAROWANSKI
0 - TORI POWERS
BRENDA MARSH
11 - JOHN CRANSTON TYLER
13 - RICK EVANS (RICHARD’S BOY)
14-BOBBY MARSHALL  :.&,5%
15 - CODY BRADSHAW "
BILLY REED EVANS
BUDDY EVANS
16 - ERNEST KITCHING
17 - DANIEL SMITH . - _
18 - CASEY CORBIN o T L
 GARY GUY -

COMPUTER SYSTEM |
WITH WINDOWS 95
STARTING AT S150.00
YEAR 2000 READY |

22 - EVIE EVANS

23 - BUNK EVANS ; .

6-BOBBY GENE TYLER ... . . .
LENA SNEADE N s

7-DALE TYLER o T

28 - SHARON WALSH ﬂ’VO N

ISAAC DIZE .

MADELYN DIZE To place ar order or to : : :
| receive a brochure coll i T
i . Beth, your new Avon o :
| . .rgprzsentati've'todzzy!
410-225-2050
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L. MARSH & SON

L«\RR}' MARSH, owner
3141 MARSH RD,
SMITH ISLAND, MD 21824
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: BOATYARD

_Custom Built Fiberglass Boats

Fiberglass & Wooden Hulj Repair

BUS: 410-425-4211

RES: 410-968-1647

FAX: 410-968-1647
1-800-224-2812

I}

Sharryl Lindberg & LeRoy Friese.n
owner-innkeepers

_Open all year
dinners available

Tylerton, MD 21 866
 410-425-3541
sulentmu@shore.intefcom.net




February Word Find

Find these February words in the puzzle below: VALENTINE, FEBRUARY,
WASHINGTON, LINCOLN, GRCUNDHOG, HEART, (UPID, SHADOW, LOVE, CHERRY,
WINTER and SNOW.

AZXCDFVWASHINGTONVDFETAG
AXVSERFBNMJKLOPTYGHEBWE
CBARFGHJKCUPIDCVBNHYIG
WCLTYUIVDFGHYRVBNMEFSNY
XVEVBLOVERYHRTYUIKLHTJ
CGNYJKIUFRTEWQXCVBHJEY
AFTFBHGYTNDAGXCXVHYFRB
FTIFBHNJNMURFGHJKLODTU
GINVGTYHJUYTCFDESRTHYU
SCEGGROUNDHOGVHYTEWQCYV
CBHYUJMLSVBHYUIOPLKJIMG
SDCHERRYNJIKFDSWQACEBGD
XVFTGRBENMOUYTREWQFGHJKL
ASHADOWRWFGHBNMKXJIUXLO
BNHJKLOIUJKXMNBGLINCOLWVN
SCYVGYHNMIKIUYTGFREDCV' .
SCVGFEBRUARYGBNJUGREWD
P A . e S S S e e e o SR (O) N
+ T
i Thought For Today "
i A word of Love can make A world of f
1 Difference. : !

The cost of a yearly subscription is $6.00 for islanders (hand
del%vered) or 510.00 delivered lst class to the mainland.
Art1c%e§ are accepied until the 10th of the month. Personal
classifieds are $1.00 and business ads are $1.50.

We hope you enjoy reading the Smith Island Times.

* If interested in subscribing please send chack or money order to:

SMITH ISLAND TIMES
4047TYLER ROAD '
EWELL, MD. 21824

** A1l Subscriptions;gxpife in.nDecember sQ please pro—rate'yqut
Subscription. '3 will be ‘around to collact on the Island.




