i touched her sh:xdow when the light delayed;

I turned my face away, and yet she staved,

A bird sang from the center of a tree;

She loved the wind because the wind loved me,
m C d “ — Theodore Roethke

T.K. SWANN ,
EDITOR
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INTRODUCTION TO PART II

Of an article written by Donald P. Turner on a very cold
evening in January of 1948, after a night of hot stove story
telling at Capt. Neocah(Tocbe) Evans General Store at Ewell.

Several cold timers, recalled some chilling events of some
of the worst freeze's on the Chesapeake Bay, and how the people
of the Chesapeake Island's were forced to deal with them for
their survival.

Part ITI, of Donald's narrative continues from where part I
ended in February's issue of the Smith Island Times. We hope
that you enjoy reading the rest of Donald's story.
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. Jennings Evans

PART II - SMITH ISLAND OLD TIMERS RETURN TO PAST IN MEMORY

A Narrative by: Donald P. Turner
January 1948

There's no formal procedure to a "hot stove" conversation,
at a General Store. Each speaker that has a story to relate,is
given the utmost respect, and attention from the listeners that
are gathered on the benches around the stove.

From my vantage pcint, sitting on a sack of chicken feed near
the flour bin, I was able to listen and jot down the "off the
cuff" stories without disturbing any of the story tellers. As the
conversations continued,I kept on writing without raising anyones
curiosity. All of the watermen's attention was directed to the
speakers intresting stories.

The eldest of all the watermen seated around the stove, was
sitting quietly on a nail keg punching his pen knife blade into
a stave, just beneath his keg seat.Capt Charlie was close to 80
vears old, and had been a "drudge boat" Captain almost all of
his life, and he’ had been listening to the others talk about the
bad freezes of of 1893 and 1916-17.

Capt. Charlie,who had retired from oyster dredging, only a few
years before, began raising up his head slowly, and then it was
his turn to enter the conversation. His veoice was somewhat softer
then the previous speakers yet,he had the rapt attention of both
young and old of those seated, and was literally guaranteed of
of their silence, while he was speaking.

He said, " I remember both of the Bay zes, that you've
been talklng about, and at least tyee‘lore very bad freezes
since 1917, In that 1893 freeze that Jim was talking about, I
was only 24 years old. I was born over on the Eastern Shore of
Virginia at Leemont near Hunting Creek. I hadn't moved to Smith
Island then, but I remember it was cold enough to shave ye,out on
Hunting Creek too. I was a crewman on a shooner then, but the
whole Virginia oyster fleet was stuck in the ice, and nobody over
there could make a dime either.

"I remember one of the Virgina schooners, got stuck over here
on Smith Island in the ice at Horse Hammock, Horse Hammmock was
good harbor at that time. Virginia dredge boats sometimes harbor-
ed there along with a lot of Maryland dredgers, when there was a
lot of oysters in the Tangier Sound., Thats were the Maryland Line
met the Virginia Line, right there at Horse Hammock. Anyway,while
that Virginia boat was laying off Horse Hammock, a snow gust come
up, and lasted several days. The Captain and crew were still on-
board., There were several other Smith Island schooners anchored
there too, but their crews and Captains had managed to get ashore
to their homas,before that bad snow storm set in.”
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"Well Sir!" Capt. Charlie continued, "It snowed, and snowed,
untill the whole Eastern Shore was covered over knee deep. Some
of the houses where I lived, had snow drifts piled up to their
upstairs windows. This happened the same year that Jim was talk-
ing about a while ago,1893; And I'm sure he remembers hearing
about what happened to them oyster schooners that were anchored
off there in Horse Hammock Harbor."oOld Jdim, nodded his head in
agreement, as Capt. Charlie continued his story.

"Well Sir!" You all know that Horse Hammock was was one of the
best ice harbors on the Bay. In fact, it was the last on the Bay
to freeze over. But that night, when the big snow storm hit, a
70 miles an hour " No'th Easter " set right into the harbor. It
was a good harbor,but not for a heavy "No'th Easter." Pretty soon
the schocners there began to drag their anchors. One of the Smith
Island schooners sunk, and another one got tore up. The only
reason the vVirginia schooner didn't sink was because her Captain,
and crew, were still onboard. They kept paying out all the anchor
cables they had, and threw all the oyster dredges that had dredge
lines on them, overboard. Bye and bye, the schooner's anchor took
hold, and she swung around, with her bowsprit heading into the
wind, and they were able to ride out the rest of the storm."

" The two Smith Island schooners didn't fare as well. One of
the schooners "DOLPHIN" couldn't be raised untill weeks later,
but they were able to dig her out of the harbor, and tow her up
to Cherrystone Creek. The other schooner "EXPRESS" that was at
one time owned by Capt. Laban Evans Jr. has never been seen since,
The only remains they ever found of the "EXPRESS" were her mast
and dredges.™

One of the young men in the group was particularly intrestegd
in what Capt. Charlie was saying. It was apparent, that he wished
to learn more. He said,"Capt. Charlie, I didn't know that you
came from Virginia!" Capt. Charlie replied, "Oh yea!" about three
years after that bad winter in 1893, me and my brother Asbury
moved over here to Ewell, to dredge oysters for Capt. Caleb Evans
and his brothers.They had a oyster fleet back then, and they paid
right good money to Virginia watermen to come over here to dredge
oysters for -'em.Thats when Smith Island's population began to get
bigger. After spending a couple of years dredging for them,I went
back to Leemont, and married Lilly Williams at Hunting Creek and
later, we both moved over here, built a house and had 4 daughters
and 3 sons, My brother Asbury married an island girl Mary,who was
the daughter of capt. Lawson Corbin who also come over here from
the Eastern Shore, not far from where I was born. They had seven
children toco."

At this point, another elderly waterman joined the conversat-
ion."That Horse Hammock,that Charlie's talking about was a tough
place when they had that store down there." Said Capt.Tom Len."I
remsmber that store down there. My uncle Aaron Bradshaw and three
other island men Eddie T, Evans, Eddie Tyler, and Ben Marsh owned
that store in the 1890s when they had them bad shoot outs down
there over that Boundary Line.At one time, it was one of the best
store businesses on the Bay. They said Ben Marsh's brother John,
made a lot of money in that store, when he first built it.He sold
it to Johnson Evans of Rhodes Point after the Civil War, and took
the money he made, and built a fish.factory down to Chesconessex.
He never did come back to the island no more, But old man Johnson

made some money there too." -~ ’
As Capt. Tom Len spoke,I realized that he,and Capt. Charlie, {*4

could have been about the same age, close to 80 years old. Capt.
Tom had a wind weathered face, and a white bushy moustache, that
drew your attention to him, while he was speaking. He spoke with
the authority of an elder, that knew what he was talking about.

All eyes were fixed on him as he continued tellinga his story.

wauﬁﬁt ﬁr the ’069/

God gives us what we need, one day at a time.
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“"Yea, I remember, as a young man going down there to Horse
Hammock and working for my Uncle Aaron, when he owned a part of
it," Capt. Tom Len said,"There was a four mile long road that
run down there from the old church that used to be over there,
across Francis Gut.But the store business weren't half as good
in the 1890s, as it had been before the state of Virginia took
over all the Maryland oyster beds down there. When they changed
that Boundary Line, we lost every oyster rock except Great Rock,
up here near Crisfield. That happenened in 1877, and Maryland
dredgﬁrs weren't supposed to work the oyster beds down there no
more.

"But when they found out,some of the Virginia dredgers were
sneaking up across Pokomoke Sound during the nighttime, stealing
a lot of oysters off Great Rock; "Thats when the devil was let
out the bag!" The Crisfield dredgers tried to get the Md. Police
Force to protect Great Rock from the Virginia poachers. And when,
the Md. Police didn't have enough men or boats to patrol Great
Rock, the Crisfielders brought firearms aboard their dredge boats
and began shooting at the Virginians, whenever they saw 'em out
on that rock."

"Over here, the dredgers had been upset ever since losing all
them rocks, to virginia. One day in 1894, they decided to put
their firearms aboard of their dredge boats, and began planning
to dredge some of the old rocks, that they weren't supposed to
dredge down there no more. Pretty soon, the Virginia Police got
wind of it, and sent word up here, that if they caught any Smith
Island boats dredging below the Line, they would seize 'em, and
they wouldn't get 'em back:!"

" But we had some "toughies" over here,that dredged for oysters
in them days. My brother-in-law Wes Dize was one of ‘em; "Lickin'
Billy" Bradshaw had 3 or 4 boys that had dredge boats from Rhodes
Point. And one or two of Ben Marsh's boys from Long Branch was in
the crowd the day they sailed on below the Virginia Line,on the
following week.They were down there "going atiit" dredgin' when
all of a sudden, they looked down below,and there come a Virginia
Police schqooner a flying up towards 'em with a "bone in 'er mouth."

You could see the excitment on Capt. Tom's face as he was tell
ing this part of his story. "Well, Cap'n Sir, he said,"They wound
their dredges in, just as fast as they could get 'em in on deck,
and stood their course North, towards Horse Hammock.They thought,
if they made the harbor there, they would be safe over the Mary-
land Line.But they also knew, that if they were over-took by that |.
Police schooner named "Tangier" they could land in the Drummond-

Capt. Tom was slightly rocking back and forth, as he reached
the "hair raising" finish to his story."well gentlemen!™ He said,
As it turned out, the fast sailing island dredge boats made it to
Horse Hammock, just ahead of the "TANGIER." They anchored their
vessels off shore,took to their rowboats, and "scampererd" ashore A
taking their muskets and rifles with 'em." ‘ -

"about 25 dredgers,lined up on the shore behind the "punchin's"
in front of the storehouse behind the store, with loaded rifles.
They knew that the Captain of the "TANGIER" A.J. Read, meant bus-
iness when he come sailing into the harbor after 'em., So they
waited with their weapon's cocked, untill they seen what he was
going to do.When Capt. Read made his approach into the harbgr,
he ordered his crew to take in all the sails, to slow down his
vessel's headway. The dredgers figured that he was going to try
to shoot-up along side cone of their anchored dredge boats, and
try to tow it out of the harbor down to Onancock."

"Before the "TANGIER'S headway was slowed, one of the dredgers
behind the "punchin's" decided to open fire on 'er. He was afraid
Read would get a chance to take a line to one of their boats, }f
he got too close to either one of 'em. The rifle ball barely miss
ed the "TANGIER" and splashed water up on 'er buoy-top. "Well!
that set it off" said Capt. Tom, "Every one of the dredgers on
the shore opened fire, and rifle balls were flying everywhere.

i
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Some of'em landed on the deck of Read's beat. It was a miracle
that nobody aboard there got hit. But Read knowed, he was in for
a battle., He got two of his men to crawl up forward, to load his -
bow cannon. They had rifle balls "busting" all around 'em, Then
Read got his bow pointed to the shore, and give the order to his

men to fire their cannon at the men on the shore,who were shootin )

at 'em."

Capt. Tom laughed, and said, "Great God!" When they pulled down
on that cannen, the cannon ball flew out, and sailed right over
the dredgers heads a whistling. If it had hit 'em, it would of
killed "em all., But it didn't,it hit right "smack" in the middle

of that storehouse on the bank, "Bull's-eye." The cannon ball hit :

one side of it, and come out the other side. The dredgers knew
they were in a battle too,when they heard that ball go over their
heads. They all loaded up their rifles again, and opened fire in

a volley at the "TANGIER." Read's deck was splintered with rifle y

balls, and he started yellin' at his men to "rise" the jib, and
pull it to the "Windard." His men were expecting to be killed,

but they kept on pulling on the jib sheet, untill the wind caught

in it and pulled the "TANGIER'S" bow to the "Eastard" facing the
Tangier Sound. When Capt. Read got his bow turned around, he
"hello'ed" out of that harbor, faster, then when he sailed in,and
"high-tailed" it back to Onancock."

"It weren't long after that battle, that Aaron,and his partners
closed the old store. Their business down there at Horse Hammock
was just about shot. Aaron, and Eddie T. Evans, built new stores
up here to North End;Eddie Tyler,and Ben Marsh had a store, and
the Post Office at Drum Point."

The night of story telling, by the island's men seemed to pass
so fast. Soon the watermen, both young, and elderly began to file
out of Capt."Tobes"™ store one by one toward their homes.

But what an evening, it had been for me? Learning so much isl-
and history, from the old watermen that had been a part of.it,
Then finally, I was outside on the store platform pulling up the
collar of my heavy coat, to keep out the chill of that January
night air. I stuffed the notes of the stories that I had written
in one of the coats deep pockets. I was following behind the last
"old timer" as he walked down the store's platform steps."It was
Capt. Tom Len." I realized he had a hearing aid,but I spoke up
and said, " Captain, I enjoyed hearing your stories tonight;
Smith Island really has a rich history doesn't it?"

Capt. Tom turned around slowly,squinting a bit, to see who had
asked him the Question, and replied, " Yes-Sir-Ree-Bob " Buts its
changed a lot too, since them old days!”™ And then like the others

he disappeared into the night. -
The End

THE EWELL LADIES AUXILIARY WILL BE HAVING THEIR ANNUAL STEWED
CHICKEN DINNER ON APRIL 9TH BEGINNING AT 1:00 P.M. UNTIL
THE COST WILL BE $7 CHILDREN 12 & UNDER $4 PLATTERS $5

- COME JOIN US IN GREAT SOCIALIZING AND GREAT FOOD.

ISLAND CLEAN US DAY IS SCHEDULED FOR APRIL 14TH BEGINNING
8:30AM., MEETING AT THE REC. ALL SCHOOL CHILDREN WILL BE
EXCUSED IN HELPING US TO GET OUR ISLAND BACK INTO SHAPE AGAIN.
PLEASE FEEL FREE TO JOIN IN AND HELP CLEAN UP QUR ISLAND. LUNCH
WILL BE SERVED AT 11:30 IN THE REC CENTER. . '
THE EWELL LADIES AUXILIARY IS PLANNING A CAR WASH/BAKE ON APRIL

29TH. IT WILL BEGIN AT 8:00 A.M. IN FRONT OF THE EWELL FIRE DEPT.,
AND WILL END AROUND NOON,

IN MAY THE LADIES AUXILIARY WILL BE SELLING JOE CORBI PIZZA'S.

THE LADIES AUXILIARY HAS FOR SALE TWO DOUBLE STAINLES
S STEEL
SINKS IN GOOD CONDITION. IF INTERESTED PLEASE CALL 410-968-1118.

THE AUXILIARY WOULD LIKE TO TAKE THIS TIME TO THANK BRENDA
MARSH, MARY RUTH EVANS, AND LINDA EVANS FOR TAKING THEIR TIME
-~ OUT FOR BEING ON THE RUG COMMITTEE.

THE RECREATIONAL BUILDING HOUSE CLEANING SCHES
HAS BEEN SCHED
FOR THE LAST WEEK OF APRIL. EVERYONE'S HELP IS NEEDED, "
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"THE COCK CROWS AT 2:08 AM."
(A Smith Island Mystery)
by T.K. Swann

house! I was totally baffled, But one thing was certain,
whatever it was, be it token, ghost, or phantom rooster, it
had to be inside of the house.

A few days later, T ran into Faye Bradshaw as she was
walking her dog. "By the way," she tended, "you and I have
been invited to Jennings's house tonight to witness the
occurence for ourselves, Be there at 1:30 am.1" Since it
was a week day, there was no way I was staying up that late,

toc £EVery ounce of will bPower I had to get dressed and go
out 'more into the cold night.

Butégennings's reputation was at stake, and there had to
be a rdSonable explanation, Also, some of the older folks on
the Island were really geting worried about the whole thing.
With this in mind, I headed out to look for Faye, but there

living room brightly 1lit, Faye and Jennings were deep in
conversation. I was a little late, it seemed, it was 1: 45
§ am. As I sank into a cozy chair, trying to Stay awake, I

TN BT

around it seemed to me that he had quite a few clocks. One
Jennings assured me. As 2 am, approached, we silently crept
of the room. Jennings' dog, however, took eéxception to my

him down, it was just minutes before 2:08 am. In the
darkness a digital clock brightly showed the advancing
minutes. At exactly 2:08 am. a rooster began to crowl! Faye
and I jumped up and lunged for the same cornar of the room
from where the sound originated. In the gloom, we could see
two watches that lay on a small wooden jewelry box on top of
the dregsser. Faye grabbed one - a conventional wrist watch,
and I gabbed the other - a large black digital monstrousity,
I held it to my ear. "This is it!" I exclaimed. "Oh no,"

the time!"” Then I took the watch and held it to his ear.
Before the cock crowed 16 times, we had soived the mystery. -
An alarm on the watch, unknown to Jennings, was designed to
Crow you awake. Problem solved.

I know, however, that Jennings and Edwina will miss the
mysterious crowing at 2:08 am.., and I was kind of sorry we

we're ghostbusters and we work cheap. Give us a call if you

Ci ol

Much to our surprise, later that next day, Jennings informed
us that he and Edwina had clearly heard it from inside of the

80 I set the alarm and hoped for the best. When I woke up, it

wWas no sign of her. I walked to Jennings house and found his

. took a good look aocund the livingroom. I had been there many
+imés before, but had never took note of the decor. As T glanced

clock even made motorcycle noises. "But no rooster sounds!",
into the bedroom, and positioned ourselves in different parts

presence and began to bark excitedly. When weifinally calmed

said Jennings. "That's a talking watch, a voice will tell you

s found it., Faye and I do have a new part-time job ,though,
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EWELL UNITED METHODIST CHUCH DINNERS WELI RECEIVED

BY Jennings Evans .

For the third consecutive winter, the folks at Ewell United
Methodist Church sponsored six more lively Saturday Evenings at
the Ewell Social Hall, with food, fun, and fellowship. Once again
as in the previous two years the island men-folk went all out to
give the lady-folks,and all that were in attendance magnificent
dinners, at only a pittance of what these meals would normally
cost, . - . :

Once again, the men proved, that all those years, that many of
them spent cooking aboard oyster boats while up the Bay each win-
ter has provided them the experience, to put up a meal, that any
body would be blessed to eat. Our THANKS, goes out to all the
chefs and waiters, that gave up the time it took for all the
food preperations."Mr. Food" doesn't have anything on you guys.
It was "OH SO GooD!"

"Thanks'"once again, to Capt. Eddie A. Evans, who coordinated
all of the activities each week on behalf of the Ewell Methodist
Church. Eddie always works to get the job done, no matter how
impossible the task may seem. Our appreciation goes to Rev.Ashley
Maxwell who was our after dinner speaker on each occasion, and
always found soothing, and inspiring words from the Bible to take
back home with us....Which capped off the evenings just right.

Our prayers are with our pal Ruke Dize, who only a few days
ago underwent an operational heart by-pass. Ruke is known all
over the Eastern Shore, as a fine vocalist, and has sang many.
many times,inspiring songs of faith for island families, at
weddings and funerals. We appreciate the songs that he sang for
us at the dinner again this year, and pray that he will fully
recover, to .continue doings that he still enjoys.

Due to the limited time, that I have to get this part of the
article in before the printing of the Smith Island Times begins,
I am not enclosing a run-down on all the entertainment and game
actitivities that so many at each of the tables participated in.
But I personally do appreciate each and everyone that volunteer-
ed to help give us all a good laugh with the musical games, and
a chance to win the "Do You Want to be a Millionaire" check from
the Bank of Ewell? Listed below is the many items that were dona-
ted to allow our church to serve so many great meals at such a
bargin price $2.00 .THANKS TO ALL for these donations.

5 fiberglass Tables Brought over by Stevie Evans
36 now metal chairs

Dinner Donations

39 male cooks and waiters prepared 6 dinners that fed 610 people
and 75 carry out dinners. No food was wasted. Food not used at
the dinners was donated to church and Smith Island MAC Center
Organizations for distribution to our pecple,

Food Donations

4 Hams - 5 Bushels Oysters - 3 Bushels Greens 7 Gal. Clams

40 Lbs. Roast Beef - 9 Stewing Chickens 5 Oat Meal Cakes

Enough Sheet Cakes to feeq 109 People
Enough (bought out) Layer Cakes to feed 100 People

All of these items led to all bills paid, with a balance of $90.71
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Teceive a brochure calr - T

L. MARSH & SON BOATYARD
Custom Built Fiberglass Boats
Wooden Hull Repair
BUS: 410-425-4211
RES: 410-963-1647

FAX: 410-968-1647
1-800-224-2817

Fib erglass &

LARRY MARSH, owner
3141 MARSH RD.

Sharryl Lindberg & LeRoy Frlesen
owner-innkeepers .

Open all year
dinners available

Tylerton, MD - 21866
410-425. 3541
s:lentmu@shore mtercom net




Spring Is In the Air
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