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A Few Canoe Trips, A Dying Lighthouse
by AUGUST SELCKMANN

The excerpts below are from Augie's essay on reflections of Cedar Point Lighthouse, located near
the mouth of the Patuxent River. A photo essay by Augie on Cedar Point is now on exhibit at
CMM through the summer. A complete written account of Augie's association with Cedar Point Light is
available at the exhibit. Augie is an excellent photographer — his exhibit should not be missed.
I remember the first time I saw the lighthouse. I t .
was early morning, the sun just rising, and golden. The sky
was still, its rich blue reflecting on the water. I stared at the
empty windows, the doorway that led to open water, the
cupola and its weathered wooden design, wishing I could
somehow go into the lighthouse to explore. Around the
lighthouse was a jagged ring of rock, once a bulkhead. It
seemed to bar entry by boat. On the side of the building
was a sign which read, condemned structure — stay 50 yards
clear. As we neared, the captain of the boat I was on barely
looked at the lighthouse. He could not be persuaded to pass
closer. He advised that perhaps in a small boat I could get
out there, if I picked my weather. Even then, it would be a
damned foolish thing to do. I was young. In time to come
I would buy an old derelict canoe, fiberglass it, and have
my own boat.
One February I went by canoe to the lighthouse.
It was a quiet, fine rainy morning just above freezing. The
river had recently thawed. Wind and tide broke up the ice,
and carried it away. There was a mist common on such mornings when a slightly warmer rain falls on the cold bay water.
I set out confidently packing nuts, sardines, and my cameras.
It took five miles of motoring across open water to reach
Cedar Point. At the lighthouse the wind had already begun to
stir small breakers.
Through an opening in the broken bulkhead of
concrete and rock, and through the hole in the south wall,
I pushed the canoe onto the brick flooring in the basement.
A seagull in the next room flapped one wing, dragging the
other along the floor as it tried to escape. I had accidentally
managed to corner the bird. For a moment, we stared at each
other. Before me on the brick floor lay the open wings and
well-picked carcass of another gull. The injured bird swam out
past the ring of rock into the wind and chopping waves. The
air was cold, and I felt a touch of guilt. I had interrupted
the gull's meal and chased it from shelter. I pulled myself
up through a trap door and climbed the winding stairs toward
the tower. On the second floor light beamed through open
windows onto the floor. Hundreds of tiny mice skeletons lay
scattered on the dirt-covered floor. Light modeled the shape
of the hundreds of tiny skulls.
I recalled a previous trip made a year before, coincidentally in February. I had stayed to photograph the full
moon rising, even though the wind was building. The waves

tossed my canoe, and the salt spray froze on its sides and its
ribs. The ice covered my oil-skins and gloves a half inch thick
as well. It seemed miraculous that I made it back, but a canoe
is a very sea-worthy vessel. I was not anxious to repeat that
event, but it seemed I had little choice. Perhaps at sunset
the wind would fall.
Even as the sun was setting, the wind blew a fine
spray straight off the breakers. It became much colder, and
I was not prepared to stay the night. I fumbled, apprehensively
(Continued on Page 2)
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packing my gear into water-tight containers and lashing them
to the thwarts. I noticed I had forgotten a bailing scoop.
An empty peanut can was the only thing I could find, and
it would have to do.
The wind was out of the northwest at twenty-five
miles per hour with sharp gusts to forty, as I pushed off.
Kneeling in the canoe, I paddled hard on the lee side, out from
behind the lighthouse. The wind pushed the canoe across
the water against the rock bulkhead. I pushed off with my
paddle, only to be swept back against the rocks again. Before
I finally passed the rocks, I had cracked several ribs on the
canoe, and broken two thumb-sized holes in the fiberglass
covering, and water trickled into the boat. Just past the
rocks, I dropped and cranked my small motor and was able
to bring the bow around and head into the wind. I moved
slowly away from the lighthouse.
The water was cold, and rougher than I had ever
experienced in a canoe. All I could do was fight to steer the
bow into the wind, and when it might hold for a second, grab
the peanut can and frantically bail the water I sat in. The sun
set. The lighthouse was still close behind as the full moon
moved high above it.
Each wave was different. Many sets of smaller waves
were followed by a set of large breaking waves. Each breaking
wave splashed just over the gunnels, and threw the bow high
into the air, only to drop in the face of the next breaker.
I took the breakers at a slight angle, so that as the fourand five-foot crests approached I could throw the side of the
boat up and take the wave on the side. Just as the crest struck,
I would throw my weight toward the wave and prevent the
canoe from turning over. I went in that fashion for an hour,
and had only begun to cross the mouth of the Patuxent.
The tide had changed and was running in against the wind.
In the river, the tide was still flowing out. The waves became
steeper out of the northwest, and another set of crests came
out of the river from my left. Each wave was different, and
I judged them in the moonlight. I continued to bail and
steer. My hands and feet were wet, and stinging cold. Somewhere in the middle, two miles from either shore, the bow
dropped into a deep trench, and as I looked up, moonlight
danced off the crest of a wave that swallowed the bow of my
canoe. The water sloshed past my legs and splashed into
my face. My gaping mouth was filled ..with a strong brine.
Water ran over the gunnels and drowned the motor as the wave
swept past. My canoe was half full of water and riding sluggishly over the next wave. The wind quickly pushed the bow
off, and I was sideways in the crests and trenches. My hand
splashed around, and found the peanut can. I bailed in a
tearful frenzy. The wind blew the canoe across the water,
and waves still splashed over the side. I swore at my stupidity;
recovery seemed impossible. The lights on either shore were
tiny, and distant. If I tried to swim, I might last fifteen minutes in the cold water. My cold body would drift to some
shore, a feast for the seagulls. They would pick my eyes first.
I continued to bail as fast, and efficiently as I could.
Somehow I kept ahead of the water coming in.
The canoe became more responsive. I wound and pulled the
cord on the motor a dozen times. It finally started. It sputtered and missed as I headed again into the wind toward
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Drum Point, still bailing. Half an hour from shore the peanut
can slipped from my numb hands, into the water. The wind
continued in gusts, until it reached the lee, a stone's toss
from shore. I had to travel miles above my launch point,
keeping my bow at (he right angle to the waves, and now I
had to travel miles along the shoreline back to my car. I
could barely pull the canoe upon the shore. I stumbled on
dead legs to my car, and funbled with numb hands to find
the keys and start the motor, and wait to warm.
One summer I rigged my canoe with a small cateen
sail, and sailed to the lighthouse. I went prepared to stay the
night and photograph the full moon as it rose over Cedar Point
Lighthouse. As I paddled my canoe into the basement, swallows darted through windows and through the fallen wall.
I made camp on the west porch and watched the swallows
soar before a hazy setting sun. Sailboats gracefully returned
to Solomons Harbor. At sunset, the wind ceased, the water
was calm. At dusk a huge flock of seagulls flew toward the
lighthouse to roost. Noticing me, they circled round, and
round the building. I watched for half an hour, as I lay on
the porch. It was warm, and still, and I could hear the sound
of the wind from their wings as they soared past.
Some say gulls are the souls of old boat captains who
have passed away. I was told that in Solomons once there
were two old captains who kept their boats side by side.
They disliked each other and argued constantly. One died,
and his old boat sank the same night. The other found his
boat the next morning, the only boat in the marina, which
was littered from stem to stern with seagull crap. The thought
amused me. I got up to walk through the lighthouse, perhaps in search of ghosts. The lighthouse was silent, except
for the sound of the tide coming in.
There were no ghosts, only the light of the moon
casting forms through open windows and doors. There were
no sounds, other than those of my feet, grinding the dust
on the floor. I climbed the stairs and stood by the rail on
the cupola. The moonlight was serene. I felt detached from
the world, and quite comfortable. I looked east to the tiny
lights on Hooper's Island. The bright light was Hooper Island
straights. I knew it was mounted on the old screw pile, which
once held a lighthouse now preserved in St. Michael's. To
the north was a small electric light off Drum Point, replacing
the lighthouse which was moved to the Calvert Marine Museum. Farther north the beacon of the Cove Point Light
flashed. It is one of the oldest on the Bay, and still commissioned by the Coast Guard. Slightly northeast, was the
small light on the bellbuoy which replaced Cedar Point.
How foolish were the dreams of living in the lighthouse. It could never be repaired. The Bay would eventually
claim it. I wondered if it senses my presence, or the presence
of the swallows or seagulls. I wondered if E. Zeilan might be
one of those seagulls who sits on the remnants of an old
pier, through all seasons. I wondered if it felt the cold in
winter, or the warmth of summer, or if it felt at all. The tide
ebbed. The lighthouse was silent.
The last time I canoed to the lighthouse was a short
trip, just after a heavy snowfall. I unloaded my canoe and ran
with it across a snow-covered beach, pulling it like a sled. By
the time I reached the lighthouse, the sun was setting, there
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was very Httle snow on the lighthouse. A little clung to the
corners of each room. The wind had swept the rest away.
The northeast wall, and the stairs leading past northeast
windows were glazed with ice. The rocks were capped with
ice. Hundreds of starlings sat on the window ledges and other
perches. They found warmth from the sun, in perhaps the
only place where the deep snow did not rest. The fact of the
lighthouse had changed but it was still the lighthouse, and
still a paradox.
The south wall of the lighthouse is fallen. The cupola
has been saved. Waves roll over the sinking bulkhead, and
wash through a crack in the east wall. Seagulls sit on rocks,
and the remnants of a pier, barely looking at the lighthouse.
In time the east wall will collapse, and the wooden framework will collapse into an already sediment-laden bay. There
it will rot, and wash away. The slate shingles and brick will
wash and shift along the bottom of the bay. Years from now
there will be nothing left off Cedar Point but open water,
and curious round pebbles of brick, rolling in the wash of
the waves.

SELECTED ACQUISITIONS
Paul Kerman donated an important hand-drawn
survey map of the Drum Point area. Apparently this 1899
plate was done in connection with settlement of Felipe Barreda's estate. Barreda, Peruvian Ambassador to the U.S., and
deeply involved in the guano fertilizer -business, had bought
the property on the deepest natural harbor in the Chesapeake, Drum Point. Talk of a railroad from Baltimore to
Drum Point probably spurred his decision to buy.
The Leonard C. Rennie estate donated two ketchrigged models built in Galesville, Md. Mr. Wayne Tucker
donated two half-models, one a sloop and the other a schoon(Continued on Page 6)

Several new faces have been seen around the museum
lately. Ann Lantz, from Goucher College, is undertaking a
summer internship with us. Ann will be working closely with
the summer Nautical Field School while she documents early
log canoe construction techniques.
Alice Viverette is our new, always willing and able,
secretary. After a vacancy of several months it is a relief to
have Alice onboard.
Dr. George Carey, professor of folklife at the University of Massachusetts and former Maryland State Folklorist, is here on an NEH folklore grant, under the direction
of Paula Johnson, documenting boatbuilding along the Patuxent River. Cindy Meredith is also working for Paula Johnson inventorying the J. C. Lore Packing House archives and
compiling data for our next major exhibit on commercial
fisheries,
Frances Hutchins is our new custodian who has
done a beautiful job of keeping our museum clean; Frances'
only dislike is the snake exhibit.
Paula Wagner and Bill McGilvery are our summer
lighthouse 'interpreters. This is Bill's second year, while Paula
also served as our temporary secretary.
Ken Kaumeyer of the Chesapeake Biological Laboratory has been spearheading the new aquarium exhibit
which is slated to open this August.
Dan Laskin, a CMM docent, is volunteering one
afternoon a week to help write and edit text for our new
exhibits. Dan, a professional writer, is also preparing a catalog
of our small craft collection for publication through CMM
Press.
Finally, we are most fortunate to have Dick Roming
volunteering full time here at the museum. Dick does most
of our photography, teaches all our rope work classes, and
helps in many other areas.

-WAR OF 1812 EXHIBIT RETURNS TO CMMCMM's traveling exhibit "War on the
Patuxent: 1814" has finally returned home
after being on tour for nearly a year. Traveling
first to the governmental center at Upper
Marlboro, the exhibit next went to the Chesapeake Bay Maritime Museum at St. Michaels
and then to the World Trade Center at Baltimore's Inner Harbor, where it was sponsored
by the Radcliffe Maritime Museum. We are
told more than 5,000 people per week saw
the exhibit while in Baltimore.
Two additional exhibits by the Radcliffe Maritime Museum may be of interest
to members: "Oysters, Bay Boats and Big
Business" at the World Trade Center, and
"Steaming Down the Bay" at the Maryland
Historical Society, Both exhibits have artifacts on loan from CMM's collections.
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In the beachwash at the foot of Calvert Cliffs are
often found fragmented bars and wing-shaped pieces broken
from the fossilized dental plates of rays. Equipped with
powerful, nutcracker-like teeth these flattened relatives of
sharks cruised the bottom of the Miocene sea probing for
crustaceans and shellfish.
The teeth of the Selachii (order to which rays and
sharks belong) are not rooted into the jaw but are attached
to the gurn by tissue and fibrous membranes. Worn or missing
teeth are continually replaced by new teeth which lie in rows
directly behind them. Until they are needed, these replacement teeth^are protected by a thin membrane, then guided
by fibrous connections and the gradually increasing pressure

exerted by surrounding cells they move forward as a unit
to replace those worn or lost.
While a variety of rays lived in the ancient Calvert
Sea, most of the fossilized ray material that we find today
comes from one family, that of the Myliobatidae or eagle
rays. The principal members of this group were, and still are,
Myliobatis (the eagle ray), Aetobatus (the spotted eagle or
duck-billed ray), and Rhinoptera (the cow-nosed ray). These
three genera may be distinguished by their teeth.
The dentition of the Myliobatis is very specialized.
The teeth are flat and arranged in bands of seven, like paving
stones in a mosaic work. Those in the center of the jaws are
long hexagonal bars. Those at the sides are smaller, but also
six-sided. It is these fragmented bars that we find'so often
on the beach. The grinding surfaces of the teeth are covered
with a thin, enamel-like dentine and are usually marked with
a series of striations. The dental plate of the lower jaw is flat,
while that of the upper jaw curves around the supporting
cartilage.
The upper dental plate of Aetobatus is composed
of single rows of very broad, flat teeth. The dentition of the
lower jaw is very nearly flat and the individual tooth bands
are all more or less strongly curved or angularly bent in the
middle. These are the wing-like fragments that we find in the
beachwash. The crown surface is smooth or slightly striated
and the lower surface or part attached to the gum is longitudinally ridged or grooved.
Tooth bands of the Rhinoptera are composed of
between seven to thirteen hexagonal bars. The three teeth
in the middle of each row are wider than those on either
side. The dentition of the Rhinoptera and the Myliobatis
is so similar that it is necessary to have a whole tooth band
to distinguish between the two.

Nautical Field School at CMM

-

This summer an underwater archaeology field school is being sponsored by Nautical Archaeological Associates, University of Baltimore, and CMM. Twelve students have already begun schooling which is being directed
by Ken Hollingshead, president of NAA. They will be operating out of the Lore Oysterhouse with field work on
Patuxent waters. An early five-log canoe fastened together with mortised and tenoned wooden keys and butterflies
has already been excavated. Ann Lantz, intern from Goucher College is working this project up as part of her summer internship with CMM. Other sites that will be surveyed include a possible Chesapeake Flotilla gun barge and
the schooner wreck Henrietta Bach. Dr. Fred Hopkins, dean of the graduate school at University of Baltimore,
Donald Shomette of NAA and research associate of CMM, and Eldon Volkmere of NAA are instructors.

Support boats are anchored white divers (background) mark a gun boat site.-
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Patuxent Osprey
The sight of an osprey rising from its nest atop a
channel marker to threaten a passing boat is once again a
frequent occurrence on the Patuxent River. This has not
always been so; in the mid 1960s pesticide poisoning caused
a drastic reduction in their population and channel markers
bore no nests. Since the banning of the sale of DDT, the
osprey is making a comeback and it's nice to be a part of
the effort. I've been carefully monitoring nesting of osprey
on the Patuxent since 1973. Active nests have increased from
22 in 1973 to 45 in 1981. This success is shared with other
Chesapeake Bay populations, collectively considered the
largest nesting concentration of ospreys in the world.
Ospreys locate a nesting site usually over water on
such things as duck blinds, pilings, and, most favorite of all,
channel markers. Occasionally a pair will nest over land on
a dead tree or telephone pole. Once I found a nest on the
radar of a ship moored at Solomons Island, Maryland.
The nest, three to four feet in diameter, is constructed of dead branches broken from nearby trees. Its
center is lined with dead grass. By early May the female has
laid one to four eggs (chalky white, spattered with brown
toward one end). After 28 days of incubation the young
hatch; within 48 hours the mother is feeding them fish.
Their growth is rapid; by early July their legs are large enough
to hold a U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service (USFWS) leg band.
Since 1978, I have banded more than 200 nestlings
with the USFWS aluminum bands. Each is numbered and
bears the phrase "AVISE BIRD BAND, WRITE WASH.,
D.C., U.S.A." Such banding is an important research tool
for biologists. Leg bands returned to the USFWS from birds
found dead have proven that Chesapeake ospreys winter in
South America. One banded in July 1980 was recovered
October 1980 in Bolivar, Colombia. Another banded in 1978
was recovered in, none other than, Birdseye, Indiana, March
1980. This shows that some bkds do disperse to new breeding
areas, although they usually return to the hatching area.
Some bands have been recovered from ospreys 23 years
after banding.
By the end of July, the young birds are ready to fly.
For those nesting over water, the first flight is obviously
the most dangerous! But most do make this first flight and
subsequent ones so that by August they are foraging for
themselves. Like their parents, they excel at capturing their
prey-fish of any kind. Sighting a surface swimming fish from
as far up as 100 feet, the osprey hovers for a moment, then
half closes its wings and plummets into the water. Their
feet smash through the water and, if on target, will catch a
fish in their sharp talons.
As September approaches, the parents have left
the Chesapeake; the young soon follow. They migrate south
along the coastline to Florida, on through the West Indies
to finally spread out along the coasts of South America.
Unlike their parents that return to the Bay area in late winter
(some say March 17, St. Patrick's Day) to begin nesting
again, the young ospreys do not return until they are two
years old.
After nearly ten years of studying ospreys, I have

learned to admire these magnificent birds for their great
fishing skills, migration efforts, and resilience to human
interference. In order to ensure their survival in the Patuxent
and Chesapeake region, we must work toward cleaner water.
But more specifically — nests should not be disturbed at
any time but especially during May and June when eggs and
young may be present. The parents are vocal enough to let
you know when you are too close! Artificial nesting platforms constructed over water provide opportunity for increased productivity. Select an out-of-the-way place and
build the platform several feet above the high water mark.
Use your imagination in design since ospreys are not too
particular, but keep supporting post from extending above
the platform.
These are small efforts to ensure the continued
comeback of the Bay's most native fisherman, Pandion haliaetus, commonly known as the fish hawk or osprey.
(Editor's Note: Steve has been a long-time friend of
the Patuxent River and CMM. Many of the mounted birds in
our exhibits were donated by Steve, who has also done several
CMM programs for us in the past.)

THE PATUXENT'S
"Unknown" FISHERY
by PETER KURTZE

This article is based on CMM's folklife project,
"Commercial Seafood Harvesting on the Patuxent." The
results of this research will be used in our next major exhibit
to open in the Lore Oysterhouse, summer 1983.
It's probably impossible for even the most casual
visitor to our region to remain unaware of the important
oyster, crab, and finfish industries which offer a livelihood
to many watermen and enjoyment to countless seafood
lovers. Yet little notice is taken of the eeling industry which
is well underway in the Patuxent River right now. The eel
lives in all the tributaries of the Chesapeake Bay and has for
years provided the basis for a major commercial fishery in
Maryland.
In the early Spring, when mature eels begin their
migration from the fresh waters upstream to the spawning
grounds far out to sea, Patuxent River watermen — like
Adolph Welch of Benedict — set "pots" (traps) to catch
them. The harvest may continue throughout the summer and
into the fall. Most local watermen salt their eels and sell
them for use as crab bait; trotliners like to use salted eel
because not only is the bait attractive to crabs, but its tough
(Continued on Page 6)
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(Continued from Page 5)

skin makes it durable as well. In recent years, some eelers
in the Patuxent and elsewhere have been selling their catch
live to processors in St. Mary's County and in Virginia, who
ship the live eels by air to the fish markets of Europe and
Japan. Either way, eeling involves considerable expense,
long hours, and hard physical labor for the waterman, whose
profits are subject to the ups and downs of the crab run
and the international live-eel market. Like every other way
of making a living on the water, eeling is no easy business;
yet more and more people, including part-timers, are taking
it up. As Adolph Welch observed, "There's so many eel pots
out here now, they fill the river right up."
If you've never tasted eel, you might like to prepare
it the way Broome's Island waterman "Duck" Elliott suggests: skin it and cut it in small pieces, wash well in salt
water, boil until tender, then roll the pieces in a mixture of
salt, pepper, and flour and fry them. It's also good barbecued, according to Harry Huseman of Town Creek. A favorite
dish in the Netherlands and Japan, this product of the Patuxent's "unknown" fishery might appeal to you, too.

Special Acquisitions (continued from page3)
er. These models were made by Jon Elliot c. 1946. Elliot
was a worker at the M. M. David Shipyard in Solomons.
An 1883 Frank Leslie's etching entitled "Railshooting on
the Marshes of the Patuxent River" was purchased. Readers
may remember Rich Dolesh's excellent article in the Winter
1980 Bugeye Times on railbird hunting on the Patuxent.
Fredda Granada and Howard Jackson made an extremely
important find of a nearly complete Hadrodelphis porpoise.
This if the first recovery of associated skull, jaw and postcranial material from this rare, relatively unknown, marine
mammal.

Adolph Welch fishing his eel pots early in the season.
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The BUGEYE TIMES is the quarterly newsletter for members of the Calvert Marine Society.
Named for the traditional sailing craft of the Bay,
the bugeye was built In all Its glory at Solomons,
the "Bugeye Capital of the World." Membership
dues are used to fund special Museum projects,
programs, and printing of tfils newsletter. Address
comments and membership applications to: Calvert
Marine Museum, P.O. Box 97, Solomons, Maryland
20688. (301) 326-3719.

