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No work of this scope &sver completed alone. Many dear friemstisod by my side as | walked Brick Kiln Road time and time agdieat

andcold. One companion that deserves special mention is Simca the all&oc#tirteen long yearshewas always waiting for me on the

back stepsis | canehome frommy walksEvery nightshe ur | ed up i n my | ap as | sThishoekdast hr oug
much her worlas it is mine.

Thank you, old girl. I love you.

-Patrick Costello



Cufield, Maryland

Crisfield is easy to find. You just turn off Route 13 onto
413 and mosey down the road for eleven miles with only
a single turn to break up the monotony of pine trees and
old houses lining the road.

Even on the coldest days when the Balyagen over and
the wind howls mercilessly over the iteere always

seems to be a ripple of heat haze hovering about the
pavement just outside of town creating the sensation that
you are driving into a dream

Once upon a time, Crisfield was the secomgdat city in
Maryland.From the docks on three sides of the town
countlesghousands gbounds of crabs, oysters and other
seafood delicacies were dragged up from the water and
loaded intdboxcarsto beshippedaround the world.

Today the town boasts ledgan two thousands residents,
more than twenty churches and a sirtggdfic light i but
the town and the Bay still hold a terrible beauty that
draws you gently in until you fall in love with the place.
Once that happens the town is yours and you betong t
the town.



| know this because Crisfield was my hoffoe more (
than twenty years. | arrived fresh from the great city of _ j di 4o
Philadelphia full of big town ideas and ambitions only to
find myself lulled into the comfortable rhythms of small
town life. My father likes to say thatur family belonged

in Crisfielda | | our | i1ves, but w
got here.

Crisfield sometimes comes across ae@es of
sensatioamore than a place. Likad old songs and
bittersweet memories that somehow stibke us smile.
The poetry in the town can be found etsmell ¢ Pl o "
steamedard crabsthe pungent funk of thsalt marsh, |
the sound of hymns being sung, the soft creak of a
rocking chair on a weathered front porEtays and

weeks drift by in long perialof idleness interrupted by
the occasional Lions Club pancake supper or great stor
sweeping over the Chesapeake.

| love the City of Crisfield. In all of my travels and
adventures there is no other place | know outside of m
true | ove6s thakintef camforaltfindb r i
sitting on the docks watching the work boats and
shorebirds come and go. Some of the happiest days of
life have been spent wandering along Brick Kiln Road.



Brick Kiln Road

| t &Gimpleaenough path to follawVe can walk it
together. Vinderwith meout from the front door of
number six Potomac Street, across route 413, down
Wynfall Avenueuntil you reach Lorie Quinn Drive.

As wego up Lorie Quinn Owe we will end upwith
the salt marsh on your right and an abandoned
constrution project on your left.

The vacant lot used to be filled with blackberry
bushes. | used to fill up buckets with blackberries to
surprise the folkat the nursing home every year.

As wewalk up Lorrie Quinn Drivewe will

eventualy come to a little pulz dock that juts out

into the Chesapeake Bay. On the far horizon you can
see a little bit of Jandsland On clear days you can
see beyonthe islandand occasionally spot big ships
sliding through the waters of the Chesapeake.

Itis a simple placeA dock, asmall sandy beach
(you ango swimming if you dod t  itihe mskl of



getting up close and personal witfelyfish) and
seagulls. Lots and lots of seagulls.

The dockis always covered ith seagulls. Any given day
will find a handful of locals driving to the dock to share
their lunch with the seagulls and watch the water for a
bit.

Walking back down Lorrie Quinn Drivwee will come to
Brick Kiln road. Locals in Crisfield used to refer to the
whole area as Brick Kiln lmause a brick factory used to
stand somewhere in the area.

Walking down Brick Kiln Road takes you to the small
boat harbor. Back in the old days this was where the
watermen kept thefishing boats. You can still see a few
of the flatbottomeddeadrisevorkboats in the harbor, but
nowadaysnore than a fewf the slips are occupied by
pleasure boats.

Thisis another simple place, but | love it more than |
have words to say. Walking along the road watching the
work boats come and go was one of my favoritéipes -
when | lived in Crisfield. | would always walk slowly in
the hopes of spotting a blue heron stealing lunch from '
one of the work boats.



Walking down Brick Kiln roadt is easy to be dazzled from the
sensoryoverload.lt is as much a song ormp@emasit is a place.
While there is little about brutal hard work that is glamorous, it
is hard not to be taken by the charms of the placesdéits of
motor oil, exhaust, salt water, seafood, sweat, fiberglass, woo
and countless otherameat you in a wave The sight of the
sunlight on the water, the patterns of the reflected veaténe
boats and birds of such number and variety that | sometimes
will put my camera and thoughts aside to stare in veigkd
wonder at the sights around me.

Will you walk there with me?

We will spend time at the docks watching the sun roll across t
sky for a little while before wandering down Brick Kiln Road.
We will wave at the work boats. We will kick oyster shells
down the cracked asphalt and maybe throw some crackies to
greedy seagulls overhead.

I t 1 s n OTtake wyg hranyd arid avalk with me. There is
much to see.

Patrick Costello
Autumn 2012




Winter



TheyTime

In Crisfield, the old timersometimesefer to winter as the
dyindé ti me.

This is the season whettee old andinfirm will pass away.
Almost as if the cold drives a person to give up.

Up until a few years ago the death of a Criskeldas usually

marked with a l|little ritual
photograph of theleceasedvould be moved from a cigar box
mar ked, AAlived to another

Winter is the season where the cold wind whips across the
ChesapeakBay hard enough and cold enough to make strong
men ache down to their bones.

We dondot s daneCrigheldcTine vand ocumwents over
the Bay usually shelter the town from all but the fiercest
Nor 0 e gbatthese €ase winds chill the salt water of the
Chesapeake to a point where all of Tangier Sagauasionally
becomes a great block of icgold begets cold and the frozen
Bay drives the wind chill down to a point where it stings tears
from your eyes.




In winterthe Bay beconsa wild and lonely place. The salt
marshis quiet and the ice castill the waves so it sometimes
feels as if the bay itself has gonesteep util the warm sun
comesback to kiss it awake.

In spite of the cold, deng as Tangier &ind is not chokely
ice, the fishing boats contieto go about theihard work.

The Seagud continugo circle the dockvith their feettucked
into thar belly featheran the hopes that somebodould be
willing to share some dheirlunch.

The blue herons statkefishing boats in the afternodaoking
for a sample from the catch of the day

The Bay rollsalong wild and beautiful and free.

All wait out the cold and look to the promise of wedays
when springtime rolls around.



