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Introduction 
 

It’s a simple enough path to follow. Wander out from the front door of number six Potomac Street, across route 413, 

down Wynfall Avenue until you reach Lorie Quinn Drive.  

As you go up Lorie Quinn Drive you will wind up with the salt marsh on your right and an abandoned construction 

project on your left.  

The vacant lot used to be filled with blackberry bushes. Now it’s an empty field.  I used to fill up buckets with 

blackberries to surprise the folks at the nursing home every year.  Now instead of blackberries brambles all you will see is 

a few piles of brick and timber.  

Anyway, if you walk up Lorrie Quinn Drive long enough you will eventually come to a little public dock that juts out into 

the Chesapeake Bay.  On the far horizon you can see a little bit of Janes Island. On clear days you can see beyond the 

island and occasionally spot big ships sliding through the waters of the Chesapeake. 

It’s a simple place. There is a small sandy beach where you can go swimming if you don’t mind jellyfish or broken glass. 

A small fenced-in park is on the right of the dock that is usually open in the summer. There is a public rest area, but it is 

usually in such bad repair that I never had the courage to use it. 

The dock is always covered with 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. I don’t think I have ever met anybody in Crisfield that didn’t have a 

warm spot in his or her heart for the dock and its feathered occupants. 



I love that little dock. I have sat and watched the sun and the moon roll across the big sky more times than I could count. 

The sunsets are always something special.  

Walking back down Lorrie Quinn Drive you will come to Brick Kiln road. Locals in Crisfield used to refer to the whole 

area as Brick Kiln because 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 their finishing boats. You can still see a few of the flat-bottomed workboats in the harbor, but nowadays many of the 

slips are occupied by pleasure boats. 

This is another simple place, but I love it more than I have words to say. Walking along the road watching the work boats 

come and go was one of my favorite pastimes when I lived in Crisfield.  I would always walk slowly in the hopes of 

spotting a blue heron stealing lunch from John Tull’s boat Dream Catcher.   

Walking down Brick Kiln road it’s easy to be dazzled from the sensory overload. The scents of motor oil, exhaust, salt 

water, seafood, sweat, fiberglass, wood and countless others come at you in a wave.  The sight of the sunlight on the 

water, the patterns of the reflected water on the boats and the birds! Oh! The birds!  Seagulls and herons and swallows 

and egrets and . . . well, I’m getting a little excited just remembering those long walks. 

One thing I can’t really talk about when it comes to the dock and the small boat harbor is the sounds. 

I have been dealing with hearing loss for most of my life, but around 2007 I wound up going almost completely deaf. I 

am a professional musician so losing the last little bit of hearing I had left was a terrible blow.  

My family was never big on taking pictures when I was growing up so I had no practical experience with a camera. As I 

was dealing with my hearing loss – and later dealing with the pain from surgical attempts to correct the problem – I 

started taking that long walk from my home out to the dock and the small boat harbor. 

At some point I started taking a camera with me. 



For the next several years I made that walk a daily event. Sometimes making the journey two or three times a day. As I 

walked I experimented with my camera and taught myself a little bit about the art of photography. I don’t know much 

about camera settings, but as I fell more deeply in love with the place I was able to collect images of the place through the 

four seasons. 

Helen Keller one supposedly noted that, “Blindness cuts us off from things, but deafness cuts us off from people.” In the 

years that I walked down Brick Kiln Road I was in incredible pain and fighting off despair from being cut off from my 

music but I never felt alone. The wildlife and the Bay and the people I would meet on my walks felt like part of my 

extended family. In some ways Brick Kiln Road became my whole world.   

I am so thrilled to be able to share these images with you. 

Patrick Costello 

Manassas, Virginia 

September 2011 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Winter 

 

 



The Dyin’ Time 
When I first moved to Crisfield the old timers I knew would always refer to winter as, “The dyin’ time.” This is the 

season where old timers pass away. Up until a few years ago the death of a Crisfield resident was usually marked with a 

little ritual at Gordon’s Confectionary where a photograph of the deceased would be moved from a cigar box marked, 

“Alive” to another box marked, “Dead”. 

Winter is the season where the cold wind whips across the Chesapeake Bay and hard enough and cold enough to make 

strong men ache down to their bones.  

We don’t see much snow in Crisfield. The wind currents over the Bay usually shelter the town from all but the fiercest 

Nor’easter’s – but those same winds chill the salt water of the Chesapeake to a point where all of Tangier Sound becomes 

a great block of ice. 

Walking along Brick Kiln Road in the winter was always a challenge. The chilly wind would leave my hands shaking so 

badly and fill my eyes with tears so it was hard to hold the camera ready or focus. 

In winter the Bay becomes a wild and lonely place. The salt marsh would always be quiet and the ice would still the 

waves so it would sometimes feel as if the bay itself had gone asleep until the warm sun came back to kiss it awake. 

In spite of the cold, as long as the sound is not choked by ice, the fishing boats continue to go about their hard work. 

The Seagulls continued to circle the dock in the hopes that somebody would be willing to share a tidbit from lunch. 

The blue herons stalk the fishing boats in the afternoons looking for a sample from the catch of the day. 

The Bay rolls along wild and beautiful and free. 



The Salt Marsh 

 



 

 



The Dock 

In the wintertime the dock seems to stand guard as the ice and snow take over the Bay. 

Sometimes the sun comes out just enough to melt the ice and the winter wind will whip the waves into a frenzy sending 

out blasts of frozen salt spray that sting your eyes and cover your coat with frost. 

Sometimes the wind dies down and the bay will go as smooth as glass. The Bay will turn into a giant mirror reflecting the 

sunset back up into the sky. 

Sometimes the fog will roll in and change the entire landscape into an endless series of shades of gray. 

Each visit, every sunset, every morning, even each individual moment as you stand on the dock finds the scenery in a 

state of constant change. The Bay is always moving. The wind drives the clouds across the sky one moment and leaves 

them hanging lazily the next. The shoreline sinks and rises with the wind and the tide. 

Even when the Bay freezes over the light and the wind constantly reshape the view as you stand there. 

Seagulls dart and weave overhead. On cold days the gulls tuck their feet into the warm feathers covering their bellies. 

They run across the ice and spin through the cold air. When the weather gets too cold for even them they huddle together 

on the boards of the dock. 

Dreamers come to stare out across water. Working folks come to share lunch with the seagulls. Lovers come to watch the 

sunset. Through it all the dock stands quietly. 

 



 



 



 



 



 



 

 



 

 



 



 





 



 



 



 



 



 



 

 

 



 



The Small Boat Harbor 

At one point in history Crisfield was billed as the seafood capitol of the world. Even though Crisfield is no longer a major 

fishing port, the commercial fishermen still hold a special place in the community. 

Crisfield is surrounded by the Bay so there are several harbors around town where the watermen dock their flat-bottomed 

work boats. My favorite spot is the small boat harbor on Brick Kiln Road. 

In winter the watermen can be spotted every morning heading out into the Bay braving the winter winds and icy water to 

harvest blue crabs and oysters. The work is brutal, but I have never seen that brutality reflected in these farmers of the 

Bay. Every waterman I have ever met has been a good man. Hard, but at the same time calm and gentle - and completely 

comfortable with the wildness of the Chesapeake. 

The small boat harbor is not a tourist destination. Everywhere you look you will find tools of the fishing trade scattered 

about. Nets and crab pots sit by the side of the road next to engine parts and the occasional shattered boat hull. Even in 

winter the air is thick with exhaust, sweat and cigarette smoke.  

When the Bay freezes the harbor sits quietly until the ice beaks under its own weight. The work boats glide through the 

great blocks of ice and go back to their hard work. 

 



 



 



 



 









 



 



 



 


