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Social Studies/Mathematics

The Character of a Waterman

From The Last Waterman by Glenn Lawson

Appearance . . . page 3

     “As I traced my brother’s footsteps along the weathered walkway across the marsh, I could not help but compare what the two of us had become.  A little over six feet tall and weighing about two hundred and thirty pounds, he appeared to be a typical example of a rugged Chesapeake waterman.  His rolling gait carried a bit of a swagger, one that I sensed not as a show of bravado, but as an indication that he cared not one hoot about the combined opinions of all the rest of the world.  With his thick hands and massive forearms protruding from his rolled up sleeves, he seemed oblivious to the chilling breeze.  His heavy denim jeans were stained with grease, and the back of his shirt smeared with mud.”

Banking . . . Page 77

     “”Must be pay day,” Hon said as he wiped his hands on his pants and called Mike from the packing room to finish dipping out the crabs.

     John pulled a folded piece of paper from his shirt pocket and handed it to Hon.  “Here’s the statement for the crabs I bought last week,” as he handed it to Hon.  “And here is the money to pay for  ‘em.”

     He reached into his pants pocket and pulled out a thick wad of bills with a rubber band around them.

    “Count that to make sure it’s right, he told Hon as he handed it to him.

     “I know it’s right,” Hon said, cramming the note and the wad of bills into the right front pocket of his pants.

      I chuckled to myself at Hon’s record keeping system.  His right pocket was for business, and his left pocket was for personal spending money.  At the end of the day, he emptied his right pocket onto the kitchen table.  Any scraps of paper regarding financial transactions went into a coffee can, any money he needed to cover personal expenses went into his left pocket and any that was left over went into the bank.

On Being a Waterman . . . Page 7

     “Being a waterman isn’t like having an ordinary job.  It’s more like being possessed by a passion that gains such control over you that you are willing to follow it, no matter what.  For a man to continue to survive on the water, he needs to have something special bred into him, just like the migrating instincts are bred into a wild goose. When a man has these instincts, he just naturally tends to spend most of his daylight hours on the water, and many of his night hours, as well.  He only feels at home on the deck of a rolling boat.  Solid ground seems alien to him.  He schedules his life by the tides rather than by the clock.  He reads the current events that are important to him from the waters of the Bay, and the sky above it and the marshes beside it, just as drylanders read from a newspaper.
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