
EDITORIAL SECTION-16 PAGES—PAGES 9 TO 16.

The News and Observer.
VOL. LIII. NO. 12fi. RALEIGH; NORTH CAROLINA,SUNDAV MORNING, AUGUSTS, 1903. PRICE FIVE CENTS.

o=®®s© ®OQ fccpftllD ©areUßoosQ [FaoD®[p© sod [©©UDd K)@m© sqddgQ GBBreooOsrftikoD

Beside Deep Pools
With Rod and Reel

A Fascinating Symposium of Fish Stories by the
Lovers of This Sport Upon Which Isaak

Walton Wrote so Charmingly.

THE OLD NORTH STATE FOREVER
Whipping its Mountain Streams and Trolling

in its Sparkling Billows.

dine, although possibly the parent of
some.

For broiling' or baking 1 don’t know
that we get anything better than a nice
shad. Anyway, a good, fresh, plump shad,

be it buck or roe, with body cavity well
filled with a suitable?, properly seasoned
dressing, and well baked in a quick oven,
served with a plain or fancy sauce as taste
decides and brought to the table red hot

from the oven, forms about as good an
excuse for over-eating as one often en-
counters. A planked shad is said to be
something out of sight, but hero again I
am guided entirely by the opinion of
others.

Years ago I tried a camper’s recipe on
several kinds of small fishes with some de-
gree of success. Clean your fish but don’t
scale it. Put a slice of bacon inside and
wrap the whole fish in a layer of moist
clay not too thick. Deposit the whole in
the embers of your camp fire, completely
burying it in the live coals and hot ashes.
When done (I have forgotten the rules
governing the time of cooking) remove
from fire and break off the clay which
w ill come away with the skin of the fish
attached, leaving the meat clean, hot and

with all the natural flavor preserved. I
thought fish thus cooked very near per-

fection the last time I tried it but that
Was some years ago and there may have
been virtue added by the open air sur-
roundings and the resulting camper’s ap-

petite-
Fish are often regarded specially as

brain food: What a pity some of the
boys didn't live more on herrings and

mullets before the late slump in stocks.
As a finish I will return to our game

little friend, the brook trout and quote

what an enthusiastic trout fisher has to
say about him: “This is the last genera-

tion of trout fishers. The children will
not be able to find any. Already there

i re well trodden paths by every stream i'll
Maine, New' York and Michigan. I know
of but one river in North America by

the side of which you will find no paper
collar or other evidence <jf civilazation. It
is the Nameless River. Not that trout
will cease to be. They will be hatched by

machinery and raise'd in ponds and fat-
tened on chopped liver and grow rtabby

and lose their sports, the trout of the
restaurants, but he is not more like the
trout of the wild river than the fat and
songless reedbird is like the bobolink.
Grass feeding and easy pond life enervate
and deprave him. The trout that the
children will know' only by legend is the
gold sprinkled living arrow of the white
water, able to zig-zag up the cataract,
able to loiter in the rapids; whose dainty
meat is the glancing butterfly.’’

And with this tribute to that restless,
tireless sprite of the mountain steams I
will close up these random notes with the
original point at issue still unsettled.

GOLDSBORO FISHERMEN.
To the Editor:—The subject of fishing

is one of much local interest. Stand-
ing on the summit of the high table-
land upon which the city of Goldsboro is
built and looking west, one can easily
see the dense growth of tall, waving gum
and poplar trees, in the shade of which
flows the clear, placid waters of Little
River, less than two miles from the city.
Most any afternoon during the fishing
season a lonely individual can be seen with
rod and reel in hand wending his way to
the shady banks of this delightful stream.

Outside of the river robbm, which is
a large perch with a yellow breast, and of
which there are a large quantity in Lit-
tle River, the chub and jack fish are con-
sidered the most palatable that float in the
waters hereabouts. Both of the latter va-
rieties grow to considerable size. The
white chub sometimes grows to weigh as
much as eight and ten pounds. The writer
has seen specimens that came out of Lit-
tle river which weighed eight pounds. This
brings to mind a bright joke which a
prominent young lady of this city worked
o*f on one of her gentleman friends who
was possessed of too much curiosity. The
young lady had just returned from a
fishing trip to the river one afternoon not
long ago and of course her gallant ad-
mirer wished to know what she had
caught. She replied that she caught a
chub which weighed just six pounds, but
just as she got the fish loose front her
hook and laid it on the bank the chub
gave a sudden jump and rolled back into
the river.

The young man thought he had the
young lady cornered and said: “How do
you know the fish weighed six pounds’?
You certainly did not take a pair of scales
along to weigh your fish.”

“No,” she replied, “it was not neces-
sary. The fish had scales on its back.”

Little river is not all the place by any
means that the people of this section have
to fish in. Standing on the summit of the

MAhY SPORTSMEN SPEAK'

A Variety of Opinion as to Which is

the Best Fish and Also the Best Place

for the Sport, but All Agree That

North Carolina Cannot be Beaten in

Either.

What is the most delicious fish iu Norijj

Carolina?
And where is the best sort of fishing and

the best place to fish in North Carolina?
During the past week the above momen-

tous questions have been propounded to

many prominent citizens of the State by

reporters and correspondents. In addition

a note was addressed to a number of ex-

port fishermen for their opinion. The fol-

lowing is the note:
“Raleigh, N. C , Aug. 3, 1903.

“Dear Sir: Please do us the great kind-

ness to write a short article for Sunday’s

News and Observer, to be published with

thirty or forty articles, your opinion as

to the most delicious fish, found in North

Carolina waters, and the best sort of fish-

ing and the best place to fish.

“This question was mooted in Sunday’s

News ami Observer and we wish to pub-

lish a symposium giving the opinion of

good fishermen.

“Very truly yours,

“JOSEPHUS DANIELS.”

The following are the answers received:

Brook Tiout—And Others.
(By H. H. Brimley.)

To the Editor: In last Sunday’s News
and Observer Capt. S. A. Ashe makes the

statement that the mountain (or brook)

trout is the best table fish that swims. Os
«ourse Capt* Ashe is merely expressing
his personal opinion in the matter and
by no means thrusts his own ideas (and
favorite fish) down other peoples’ throats,

but he raises a very interesting question

and one that I shall endeavor to throw a

little light upon in this article.
1 looked up the wholesale prices of fresh

fish in New York for last week, this be-

ing the greatest fish market in the coun-

try, so far as variety aud choice stock
goes ,and found the following quotations,
those selected being the ten highest priced

ones on the list:
Brook trout, per lb-, 40 to 50 cents; bass,

boiling, 30 to 35; bass, medium, 20 to 30;

bass, pan, 15 to 20; halibut, chicken, 25

to 30; kingfish, 25 to 30; northern macker-

el, large, 16 to 20; pompano, 25 to 36;

Spanish mackerel, 25 to 35; Lake sturgeon,
15; with Spanish mackerel dropping one

day to 15.
This strongly supports the claims made

for Salvelinus Fontinalis but other fac-
tors besides table qualities must be con-

sidered here as having a bearing on the
subject. In the first place the State of
New York has a stringent code of game

laws and the brook trout is one of the
infant industries subject to protection. As

the open season is not a long one the

fish's market value is enhanced thereby

without anything being added to its flavor.
Again, it is a fish of the angler of the

sportsman—rather than of the commercial
fisherman and by reason of this and the

restrictions regarding its capture, it can

nowhere be taken in any large quantities.
I suppose I might hazard the guess and
not be accused of any more exaggeration
than is usually allow’ed a fi-herman, that
more herrings have been taken in North
Carolina waters in one day than the total
number of brook trout reaching Fulton
market in a whole year. Ami as the re-
putation of and. the demand for the fish
are both good I can only presume that
the restricted supply must also be rec-
koned with in fixing the price. Therefore,
to sum up, I should say that the quality
of the fish as a table delicacy would rank,
in the estimation of the buying public,
about on the same level as the species on
the above list quoted at 30 to 35 cents per
pound.

Personally, I am not in a position to

joint described above and looking south-
ward one can almost see the banks of
Neuse river, through the murky waters
of whibh swim some of the finest varie-
ties of fish that were served on any table.
During the short time in the summer
tvhen the water in Neuse river is clear
there are large qantities of fish caught
and some of the finest to be seen any-
where.

Throughout this section there are a num-
ber of mill ponds in which there are large
numbers of chub, jack fish and perch,

the three leading varieties known to this
section. It is agreed by everybody that
they are the best that the country af-
fords. No fish brings as much money as
the river robin, which is undoubtedly the
finest specimen, that ever moved a fin in
the water.

The largest variety of fish that inhabit
the waters hereabouts , is the German
carp. They are very destructive to the
life and multiplicity of all other varie-
ties. They devour the '’ggs. Dr h. P.
Clingman is the champion carp fisherman
of this section, having caught two in
Neuse river some time ago weighing 19
and 21 pounds. Among the rarest speci-
mens of fish to be found in this section
are the raccoon perch and the red fin
pike. The raccoon perch are very rare
indeed. They are somewhat dark with
golden stripes and have reddish fins. The

led fin pike are of slender shape and very
active in the water. Major Larry Bass,

who ha.-, probably caught more fish than
any one else in this section, says that a
pike can jump three feet out of the water
and go through u quarter of an inch auger
hole.

Numbers of people in this ciity are fa-
miliar with the habits of one old fisher-
man who has long since laid aside his
fishing tackle and gone to his reward
He was familiarly known as “Uncle Dick"
Harrison. He occasionally indulged in his
favorite sport on Sunday and one or two
occasions had some thrilling experiences.
One Sunday while he was comfortably
seated on the river bank and the j>erch
were biting very nicely—they say the fish
bite better on Sunday than any other day

—a peculiar sound reached his ears which
resembled the bellowing of a bull. At

first the bellowing was very low and
seemed to come from behind him. While
he was peering through the bushes the
noise increased in volume until it seemed
to come from the bowels of the earth un-
der his feet, as he told it himself. In

his frenzy he jumped into the river and
exclaimed: “I’llbe d—d if the devil aint
got me this time.” He swam across the
liver and came on to town with his
clothes dripping water and out\>f brath.
People told him that the noise he heard

was possibly a bull snake, but the old
man died a few years ago carrying with
him to his last day the impression that

the devil was after him for fishing on
Sunday and he never tried his luck again
on the Sabbath.

In his day and time Mr. Richard Brown,
the father of George, Charley, John and
Emmett Brown, who are all printers and
working at their trade in this city, wa*

the acknowledged leader ol the sfiort in
this section. •On one occasion Mr. McD.
Pate, a prominent citizen of Greene coun-
ty, came to visit Mr. Brown and as they
would not have an opportunity to go
fishing during the week they pulled out
for the riVer on Sunday. They sat down
on the bank and baited their hooks and
set their poles with the ends sticking in
the bank, as is the usual custom when
fishing in the river. They had a half
dozen poles wet when suddenly every i>ole
pulled loose from the bank with terrific
force and shot out into the middle of the

river. This was too much for Mr. Pate,
who turned to Mr. Brown and said:
“Dick, you can stay here if you want to,

but I’ll be d—d if T aint going to leave.”
They both ran all the way to town.

Here are some opinions of our citizens:
MR. ARNOLD BORDEN, of this city:

“I consider the black bass, yellow breast
perch, blue brem perch, river robin,
chinquapin perch, and invarmouth jierch
the best fish to be found anywhere. All
the varieties named are to be found in
fresh water streams of Eastern North
Carolina.”

MR. J. W. ISLER, of the firm of J. W.
Isler & Co., says: “When I want to catch
fish I go where the fish are and I know

of no better place than Morehead City.
You can talk about your Florida fishing,
but I do not believe there is a place on the
face of the earth than can beat Morehead
City, either in the quantity or the quality
of fish. The finest varieties to be found

there are the Spanish Mackerel and Blue
Fish) the Sheepshead and Grey Trout, all
of which can be caught with hook and
line. The Mackerel and Blue Fish are
caught while trolling, which is fine sport,
and the Sheepshead and Trout are caught
still fishing, as they call it. On one of

my trips last summer I caught 400 Trout
in four and a half hours. If I had wanted
to I could have sold the lot for sl3, from
which you can see that fishing is both

a profit and a pleasure. The last time I

went to Morehead I caught four boxes

of fish in four days, which would have paid
my expenses and left a neat little balance
if I had wished to dispose of them. I
boxed them up in ice and sent them home

and to my friends.”
CAPT. J. W. LAMB, of this city is ot

the- opinion that the river robbin is the
finest fish that swims. Ho says; “Next
comes the Blue Brem anl the Chinquapin
I’trch and the White Chub, which is called
Trout in some sections of the State. There
are any quantities of these varieties in
Rock Fish creek and Northeast river, l

go down there about twice a year and
bring back all I want for myself and my

friends. Messrs. W. F. Englisi and J.

A. Westbrook, of Mt. Olive, and I went
to Northeast river about two years ago

and caught over three hundred perch one

afternoon. It is the greatest sport on
earth to catch those large perch and they

are the gamest fish that swim.
Major Larry Bass is authority on local

fish and fishing. He can tell you the time
of the moon to go fishing as well as what
kind of bait to use and how the wind
should blew. The Major said: “I like
the River Robbin better than ali others,
but the White Chub runs him a close sec-

ond. I know of no better nlace to catch

these Robbins than in Failing Creek. I

generally go and spend two days and
come home with more fish than I can
make way with.”

W. R. PHILLIPS.
Goldsboro, N. C., Aug. 8.

THE RED EYE.
To the Editor: I don’t know much

about the salt-water fish, and will con-
fine my opinion to the fresh-water fish
of Eastern North Carolina.

In their season, and habitat they are
all good except the gar, the grindle or
black fish, and the carp. I have never
seen any of them fit to eat, no matter
how cooked or in what season caught, and
no matter how pure the stream from
which they were taken. All the others
are edible fish and, when taken from clear
streams in cold weather, most any of the
other kinds are entirely satisfactory.

Now which is best is right hard to
say, but I believe I will select the red
eye, the scientific name for which I be-
lieve is the stone bass; the red fin, or
pike; and the sea pike. I believe these
are the most delicious fresh water fish
I have ever tasted.

The largest red eyes I have ever seen
weighed about two and and a half pounds:
shaped somewhat like the sheepshead, but
longer; dark bluish color; very game:

lives in deep water, and preferably
around rocks; hard to find, but, when
found, a ready and vigorous biter. They
sometimes school, and when a school is
found rare sport may be had. I never
had the luck to find a school, but re-
liable men have told me that they have

seen several hundred caught within a
few square yards of surface in Neuse Riv-
er, Little River or the lower part of Swift
Creek, in Jolmstdn county. This fish
loves running water and will not live in
a pond. It prefers live bait —a minnow
or a craw-sish —but when it is schooling
will bite anything that it can eat, I have

never seen more than one caught- at a
place, but I have seen several caught

weighing nearly the maximum—two
pounds and a half. I never saw or heard
of one weighing more than two pounds
and a half. That seems about their
maximum weight. 41

The sea pike is a rare fish. It comes
up the streams in the spring with the
shad—whether from the sea I don’t know
—but it is caught in nets and seines, and
occasionally with a hook and line, in the
rivers and creeks in Johnston county. The
largest I have ever known caught, there
weighed about four pounds. Two and a
half to four seems about the usual run.
Its shape is something like that of a
jack, but thicker, and the color is dark-
It is a great fish.

The little branch pike_or red fin, which
abounds in all clear stroams of the East-
ern part of the State, is also a fine fish.
When taken from streams that are clear
and pure its flavor is unsurpassed, but
when take from a stream with a muddy
bottom the flavor is not so good. It is
fine sport to catch this little fish. I
say small, for it seldom exceeds half a
pound in weight, anil most generally not
a quarter of a pound. It is caught with
a live bait or with a small fish cut into
strijjs and used as troll. It bites rapidly
and seems to be the eastern counterpart
of the mountain trout. A hungry man
can easily eat a dozen and enjoy them all.

I remember well the fist red eye I ever
caught. It was in June, 1871. I and my
two brothers had been sent to hunt for
the sheej>. We v :oing to have com-
pany and wo needed uitton. The rules
of our household forbid us boys going

.fishing or swimming in Swift Greek after
June for fear of malaria. We hunted the
sheep all the morning, and it was awful-
ly hot; and as we approached Swift Creek
we thought that perhaps the sheep had
gone down there to drink, and we went
down there, and of'course went in swim-
ming. It was, the natural thing to do. I
always loved fishing and had a line in my
pocket, the float of which was the stopper
of a quinine bottle. I came out first and
rigged up my line, for I was always pas-
sionately fond of fishing. I tied my line
to a stick four or five feet long and
baited the hook with a mussel. I threw
it in, and “before the line got straight”
something took the “cork clear out of
fdght" (you see I use the correct fishing
terms) and I pulled out a fine red eye,
the first red eye I had ever caught, and
the largest fish of any kind that I had
ever caught at that time. I was very
proud of it, but the question arose what
would be said if 1 carried the fish home-
It would be proof that we boys had been
to the creek, and the result of that
knowledge at home might have been un-
pleasant. So we held a caucus and de-
cided that we would dam up a little hole
which made off from the er ~3k, holding
a few barrels of water, put my red eye
in that, find our sheep and go home and
beg like penitents for permission to go
fishing that evening, when we would get
our fish and may be catch more. We
did that, found our sheep, drove them
home, ans relying upon our success in
providing the mutton for the company,
plead to our utmost ability for permission
to go fishing that evening. But the idea
in those days wr as that malaria was so
thick along the creek that you could cut
it with a knife, and it was almost death
to go. We knew' different, for we had
been to the creek that day, and if it had
been full of malaria we were goners any-
how, and a second trip would not hurt.
But it did no good, we never got permis-
sion, and I have never seen or heard of
that red eye since, but I have grieved for
him all these years, and I think he gets
larger.

I believe that if I have to decide which
is the very best of all Eastern North
Carolina fresh water fish, I will say the
red eye.

•TAMES H. POU.
Raleigh, N. C., August 8, 1903.

GIVE ME THE PIKE.
To the Editor. A Pike in my opinion,

is the best fish swimming in North Caro-
lina. In the North the pike, up to theage of three years, is called a “pickerel,”

and after that changes to the “pike.”

The pike is best for several reasons:
Ist. For its flavor. It has the best of
any fish swimming. 2nd- It can be pre-

pared so nicely. On opening the fish

lengthwise, the back bone can be taken

out in a solid piece. All the other bones
are joined to the backbone and are taken
from the fish at one time. This fish can
then be dressed in the same way as a

turkey, baked and then cut in pieces
about 2 inches long, served in orange

peel, squeeze about four drops of lemon
juice on it and cover top lightly with
mayonaise dressing.

I tell you, boys, this is something good.
The next fish is the “Brem,” found in

the southwestern part of the State.
The flavor of fish depends on the wr ater

they swim in. The brem does not swim
in muddy water, but in clear spring water,
which has taken all the good vegetable
matters from the dark waters. These fish
do not feed on other fish unless abso-
lutely compelled to. They feed on the
small insects and germs coming from the
clear spring waters.

The third best is a “Chub.” The flavor
of this fish is killed by the muddy water
in which they are generally found.

The “Shad” is an overrated fish, espe-
cially when he gets in soft water. The
shad is twice as good when used direct
from salt water than when taken from
soft waters. The soft water kills its
flavor.

Another fish, which is so often made
fun of and very little thought of, but
when caught in nice clear water and well
prepared, is not to be sneezed at. This
is Mr. Cat Fish. ’

A. DUGHI.
Raleigh, N. C., Aug. 7, 1903.

G. W. THOMPSON: “I think Chub or
Bass are the most toothsome fish found
iu North Carolina waters. I think catch-
ing them is the finest sport in North
Carolina or anywhere else, and I think
Morton’s pond at North Hariowe, in Cra-
ven county, is the best place in North
Carolina to catch them.”

CAPT. N. W. WEST: “Brook trout for
fresh water fish; Rock Fish, or Striped
Bass for salt rvater fish.

“Fish caught in cold streams, running
water, are far preferable to those caught
in still ,cater. For instance, the river
Chub is far superior to the Mill-pond
Chub.

“The Spanish Mackerel is a fine fish,
much better than the small. Shad is a
much over-rated fish. Outside of the roe,
there is not much to it. It is soft and
two full of bones. The Blueflsh is an-
other soft fish.

“Rock Fish muddle is the finest fish

dish in the world.”
WM. BOYLAN: “The Chub first; next

the Red-eye, and next the Red-Throat
Bream.”

TREASURER B. R. LACY: “The
Spanish Mackerel by all means.”

HERBERT W. JACKSON: “The Chub,
of course, caught by the Panther Branch
Fishing Club in Myatt’s mill-pond.”

GOVERNOR AYCOCK says he is not
a fisherman, but from the standpoint of
(he consumer he would give the sheep-
head the first place.

CAN’T BEAT SPECKLED TROUT.
To the Editor: What I know about

fishing is very little indeed, having not
even the ability to tell the proverbial
“fish story.” Therefore, I would not pre-
sume to comply with your request except

to make a suggestion which I believe will
promote the happiness of our people of
coming generations.

Unquestionably the fish which have the
greatest value commercially for food, are
those found in the salt water. It is a
strange and interesting sight to see tons
of these hauled in by a big steam engine,
and certainly it is far from my wish to
disparage this important business of our
State. Many species of sea fish have a
flavor more delightful than most of their
consumers, at a distance from the coast,
can possibly appreciate, because to realize
fully its charm, the fish must be eaten as
soon as caught.

Readily admitting these truths, we still
hold that for delicacy of flavor our moun-
tain speckled trout, is the prince of all
fish. Moreover he provides the element of
sport, which is not found to any great
extent in sea fishing. Surely there is
not much sport in seeing a steam engine
haul in tons of fish, and even for hand
fishing, our salt water experience has
been, many days without a nibble, «id
one day on which in three hours we filled
a huge dry-goods case with king fish;
but on the latter occasion, sport gave
place to labor, and at last from sheer fa-
tigue, we allowed our lines to be dragged
about by the voracious fish, rather than
undergo the monotonous exertion of pull-
ing them in. (A fairly good fish story
for an amateur.)

We hold, then, that our speckled trout,
while not commercially valuable, is equal
to any fish in delicacy of flavor. Superior
to any that we have ever seen in grace
and beauty, and affording all the sport
that the mosft ardent angler can desire.

All varieties of legitimate sport tend to
improve a people, and none more so than
angling. Hence it is a cause of distress
to us to find the opportunities for its
enjoyment becoming lessened with each
passing year. The swarms of speckled
beauties which a few years ago were the
charm of our mountains, have to a great
extent disappeared. Only last week we
visited a stream, far up in the Smokies,
which for natural beauty cannot be ex-
celled. The very place we thought, for
speckled trout to enjoy themselves, and
give enjoyment to us, .but alas! This age
of the practical had made itself felt; all
the talk was about cutting down trees,
and establishing saw mills, hearing which
the trout had sensibly felt for streams
more congenial, and where people are
wiser.

Now' the suggestion I would make is
that it is as much the duty of the State
to foster the enjoyment of legitimate sport,
as it is to encourage and aid its people
in the accumulation of money. That this

(Continued on Page Ten.)

offer an opinion, as my first brook trout

is still in his native element. Neverthe-
less, now we are discussing this subject

we may as well probe deeper into the
question of the relative values of our food
fishes and see what items of interest may
be extracted therefrom.

Take that fish against which so much'
prejudice exists by reason of its shape,

the common eel of our ponds and streams.
This is a most delicious dish when nicely
fried, possessing a flavor entirely its own,
but it meets with but little favor in North
Carolina, as nearly all the great numbers

caught iu the State are shipped north

where a price of ten cents a pound for
skinned stock is readily obtainable.

Spanish Mackerel and Pompano need
but little comment as everybody recog-
nizes their excellence and the market
prices attest the valuation placed on them

by the consuming public. The Kingfish
mentioned is not the Cero or other large
mackerel taken in such quantities around
the Florida coast and there called King-

fish. but is the same fish that is known in
our markets at Sea Mullet and that com-
mands so much attention from Charleston
consumers under the name of Whiting.

A fish very much neglected in our local
consumiition is the large size of striped
bass For boiliug and a reference to the
list will show how well the Northern mar-
kets pay for it. A striped bass, or as we

usually call him, a rock, of from 6 to 10
pounds weight or even larger, properly
broiled and served with egg or other suit-
able sauce, is to my mind perhaps our
best fish, it being remembered that I

have never tasted fresh brook trout. It

is a pity that the practice of boiling cer-
tain species of our natives fishes does not
prevail more generally with us, as for
certain kinds, mostly those of firm, flaky
flesh, rather coarse in grain and of five
pounds weight and over, it is the method

par, excellence. Aiul another reason is
that if any be left over from the first

meal off a large fish, the flesh may be

partly boned and then pickled in vinegar
and a little of the liquor in which it was
boiled, seasoned with salt and pepper
and jmt away for a suj>per dish or the
next day’s dinner. When served cold
from the ice box it makes a most appetis-
ing hot weather dish. Sheepshead is a
fish suitable for this method of cooking
and even the low priced red drum is by

no means to be despised when projieijy
lx iled and fixed. In the Hattr-ras set-
tlements they use a good many red drum
of large size—say, 20 to 40 pounds—as
follows: The fish is skinned, then the two
sides are split off from the backbone and
are salted down and dried, later on to
be used as we use the dried codfish of the
North. The great head, to which the
backbone has been left attached is then
partially disjointed along with the back-
bone and boiled with Irish potatoes, con-
stituting the dish known as drums head
and bone. I have tried this and found it
excellent, the gelatinous tissues of the
tongue, jaws, cheeks, lips and other parts
of the head, with the rich gravy and a
dash of vinegar, making a rich and well
flavored stew. A big mullet or sea trout,
a ixngy, an extra large black bass, any
of these are good boilers and I would ad-
vise housekeepers unfamiliar with this

method of fish cookery to give it a trial.
Os course fresh salmon and fresh cod are
always so cooktd, but neither of them ever
apj)ear on our markets.

In the local mullet camps of our coast
in the fall of the year, a big pot hangs
constantly over the fire with mullets and
sweet potatoes all boiling merrily' togeth-
er, and any one wanting a snack goes and
gets it camp fashion.

Capt. Ashe’s blue perch, or blue brim,
as it is often called, is a number one
pan fish, as are pretty much all the small
basses and the sunfishes. This includes
strawberry bass or speckldd perch, chub,
robin, flyer, redthroat, rock bass, goggle
e>'e, small specimens of black bass (2

kinds), leather-eared white perch,
warmouth, yellow or raccoon perch, etc.
Our small pikes are first class pun fishes,
too, and I should personally rate nearly
all of the foregoing list of fresh-water
species above any of our small salt-water
fishes for the frying pan. And a fresh
herring, fried brown and crisp, is no sar-


