
October 18, 2006:  A Mid Week Coastal Mission 
 
With a front having just dumped lots of rain at the coast a couple days before and another cold front looming later 
that evening, I decided that Wednesday might be a good day to intercept some redfish on the feed at Aransas 
Pass.  With 30 shrimp in the bucket I launched my little jon boat and putted 3 miles to particular island rumored to 
be a fishing hotspot.  I knew I had arrived when my lower unit ground into an oyster reef.  As I donned my wading 
boots and shuffled away from the boat it was clear to me why this spot was a year round producer.  The large 
oyster reef was surrounded by a mixture of sea grass and mud holes on a 2-3 foot deep flat which dropped off into 
a 10 foot channel.  This habitat provides a variety of species with everything they need including good tidal 
movement and places to go in the event of rapid temperature fluctuations. 
 

 
FIG 93:  Woehr’s piece-o-junk on a calm day at Redfish Bay 
 
Schools of mullet exploded nervously all around me while shad skipped sideways on the surface and needlefish 
went airborne.  At first the slow moving fins which sliced the water looked to me like jack crevalle, but when one 
cruised by just 10 yards from me I realized that I was wading in a feeding frenzy of 3-4 foot sharks.  Some worked 
singly while others roved and ravaged in pods of a half dozen individuals, their signature dorsal fins bearing 
testimony to their presence.  There could have been many more subsurface, but fortunately they stuck to the 
channel while I worked the flat and cast to the dropoff. 
 
The first shrimp I lobbed to the dropoff resulted in a solid hookup, and after doing a circle around me a handsome 
20 inch redfish came to hand and hit the ice.  Its twin soon took up residence in the Igloo as well.  With sharks 
around I wasn’t about to wear them on my stringer.  I tried sight casting in front of the cruising sharks, but 
apparently they only wanted meat, bloody meat, mullet meat to be precise.  Shrimp didn’t interest them.   
 
I moved perhaps 25 or 30 yards away from the boat to distance myself from the hull slap of the light chop on my 
aluminum boat.  After launching a bait to the edge of a hole in the grass right on the edge of the channel I felt my 
bait shake on the fall…a hungry little 12 inch speckled trout was returned to the bay, but signaled the presence of a 
school.  My next cast brought a bigger one about 14 inches long but still an inch shy of the legal minimum.  The 
next cast brought to hand a feisty 16 incher which hit the ice, but not without a subterfuge in process.  After the 
hookup I spotted a boat moving up the channel from ½ mile away.  As it approached I knew all eyes were on me, 
so I kept the rod tip pointed straight at the fish while I nonchalantly cast a glance to the side, giving no indication of 
what was on my line.  Sometimes even two is a crowd.  
 
The shark activity began to slow, but not so for redfish.  Another cast and firm tug resulted in a determined fight, the 
fish doing a circle around me on its 10 LB test leash before surfacing on its side for a gill grab.  Low on shrimp I 
was happy to duke it out with a slightly larger red, resulting in my first ever legal limit of reds and prompting me to 
release the one caught just before.  With one last shrimp I made a final cast to where the last reds had been lurking 



and thumbed the spool of my Shimano Curado as something grabbed my bait and ran for deeper water.  With a 
solid hookset the fight was on, and this was a completely different class of fish this time, perhaps a bull redfish in 
the 30+ inch range.  5 minutes into the fight my line popped and it was all over, leaving me dreaming of but not 
tormented by “the one that got away.”  Out of bait and with an acceptable take by my standards I was on my way 
back to port. 
 

 
FIGS 94-95:  Redfish and speckled trout that fell victim to live shrimp 
 
Switching gears I stowed the rods and ventured up a coastal creek in search of Pleistocene fossils.  In short I didn’t 
find any viable exposures much less fossil bones, but I did encounter a dead, bloated alligator about 4- 4 ½ feet 
long.  It had a treble hook in its foot so I guess it either hit a trotline or somebody deliberately snagged it.  I don’t 
see many gators in TX so this was worthy of mention. 
 

 
FIG 96:  An unfortunate 4 ½ foot Texas gator at the coast 
 



Miles upstream I encountered some large bluffs overlooking the creek, but only a few ugly fossil bone fragments.  
My biggest thrill was slipping up on a big wild boar.  He was down in the creek while I was high on a bluff at the 
time.  I was armed with a fillet knife and a camera, and he was a bit out of range for the fillet knife so I snapped a 
few pictures of him before he spooked.   
 

 
FIGS 97-99:  A denizen of a Texas coastal waterway and the Pleistocene clay and sandstone bank from where 
Pork E. Pig was spotted 
 
I was lucky to dodge the thunderstorms which were predicted to hit the area that day.  While I didn’t find any 
noteworthy fossils, it was quite satisfying to interact with some of the critters present along the TX coast.  Once 
some of these fillets are gone I may soon find myself fishing the bay and surf again with family in tow. 
 
October 21, 2006:  Miocene and Corsicana Dabblings 
 
After changing collecting plans a couple times during the week due to inability to coordinate schedules with buddies 
I opted to hit a couple priority areas on my own.  I threw my boat in a river cutting through Fleming formation 



sediments (Miocene 10-20 MYA) in search of vertebrate material including horses, camels, mastodons, and rhinos.  
In short I ran 10 miles upstream, dragging the boat through shallow areas and came away with only petrified wood.  
I got one piece of palm wood and some other cool agatized wood, but otherwise I drew a blank despite the large 
clay and sandstone bluffs I encountered.  I found an especially high bluff of ironstone conglomerate with embedded 
freshwater clams, but they were not what I came to collect.  They looked modern and fragile except for the fact that 
they were embedded in rock. 
 
The most interesting part of this excursion came when I backed my truck a little too far down the ramp into the river 
mud.  Hmmm…2WD truck, stuck, alone….I used big hunks of petrified wood as parking chocks, dug the mud out 
from under my rear tires, and threw dry dirt around them before pulling out in low gear with a sigh of relief. 
 

 
FIG 100:  A nice piece of Miocene agatized wood from the Fleming formation (Site 358) 



 
FIGS 101-104:  More agatized wood above, petrified palm wood below (Site 358) 
 
Pressing on I opted for the Corsicana construction site in Bexar County as a couple inches of rain had fallen a 
couple nights before.  Standing water was still pooled in the low spots on at the site, an encouraging sign.  I began 
my slow and deliberate 3 hour crawl over the better parts of the exposure. 
 
My first notable find was a perfect little Serratolamna serrata tooth with tan root and orange enamel, the double side 
cusps intact.  I tucked it in its own Ziploc bag but sadly before I got home I lost the whole bag.  Oh well, it was fun 
for a minute. 
 
As my knees barked I pressed on and spotted a while leg poking out of a marl clod.  This Dakoticancer australis 
crab was a most welcome find as it had 4 legs and a claw intact.  I later landed a second crab but the clod it was in 
was cracked in half with a chunk missing from the critter’s belly.  I later superglued it together and spent 2-3 hours 
scribing away matrix.  This actually turned out to be one of my favorite specimens as it has 8 legs and a claw intact, 
with some of the legs preserved out to the “knee”.   
 



FIGS 105-106:  A spectacular D. australis crab from the Corsicana fm.  Note remaining claw (Site 248) 
 



FIGS 107-108:  More views of the previous crab (Site 248) 



 

FIGS 109-117:  5 views of another good Corsicana D. australis crab above (note claw), many examples of the 
echinoid H. bexari, a large and slightly distorted rare echinoid Cardiaster leonensis below (Site 248) 



 

 

 
FIGS 118-125:  Corsicana bivalves P. mullicanensis, Lima sp., N. bexarensis above followed by a brilliant orange 
Trigonia castrovillensis and an assortment of gastropods (Site 248) 



My toils also produced 25 echinoids including a large but slightly deformed Cardiaster leonensis.  The remainder 
were Hemiaster bexari.  Along with a host of bivalves and ornate gastropods my take from the Corsicana was 
enough to offset another otherwise fruitless day afield. 
 
October 28, 2006:  Shark Fishing in Dallas 
 
Rising early in the wee hours of morning I made my way from San Antonio north to the hamlet of Glen Rose for my 
first visit to the annual Fossilmania show where dozens of fossil dealers annually peddle their wares.  As someone 
who intensely enjoys making his own finds I had no problem keeping my wallet in my pocket despite the cool 
specimens all around.  I was there mainly to look at what was for sale and see who I bumped into.  I saw old friends 
and made a few new contacts before bailing out and pointing the F250 north to the Dallas area. 
 
For months a buddy has been telling me about his secret Kamp Ranch site he found earlier in the year and touting 
the large shark teeth that it has produced.  With the onset of cooler weather I made the time to meet him up there 
and beat the snot out of some 88 MYA gritty limestone and hope for a bumper crop of shark teeth. 
 
We loaded up gear and pedaled our bikes a half mile or so to the site, deployed our hand tools and got to work.  
Hand sledges and crowbars were used to peel away slabs of limestone overburden which we then threw in the 
creek.  A thin layer of gritty, sandy oyster and bone hash was then exposed, and we carefully inspected each piece 
as it was lifted.   
 

 
FIG 126:  Shark tooth bearing Kamp Ranch limestone (Site 359) 
 
Squalicorax falcatus were the most common shark tooth finds while a few Cretolamna appendiculata came to hand 
as well.  Various Ptychodus species such as anonymus, latissimus, etc., some showing themselves 2 and 3 at a 
time in certain limestone slabs.  Small fish vertebrae were present and when I spotted a curved sliver of bone in 
one limestone slab I conjectured that it was a big shark vert.  Curiosity outweighed common sense and I whacked 



the slab with a hammer to reduce its size, only to break the 1 inch + shark vert in half!   Fortunately I was able to 
repair this during subsequent prep in my garage. 
 
My buddy was dismayed by the relative lack of teeth, but by my standards we did OK.  In fading light after packing 
our bags we resumed digging in what little daylight was left.  This produced a nice bonus find, a 6 or 7 inch flat 
bone which might be a turtle scapula, plesiosaur or fish bone that I got out in a minimum number of pieces which 
superglued back together fairly well.   
 

 

 

FIGS 127-132:  Top row shows two Ptychodus teeth on one side of small slab (one P. latissimus and one P. 
anonymus) along with Cretolamna appendiculata on the reverse, various Ptychodus and Squalicorax teeth middle, 
3 Ptychodus slab below (Site 359) 



FIGS 133-136:  Ptychodus anonymus? teeth above, crow shark Squalicorax falcatus below (Site 359) 



 

 
FIGS 137-143:  Two Kamp Ranch C. appendiculata teeth above, shark vertebrae and miscellaneous bone center, 
Pleisosaur tooth fragment lower left followed by unidentified reptile tooth (Site 359) 



 
FIGS 144-147:  Unidentified plesiosaur or turtle bone from the Kamp Ranch limestone (Site 359) 
 
Although I was 300 miles from home, I felt that our take justified the trip.  Sharing good sites is risky business, but it 
is also the ultimate measure of trust between collectors so I’m flattered that I was tapped on the shoulder for this 
assignment. 
 


