
July 13, 2008:  Round 2, Different Stream 
  
After throwing down some wild pork and rice back at my house and then looking at my Pleistocene collection we 
ultimately crashed around 1 or 2 a.m. and then got up again at 6 to repeat the drill on another stream.  I had 
warned John that this could be a horribly tiring day of dragging the canoe up out of the channel to portage around 
logjams as was the case on the February trip this year when a coworker and I flipped my kayak 3 times, tossing us 
into frigid waters.  To our pleasant surprise, despite the fact that we put in right where we pulled out last trip, the 
stream made an abrupt transition at this very point from a log jam choked mess to an open and freely navigable 
stream. 
 



 
FIG 52:  Scenery shot along out chosen hunting grounds 
 
The only problem was that even though there were huge banks exposed, there weren’t good areas to collect.  Most 
of the bars and banks were sterile.  I had mentioned to John that a certain creek had produced Eocene shark 
teeth for my Dad and me a few years ago, and that this creek dumps into the stream.  John latched onto that 
information and turned an otherwise lackluster day into a profitable undertaking.   
 



At the bar immediately downstream of the confluence John picked up a cantaloupe sized piece of this 
conglomerate from the Sabinetown formation and counted 10 shark teeth on it through the surface muck.  Back 
home later he scribed on a small area which produced 26 teeth including a reptile tooth, a partial ray tooth, and a 
partial ray stinger.  Some of the teeth in the nodule approach an inch in length.  This was the most significant find of 
the day.  Ultimately he counted over 100 fish, ray, shark, and reptile teeth and bone fragments in this specimen, 
many of which he better exposed and left in the specimen for an impressive collective effect. 

   
FIGS 53-56:  Chunk of conglomerate found by John Jackson containing some one hundred Eocene shark, fish, 
reptile and ray teeth this and next 2 pages (Site 468) 





 
 
Rounding a corner we slipped up on a big tan and brown wild boar approaching 250 LBS at the water’s edge and 
got within 30 yards of it.  We had seen hog sign all day in the sandy soil so it was cool to see one of these beasts 
on the hoof.  Soon at our takeout, we drove to another section of the shark tooth creek and again found the 
conglomerate slabs Dad and I had worked some time back.  Last year’s floods were kind to the site and revealed 
many more teeth which we gladly tapped out and took home. 
 

 
FIGS 57-60:  Eocene shark and pycnondont (fish) teeth from Site 242 this and next page 



 

 

 
 
Our final site, a construction site exposing some piles of Cretaceous Pecan Gap Chalk (72 MYA), revealed nothing 
of interest so we called it a day and got home to our families.  It was fun to show John some sites after having the 
opportunity to work with him in his neck of the woods recently so I think the future holds some strong mutual 
prospects. 
 
July 19, 2008:  A Quick Father-Son Outing 
 
Weston was in need of a little outdoor adventure and jumped at the opportunity to do a kayak trip at a local lake 
with his Old Man on Saturday.  He even paddled us around part of the time, quite a luxury for me after 6 years of 
doing all the work for him.  After a couple hours of paddling, fishing, and swimming he wanted to drop by a fossil 
site for a look around.  I took him to a local site in the Walnut Formation (105 MYA) that I had found by studying a 
geo map and systematically inspecting exposures a month or two prior.  Weston wilted in the Texas summer heat 
after 10--15 minutes, but in that timeframe I grabbed a couple Coenholectypus planatus echinoids, one quite well 
preserved and about the size of a nickel.  Weston grabbed a couple nice gastropods before we culminated our 
adventure with cheeseburgers and a few laughs.  



 

 
FIGS 61-62:  Walnut fm echinoids Coenholectypus planatus (Site 459) 
 
July 20, 2008:  Low Water Adventure 
 
Many of the rivers around Texas are now reaching their summertime levels which can be good for collecting but 
bad for navigation should you deploy a small motor boat as I do.  I experienced this first hand yesterday as will be 
noted further into this narrative. 
 



 
FIG 63:  When frugality meets ambition… 
 
After installing a new roof rack on my new car last week I was eager to do a trial run with my jon boat lashed to the 
roof.  Things were pretty stable on the highway but fuel economy was impacted as expected.  I'm sure it all looked 
ridiculous to passing motorists.  In the future I’ll use this setup for ladders and kayaks and leave the boat trips to the 
big truck.  Anyway, I chose to collect an area that produced some decent mammoth material for me about 3 years 
ago, but I had written the area off due to difficult launching and retrieval of the boat.  Access has improved since, so 
I gave it a whirl at daylight and began plowing upstream.  Low water made for a slow trip.  Shallow sandbars 
stretched nearly the full width of the river and often I couldn't find a channel, so I was dragging the boat upstream 
as much as I was running it.  The first big bar several miles into the voyage looked promising but in the end didn't 
give up much of what I was after.  I believe I got a sloth metatarsal or metacarpal as well as an unerrupted horse 
tooth and some other odds and ends.   
 
 
 



 
FIGS 64-67:  4 views of unerrupted horse molar this and next page (Site 205) 



 



 
FIGS 68-71:  4 views of an uncommon Glyptotherium or Holmesina armadillo metacarpal this and next 2 pages 
(Site 205) 







FIGS 72-75:  Unidentified vertebrae top and centered followed by unidentified bone below (Site 205) 



  
FIGS 76-77:  Unidentified bone frags above, horse medial phalanx below (Site 205) 



 
FIGS 78-79:  Mammoth enamel fragment above, turtle shell fragments below (Site 205) 
 
Pressing on upstream things got a little dicey.  Submerged sandbars gave way to submerged gravel bars and 
ultimately submerged, scattered boulders.  The river was truly a mine field.  At one point I thought I was in the clear 
only to smack into a boulder at wide open throttle, tearing a 1 1/2 x 1/4 inch gash in the transom weld, sending 
water gushing into the boat.  I bailed with a topless Gatorade bottle feverishly as I ran 1/4 mile to the next gravel 



bar and beached the boat, flipped it over, inspected and cleaned the damage.  At that point I kneaded some 
plumber's putty, packed it into the gash, hammered the gash flat, then packed more putty in from both sides.  I 
poked around the bar for 20-30 minutes while the epoxy putty cured.   
 

 

 
FIGS 80-81:  On the water damage to transom and field fix  
 



It wasn't perfectly water tight but at least it was seaworthy at this point, so I ran another mile upstream to a large 
horseshoe shaped bar.  Again I was was underwhelmed by my finds, but then again not all rivers and bars are 
created equal.  In fact I often have to run many miles and endure many unproductive areas in order to reach and 
identify the better ones.  Each time I work a dud site I gain more respect for my good sites.  At this point I turned my 
attention toward making it 8 miles back to my car.  My primary concern was negotiating the boulder field with better 
success than experienced on the way upstream.  Taking it easy on the way back I still broke a shear pin but I 
rectified that situation in less than 10 minutes.  A couple hours later I was relieved to round the corner and see my 
vehicle at the put-in. I'm getting a little lazier with advancing years and opted to yank the boat back up the bank 
using a long rope tied to my car. 
 

 



  
FIGS 82-84:  3 views of nice horse molar this and next 2 pages (Site 208) 





 
FIGS 85-86:  Unidentified bone and turtle shell frag above, unidentified distal humerus lower left and distal humerus 
lower right (Site 208) 



 
 
 
Considering the compromised condition of the boat and slow going on the water, I opted to scrap a second planned 
put-in and instead worked an old gravel pit on the way home.  The pit was large and the gravel had the right look 
about it, but strangely I saw no fossils of interest there.  I'm fine with this outcome as it afforded me the opportunity 
to cross the site off my hit list where it has been for the last year or so.   
 
The moral of the story is to be prepared to be your own field mechanic (and surgeon for that matter) when needed 
in the outback as by choosing this type of remote adventure you have relegated yourself to self reliance.  Just 
remember that when alone in the wilds "nobody will hear you scream..." 
 
July 25, 2008:  Paleo Backwash – Aftermath of Hurricane Dolly 
 
My wife said that I never take a day off work to relieve her of Weston, and with the ground still wet from the outer 
fringes of Hurricane Dolly lashing the San Antonio area the day before, I seized the opportunity to work several 
cherished sites safe and accessible for a 6 year old.  Remaining clouds scudding across the sky served to keep the 
temperature a little below normal, extending Weston’s endurance to “mannish proportions.”  I purposely chose sites 
I thought would be filthy with fossils to keep Weston’s interest up, and dedicated a 5 gallon bucket to him to hold 
the spoils of his ludicrously productive day as they accumulated. 
 
After wolfing down a few breakfast tacos we began our systematic survey of a few small exposures in the 
Corsicana formation.  Well over an inch of rain had fallen there the day before.  I had hoped for more since the area 
was recently graded, relegating us to working the small eroded gullies cut through the till.  The viable collecting 
area was just a fraction of what it was the year before, but still we were able to put together a nice sampling of 
marine fossils. 
 
I told Weston as we got started that I knew he was good at picking off the softball sized Exogyra and Pycnodonte 
oysters, but this time I wanted him to slow down, stoop down or crawl, and look for the smaller stuff.  As we 
wrapped it up we had about 90 echinoids dominated by Hemiaster bexari, one Pachydiscus ammonite, one 
Dakoticancer australis crab hiding in a nodule, and a piece of bone Weston found that appears to be a really worn 
mosasaur vertebra centrum.  He picked off at least 10 or 15 echinoids, some quite small, and even picked a few up 
next to my feet and told me I had missed them.   
 



FIG 87:  Corsicana fm nautiloid Eutrephoceras sp. (Site 348) 



 
FIGS 88-89:  Corsicana fm echinoids Hemiaster bexari top left and Plesiaster americana top right (1), bivalves and 
gastropods below. (Site 348) 



 FIG 89-90:  Colorful broken chert perform (Site 348) 



FIG 91:  Weston Woehr pausing as he canvasses the Corsicana formation (Site 349) 



 
FIG 92:  Weston showing off one of his many H. bexari echinoids in the Corsicana formation (Site 349) 



  
FIGS 93-98:  Inspecting a Dakoticancer australis bearing nodule while Weston looks on above, Pachydiscus sp. 
ammonite in situ below, more views of same on following 2 pages (Site 349) 







FIGS 99-101:  Nautiloids Eutrephoceras sp. above, Proraster dalli center and lower left, Linthia variabilis center and 
lower right (Site 349) 


