
On a brisk January morning, Skip Bennett heaved the oys-
ter drag from his 22’ skiff into the icy waters of Duxbury
Bay. The drag, basically a heavy metal rectangular maw with
a thick nylon net attached, is briefly towed along the bay’s
floor within a section marked off with buoys that Bennett
has farmed for 15 years. In just under a minute the drag is
full with four bushels of some of the most sought after bi-
valves in the world: Island Creek Oysters.

The temperature is just under freezing and a hand numbing
wind is beginning to pick up.  Getting oysters out of the
water in this weather can be a bit risky—if they freeze they’re
ruined. As Bennett’s on-board radio (the envy of his fellow
oyster farmers) blasts Bob Dylan’s “Mozambique”, the drag is
hoisted, the haul carefully poured into plastic bushel baskets.

Bennett takes a look at his harvest, and moving quickly,
sorts and tosses undersized and damaged oysters back in the
bay.  In the warmer weather, a damaged oyster will usually
heal itself, but when the waters are this cold, many of the
badly chipped and nicked oysters will be lost for good, part
of the price paid for oystering year-round. The sorting is
brief and cursory—the careful choosing and culling will take
place indoors out of the cold.  

As bad as the wind is now, things could be and probably
will get worse. Valentine’s Day—perhaps the most important
day in an oysterman’s life—is coming up soon and if the
temperature continues to drop, Bennett and his fellow oyster
farmers may have to walk out on the ice with chain saws and
hand-harvesting rakes to make sure there are enough Island
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