The Hunt


One of my favorite recreational activities at the beach is shark tooth hunting.  If ever there were a lazy man’s recreation this has to be it.  The ocean will do all the work for you.

These are not shark teeth of living sharks (remember I said lazy, not suicidal), but fossilized teeth hundreds of thousands to millions of years old.  


The ocean, given its nature, will sift through the shells and leave the shiny black teeth just awaiting the opportunistic tooth hunter.  Of course, seasons, tides, storms, and wind will influence the best times to hunt shark teeth.


Again, this is the lazy man’s or woman’s (if there is such an entity as a lazy woman, sounds like an oxymoron to me) recreation at its best.  All you have to do is roam the shoreline when the tides are churning the shell deposits and snatch the shark teeth just laying there.


Being human, there are those who make a far more complicated affair of it than it has to be.  They are out there shoveling and dumping shovelfuls of shell debris and sand into strainers in search of shark teeth, usually to no avail.  The vast ocean does the best work, by far, than our limited human efforts. 
PAGE  
84

