The Hunley Submarine docked in Mt. Pleasant, right across from the city but part of the harbor and today only has a limited amount of water in front of it at high tide. So to get any news, one had to paddle over from the city, across the harbor, against swift tides.  Charleston was over run with Yankees in the harbor, blockaded and suppressed of any water movement, a messenger had to be alert and cunning.  You had to paddle around Castle Pinckney, which was nothing more than a hill of pelican excrement with some marsh around it, a swift tide, coming and going, to deliver what had to be old news.

The crew had to walk seven miles just to go home, but wait, they had to cross the inlet in a small boat, against a mighty swift current, the Breach Inlet Bridge was not there.

Is there something wrong with the history books?

I grew up in an area called Bay view Acres.  We were on a small creek with a dock, and our view was of Charleston. The area in front of our house was nothing but marsh and a view of all the church steeples. The Army Corps of Engineers decided that this would be a great spot to dump all the dredging material from the Cooper River. Well everything was fine until the banks that they built started growing upwards of twenty feet, now we could not see the city anymore.  We would walk out on the fill area, with the mud cracking, and looking like a desert, it seemed like fun.  Walking on land that looked like an alligators back was adventurous, especially on crutches, cause look out, the mighty amongst us would step in a crack and sink up to there necks in a moments notice. The hard dried mud between the crevices was safe haven, but lord help you if you stepped in the cracks. 

Let me tell ya s little thing about mud, especially Charleston Mud. It is black, it is smooth , and feeling to the skin, it is cool. Moreover, if you rub it on ya, it cracks. It smells like mud. The finest mud around, but look out, the deeper you go the more it smells. My poor brother, related to Forest Gump, once stepped between the cracks, and all we could find was his head and his neck. Richard, stepped between the cracks, and I swear to god, he was gone. We kept calling him, could not find him anywhere, until suddenly, there he was. We pulled him out of the mud and dang if he wasn’t black.. I remember to this day, pulling him out of the pluff mud and he was wearing a silk suit of black, except of course his little white head.

Pluff mud is the southern version of quick sand, except you could swim in it.

