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Back Bay... Friday April 16, 2010 

A Water Snake in a tree over the bay. 

A slightly closer view.  Without getting my feet wet. 
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Pop Quiz:  What is the easiest way to identify a baby 
Moccasin?  (This also applies to toddler, grade school 
and teenage Moccasins) 
   
Answer:  By the bright yellow color on the last few 
segments of it's tail.  Please see picture to the right, an 
enlargement of the tail from the photo above. 

A beautiful baby Moccasin on the trail to Turtle Pond.  Approx 10" long.  It's color is 
stunning in the sunlight.  Other baby Moccasins I've seen have had a pinkish hue - this 
one seemed to have a distinctive copper-like color.  
 
I have heard reports that there are Copperheads in the refuge - but I have yet to actually 
see one.  Somehow I didn't think that wetlands and marshy areas were the Copperhead's 
preferred habitat.  And pictures I've seen of Copperheads in books did not show such a 
distinctive copper color. 
 
Sometimes snakes can be difficult to identify without a name tag or a driver's license 
photo.  So I wonder if some people report they have seen a small Copperhead, when the 
snake is actually a baby Moccasin. 
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Mr. Redwing 
Blackbird landing in 
the reeds right next 

to me.   
 

Again. 

He appeared to be 
picking something 
off the reeds. 
 
Bugs, perhaps? 
 
Or maybe he was 
carving his name in 
the stalk.   
 
In very small letters, 
of course.  
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It is not an easy snake to spot given it's uncanny ability to blend into the vegetation.  Despite 
its "rough" name, this Green Snake is nonpoisonous, non-threatening, extremely docile and 
absolutely harmless.  It is also very quick. 

A Green Snake.  More specifically, a Rough Green Snake.  As opposed to the Smooth 
Green Snake which is not found in this area.  Doesn't look so rough to me. 

It's skin does look a little rough in this picture, but that may also have to do with molting.  
I'd have to recommend a professional exfoliation if the condition doesn't improve in the 
next few days.  Or perhaps a gift certificate to Margie and Ray's Day Spa and Bait Shack.  
(Not to be confused with Margie and Ray's Fine Seafood Restaurant on Sandbridge Road.  
Different Margie, different Ray, same excellent srevice.) 
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Caught this deer sneaking 
across the trail behind me.  I 
was too busy photographing 
the Green Snake to notice.  
Heck a whole flock of deer 
could have crossed the trail 
and I never would have known. 
 
Ahem.  Excuse me.  That's 
'herd' of deer. 
 
Of course I've heard of deer.  I 
just didn't hear this one, or all 
his buddies, tip toe into the 
bushes behind me. 

A brief introduction to the following pages: 
 
The wind was blowing hard out of the northwest today and the waves were crashing 
on the shore along the edge of the bay.  These were not the enormous, slow moving, 
low frequency, high amplitude thirty foot waves like the Pacific Ocean generates.  
They weren't even the quick-rolling six footers of the mighty Atlantic.  These waves 
hit every second or so, relentlessly, one after the other and were at least four inches - 
in some cases maybe even five inches high.  OK, not exactly the stuff of surfing 
legend but, for a grasshopper on a reed, these would be mighty waves indeed. 
   
I didn't actually see any grasshoppers on reeds, or turtles on boogie boards, but I did 
see a Moccasin try to body surf. 
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Ran into this Moccasin along the breakwater, just a few feet south of the fishing pier.   I 
couldn't tell if it was trying to swim out into the bay or come up on shore, but it 
appeared to be caught up in the crashing surf. 

The Moccasin saw me immediately, which seemed to irritate it - as if I was the cause of 
its white water predicament. 
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Above and below:  Tongue out, trying to pick up my scent.  Oops, the wind is blowing 
in the wrong direction, buddy.  Even if I was upwind, the peanut butter and jelly aroma 
would surely confuse the Moccasin. 

It was kind of cute watching the waves carry the snake first in one direction, then in 
another.  I don't think the Moccasin quite understood what was happening - or why.  
Guess they don't teach any rip current or undertow survival classes in snake school.  
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Above Left:  Trying to show some attitude.  Every time the Moccasin opened its mouth a wave 
washed over its head.   I couldn't help but laugh.  Above Right and Below: Note the piece of 
seaweed (or bayweed) dangling from its mouth.  Time to leave this Moccasin alone.  (I came 
back a few minutes later and found it curled up under the pier, safely away from the waves.) 

Notice too, that even though the Moccasin showed its cottonmouth, it did not lower its fangs.  
Maybe it did detect the tasty aroma of peanut butter and jelly.  Don't need fangs to chew on a 
sandwich.  


