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Back Bay... Saturday, May 22, 2010 

Dragonflies.  Yep, it's the beginning of Dragonfly season in the Refuge. 
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Flowers - with little 
white petals and a 
crunchy butterscotch 
center.  Mmmm, good! 
 
Just kidding.  I didn't 
eat the flowers.   
 
 
 

Below:  A Great Blue Heron taking flight.  It was wading in the marsh just a few feet 
away, while I was concentrating on the snakes.  I didn't even know it was there until 
I heard the splashing as it became airborne. 
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Deer posing for a picture in front of the sign at the Visitor Center.  It obviously took 
great skill and patience on the part of the photographer to get the deer to pose in this 
exact position. 
For some reason as I look at this picture, the deer doesn't seem quite real.  Like maybe 
I bought a stuffed deer at a flea market, strategically placed it in front of the sign (when 
no one was watching) and nailed its feet to the ground to keep it from falling over.   
Rest assured, this was not the case.  I would never fake a photo.  Or admit to it, if I did.  
And I would certainly never nail a deer's feet to the ground - stuffed or not.   
I did, however, see a six and a half foot stuffed alligator at the flea market.  I would love 
to purchase that puppy and place it along the edge of the marsh as a little surprise for 
some unsuspecting visitor.  Maybe add a little excitement to the hot, dull days of 
summer.   
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Do you remember the poem "Twas the Night Before Christmas"?  Well, at the end of the 
poem, after Santa has filled all the stockings and exited up through the chimney: 
    
    "He sprang to his sleigh, to his team gave a whistle, 
    And away they all flew like the down off a thistle." 
 
The picture above is literally the down off a thistle.  There is a lot of thistle growing in Back 
Bay.  Unfortunately though, this was not a windy day and, instead of flying away, the thistle 
fell in a downy clump on the ground.  I just hope that didn't happen to Santa.  It's interesting 
that the poem never mentions if Santa actually made it to the next house on the block.   
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I had the feeling someone was watching me.  A deer in the brush on the way to Snake 
Alley.  I waited an hour and fifteen minutes to get a better shot, but the deer never left 
the shelter of the reeds.   
 
Of course the deer was thinking: 
"You can wait there as long as you want, Mr. Swampman Photographer Dude, but I'm 
not coming out.  I'm not going to end up like that poor innocent little deer on page 3... 
stuffed with sawdust, feet nailed to the ground, posing for pictures in front of the Visitor 
Center sign.  No Sir, not me.  No way.  No how.  As a matter of fact, why don't you come 
in here after me?  There are a couple of friendly Moccasins I'd like you to meet.  Well, 
Nature Boy, what do you say to that?"  
 
Wow, a deer with attitude. 
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Sunset pictures.  Strange colours in the clouds and sky.  Must be a storm approaching. 


