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For my Dad,  
who taught me about the woods and wildlife. 

I will always be grateful. 
 

~ ~ ~ 
 

All pictures were taken in the  
Back Bay National Wildlife Refuge in Virginia Beach, Virginia. 

(With one or two possible exceptions as indicated.) 
 

~ ~ ~ 
 

All animals were observed and photographed  
quietly and respectfully in their natural habitat.  

At no time was any creature interfered with in any way,  
other than to share that particular moment in time.  

 (With the possible exception of the mosquitoes  
which I literally killed by the thousands.) 

 
~ ~ ~ 

 
I apologize for any misidentification of any of the  

plants or wildlife in these pictures  
and welcome all corrections. 
(The same goes for spelling,  
grammar and punctuation!) 

 
~ ~ ~ 

 
A special thanks to the good folks who help 
 manage, maintain and protect the Refuge. 

 
~ ~ ~ 

 
For more information about the Refuge: 

 www.fws.gov/backbay 
 

~ ~ ~ 
 

And a very special thanks to all the little creatures  
who so graciously allowed me to  

share their habitat and take their pictures. 
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The views and opinions expressed herein are mine alone  
and do not represent the official policies of the  

Back Bay National Wildlife Refuge. 
~ ~ ~ 

© 2010 DtB 
All rights reserved. 

Proudly Produced in the United States of America  

The characters in this journal are purely fictional.   
Any resemblance to persons living or dead,  

real or imagined, plain or peanut, animal or vegetable  
 is purely coincidental - unless otherwise intended.  

~ ~ ~ 

Any rebroadcast, redistribution or other use of the  
pictures, descriptions and accounts contained in this journal  

without the express written consent 
 Major League Baseball (or me) is prohibited. 

~ ~ ~   

OTHER NOTES AND FINE PRINT 

Most pictures were taken in and around the ponds in Moccasin Alley and on Long Island.   
Moccasin Alley is my name for the swampy, marshy areas near the Dike Roads.   

To access this area, enter (cautiously) from the Dike Roads  
or pick up one of the deer trails behind the Visitor's Center.   

Be sure to wear boots or waders and watch out for poison ivy,  
mosquitoes, chiggers and ticks.  And, of course, the Moccasins. 

Long Island is one of the many islands in Back Bay.   
It is excellent for photographing snakes in the water and in the trees.  

It should not be confused with Long Island, New York which is excellent  
for photographing New Yorkers in the water and in the trees.  

The island is accessible by canoe, kayak, catapult, 
inflatable raft, inner tube, helicopter, or parachute. 

~ ~ ~ 
 

Production Notes: 
I apologize for the blurry and out-of focus pictures and for the rather 

crude page layout. Obviously, I am not a professional photographer or 
graphic designer. These pages were created in Excel 2003 then imported 

into Excel 2007 for output as a pdf.  
Excel is the only software I know. It is intended for spreadsheets, so its 

image handling capabilities are limited. The pictures in the pdf file tend to 
look better on-screen than they do printed. They look better still when 

viewing the original digital photo. Of course, a sunset at Back Bay looks 
best when viewed and experienced in person.  

~ ~ ~   
Caveat: 

I get a little carried away at times.  No harm intended. 
Hopefully the reader will understand this and  

will realize when the facts end - and the fun begins.  
~ ~ ~   
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Appendix  

From p170… On the Tail of the Tundra Swans - The Online Video Game: 

"Roger that base, this is Maverick.  We are engaging the Tundra Swans now.  
Multiple bogies dead ahead.  I've got two locked on target.  Fire one.  Fire two." 

The Appendix is a repository for material that wouldn't fit in the regular journal pages 
and for additional material as it becomes available.  Things like corrections, 
clarifications, outtakes, recipes, advertising and pretty much anything else I can 
sneak past the editor or smuggle through customs.  
   
I would also like to include feedback and comments from the reader - provided, of 
course, said feedback is constructive, positive, poignant or humorous.   
 
Like Ted, from Chesapeake, Virginia, who wrote: 
     "I got me the 'January thru May' journal.  Wasn't sure if I liked it at first.  But after I 
got through the first few pages, it burned pretty darn good.  'Course I had to use 
kerosene get it started.  Then I toasted marshmallows.  Ha, ha, ha.  You ought to 
sell more copies if you included the marshmallows and kerosene." 
 
Thank you, Ted.  Always nice to hear from someone who appreciates a good book - 
even if it's used for toasting marshmallows.  Just be careful you don't singe your 
eyebrow. 
 
Or Earl, from somewhere in California: 
"Cool snake pix, Dude.  No Dude, I really mean it.  Cool pix.  Especially the snake 
pix.  Like wow, Dude.  Really cool.  Bet it was hot in the swamp.  But the snakes are 
cool, Dude  Really cool."  (The message continued like this for several more pages.) 
 
Thank you, Earl.  And well said.  Though you might want to lay off the swamp 
berries for a year or two or ten. 
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>>> From the Daniel Boone saga on p 12, when Daniel was walking to Florida: 
 
"Ever watchful for Indians and bears and mountain lions. And rednecks.  
Picture the good ole boys from the movie "Deliverance" - only not quite 
as cultured and refined or friendly as they were portrayed in the film." 
 
It was unanimously decided to omit this copy, rather than apologize to Jeff 
Foxworthy, Nascar, Larry the Cable Guy and the entire rural population of North 
America. 

>>> From page i, Other Notes and Fine Print, when describing Long Island, the 
writers wanted to allude to the remoteness of the island: 
 
"like some remote, uncharted island in the Pacific  
accessible only by shipwreck - or evolution."   
 
Long Island is not remote at all.  It can be seen easily from the Visitor's Center at 
the Refuge.  But we liked the line and hope to use it somewhere in the future.  
 

>>> Original scene from page 78 when Bruce Willis, aka Officer John McClane, was 
talking with the gentleman who threw the branches at the snakes.  The guy just told 
Ranger McClane that he was not throwing anything. 
   
"Oops! Wrong answer there, Sport."  McClane hit him so hard it registered as a 
seismic event in Utah.  It knocked the guy completely out of the senior class picture 
in his high school yearbook, cut his credit score in half, doubled his mortgage, 
increased his taxes, rearranged the letters in his name and permanently altered the 
genetic structure of his DNA.  I'll bet big Ben Bernanke wished he could had that 
kind of power. 
 
"Cut!  Cut!  Cut!  Hold on there, Bruce.  We certainly appreciate your enthusiasm 
and gosh knows this gentleman deserves a good thrashing, but this is supposed to 
be a non-violent, G-rated journal.  How about you just put him on the ground and cuff 
him?"   
 
Mr. Willis re-played the scene like a true professional.  Then, when we finished, he 
took the entire cast and crew out for beer and tattoos at Margie and Ray's Raw Bar, 
Tattoo Parlor and Discount Bait Shack.  (Not to be confused with Margie and Ray's 
Fine Seafood Restaurant on Sandbridge Road, of course.) 
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>>> Additional dialogue from the scene on page 128, when a Black Racer sticks its 
head through the boardwalk like a submarine periscope: 
 
Arooga!  Arooga!  
 
"Unknown contact bearing zero - niner - zero.  Tentatively identified as a Buffoon 
Class Amateur Photographer.  Dive!  Dive!  Dive!" 
 
"What does sonar indicate?" 
 
"Excuse me, Captain?" 
 
"Get me a sonar reading." 
 
"But Captain, we don't have sonar." 
 
"What do you mean we don't have sonar?" 
 
"Captain, we are a snake. We don't have ears." 
 
"You mean to tell me we have no acoustic or auditory sensors what-so-ever?" 
 
"Not exactly, Captain.  We have internal auditory sensors connected to the jaw, but 
no external sound collectors.  We can pick up nearby ground vibrations through our 
hull scales, but as for sound - it's like listening to the snow fall with a pillow over our 
head." 
 
"Internal audio connected to the jaw?  Does that mean we have to open the bow 
hatch to hear anything?  Who designed this?  Hope it wasn't the same guy that 
designed the ketchup bottle."  Pause.  "What about all the stories of people hiking 
through the woods with bells on their boots, clapping their hands and singing old 
Gershwin tunes to ward off the snakes?" 
 
"A myth, Sir.  An old wives' tale.   When that happens we usually find a comfortable 
place to hide in the brush, gather the crew together on the bridge and laugh 
ourselves silly as they make absolute fools of themselves." 
 
"What kind of external sensory capabilities do we possess?" 
 
"Well Captain, we have excellent vision and a highly developed sense of smell.  We 
can extract minute scent particles from the air, ground or water with our flexible, 
dual-pronged, external stereo sensor; then bring the scents onboard through the 
forward cargo bay and instantly analyze them as friend, foe, prey or potential mate." 
 
"What about weapons systems?" 
 
"Excuse me, Sir?" 
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"Weapons systems - missiles, torpedoes, cannons, machine guns..." 
 
"We don't have any of those, Sir." 
 
"A slingshot perhaps?" 
 
"No, Sir." 
 
"Then how in the blazes do we defend ourselves?" 
 
"We don't, Sir.  We are a Racer.  Mostly we run and hide, relying on our speed and 
stealth capabilities to stay out of harm's way." 
 
"Run and hide???  You've got to be kidding!  I thought I was commanding a real 
snake, an attack snake - like a Moccasin or a Rattler." 
 
"We can shake our tail to imitate a Rattler.  Sir." 
 
"Shake our tail, run and hide, no weapons - not exactly like the well-armed old British 
snake-of-the-line or a modern day Battlesnake." 
 
"No, Sir.  If I might inquire, Sir, where was the Captain before Snakes?" 
 
"I commanded an armor-plated, amphibious quadruped.  Not fancy or fast, but solid 
and very reliable.  Had a little encounter with an unidentified Jurassic Class predator 
and lost the starboard bow thruster.  But I brought her back alive.  Received the 
Bronze Reed for Valor and Fleet approved my transfer to Snakes."  
 
"I remember the incident, Sir.  You were commanding the NWR Turtle "Slider" at the 
time.  And Sir, I seem to be running out of clever dialogue."   
    
"Indeed.  Then plot us a course, west by northwest.  We'll cruise through the deep 
undergrowth.  Maybe we can reach the edge of the bay in time for sunset.  You take 
the con.  I'll be in my quarters." 
 
"Aye, aye, Captain!" 



(inside back cover)

That's all for now folks. 
 
 

Please stay tuned for more  
fun-filled, action-packed and educational  

features including: 
 
 

> The Back Bay Lecture 
> The Holiday Toadstool 

> Tree Full of Egrets 
> The Hodge's Pond Trail 

> More Snake Photos 
> More Dragonfly Photos 

> More Photos of Reeds, Cattails and Thickets 
 
 
 
 

Just when you thought it couldn't get any more exciting! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Hello? 
 

Are you still there? 
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