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Rainy overcast day. High water on the bay with just the tips of the reeds visible.  

Add a little contrast to the picture above and it 
almost looks like some ancient language scrawled 
upon the water.  
 
Perhaps the words  "reed" and "read" are more than 
just homonyms.  

I think it says:  
"One day man will learn to read - and to understand - what is written in the water. Then 
all things shall be possible."  
Either that or: 
"Elvis has left the building." 
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A bumblebee investigating a flower. Notice the ball of pollen on it's leg. 

Butterfly. Duh. Dragonfly lunching on a butterfly. 
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Shots of a beautiful sunset over the 
bay. Looking west. (Duh!) 



31

For some reason the clouds and colours reminded me of a Thomas Cole painting. Of course, add 
a melting timepiece or two, and it would have reminded me of a Dali. 

It's Sunday. Some folks say we should be in church. Perhaps, in our own way, we are.  
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This is a little different. Yet still one of nature's amazing little mysteries. 

Mosquitoes in the porta-potty? Seems a little strange. The porta-potty is well-maintained 
and there is no standing water - with the possible exception of the special blue liquid in the 
you-know-what. And nothing - not even a mosquito - could exist in that. But the porta-potty 
is open at the bottom. The mosquitoes can fly in. It has a translucent roof and sits under a 
light. The mosquitoes are attracted to the light, fly up to the top and get trapped near the 
ceiling.  

The well-appointed indoor restrooms at the Ranger 
Station are only open to the public when the rangers 
are on duty. So the good folks at the Refuge provided 
a porta-potty for their after hours guests. And I can tell 
you from personal experience - after a long day of 
snake hunting, it is certainly a relief to know the porta-
potty is always available.  
 
 

So, why am I telling you about the porta-potty? 
 
Well... After dark on warm, summer evenings the porta-
potty seems to attract peepers - those cute, little, 
harmless green frogs about the size of your thumb.  
(See photo to the right.) And not just one or two peepers. 
Or five or ten. More like dozens. And dozens.  

A peeper in the 
porta-potty.  
Actual size.  

Peepers are usually found in the reeds. 
During the day they hang around the base 
of the reeds close to the water, where it's 
cooler and somewhat protected from the 
hot summer sun. At night they climb up 
higher on the reeds to feed on insects. I've 
spent hours sitting by the reeds trying to 
spot them with a flashlight. And all the while 
they were over in the porta-potty just 
laughing and partying and carrying on. 
 
At first I wasn't sure what attracted the 
peepers to the porta-potty. Then I realized - 
it's the mosquitoes. Peepers love to eat 
mosquitoes.  
 
 

Same peeper enlarged. Isn't he cute. The little pads 
on their feet help them stick to the wall.  
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Now back to the peepers in the porta
answers. But, if nothing else, at least I know why the peepers congregate in the porta
porta
 

2 > Where are the peepers during the day?  
They aren't in the porta-potty. If they were, they would literally cook. The potty can get a bit hot in 
the full summer sun. A might gamey too. Nothing could survive. Unless of course the peepers 
have little cooling suits and gas masks. So where are they? Asleep somewhere in their little 
peeper beds? Around dinner time they all drive down to the porta-potty in their tiny imported 
sports cars and little limousines.  A steady stream of vehicles pulling up to the curb with peepers 
popping out to dine on delicate mosquito wings and legs. 
 
3 > How did the peepers find this mosquito banquet buffet in the first place? 
I could understand if one or two peepers happened to blindly stumble upon this epicurean 
bonanza. But 40 or 50 peepers? That's not a coincidence. That's cell phones and text 
messaging. That's mass communication.   
 
If you can answer any or all of the above questions, or can offer any information about the puzzle 
of the peepers in the porta-potty, please contact me.  
 
I think we need a Back Bay Peepers Patrol. And an official Peeper t-shirt.  

Peeper having a feeding 
frenzy. Those are 
mosquitoes on the wall. 
(Illustrates how small the 
peeper is.) The peeper will 
flick out its tongue and 
snag a skeeter. Wish I had 
a video camera to capture 
all the action. 
And I really hope no one 
saw me taking these 
pictures in the porta-potty. 
I kept the door closed just 
in case. 

Which all leads to the following questions: 
 
1 > What kind of peepers are these?      
I've heard people call them green peepers or even green 
tree frogs. But I think the green tree frog is a little bigger. 
I can't seem to find any information specifically about the 
green peeper. 
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Sunday in October 11, 2009. 

Black Racer on the 
boardwalk. 

Reed fronds 
sparkling in 
the sun. 
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Above: Garden Spider.     
Insets: Garden spider with grasshopper. 
The spider worked furiously to encase the grasshopper in its web, but at the last possible 
moment the grasshopper managed to break free and escape. 
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Another sunset over 
Back Bay.  
 
It could also be the 
backside of a sunrise 
in Tibet. 
 
I guess it all depends 
on your point of view.  
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It was overcast, raining and windy most of the day. Did not expect to see much. 

A peeper on the boardwalk. Brown, not 
green. Very strange for a peeper to be 
out and about during the day.  They 
are usually hidden in the reeds. Maybe 
he had a rough Saturday night and 
hadn't quite made it home. 
 
(This is especially embarrassing after 
all the ranting I did about their 
nocturnal nature in the previous 
chapter.) 

Back Bay...Another Sunday in Late October 25, 2009 

Moccasin curled up by the trail on 
the way to Turtle Pond. I wonder if it 
is the same moccasin that was 
curled up here yesterday? 

Yep... Same moccasin. Notice the 
small lightly colored scar on the top 
of it's head. Compare it to Snake #1 
from yesterday. Same snake. I 
guess we'll just have to call him "old 
scar-head."  
 
Curious why some of these 
moccasins curl up in a spot and 
seem to stay there for extended 
periods... days or even weeks. Sort 
of like the moccasin that was molting 
a month or so ago.   
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Above: Black snake wound up in a thicket. (Can you see it?)  Same snake below and on 
following pages. 
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Underbelly to the right. Don't get to see the underbelly 
of a snake very often, so I figured I'd take a picture. 

What amazing construction!  

Above and below... Notice the pearl blue eye. If I remember correctly 
snakes either have a milky white or blue patch over their eyes before the 
molting process. I wonder if this black snake is about to molt? 

Observed this snake 
for about 20 minutes 
as it gradually 
descended from the 
branches to the 
ground. I wondered if it 
was hunting - perhaps 
following a scent near 
the ground.  
 
To minimize disrupting 
the snake's routine, I 
would walk about 100 
feet down the trail, wait 
a few minutes, then 
return to check on its 
progress. 
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When I came back the last time the 
snake was heading into a hole in the 
ground. I hadn't seen a snake do this 
before. Was it a snake den? Was it a 
mouse hole and the snake was 
following the smell of dinner? How 
would the snake get back out? Was 
there enough room inside for it to turn 
around? 
You know what realtors say, "it may 
look small on the outside, but it has 
plenty of room on the inside." Still, 
there is never quite enough closet 
space. 

And so the snake 
gradually disappeared 

into the hole. 
 

Until all that was left was this little bit of tail.  
Then, poof - that too was gone.  
 Almost like somebody slurping 
 up the last piece of spaghetti. 
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Moccasin in the 
brush enjoying the 
warm sun. 

The leathery brown skin reminds me of a football. A very long, thin football in the shape of a 
snake. Go out for a pass - I'll throw it to you! 

A few shots from early November . 
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Some Cypress trees by 
Turtle Pond. They looked 
like they were covered in 
snow, but it's actually the 
fluffy white seeds that 
have blown off the reed 
fronds. 
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A moccasin curled up in the sun in a bed of grass and Cypress needles. 

Fronds and berries. Not necessarily in that order. 
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Bird. Not sure what kind. Where is 
Roger Tory Peterson when you need 
him? Or Audubon?  

Wasp nest abandoned for 
the winter. 

Some fall foilage.  
Oops... I mean foliage.  
I sometimes get the two confused. 
  
"Foliage" is the term for the  
leaves on a tree.  
 
Viewing the "foilage" is when 
everyone drives to the grocery store 
in the autumn to watch the Reynolds 
Wrap change colors.  
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A powerful Nor'easter blew through from Wednesday to Friday. On Sunday I went down to 
see how Back Bay fared in the storm. I almost couldn't get through. A 500 foot barge 
beached during the storm about a mile north of the refuge. The police had the road blocked 
off to deter the huge influx of gawkers and sightseers. When I reached the barricade I 
explained I was on a mission to check on the snakes in Back Bay, not to gawk at a barge on 
the beach.  The kind policeman let me pass. 
Fortunately there was not much damage to the refuge. A few limbs down. Minimal damage 
to the dune line on the beach. But I didn't see as many snakes. 

Back Bay... Sunday November 15, 2009 

The barge on the beach about a mile north of the refuge. Those are million dollar condos on 
the left. On this side of the barge is the fishing pier at Little Island City Park. The barge came 
ashore just couple hundred feet from the pier. 

The sign in the parking lot.  
I should have used it for the 
cover of this document. 



Black Racer up ahead on the 
boardwalk. Kind of a dark 
photo... I'm shooting into the 
sun and around some of the 
debris from the storm. 
 
 
 

Above: Interesting scales. 

Below: I need to bring a flash or use some  
reflector cards to light up this side of it's face. 

Count the boards in the photo above. 
Each board is approx 5 1/2 inches 
wide. The snake almost covers 8 
boards which would make it about 44 
inches long. 
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A picture of the barge and the condos from the refuge. It was originally reported that the barge 
carried containers of chlorine that could rupture and envelop the area in a cloud of toxic gas.  
I have a slightly different theory regarding the cargo.  I think the barge is laden with big screen 
TVs, designer sportswear, exotic French perfume and Caribbean rum - all probably bound for 
the New York market. The chlorine story was a ruse to keep the angry villagers from storming 
the vessel with torches and pitchforks and partaking of the bounty that so generously washed 
ashore on their beach.  

Deer tracks by the dunes.  


