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How to Save a Baby Moccasin - Part 1 
Loosely Based on a Mostly True Story  

from the Back Bay National Wildlife Refuge 

I overheard a gentleman tell his wife there was a Copperhead in the parking lot.  
Oh good, I thought, a snake in the open.  Possibly a Copperhead.  What a 
wonderful opportunity for pictures.  I went over to investigate.   
 
I didn't think it would be a Copperhead.  It was probably a young Moccasin.  
Juvenile Moccasins are often mis-identified as Copperheads because of their 
brown, coppery coloration.  But I was hoping for the Copperhead.  I hadn't seen 
one in the refuge yet.    
 
Yep, baby Moccasin.  See photo below.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Unfortunately, the baby Moccasin decided to take its afternoon nap at the entrance 
to the Refuge parking area.  A driver making the turn would never notice the snake 
until it was too late.  As in squissshhh.  I figured I better move the little guy before 
he ended up flattened on the pavement like a miniature copper-colored necktie.  
(Hmmm... I wonder if they make neckties in Moccasin patterns and colors.  Or if 
they make camouflage neckties - for the well-dressed executive hunter.  I'm sure 
they do.  You can probably find them in the accessories section down at Maggie 
and Ray's Fine Men's Clothiers, Outfitters and Imported Bait Shack.) 
 
So, how does one gently persuade a contented, sleepy little Moccasin to vacate 
the warm, cozy corner of a parking lot?  There was no mention of this sort of 
encounter in the refuge brochure or guide book.  I'd just have to wing it.   
 
I began stomping my feet and jumping up and down in front of the snake, in the 
hope that all the commotion would scare the Moccasin off the pavement and back 
into the swamp.  Nothing.  I marched around it in circles.  Clockwise and 
counterclockwise.  Forwards and backwards.  Nothing again.  I tried high stepping, 
low stepping, side stepping and stair stepping.  Still nothing.  If I'd been carrying a 
briefcase, I could easily have been mistaken for an assistant undersecretary from 
Monty Python's "Ministry of Silly Walks." 
 
Just for the fun of it, I decided to try some of my signature dance moves from the 
old disco days.  "Stayin' alive. Stayin' alive.  Uh, uh, uh, uh."  I thought I heard a 
tiny, snake-like snicker, but the Moccasin never moved.   
 
Hmmm, I thought... time to try the Native American Snake Dance.     
 

Baby Moccasin (Agkistrodon piscivorus piscivorus) relaxing in 
the warm afternoon sun in the parking lot. 
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The Native American Snake Dance is similar to the Dance of the Deer Fly 
(described elsewhere), except the movements are much more measured and 
controlled.  In the Dance of the Deer Fly, the participant generally runs in circles - 
yelling, and screaming, and swatting at anything that moves. 
 
In the Native American Snake Dance, the participant must be very careful where to 
step and how to move around the subject.  One must tread firmly - with purpose, 
poise and the appropriate amount of emphasis - yet cautiously, so as not to get 
bitten or killed in the process.  Sort of like a politician dancing around the truth.  Or 
like explaining to the boss that you just lost the BIG Account - while blaming it 
squarely on everyone else.   
 
I used all the standard Snake Dance moves: the Roaring Grizzly, the Thunder 
Turtle and the Flaming Moose.  Then I added a few of my own: the Flapping Fish, 
the Constipated Badger, the Midnight Toe Stub (both the silent and screaming 
versions) and the Tropical Beach Hop.  As in: "Oh crap, I forgot my flip-flops, and 
the sand is burning the flesh off the bottom of my feet."  Again, both the silent and 
the screaming versions.  
  
Forty-five minutes into the performance, I checked on the snake.  Nothing.  It 
hadn't moved a muscle or batted an eyelid.  Apparently it slept through the entire 
show.  Which is probably why Kevin Costner didn't make a movie entitled "Dances 
with Snakes". 
 
At one point a car started to pull in the parking lot, saw me dancing around like a 
wild man and quickly backed away. 
 
Then it dawned on me why the snake dance was so ineffective.  There was no 
drum line.  No cadence.  No Indians rhythmically pounding on stretched leather 
hides with clubs, or bones, or hands, or heads.   No steady BOOM, boom, boom, 
boom, BOOM, boom, boom, boom in the background.  No wonder the Moccasin 
ignored me!  (Oops, excuse me; maybe it was medieval monks, not Indians, that 
pounded the drums with their heads.  Or Ozzie Osborne.)    
 
Of course, all this time the Moccasin was thinking, "You're a fool.  But entertaining.  
And by the way, you dance like Elaine on Seinfeld." 
 
And I was thinking, "Oh yeah?  We'll just see who's a fool when you're sucking 
pavement with the BF Goodrich logo imprinted on your butt."  I couldn't believe I 
was arguing with a snake.   
 
Obviously, I wasn't going to startle this snake out of its repose.  Not by dancing 
anyway.  On to plan B.   
 
The snake was small.  Very small.  And curled up in a tiny little ring.  It occurred to 
me that I could easily capture it in a mayonnaise jar.  Just set the jar on top of 
snake, carefully slide a piece of cardboard underneath, and vois là - snake in a 
bottle.  Or bottle of snake.  Screw on the lid.  Poke a few air holes in it - or not.  
Done!  I could take the little fella home and display it on the mantelpiece.  Or leave 
the jar in the medicine cabinet as a surprise for some unsuspecting, but nosey, 
houseguest. 
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Heck, the snake was so small a wine glass would probably work.  A thin, fluted 
wine glass.  I knew I had a couple of wine glasses somewhere. 
 
I opened my trusty backpack and began rummaging around. 
 
Two pairs of camouflaged sweat sox, an extra t-shirt; one rain jacket with matching 
rubber rain boots; one baseball glove with matching baseball; one box of water-
proof matches; one box of fire-proof matches...  
 
I couldn't see the contents toward the bottom of the pack, but I knew the wine 
glasses were in there somewhere, so I started pulling the items out one at a time 
and placing them on the parking lot pavement.  I tried to keep an accurate 
inventory as I went.  
 
Aside to the reader:  This may take a while.  There appears to be lot more stuff in 
the backpack than I originally anticipated.  Now might be a good time to go out for 
a cup of coffee, or take a bathroom break (I know I could use one), or maybe visit 
some friends in Chicago.   
 
> 1 tarpaulin, size unknown.   
> 1 Bottle - water purification tablets. 
> 1 First Aid Kit. 
> 1 Kool-Ade Kit. 
> 1 each: Field Guide to Birds. Field Guide to Reptiles. Field Guide to Cows. Field 
Guide to Field Guides. 
> 1 Beer can, empty. (I'd been meaning to recycle that.) 
> 2 Horseshoe stakes.  
> 3 Horseshoes.  Size 38,  Triple Z.  Just kidding about the size, but I bet they 
would fit my mother-in-law.  Just kidding - again.  I like to play horseshoes in the 
marsh.  Of course, in the tall, dense reeds it's always a good idea to yell "FORE" 
or "Eight" when you let one fly.  But only three horseshoes?  Hmmm... that’s a little 
strange.  Must have left one of the shoes on the horse.  Clip, clip, clip, clop.  Clip, 
clip, clip, clop.   Or would it be: Clip, clop, clop, clop?   I guess that depends on 
which hooves were shod and which was unshodden.  Or is that shad and 
unshadden.  I'm not sure of the correct tense or terminology.  Any equestrians out 
there? 
> 1 Tape measure.  And by the way, the tarp is 12' x 16' 
 
I know this seems like a lot of stuff to fit into a backpack.  But this is no ordinary 
backpack.  This is a genuine L.L. Bean Backpack.  Got it at the Mother Store in 
Freeport, Maine.  Strong, lightweight and air-conditioned, Bean's backpacks are 
far more spacious on the inside than they appear from the outside. Still - and the 
salesman agreed with me on this - there's never quite enough closet space. 
 
Of course, I always get my good friend Mary Poppins to pack it for me. 
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 To continue... 
 
> 1 Tuxedo, black.  For formal evening hikes. 
> 6 - granola bars. 1 = partially eaten. 
> Another beer can - almost empty.  Wait a second.  OK.  Make that: Another beer 
can - empty and ready to recycle.  
> 1 - Old Battle Axe.  No, not my mother-in-law.  She would never fit in the back 
pack.  Not all three hundred pounds of her.  Not in one piece, anyway.  No, this 
was an honest-to-goodness, hand-forged medieval battle axe.  Or replica thereof.   
One should never enter the woods or the swamp without a good, sharp hatchet or 
axe.  I dropped my old, trusty Boy Scout hatchet off at Maggie and Ray's Machine 
Shop, Italian Bakery and All-You-Can-Eat Bait Shack last week to have it cleaned, 
sharpened, aligned, balanced and polished.  When I went by on Friday to pick it 
up, Ray told me the hatchet wasn't quite ready yet, but he had a battle axe I could 
borrow for the weekend.   
"Battle axe?"  I axed.  I mean, asked. 
"Yeah."  he replied.  Ray pulled an axe off the wall and laid it on the counter.  "I 
made it for the Renaissance Fair.  It's based on an 11th century Danish Battle Axe 
that Maggie gave me last Christmas."  
Ray has a small, but fascinating, collection of ancient weapons he has acquired 
over the years.  Swords, long bows, crossbows, sabers.  He would often construct 
reproductions of the antiques, so he could test the weapon's accuracy, range or 
combat effectiveness without damaging the original.  Although, I'm not really sure I 
wanted to know how he tested the combat effectiveness of a battle axe.  
"Ray," I said, "this is a beautiful work of art.  I couldn't possibly..." 
"I insist," he interrupted,  
"But how will I carry it?  It's too big to fit in my belt."  I normally carried my hatchet 
in my belt - sort of Davy Crockett style.  (As opposed to carrying the hatchet in my 
head - Custer style.) 
"Got your Bean bag?" Ray asked.  He was referring, of course, to my genuine L.L. 
Bean backpack.  
"Yes," I replied. 
"Well... No problem then."   
He handed me the axe.  
> 1 - Trash bag: filled with various trash I'd picked up along the trails.  I wondered 
if the Refuge should post some 'No Littering' signs for people to ignore. 
> 1- Bag o' Seashells.  No, these were not seashells I collected on the beach at 
the refuge.  I wish they were, but there just aren't that many shells along this 
stretch of the Atlantic coast.  These were large, exotic, tropical seashells from 
Maggie and Ray's Tropical Seashell Boutique, Tiki Bar and Pet Friendly Bait 
Shack.  My good buddy Ray gave them to me because they were chipped or 
scratched and not suitable for sale.  He said I should toss the shells along the 
beach at low tide to give the tourists and their kids something to "oooh" and 
"aaah" over.  But to please remember and remove the price tags first.  And the 
"Made in China" labels. 
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> 2 - L.L. Bean catalogs and a National Wildlife magazine.  Great reading material 
for the porta potty - or when doing the swamp squat.  
> 1 - Roll toilet paper, 2 ply, heavy duty, waterproof and recyclable. 
> 50 feet reinforced nylon rope.  
> 1 - Banana.  Yes, I have a banana in my backpack.   
> 1 - 300 yard spool of 12 lb fishing line. 
> 2 - Turtle doves and a partridge in a...  just kidding.  A little humor there.  
> 3 - Packets of instant water.  Huh?  One of Ray's inventions.  Sort of like his 
"Freeze Dried Water."  Don't ask me how they work.   
> 1 beer keg, empty.  I should probably leave that out and make room for...     
MEEOOOWWW... Yikes... 
> 1 Angry Cat.  How did a cat get in the pack? 
> 1 Kitchen sink, dual basin, cast iron with white porcelain finish 
> 1 Diesel generator 
> 2 Cans diesel fuel, 10 gallons each.  
Looks like I've reached the section with the emergency hurricane supplies. 
> 2 Gallons milk, curdled 
> 3 Loaves of bread, moldy 
Bread and milk.  Yep - this is the hurricane supply section.  (Left over from last 
year.  I should have cleaned out the backpack a long time ago.) 
It's kind of funny, though.  Whenever the weather service forecasts a hurricane, 
folks run to the store and buy bread and milk.  'Panic buying' they call it.  My good 
buddy Ray has his own theory about hurricane preparedness.  "Stock up on chips, 
salsa and DVDs.  Fill the sinks with ice and the bathtubs with beer.  Drink, watch 
movies and wait for the storm to pass."  
"What if the power goes out?" I asked.   
He looked at me like I was completely daft.  Which I often am. 
"Then we dance," Ray replied.  Spoken like a true Greek.   
> 1 Radio, hand cranked  
> 1 Flashlight, One million candle power.   
OK, how do they know this flashlight is one million candle power?  Did they 
conduct a test?  Light one million candles in a lab and send some poor schmuck 
down to the other end of the universe - then turn on the flashlight and over the 
walkie-talkie ask: "OK, Darwin,  which is brighter, the candles or the flashlight?    
 
Nuts.  That was it.  The backpack was empty.  The wine glasses were not there.   
  
A car pulled into the parking lot, saw my stuff strewn everywhere and probably 
thought a double-wide had exploded.  It sped quickly away.  I think it was the 
same car that was here before.  
 
How to move a baby Moccasin... Plan C 
If it was a baby Green Snake, I could just pick it up by the tail and carry it into the 
woods.  Green Snakes, even Rough Green Snakes, are absolutely harmless.  But 
I wasn't quite sure if I wanted to pick up a baby Moccasin.   
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Moccasins come fully equipped with fangs and venom at birth - unlike human 
offspring who typically don't developed fangs and venom until they become 
teenagers.  Or, in the case of some females of the species - after they are 
married.   (Just kidding.  I'm sure the editor will remove that insensitive, chauvinist 
comment before this goes to press.  Editor's note: Oops.  Sorry.  Guess I missed 
that one.  Ha, ha, ha.)  Of course, a baby Moccasin can't deliver the same quantity 
of venom as a fully grown adult, but even a small dose of Moccasin venom can be 
extremely painful and cause serious, permanent injury.  
 
The only question was: which hand do I use to pick up the Snake? 
 
I'm sure everyone has faced the old "Which Hand Do I Stick In The Fire" dilemma 
at some point in their lives.  Like which hand reaches into the slimy kitchen trash 
bag to find the crumpled label with the cooking instructions.  Or like the time I 
dropped the kitty litter box and a couple of fresh cat "nuggets" rolled behind the 
washing machine.  Which hand was going to reach in and retrieve them?  I 
pondered the situation carefully, then did what any good, responsible husband 
would do.  I left the nuggets there as a surprise for the wife.  
  
Maybe one day - in the very distant future - a sock or a scarf would fall behind the 
washer and my dear wife would discover the little hidden treasures.  Then she 
could decide which hand would pick them up.  (Hopefully by then the little poops 
would be dusty, dry and harmless.)   
 
Plus, there was really no downside to the plan.  If I got caught or accused,  I could 
always blame it on the cats.  I like cats - they are handy that way.   
 
I looked down to see which one of my hands would volunteer to pick up the snake 
but they were nowhere in sight.  (They must have read the preceding paragraphs.)  
My left hand was hiding in my back pocket pretending to scratch a nonexistent 
itch.  My right hand was trying to look busy - like a person might do if he didn't 
want to be chosen by the teacher or the boss.  It was waving to some people on 
the other side of the parking lot.  People I didn't even know.  They waved back.  
 
"Come on guys,"  I said to my hands.  "Are you a couple of wimps?  It's just a little 
snake." 
 
My right hand spoke up first.  "It's not 'just a little snake.'  It's a fully armed, 
extremely dangerous Water Moccasin.  Besides, you're right handed.  You need 
me.  When you play baseball, you bat right-handed and you throw right-handed.  
When you drive, I unlock the door, put the key in the ignition and the car into gear. 
I hold the fork when you eat and the pen when you write.  I polish your shoes, 
button your shirt, zip your fly, shave your face, comb your hair, brush your teeth.  
Heck, I even wipe your..." 
I quickly interrupted. "I think we get the picture." 
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But my right hand continued, "... wipe your brow when you're sweating.  What did 
you think I was going to say?  And you snap all those pictures of Back Bay with 
what???  With me!  Your right hand."  My right hand had a point.  It concluded,  "If 
anyone should pick up the snake it ought to be Lefty over there."   
 
Well, 'Lefty over there' was out of my back pocket and in my face faster than an 
Oscar Delayoa jab.  "You may bat right-handed and you may throw right-handed, 
but when you're playing third base and you're creeping up the line on the clean-up 
batter, and he hits a screaming line drive aimed directly at your head, who gets 
the glove up and catches the ball?  Well?  Who??"  Lefty paused for effect. 
"WELL???" 
 
"That would be you, Mr. Left Hand," I replied. 
 
"Darn right... I mean - darn correct, that would be me.  Sure, I may throw like a 
sissy - but I catch the ball every time.  And yes, I'm coordinationally challenged 
when it comes to pouring liquids or handling a razor.  But who holds the glass in 
place when you pour a drink?  Or the book when you read?  Or the camera steady 
as you take a picture?  Or the nail - when you hammer?  Need I continue?"  
 
"Well guys,"  I said, "You've both presented some very compelling arguments.  Let 
me think about this for a moment."      
 
Just for the fun of it I decided to pursue the matter a little further.    
 
"We may not be talking about loosing an entire hand," I said. "If the Moccasin 
were to strike, it might just nick a finger."  
 
Wow did that ever stir things up!  Immediately two hands and ten fingers were 
flying around my face, arguing and shouting,  
"I volunteer the Pinky," said the Ring Finger.  "He doesn't do anything." 
"No, no, no - take the Index Finger," cried the Pinky. 
The right middle finger stood up - straight and tall - and strutted its attitude for 
everyone to see. 
An index finger tried to poke me in the eye.  It had to be forcibly restrained by the 
others. 
"Use the left one." 
"Use the right one" 
"Take the index." 
"Pinky, Pinky, Pinky..." 
"I never liked you anyway." 
 
Only the thumbs remained calm and somewhat dignified.  They repeated over and 
over, "You can't afford to lose us.  We are special.  We are opposable.  The 
miraculous appendages of millions of years of evolution."   
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I'd never seen or heard so much whining and arguing or, dare I say it,  finger 
pointing, in all my life.  It was like a cat fight and a dog fight rolled into one - and all 
on the ends of my arms. 
 
The way my fingers and hands were flying around, I probably looked like an 
interpreter for the deaf, speed signing at a Texas auction house - rendering ASL 
(American Sign Language) and bids in U.S. Dollars with my right hand, while 
simultaneously translating it into Spanish and the exact Peso equivalent with my 
left.   
 
Standing alone in a corner of the parking lot, this was no doubt a sight to behold. 
 
Another car started to pull into the lot, saw me waving my hands and fingers like a 
maniac and sped quickly away.  It was the same vehicle that pulled in earlier.   
 
I quickly ran back to my car with my hands and fingers flying and swarming 
around my face like a bunch of angry bees.  I opened the trunk of the car and the 
cooler - with my teeth - and plunged my hands into the icy cold water.   
 
There was barely room to fit both hands between the beer cans, but I managed to 
squeeze them in.  I held them underwater for a good two minutes, then pulled 
them out gasping and coughing and shivering. 
 
My right hand spoke up first.  "Hey!  What did you do that for?" 
"Well, you guys were getting a little out of hand back there."  I said.  "And by the 
way,  I was just kidding about picking up the snake."  
My left hand didn't say a word.  It just reached up and slapped me in the face.  
Hard.   
My right hand watched in disbelief, then decided to slap me too.  Even harder.  
"That goes double for me," it said.   
I looked around to see if anyone was watching.  A young couple were loading a 
canoe onto the roof of the car behind me.  They stopped and stared, open-
mouthed in my direction - as if they had never encountered this sort of behavior 
before.  I Immediately began splashing icy water from the cooler on my face and 
neck like I was trying to cool off.   
"Ahhh," I said, as I threw more water on my face and patted my cheeks, "That 
feels better."  I nodded in their direction.  "Sure is hot out here today."   
That seemed to work. The couple went back about their business.  
 
At least my hands were under control.  For the moment anyway. 
  
I grabbed a towel from the back of the trunk to dry my face.  As I did, I noticed the 
fishing pole behind the cooler.  Or should I say, half of a fishing pole.  It was the 
bottom section of a two-piece surf casting rod I found along the beach trail several 
months earlier.  A frustrated fisherman probably threw the pole into the dunes - 
like a frustrated golfer flings an uncooperative driver into the woods.  The former 
because he couldn't hook a thing; the latter because he hooked everything.  If only 
their fortunes had been reversed.  
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I didn't want to leave the rod on the trail, so I picked it up and figured, if I ever 
found the other half, I would have a whole pole.  I've used the half-a-pole many 
times - not for surf casting or golfing, but to retrieve fishing line, plastic bags and 
other potentially harmful debris from the bay and marsh.   
 
Maybe now I could use it to move a snake. 
 
I hustled back across the parking lot, half-a-pole in hand, to check on my sleepy 
little friend.  I hoped the snake was still there.  And that it was still three 
dimensional.  
  
The snake was there.  Whew.  And completely intact.  Whew, again.  It hadn't 
moved a scale or opened an eye.  And apparently no vehicles had turned into the 
lot.      
 
Very gently, I attempted to insert the end of the fishing rod under the Moccasin.  
No go.  The tip of the pole was too thick.  Thicker than the Moccasin.  The 
Moccasin, of course, woke up immediately and looked at me like I was nuts.   
 
I expected to see a display of Moccasin attitude - the big white cottonmouth - or in 
this case, a little white cottonmouth, but there was none.  The Moccasin just 
started to slither across the parking lot straight at me.  I took a couple of quick 
steps back and put the end of the rod in front of the Moccasin.  I hoped the snake 
would crawl up and onto the pole.  It didn't.  It went around the pole and turned - 
straight at me.  I retreated a couple more steps and laid the end of the pole in front 
of the Moccasin again.  It went around the pole again.  Then straight at me.  
Again.   
 
Well, obviously this wasn't going to work.  First, we were heading out into the 
middle of the parking lot, rather than toward the safety of the swamp.  Second, the 
tip of the pole, though small, was still too large for the baby snake to crawl up or 
hang onto.  I'd have been better off picking it up with tweezers.  Or a snow shovel.  
 
Snow shovel!???  Darn! Too bad it was mid-August and I was carrying my light-
weight summer backpack, because there was a snow shovel in my winter pack.  
My heavy-duty, winter backpack - from LL Bean, of course.  (The original Khatadin 
K-8 model complete with hot chocolate dispenser, wood burning fireplace and 
optional Sherpa guide - on the luxury edition.)  The shovel was In the closet on the 
lower level, next to my skis, parka and ski boots.  Told you those LL Bean 
backpacks were roomy inside.  
 
Oh My Gosh!  My ski boots!  It suddenly hit me. The doggone wine glasses I was 
searching for earlier were in my ski boots!!  
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I put the wine glasses in the boots for protection at the semi-annual Back Bay 
Polar Plunge and Oyster Roast in February.  I didn't want to shatter the fragile 
glasses as I hiked back, shivering and shaking uncontrollably, from my two hour 
plunge in the icy Atlantic.  Come to think of it, my Speedo was still nailed to the 
mantle over the in-pack fireplace - right next to the family jewels.  The Speedo 
was probably dry by now  - considering it was late summer, but I wasn't sure if the 
jewels had thawed out yet.  They were frozen pretty solid.  I should probably take 
them all down before Christmas, though.  Wouldn't want Santa to mistake the 
Speedo for my Christmas stocking - or accidentally reach up and grab the jewels.  
That could be embarrassing for both of us.  Ouch. 
 
Oops, sorry.  My train of thought got derailed.   
 
(Editor's note: No surprise there.)   
 
Why was I talking about the Polar Plunge??  Oh yeah, the snow shovel and the 
wine glasses.  I now knew what happened to the wine glasses.  And the shovel 
gave me an idea. 
 
If I only had something flat with a handle, preferably a long handle, that I could 
slide under the snake - or that the snake could easily crawl onto.  Something 
similar to a shovel.  Like an axe.  Like Ray's Battle Axe. 
 
Hmmm... It just might work.  I dropped the fishing pole and ran over to where the 
gear from my backpack was strewn across the parking lot.  Tarp.  Beer keg.  Cat. 
(MEOOWWW).  Horse shoes.  Darn - why didn't I disempack in alphabetical 
order???  Sea shells.  Flashlight.  Battle Axe!!!   
 
I picked it up. 
 
The Battle Axe was heavy, but very well balanced - maybe half a gram light on the 
back end.  Obviously, the medieval armorer's took great pride in the precision, 
design and workmanship of their weapons.  As did Ray when he crafted this 
reproduction. 
 
What did Ray tell me?  it was a Danish Battle Axe from the twelfth century.  It had 
a wooden handle and an iron head with a steel cutting edge on the face of the 
blade.  It was very sharp and very powerful.  He said that the famous  Bordeaux 
Tapestry in France depicted a soldier wielding a similar axe, removing a horse's 
head with one clean blow.  Wow.  Good thing there were no horses in the 
immediate vicinity.  
 
I hustled back to the snake and laid the head of the axe on the pavement in front 
of the Moccasin.  "Come on little buddy," I begged.  "Last chance.  Crawl up on 
the axe.  Please..." 
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To my amazement - and relief - the snake slithered onto the blade and curled up 
into a ball.  I quickly raised the axe.  This wasn't going to be easy - balancing a 
snake on the blade of an axe.  I tilted the face of the axe up slightly so the snake 
slid into the crook where the handle held the blade. 
 
"Hold on tight, buddy," I said as if the snake could hear me and had the 
appendages to comply, "And fasten your seat belt.  We're off..." 
 
I started running across the parking lot toward the woods and the swamp - the 
battle axe held carefully to my side.  I felt a little like a collegiate lacrosse player 
running down the field with the ball nestled in the net on the end of his stick.  Only 
I wasn't carrying a ball and there was no net for the snake to nestle in.   
  
For a moment I considered stopping short and flinging the snake up and over the 
parking lot, over the cars, and into the woods, like a lacrosse player might pull up 
and fire a shot on the goal.  But I quickly abandoned the idea as too risky.  What if 
the snake fell short and landed - splat - on the pavement?  Or on a windshield?  
Or on somebody's head?   What if the snake went too long and smacked into a 
tree or got impaled on a branch?   I thought about the bird watchers with their 
binoculars scanning the sky from the observation deck at the Visitors Center.  
What would they think? 

Abigail: 

Constance: 

Abigail: 

Bob: 

 

Constance: 

Abigail: 

 

"Did you see that?" 

"See what?" 

"That copper-colored, wingless, featherless baby bird." 

"The one with a big white cottonmouth, yellow tail and fangs like a snake - 

flying sideways?  I saw it too."   

"Where?" 

"Over there.  Over the parking lot."  

Abigail, Bob, Constance, Daphne and Henry sat in their lawn chairs on the 
observation deck of the Visitor Center.  They were looking for birds to add to their 
lifetime lists.  It would have to be a very rare and very unique bird to make the list, 
considering the combined ages of the group was just a couple of social security 
checks shy of 360 years.  The five avid aviarians represented the executive 
committee - and the entire rank and file membership - of the Back Bay Senior 
Bird Watchers Society.  BBSBWS for short and pronounced just as it's spelled. 
"BbsBws" - or roughly the sound made when twiddling your lips with your fingers.  
I'm sure you wanted to know that. 
 
Abigail, Bob and Constance actively scanned the bay, the marsh and the sky with 
binoculars.  Daphne was keeping an eye on Henry and playing with several 
butterflies that seemed mysteriously attracted to her flower print dress.   Henry 
was sound asleep.  His big bulky WWII era binoculars rested comfortably on the 
swell of his stomach, rising and falling with each slumbering breath.  The lenses 
of the old field glasses reminded Daphne of the portholes on a ship, rising and 
falling on the ocean swells.  It was making her just a little queasy and seasick... 
When suddenly:   

Side Note:  The observation deck at the Visitor Center reminds me of an outdoor stage, so this 
scene is presented sort of like a play.  An off-Broadway play.  Way, way off-Broadway.  And sorry 
about the notebook paper.  It was all I had at the time and I'm too lazy to re-type it.      
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"Did you say it had fangs like a snake?" 

"Yes.  I think it was a snake." 

Henry wakes up. 

"Snake?  Did someone see a snake?" 

"Yes.  Abi and Bob saw a snake flying over the parking lot." 

"Snakes can't fly." 

"This one did." 

"A circus can't fly, but we've all seen Monty Python's  

 Flying Circus on TV." 

"This isn't TV and I agree with Bob.  That was a flying snake." 

"Did it look like anything this?" 

 Daphne holds up a wad of pages with a photograph of a  

 baby water moccasin. 

"Yes, indeed.  It looked exactly like that."   

"Except airborne." 

"Let me see that." 

Daphne hands Abigail the pages.  

"The caption says that this is a baby moccasin - recognizable by  

 the yellow on the tip of its tail." 

"I saw the yellow tail on our flying object." 

Abigail flips through the pages. 

"This is someone's Back Bay Journal with pictures taken  

 between January and May of this year.  Daphne, where  

 did you get these pages?" 

"I found them in the parking lot.  They were part of a book.   

 I tore out some of the pages and used them to... to...   

 Well, you know how icky things can be in a public loo.   

 I used them to cover the seat." 

Abigail instantly drops the wad of pages. 

"You didn't use these pages did you???" 

"Of course not, dear.  I was saving these for later.   

 You are more than welcome to use them too." 

Henry takes the pages from Abigail and stares at them. 

"I'm telling you - snakes can't fly.  Was there a bird attached?" 

"No.  I didn't see a bird.  Abi, did you see a bird?" 

"No.  It would have to be a rather large bird to carry a snake.   

 I think we would have seen it." 

"You said it was a little snake - a baby snake.  Maybe it was being     

carried by a small bird - like the African Swallow.  They carry 

coconuts, you know."  

"I'm telling you, snakes can't fly." 

"Maybe it was an invisible bird." 

"There is no such thing as an invisible bird.  Have you ever seen one?" 

"Of course not silly, they're invisible.  The sky could be filled with invisible 

birds and we would never know it." 

They all look at the sky. 
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"I can't believe we're all looking at the sky for invisible birds.  

 This is silly." 

"It wouldn't seem so silly if it was raining jello shooters.  

 We could just open our mouths..." 

Daphne opens her mouth and looks at the sky. 

They all open their mouths and look at the sky. 

Too bad it is a bright, clear, sunny day.  Not a jello cloud on the horizon.  But 

that's faith.  Many things are invisible to the man who closes his eyes and his 

mind to possibility and imagination. 

"I'm telling you... snakes CAN"T fly!" 

"Daphne has a point, though.  Just because you cant see something 

 doesn’t mean it doesn’t exist."   

"That's true.  Like electricity.  Or the stars."   

"I've never seen Richard Gere or Harrison Ford,  

 but I know they exist."   

"Not Hollywood stars.  The stars in the sky.  You can't see them  

 during the day, but they are shining down on us all the same." 

"It's like living in the shadow of the invisible bird." 

Everyone looks at Daphne.  

"Huh???" 

"It could have been a camouflaged bird." 

"A camouflaged, invisible bird???  Isn't that rather redundant?" 

"They have a great selection of camouflage gear down at... " 

"If you even mention Maggie and Ray's, I'm going to beat you to  

death with your binoculars." 

"Maybe it's an alien bird.  No one ever sees the aliens,  

 but people and pets and farm animals go missing all the time."  

"Like a Romulan Bird of Prey with a cloaking device."  

"Maybe it's an Invisible Red-Bellied Snake Catcher."   

"Or an experimental stealth bird.  There is a Naval airfield nearby.   

 Maybe the military is training and testing a new breed of 

 stealth attack bird." 

"Like they trained dolphins to blow up ships." 

"But experimental stealth birds that catch snakes?  What's the point?" 

"It's a government program - it doesn't need a point.  And we didn't  

 actually see the bird swoop down and catch the snake.  For all  

 we know the snake could be the payload." 

"Are you saying that we are paying our hard-earned tax dollars  

 for a top-secret, government program to train invisible birds  

 to drop snakes our enemies?" 

"That may not be so far-fetched.  I read about a program the  

 military developed in WWII to drop bats on the Japanese."  

"Invisible bats?" 

"No. Incendiary bats." 

"Like little fire-breathing dragons swooping down from the night sky." 
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"Well, I don't think that's exactly how the plan was supposed to work." 

"Eeeewww.  I'd hate to get one caught in my hair."  

"Maybe the government should develop a program to drop 

 jello shooters on the enemy." 

"Invisible jello shooters." 

"Strawberry flavored." 

"Then we could all be friends." 

 

"I still say it's an Invisible Red-Bellied Snake Catcher."   

"Why do you insist on calling every unidentified bird, or animal,  

 or plant a red-bellied something or other?"  

"Because it's so sublimely absurd.  Have you seen a  

 red-bellied woodpecker?" 

"Yes." 

"Have you seen the red on its belly?" 

"No. Nobody has seen the red on its belly.  The belly is typically hidden  

from view during most field observations." 

"Then why call it a red-bellied woodpecker?  Why not call it  

 something that can actually be seen during normal field observations?   

 It's like calling Henry a red-bellied codger instead of  

 a bald southern fidget.    

What? I don't have any red on my belly.  

"No red that can be seen during normal field observations." 

"I'll show you." 

Henry starts to pull up his shirt.  

"Henry, NO! " 

"Looks more like a hairy-bellied coastal codger."   

"Henry, thank you.  But we really don't want to see your belly:  

 red, white, blue, plain, peanut, jelly or otherwise." 

"OK.  But I'm telling you, snakes can't fly." 

"Thank you Henry.  Go back to sleep." 

 

"How are we going to explain this sighting?" 

"The only logical explanation is an unidentified, invisible bird." 

"If only we had the Field Guide to Unidentified Birds." 

"There is no such thing as a Field Guide to Unidentified Birds." 

"Maybe we should write one.  And a Field Guide to Flying Snakes." 

"Snakes can't fly" 

"Thank you, Henry!" 

"Of course there is a Field Guide to Unidentified Birds.  I bought one at 

 the auction just now.  I just haven't gone around to collect it yet." 

"What Auction?" 

"The deaf auction.  Didn’t you see it?" 

"You mean the guy we saw waving his hands around in the corner  

 of the parking lot. " 
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"Yes, him.  From the auctioneer's description - at least what I could 

 make out - its basically an encyclopedia of unidentified birds  

 with 47 blank pages at the end." 

"Don't tell me, the blank pages are the section on invisible birds."  

"Oh, you've read it.  I told you Abi.  See... Bob has read it." 

"You bought the book where?" 

"At the auction for the deaf.  You know, the fellow in the parking lot.  

  His fingers and hands were moving so quickly, it wasn't easy to follow.  

  But I got the book for fifteen pesos.  Or was it fifty potatoes?  My Spanish  

  isn't all that good."     

Bob and Abigail look at each other, then at Daphne 

"Daphne, dear, are you sure that was an auction?"  

"Of course.  I speak sign language. It was an "owed taxes" auction.   

 I bought an 1810 French arm-pillow seat." 

"Oh, my dear, dear, dear Daphne.  I saw the auction too.  And I also  

 understand American sign language.  The translator was a boob.   

 It wasn't an "owed taxes' auction. It was an "old Texas" auction.   

 And that wasn't an 1810 French arm-pillow seat.  It was eighteen tins  

 of fresh armadillo meat." 

"Oh no..."  

"All that junk in the parking lot was an auction?   I thought some guy's 

 double wide had exploded.  Jeez, if I had known, I would  

 have bid on the cast iron sink. And the tarp."  

"Hush, Bob!  Daphne, did you buy anything else?" 

"Just a long-haired Chow. Chow's are so cute and cuddly, don't you think?" 

"Did someone say chow?"   

"Daphne, we're talking about a Texas auction.  That wasn't a long-haired  

 Chow.  It was a long-horned Cow." 

"Oh my, whatever will I do with a long-haired cow?  I mean a long-horned  

 Chow.  I'm so confused." 

"Chow, cow, fresh armadillo meat... I don't care.  I'm getting hungry." 

"And cranky, too." 

"Maybe we can make Henry a flying snake sandwich." 

"Snakes can't fly." 

 

"There is only one thing to do.  As the President, the Chief Executive Officer,  

 the Top Dog, the Head Honcho, the Big Cheese, the King Rail  

 and the Great Heron of the Back Bay Senior Bird Society, I am now  

 calling an emergency meeting of the executive committee.  Will the  

 secretary please take the roll call?" 

Constance looks around. 

"All members present and accounted for your most honorable, Cheese-Dog,  

 Heron, Sir." 

"Very well.  Ladies and Gentlemen, let's look at this logically.  Abi and  

 I both agree we saw a snake flying through the air." 

"Snakes cant fly." 
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"Henry, thank you.  I believe we can all agree that snakes can't fly." 

"Agreed." 

"I told you so." 

"Therefore the snake must have been carried by a bird." 

"Agreed." 

"We didn't see a bird." 

"Agreed." 

"Therefore the bird must be invisible." 

"Agreed." 

"Constance, are you getting all this down?" 

"Yes, your most holy head rail.  

Abi raises her hand. 

"The chair recognizes Abi." 

"We should submit an official report to the Ornithology Lab at Cornell  

University and see what they have to say." 

"Yes." 

"I'd love to write up the report.  What should I include?" 

"The date, the time, weather conditions, general circumstances of the  

 sighting.  The names and contact information of the parties present  

 at the sighting.  What Henry had for breakfast - or didn't have for lunch." 

"Snakes can't fly." 

"How did I know you were going to say that?" 

"What will we name the bird?" 

"The Invisible Red-Bellied Snake Catcher." 

"We should probably include 'American' so it's not confused with an  

 invisible European snake catcher."   

"Good idea.  The Invisible American Red-Bellied Snake Catcher." 

"And tufted too.  Or is that 'and Toto too'?  Yes, we should describe it as  

 tufted.  The Tufted Invisible American Red-Bellied Snake Catcher." 

"I don't know about that.  I didn't actually see a tuft.  Abi did you see a tuft?" 

"No." 

"We should try to keep this report as accurate as possible.  At least there  

 is a precedent for calling it red-bellied - even if its belly was not observed." 

"Fine.  I just like things that are tufted." 

"We should include something about the color.  What color was it?"  

"Jeez... I don't know.  How do you describe the color of an invisible bird." 

"That's easy.  It was the color of the wind." 

"I like that." 

"Me too.  Wind colored.  It just sounds nice." 

"Wind colored it is.  Would that be the color of the male or the female?" 

"The female.  The male is a little darker and more vibrant.  Especially  

 during mating season." 

"That's good.  Darker and more vibrant than the wind." 

"What about the babies?  What color are they?"  

Everyone turns to Daphne. 

"Speckled.  A soft speckled breeze." 

"Yes!" 
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The scene suddenly shifts to a small, well-kept snake den in an upscale 
neighborhood overlooking the marsh and the bay... 
 
"Snakes can't fly, can they Grandmamma?"  The little snake looks up at its 
grandmother. 
"No Dear, of course not.  If we were meant to fly, we would have been given wings 
like the birds."  Grandma snake continues stirring the turtle egg soup. 
"But we can swim like fish, can't we?"  The baby snake flicks out its tongue.  "Gosh, 
Grandmamma, the turtle egg soup sure smells good." 
"Yes Dear, we can swim.  But not like fish.  We float on the water and we breathe 
air.  And don't forget, Dear, we can also climb trees." 
"Ahem."  Grandpa snake clears his throat and slithers into the kitchen. "Ahem.   
What's this I hear you telling Junior that snakes can't fly?"  
"Oh no," says Grandma snake. "Now you've got him started."    
"Come here, Junior.  Come and sit on Grandpa's coils.  Let me tell you a story.  A 
true story from a long, long time ago.  When your Grandpa flew like a bird." 
The vertical slits in juniors eyes widen and his yellow tail starts wagging.  He is 
excited.  "You flew, Grandpa?  You flew?"  
"Yep Junior, I sure did.  I was about your age, maybe a little younger, sleeping 
peacefully in a parking lot..."  
 
No. I wasn't going to fling the snake.  Still, it probably would have made a good story 
for the Moccasin to tell its grandkids.  If snakes actually had grandkids.  Or told 
stories. 
 
I continued running toward the woods.  
  
I glanced at the Moccasin on the end of the axe.  Its tongue was out, flapping in the 
breeze behind its head - like the scarf of a barn-storming biplane pilot.  All the snake 
needed to complete the picture were flight goggles and a little leather helmet.  It 
looked like it was having fun.  Enjoying the ride.  Wheeee.  If the little Moccasin had 
fingers, I believe it would have given me a thumbs up. 

 

"Got it.  Did you observe the male or the female?" 

"I'll take that one.  It was obviously the male.  The females  

 are afraid of snakes." 

And so we leave Bob, Abigail, Constance, Daphne and Henry busily preparing 

their report to submit to Cornell.  I wonder what the folks at the Ornithology 

Lab will think? 

"Henry, wake up.  Do you have anything to add?" 

"Snakes can't fly." 

 

Snakes cant fly? 

 

Snakes can't fly.  Well, there you have it.  According to our expert birders, 

snakes most definitely can't fly.  Or so it would seem.  
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I didn't see the young man on the racing bike until the last possible second.  He 
came around the corner so fast neither of us had time to react.  As soon as he 
saw me he tried to hit the brakes - but it was already too late.  There wasn't 
enough room to stop. 
 
Then he spotted the battle axe.    
 
Maybe the cyclist was familiar with the Bordeaux Tapestry and what the weapon 
could do to a rider on a horse - or on a bicycle.  Then again, maybe he wasn't.  
Either way, the moment the cyclist saw the blade of the battle axe gleaming in the 
late afternoon sun, he did what any sensible cyclist would do.  He screamed like a 
little girl and dove off the bike. 
 
The cyclist was lucky.  He landed on a grassy median, performed a series of 
highly acrobatic but painful looking somersaults, and came to rest against a large 
green trash can.   
 
The bicycle, meanwhile, never paused.  It continued on at high speed - on a direct 
collision course with me.       
 
Fortunately, though, I played a lot of football as a kid.  Not as a power runner - I 
wasn't that big.  More of an open field or broken field runner - screen passes, 
quick hits over the middle, kick-off returns and such.  It had been many years 
since I played, but I seem to remember carrying a football under my arm - not a 
snake on the end of a battle axe.  I also don't recall ever seeing a bicycle on the 
opposing team.  Still, the principles were basically the same.  Wait for the 
defender - or, in this case, the bicycle - to commit, then make your move.  
 
I was pretty sure the bicycle wouldn't go for a head fake, so I paused maybe a 
quarter of a step, then hurdled across the speeding bike between the handle bars 
and seat without breaking stride.  I felt like Gale Sayers leaving a would-be tackler 
eating his dust.  Not bad for an old man.  Excuse me, not bad for a man of my age 
and experience. 
 
I heard "oohs" and "aahs" and cheers coming from the observation deck of the 
Visitor Center.  Apparently some of the refuge guests were enjoying the action.  I 
smiled toward the crowd and was tempted to wave, but thought it better to keep 
both hands firmly on the axe with our little Moccasin friend aboard. 
 
I glanced back at the cyclist on the ground.  He appeared to be OK - a little dazed 
perhaps, but resting comfortably against the trash can.  I can't say the same for 
the bike. It sped along for another fifty meters or so, then fell on its side spewing a 
trail of pedals and parts, until an SUV backed up and mercifully put it out of its 
misery.  I had a few - no - more than a few choice words to say to the downed 
cyclist, but that would have to wait.  I had a Moccasin to save. 
 
I continued running toward the woods and the safety of the swamp.  
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There was a sudden gasp from the crowd.  I turned to look just as the second and 
third bikes flew around the corner and raced into the parking lot.   
 
"What is this," I thought, "the frigging Tour d' Refuge?"  Only I didn't use the word 
'frigging'.  It may have been 'gosh darn'. 
 
I'm not sure what surprised the additional cyclists more: seeing their buddy 
sprawled in the grass - or me running across the parking lot with what appeared to 
be a snake on the end of an axe.  Either way, they were too shocked to slow down. 
  
I did a spin move to the right around cyclist number two, another to the left around 
cyclist number three, and continued running across the parking lot toward the 
woods.   
 
The crowd went wild.  I do believe Mr. Sayers would have been proud.  
 
A hundred yards to go.  The snake was barely hanging on to the end of the axe.  I 
had my head down, running between the rows of cars.  Nothing to stop me now.  
Nothing in my way.  I glanced up.  Nothing EXCEPT that group of ten or fifteen 
people near the end of the parking lot - with their ten or fifteen kayaks scattered on 
the ground.   Where in the heck did they come from??? 
 
It was one of those doggone nature tours from Maggie and Ray's Bistro, Back Bay 
Expeditions, Bikini Rentals and Bait Shack.  I would add "not to be confused with 
Margie and Ray's Fine Seafood Restaurant on Sandbridge Road,"  but I was too 
tired and too out of breath, and just didn't have time to mention that at this point.  
Besides, Margie and Ray's Fine Seafood Restaurant doesn't offer Bait, Back Bay 
Expeditions or Bikinis.  For rent - or for sale. 
 
The kayak group had just finished their paddle tour of the Bay and were milling 
around in the parking lot waiting for Ray to pick them up.  Oh great, in a couple of 
minutes I was going to have Ray, and his completely restored two and a half ton, 6 
x 6, WWII U.S. Military Cargo Truck - the LWB 353 model, breathing down my neck.  
Ray, who doesn't believe in the concept of 'share the road' or 'right-of-way.'  It's His 
road and His way - the rest of us be damned. 
 
Yuppers, good old Ray, whose big, green deuce-and-a-half was adorned, like the 
fuselage of a WWII flying ace, with decals of the various vehicles, farm equipment, 
utility crews, pets, livestock, people - pretty much anything and everything - he had 
forced off the road, run into a ditch, hustled out of the street, chased up a light pole 
or across a parking lot.  There were decals of dogs, cats and skateboarders.  Lots 
of skateboarders.  Both skateboarders with - and skateboarders without - 
skateboards.  There were decals of chickens, sheep and Walmart shoppers.  Lots 
of Walmart shoppers - both with and without shopping carts.  There were cable 
guys on ladders, cable guys under ladders, trash cans, Nuns, crossing guards, a 
local Mayor and at least two Congressman.  And that was just this week's tally. 
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In all fairness though, it was never Ray's intent to harm or injure his victims   At least 
not on purpose.  It was more a matter of honor - of 'counting coup' in the manner of 
his Plains Indian ancestors. 
 
I certainly didn't relish the thought of that big, diesel-powered, deuce and a half riding 
up my you-know-what, but I made a commitment to this snake and I was going to see 
it through.  Even if I ended up plastered to Ray's grill work.   
 
I began calling ahead to team kayak.  "Get out of the way.' I yelled. "Hurry, get out of 
the way."  Then I added, "And take your kayaks with you!" 
 
Three or four heads turned and looked ever-so-briefly in my direction, then went back 
to laughing and chatting and toasting their paddle tour with imported champagne and 
Perrier.   
 
Now, I don't know about you, but if I saw a wild man running toward me with battle 
axe in his hands, yelling 'get out of the way' - or yelling anything for that matter - I 
would probably sit up and take notice.  Perhaps try to determine if the person 
represented a potential threat  - or if the message was a warning of impending 
danger.  Like perhaps the person was being chased by a grizzly bear or was carrying 
a poisonous snake on the end of the axe. 
 
Not these people, though.  No, Sir-ree.  They didn't raise an eyebrow or budge an 
inch.  Who knows, maybe they were from New York, where encounters with wild 
men, battle axes, snakes and grizzly bears were a daily occurrence.  Or maybe they 
were French.  
   
YIKES!  LOOK OUT!   
Sorry about that.  I had to jump over a kitchen sink some idiot left in the parking lot.  
Hmmm, dual basin, white porcelain.  It looked vaguely familiar. 
I continued running toward the woods and the blockade of kayaks.  I was about to 
call out to team kayak again, when I sensed something behind me.  Something 
moving fast.  And getting closer.  Gulp.  
  
No doubt it was Ray in his truck.  I wondered what the decal for "man running with 
snake on battle axe" would look like.  I glanced over my shoulder.  It wasn't Ray.  It 
was cyclists number two and three.  They were beside me in an instant. 
   
"No worries," said number two.  "We've got you covered."  They sped on ahead. 
 
"Out of the way." number two shouted at the kayak convention.  "Get out of the way.  
Man coming through with a snake.  Move it!  Move it!  Move it!" 
 
Then the third cyclist started.  "Homme avec un serpent! Danger! Un serpent toxique! 
Sortez! Il est un Americain imbecile! 
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Well, that certainly got the kayakers' attention.  They grabbed up their boats and their 
gear and scattered so fast it was like someone flashed an INS badge and shouted  
'Immigration' at a Mexican Restaurant.   
 
I apologize, me disculpo, to all our Mexican friends.  Nothing personal, but I actually 
saw that happen in a restaurant near Washington, DC.  By the way, I really do enjoy 
your spicy tacos and bean burritos.  And your Tequila.   
 
Forty yards to go and a clear field ahead.  I felt like I was running toward the end 
zone about to score the game winning touchdown at the Super Bowl.  OK, maybe not 
the 'Super' Bowl, but certainly the 'Pretty Good' Bowl.  Or something equally 
important and impressive.   
 
Or maybe it was like a hockey player in the Stanley Cup, or a soccer player at the 
World Cup finals, who, with incredible skill and daring, had beaten the defense and 
was closing in on the game winning GOAALLLLLLL!!     
 
I noticed the parking lot was lined with people... hikers, joggers, fisherman, 
birdwatchers, tourists, visitors - all clapping their hands and cheering me on.  Folks 
were standing on the tops of cars to get a better view. The people on the observation 
deck of the Visitor Center were chanting "U S A, U S A" and waving American flags.  
Except for five old birders who seemed to be engrossed in a conversation about 
invisible birds and flying snakes.   
    
The bicyclists, twenty in all (I only personally encountered the first three), formed an 
escort around me.  They were clearing a path and guiding me toward the goal.  Ray 
was behind them flashing the lights on his truck, honking his horn and waving.   
 
I saw something plastered on the grill of Ray's truck.  It was the first cyclist - the one 
that almost nailed me with his bike.  Way to go Ray!  
 
The Goodyear blimp hovered overhead.  
 
I glanced at the Moccasin on the blade of the axe.  It was standing upright on the tip 
of its tail, smiling and acknowledging the crowd, slowly moving its body back and 
forth, side to side - much like the Pope waves his hand.  You would have thought the 
snake was the Homecoming Queen or the Guest of Honor at a ticker tape parade.   
 
The Blue Angels roared across the sky.  Followed by the Air Force Thunderbirds.  I 
could hear the Marine Corps Band  playing 'God Bless America' in the distance.  
 
If this had been a Disney film, Bambi and Thumper, raccoons and chipmunks - all the 
little creatures of the forest would have been singing and dancing, as bluebirds and 
butterflies flitted about my head.  (Of course, as a red-blooded, American male, I 
would never participate in a story that included anything "flitting" around my head.) 
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Twenty yards to go.   
 
The kayakers had arranged their long, colorful boats in two rows - standing on end 
and angled inward to form an archway.  Like an archway of crossed swords.  An 'Arc 
de Triomphe' of sorts that I could run through as I exited the parking lot and entered 

the woods.  They were smiling and cheering and waving French flags. (Note to 
myself:  If I ever have the opportunity to revise this journal, be sure to replace the 
French flags with American flags.  And maybe replace the French with Norwegians.)  
 
Fifteen yards to go. 
 
The crowd was going wild.  There were vendors selling hot dogs, peanuts, ice cold 
drinks, cotton candy, "Save the Snake" ("Sauf le Serpent") t-shirts and the official 
souvenir program with my picture on it.  There were media trucks, satellite dishes and 
an impressive array of cameras and microphones for the post game interviews.  
Temporary bleachers had been erected to accommodate the growing throngs of 
people. 
 
No doubt the road to the Refuge was clogged with cars - like the New York Thruway 
during Woodstock or the long country road in Iowa that led to the baseball field in 
'Field of Dreams.'   
   
Security had cordoned off a section of the parking lot for VIP tents and celebrity 
seating.  I thought I saw Lindsay Lohan and Charlie Sheen being escorted from their 
limousines to one of the air-conditioned tents.  I didn't know if their simultaneous 
arrival was a coincidence or not, but paparazzi were everywhere.   
 
I looked at the snake.  Its eyes were wide in awe and wonderment, but it was staring 
at the woods and the swamp.  At its home.  As much as it was enjoying the 
excitement and the adventure, the limelight and the fanfare, it longed to be back in the 
safety of the marsh and the swamp, in the warm loving arms of its family and friends.  
(Yes, I know.  Snakes don't have arms.  Work with me on that one.  I wasn't sure how 
else to describe it.) 
 
Ten yards to go.  Almost there.  The crowd started chanting.  "TEN.  NINE."  It was 
like the New Year's Eve countdown in Times Square.  Everyone was on their feet.  
Everyone except Lindsay and Charlie who had yet to emerge from the air-conditioned 
VIP tent.   
 
"EIGHT..." 
 
"SEVEN..." 
 
I saw the Dallas Cowboy Cheerleaders out of the corner of my eye.  I'm not 
necessarily a Dallas Cowboy fan, but I certainly appreciate talent when I see it.  
Whether they are wearing my team's uniform - or not. 
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People were tossing flowers and rose petals and the occasional potted plant on the 
path ahead of me.   
 
"SIX..." 
 
"FIVE..." 
 
I glanced at cyclist number two on my right.  "Thank you," I called out. "Thank you 
very much.  I never would have made..."   
 
In retrospect, I never should have taken my eyes off the pavement to speak to the 
cyclist.  Someone, perhaps one of the kayakers, had dropped a Perrier bottle cap.     
I stepped on it and stumbled.   
 
The snake fell off the axe.    
 
I remember the look of bewilderment and disbelief on the little Moccasin's face as it 
fell toward the pavement.  How it struggled in the air trying to regain the safety of the 
axe blade, but lacked the appendages to reach out and grab hold.   
 
The crowd gasped and the entire Refuge fell silent.  It was so quiet you could hear 
the proverbial pin - or in this case - snake drop.    
 
I was carrying the axe on my left.  Cyclist number three was also on my left.  There 
was nothing he could do.   I could almost hear the little Moccasin's mournful cry of 
"Helppp" as it hit the pavement.  And I will never forget the look of sheer terror in its 
eyes as the cyclist's tires cut it clean in half.  
 
If the cyclist had been riding a beach cruiser with wide, soft, under-inflated tires, the 
Moccasin might have stood a chance.  But this was a racing bike; the tires were high 
pressure, hard and thin - and absolutely unforgiving.  Thankfully, It was over in an 
instant.   
 
And in that same instant, triumph turned to tragedy; jubilation to despair. The hero 
became a goat. 
 
A great gasp went up from the crowd.  Parent's covered their children's eyes and 
pulled them close.  Women fainted.  Grown men wept openly.  Friend hugged friend 
and stranger alike.  
 
What moments before had been a celebration of life, a triumph of the spirit - of good 
people coming together for a just and noble cause - was now an incomprehensible 
scene of grief-stricken horror. 
 
I was crushed.  Heart broken.  I dropped to my knees beside the snake and closed 
my eyes.  I couldn't bear to look at its torn, mutilated body.  Mournful cries from the 
crowd echoed around me.  I was so close to saving the snake.  So close.  All that 
work, all that effort, all this typing - for what?   
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I wondered if I would be blamed for the snake's death, though that hardly seemed 
fair.  I was only trying to help.  The question was answered quickly, though.  I heard 
more than one voice in the crowd calling my immediate execution.  Slowly.  By 
torture.   
 
I glanced around.  A mob of angry men with torches and pitchforks were already 
tearing apart the temporary bleachers on the west side of the parking lot and erecting 
a makeshift gallows in its place.  ***OK, where do mobs get their torches and 
pitchforks.  Is there a store that sells (or rents) mob supplies? 'Mobs R Us'?  Oh wait, 
I know.  Maggie & Ray's Mob Supply, Pitchfork Rentals and Gluten Free Bait Shack.  
 
Perhaps it was best to make my exit now and not wait for the official unveiling of the 
gallows or an invitation to be its first and only guest of honor.  
 
I briefly considered grabbing the two-piece snake off the pavement as a memento of 
the occasion but thought better of it as the crowd parted and a heavily armed SWAT 
team began advancing in my direction. 
  
Yep, time to end this story and high-tail it into the swamp. 
 
What did we learn from this experience? 
First of all, the closer you get to your goal, the more you must focus.  I should never 
have become so caught up in all the fanfare and hoopla.  I should never have 
assumed I would make it.  I should never have glanced over to thank the cyclist.  
  
Editor:  "Hold up there a minute."   
 
Keep your eye on the ball.  The game isn't over til the fat lady swings.  Just ask poor 
old Bill Buckner about that one.  
 
Editor:  "Wait!" 
 
Don't ever count your chickens before they’ve hatched.  Or after they've hatched 
either - particularly if you're in a hurry to escape an angry mob.  Sometimes it's better 
not to count them at all.  Just make a big omelet and invite some friends over for 
brunch and cocktails.   
 
Editor:  "STOP!  NOW!" 
 
"WHAT???  I'm trying to explain what I learned from this experience.  Wrap this thing 
up with a cliché ridden summary." 
 
"Who gives a crap what you learned.  I didn't read through page after page of 
obnoxious, irrelevant, long-winded, maniacal drivel just to have you kill off the poor, 
little snake.  What the heck kind of ending is that?" 
 
"Well... " 
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"Well... crap.  Did the snake actually get run over by the racing bike?" 
  
"No." 
 
"Did the snake die?" 
 
"No." 
  
"Did you save the snake?" 
 
"Yes." 
 
"Then by golly write it that way." 
 
"Grrrrr..." 
 
REWIND! 
 
Sorry about the interruption folks.  But we must keep the editor happy.  (And what is it 
with editors and their blue pencils?  Or blue type in this case.  Does it harken back to 
the old days, when proofreaders and editors marked up galleys in blue?) 
  
Anyway, let’s go back to the scene where I was running through the parking lot 
towards the woods with the snake on the axe.  And the crowd was counting down: 
"EIGHT, SEVEN, SIX, FIVE..."  
 
Here we go... 
 
The surging multitudes drew closer, calling my name, tossing rose petals and flowers 
and the occasional potted plant - or full grown shrub - along my path.  
 
"FOUR. THREE." 
 
I glanced at cyclist number two on my right.  "Thank you," I called out. "Thank you 
very much.  I never would have made it without your help." 
   
I side-stepped a bottle cap on the pavement.  Whew, that was close.  No telling what 
might have happened if I'd tripped on it.  The Refuge really should put up some  "No 
Littering" signs for people to ignore.  In French.  (And some "No Bicycles" signs on 
the pedestrian only trails.  Something for the cyclists to ignore.) 
 
The crowd: "TWO, ONE..." 
 
I ran out of the parking lot, under the 'Arch d Kayak' and into the woods.  
The crowd went wild!   I could hear the cheers and applause behind me.  They were 
chanting my name, whistling, whooping, clapping and hollering.   
 
Fireworks exploded in the sky. 
 



TO BE CONTINUED >>>
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Television networks interrupted their regular programming to broadcast the scene 
live.  In Sydney, Tokyo, Beijing, Moscow, London and Paris, all around the globe, 
people poured into the streets. There was an instant world-wide celebration.  Friend 
hugged friend and stranger alike.  Grown men wept openly.  Twitter was 
overwhelmed with twits - I mean, tweets.  The soaring volume of cyber traffic at 
Google and Facebook temporarily shut down the internet.  The whole world became 
one for a moment - to share in the rescue of this one little snake. 
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