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To my family, thank you for teaching me patience and perseverance. 

      

    



  	
        
            
             
 
 
We get by with a little help from our animal friends.
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Into Myself, I Go
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Picture this: the warm sun above me. Under my feet is a muddy, sandy sea floor without water, because the tide went out. The exposed bare bottom sea floor is called “mudflats.”

I’m Sandy, a Diamondback Turtle who lives a lush life in brackish water. Brackish water is a mixture of fresh and salty water combined. And this is the type of water in a tidal creek. 

Sun-soaking in the creek before the river meets the sea is where you will find me.  

The mudflats are home to many sea crawlers like crabs, snails, and small fish. They’re not hard to imagine. These sea crawlers are seen or hidden every day because of the high tide coming in, or the tidal water going out. During low tide, the top of the mudflats have long wavy-like patterns. They’re like mushy sand dunes rolling across the surface of the sea floor. 

My particular corner of this location in the tidal creek is called ShadyFlats. When the tide rolls in, the area fills with two to three feet of water every day. That’s when I poke my head out to breathe and swim in between the rocks underneath. The thick, rich greenery underwater is there for any creature to enjoy. 

Long ago, ShadyFlats got its nickname from birds flying overhead. They noticed dark patches that looked like big shadows across the sand. The name became popular and hard to let go of, like mud and sand on wet toes. 

Today, I spy a long body scuffling along, with a muscular tail, skinny legs, and whiskers. Looks like a delicious shrimp is on my menu for lunch. Mmm, good! 

Many migratory birds drop in to feed, nest, and breed. While some are welcome by me, others are not. Today, one of these annoying birds lands and pecks at my neck. 

“Ugh, I hate it!” To keep myself safe, I must pull a disappearing act. “And for my next trick!” I pull my head and feet inside, leaving only a hard shell for the bird to stare at. “Nah-ahh, go away, pecking bird! Not ready to give parts of my body to you today.” 

I shout at it from inside my shell, hoping it flies away. Ha ha, get them every time. 

After a long wait, the hungry bird leaves without taking a little piece of me. What a relief! With a long stretch, I unpack myself from within myself and crawl along slooowly. No hurry is top speed for a Diamondback turtle on a carpet of sand. My squinty eyes barely adjust to the brilliant sun rays that blanket the landscape. 

Then, I hear my name called by familiar voices. Pals Merme and Ria shout from their resting place. “Hey, Sandy! Are you ready for tea-time?” 

The sun-filled, warm, and breezy days have arrived at the creek.

Chugging along, I finally catch up to my friends and climb onto their backs. “Yeah, of course, I’m ready.” 

Who does not like lazy, carefree moments and restful, tranquil nights? Chit-chatting as we always do, today we decide on a bold move. We make a checklist of things we want to tackle this season. Plans are made for when the flooding rain raises the water level very high. This will help us bodysurf over the road that divides ShadyFlats and the neighboring pond. Merme, my old friend, helps me figure out the best route to take. 

When we are ready, I will lead the adventure.
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Three Of A Kind
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Merme and I grew up as neighbors in the same tidal creek. In Springtime of that year, our moms dug deep and laid eggs well below the surface. They had no clue we would hatch inches apart on the same day. The rest is herstory!

We juveniles tend to gravitate towards each other when we are from the same neighborhood. Merme and I played in the same muddy waters. We got into “Good Trouble,” as our elders would say. We dove into salt water, our jaws shut, and held our breath incorrectly for hours. Learning exercises like that helped us develop underwater skills in the wild. 

Ria came along much later, a newcomer who wandered in one night while Merme and I were schooling ourselves. Ria, a very young Diamondback Turtle, was clueless about underwater feeding, which is normal for a newbie. Her skills appeared underdeveloped, so Merme and I decided to help Ria that night. 

The first lesson went like this: 

“No, not that way,” I said, throwing up my claws to show her something was wrong. 

“Wait for the sea creatures to swim by, then snap your mouth closed.” 

Merme pointed down. “See! Like this.” 

Ria looked so confused. But she practiced, and became a fast learner. We shared info on the best places to catch the delicious crawly creatures. 

“Permission to tag along with both of you,” Ria said. I’m sure she was impressed by our knowledge of these coastal waters.

“OK, all right,” we said, laughing. “Permission granted from our turtle flotilla.” 

Not long after, Ria decided to make ShadyFlats her permanent home. Those were fun times.

Today, we sun-soaked for hours, recharging ourselves while planning our big future outing. 

“So, Ria, we know it is your first time visiting the other side of the road,” I say. “No worries Lil Sis, Merme and I will guide you there.” 

“Guide me to what?!” she asks. 

I realize she needs help painting a picture in her mind of a place she has never seen. “When heavy rainstorms come in, the seawater overflows the tidal creek. That overflow of water allows us to cross into a nearby pond. A pond is a small body of still water kept in place by its borders. Different from our area, which is free-flowing.” 

Merme and I continue to serve up little bites of info at a time for Ria. “And after we cross the road, we crawl through the high grass to the other side.” 

Ria tilts her head in our direction, and her ears perk up to listen better. “Then what?” We are also excited to share our experiences about this place with her. “Oh, that’s easy,” I say. “We position ourselves at the top of the hill overlooking the pond. They’re the best seats in the arena for watching the sport of Bullfrog fighting. They battle for the right to mate with the females.” 

Merme nods yes to agree with me. 

“Aha! I got it,” Ria
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