
Here's another one:
 
                        GREAT BLUE HERON – STUCK IN THE MUD
 

The pond became infested with an attractive nuisance; water chestnuts.  
They had miniature lily pads and , when in bloom, small white flowers.  Their 
stems, down to the roots, could reach the depth of the pond, as much as five 
feet or more.  At first, there weren’t very many of them and George and I would 
go out in the rowboat and harvest them.  They made great compost for the 
garden.  Gradually, over the course of a few years, they became uncontrollable.
After consultation with the De Rosas and the Portueses, we decided to drain 
the pond, wait for it to dry out, and dredge it clean.

Two years went by, and we were lucky that those were dry years.  We 
hired a company with heavy machinery to come in and dredge.  They were 
able , because the pond had dried out so much, to get most of it.  The center 
was not approachable because of the original stream that ran through it.  What
we were left with was mostly dry, but some swampy areas, with boulders large 
and small which would remain in place.

One day, as George and I were sitting at the dining table, we glanced out 
the sliding glass doors and saw a great blue heron standing in the erstwhile 
pond area, near a large rock.  We didn’t pay much attention to it at the time.  
But later, when we looked again, the heron hadn’t moved.  George said,”It’s leg 
must be caught under that rock.  I’d better go out there before some animal 
decides it’s an easy dinner”.  He put on boots and went out, came back and 
said,”A large snapping turtle, a really big one, has hold of its leg”.  He found a 
small tree limb, went out again and leveraged the turtle off the heron after a 
lengthy  struggle.  Snappers don’t let go so easily.

The poor heron limped away, but not far.  It was too weak from the 
ordeal, which had gone on almost all day.  Towards evening, when we looked 
again, it had recovered enough strength to leave, and was gone.

Soon after that, the pond started to refill.  The rains came, and 
eventually we had  new, pristine water, beautiful again, ready to start a new 
cycle.


