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In appreciation...

Many, many thanks to
the Charlotte Harbor
National Estuary
Program (CHNEP)
and to Captain
Ralph Allen of King
Fisher Fleet Cruises
for supporting this
annual event. Without
grant assistance
from CHNEP and a
generous discount
from King Fisher
Fleet we could not
participate in National
Estuaries Days. For
more information on
CHNEP programs,
call 1-866-835-5785
or visit the web site:
www.CHNEP.org
For more information
on King Fisher Fleet,
call (941)639-09609.
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Our estuarine escape

espite a slight chance of poor
weather, thirty-four passengers
embarked on the Good Times Too for
our fourth annual Literary Passage.
The entertainment began before
leaving the dock at Fisherments
Village, with Michael Haymans, vice
president of the board of directors,
sharing songs heds written about our
Charlotte Harbor habitat.

Once underway, we were ofycially welcomed by King Fisher Fleetis
Captain Randy, who kept us apprised of our whereabouts by pointing out
landmarks and telling tales of local history. Able crewmates Cynthia and
Rena also offered insight into estuary life, as well as tending to our creature
comforts.

Journalist Malcolm Brenner, ylling in as our on-board fiun-naturalist,0
did a terriyc job as an impromptu emcee, combining tidbits of nature
studies with his humorous patter on the habits of dolphins. And the dolphins
cooperated, appearing as if summoned by Malcolmés fimating calls.0 A
pod of four silver torpedoes sashayed in and out of our wake, delighting
onlookers and pre-empting the scheduled presentation on Mary Roberts
Rinehart. 1tés hard to compete with these friendly ambassadors of the deep!

Arriving at Cabbage Key, we enjoyed a leisurely lunch at the Inn. Those
who chose to sit on the outdoor patio were treated to another close encounter
of the natural kind®a great white heron, who stalked regally among the
tables, eyeing our plates (but shaking his head, seemingly in disgust, at the
crust of bread offered by Joan Stevenson. Perhaps he was on the Atkins
diet).

The Rinehart story was duly told on the home voyage, along with the
tale of Columbus McLeod, Audubon warden of Charlotte Harbor, who
lost his life protecting plumage birds such as the mooching heron. Kathy
Futch, treasurer of the board, read poems and stories inspired by our native
environment and then, once more, we gained an escort. Accompanied
by the diving dolphins, we returned to Fishermends Village. Our fipoating
celebrationo of National Estuaries Days ended the same way it begand®in
great style. [J







