Merlyn Part 2
“If talking about your name is too disturbing to you, maybe I should drop the question.”

He cocked his head and looked quizzically at me as though he were seeing me from a new angle. He dropped his head again, but somehow it was more in contemplation than shock or depression. Then he looked up again, and I could almost see one of his eyebrows raised, which makes no sense, because turtles don’t have eyebrows, as far as I know. 

“Hmmm, maybe I should talk about it,” he said thoughtfully. “I’ve never told my story. Nobody has ever asked me about my name. Come to think of it, I’ve never had anyone to talk to, after I couldn’t talk to her.”
“Her?” I asked.
“Yeah, her. Look, I don’t want to start this true confession unless I can depend on you sitting through it.”

“Do I have to do it out here in all these mosquitoes? I’m getting devoured.”

“Where are you staying?”  he asked.

“I’m in the campground just about a mile from here. I’ve got a little pup tent and a Plymouth two-door sedan.”

“Okay,” he said. “I’ll go with you. Can you paddle and listen at the same time?”

“Yeah. I an even able to chew gum while doing both.”

“Humans are nuts. The thought of getting that sticky stuff in my mouth gives me the shivers. I think it would kill me.”
“It’s possible,” I said.
I broke down my sectioned rod and stowed it under the fabric kayak cover, along with the fishing box. Then I retrieved my double-bladed paddle and started to paddle backwards away from the mass of mangrove  roots, until I had enough room to turn the vessel around and start  making my way  back to the campground.  While I labored, I listened to Merlyn, who was hanging atop my shoulder.

“I already told you that my mother laid my egg and crawled away. I’ve never really even seen her, but that’s what mama turtles do. They dig a hole in the sand, plop out their eggs like a chicken, cover up the hole and go back to the water to eat and maybe get fertilized again.”
“That’s sounds rough for a little guy,” I offered, in my attempt to empathize.

“Nah, turtles come equipped with a lot of instincts.   We hatch, dig out of the hole and hightail it to the water as fast as we can. We never even think of our mothers.”

“But you sound unhappy about how that works.”

“Hey! Let me tell the story. Don’t keep interrupting.”

It was becoming clear to me that the tough guy demeanor of Merlyn was really a shield around a vulnerable interior. I wondered whether turtles were all that way. After all, they relied on a hard shell for protection from the world’s harshness.

“So I did what any healthy turtle would do. I dug out of my hole, along with a lot of other newly hatched, and ran for the water. We always know where the water is. Only I never made it to the gulf. I heard a strange noise and felt the thunder of big bipedal feet coming in my direction.”

“Wow! That must have been scary,” I interjected, despite his warnings that I was to keep my mouth shut.

“You ain’t kidding,” he said. “I stuck my head out as far as I could and ran for my life. I was sure I was going to be eaten.”
Merlyn paused momentarily, and I had the distinct impression he was pondering how to proceed. I don’t think turtles can furrow their brows, which they don’t have, but I had that impression anyway. Then he continued.
“You know, at that time, I did not know how to speak. I had no concept of verbal communication. So I’m gonna take liberties and tell you what I think was said and what happened. Sarah was the human that was chasing me. Actually, I don’t know that she had singled me out. She was just running after all of us. She wasn’t big, as humans go. She was just a little girl, and the sound coming out of her mouth was laughter. It was a horrible sound. The closest I can come to describing how it sounded to me is to say that it was like hyena cackling. Later, I came to adore that sound.”

The turtle’s voice suddenly went high-pitched, as he mimicked the sound of a child’s laughter. “Daddy, Daddy,” she cried. “Look at all the baby turtles.”
“Then whomp, I was caught up in her hand. It was a gigantic thing to me, though her hands were very small, being a child, you know. I knew I was done for. I hadn’t seen much of the world, having been out of the hole for only about a minute. I couldn’t believe it. It wasn’t fair.”
“Daddy, Daddy, look. Isn’t he cute? Can I keep him?” Merlin mimicked in falsetto.
“No, Sarah. It’s not a pet store turtle. It’s wild. It doesn’t want to live with people.” Merlyn’s voice tried to imitate a bass, but only with partial success.
“But Daddy, I’ll take good care of him. I’ll love him.  We could keep him in our swimming pool.”

“I don’t think so,” he said. He’ll go to the bathroom in the pool. Do you want to swim in a turtle’s toilet?”

“He’s so tiny that it won’t matter. I could keep him in an aquarium and just take him swimming in the pool once in a while. Please, Daddy. Please.”

“They carry salmonella. It’ll make you sick.”

“No, it won’t! I’ll wash my hands all the time, like you told me to do after I play with a dog.”

“Your mother won’t go for it, Sarah.”

“Can I just take him home for a little while to show Mommy? Please.”
The turtle made a sigh and said, “I know I’m going to regret this. Okay, but only for the day. Tomorrow we have to bring him back here and let him go. Promise?”

“I promise, Daddy. I promise.”

Merlyn made his own genuine sigh and said, “Maybe that would have been the best thing to have happened. But, news flash, when a kid says, ‘I promise,’ that’s not what she means.  Like I said, I can’t swear about all the language, but I’ll put money on my being close. Everything after that is a blur. The next clear memory I have is being held up to Sarah’s lips, and she’s kissing me. I’m living in an aquarium and having daily swims with Sarah in the family’s tiled swimming pool.”  
