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Amelie sat along the water’s edge along Baie Longue, basking 
in the sun and remembering how proud she was last night. 
Her hatchlings were making their way into the sea from St. 
Martin, as she did so many years ago when she was born in the 
warm sand under a moonlit sky. Like generations of green sea 
turtles before, the hatchlings followed their sea destiny. As her 
thoughts drifted, in the distance a steel drum band softly played 
their version of the Aquarium movement from Carnival of the 
Animals by Camille Saint-Saëns.
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The night when Amelie waddled into the sea with her little 
brothers and sisters, her journey took a twist before she would 
come back to her sunny St. Martin island. As they swam into 
the dark water, it was both exciting and scary. Coming out of 
the eggshell was hard work and the salt water was just what 
they needed. Learning to swim in the big waves was the first 
lesson. Getting around all the fish as they pushed further and 
further into the sea was challenging enough. And so many fish! 
Seahorses, sharks, rays, and beautiful coral reefs in shades of 
pink, yellow and green were everywhere. The crabs and lobsters 
were scurrying around the sea floor. 
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The days passed as Amelie swam around with the other little 
turtles, getting further away from St. Martin. They wondered 
when the day would come for their return. As they bobbed in 
the waves together, a big turtle swam up to them and told them 
not to worry. They would be growing up at sea for a long time, 
as was natural. They had seen other grown-up sea turtles along 
the way, but they were solitary and really didn’t mingle with 
other sea creatures. But this meeting was a little different, as 
this hawksbill turtle was on her way back to St. Martin to lay 
her eggs on the beach. How lucky to find another turtle from St. 
Martin in this big open aquarium!
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One day, splashing about, Amelie’s group did not notice how 
dark the sky had become. The wind was whipping about and 
the calm waters were now rough. A squall had rolled in and 
they were getting separated. They were no longer hatchlings, 
and their shells and flippers had grown which made them 
stronger to dive down from the rough water. But Amelie did not 
dive down far enough. She was tumbling with the waves and 
was caught in a strong jetstream. She managed to swim above 
the water’s edge as the squall passed, and saw the current that 
had pulled her was a huge boat, a freighter. With curiosity, she 
decided to follow it.
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The freighter was carrying large goods and called the Bon Ami. 
It was making its way north up the Atlantic into the Hudson 
River. The water had changed, not as bright and blue and with 
different kinds of fish. The water was not so salty, but a mix of 
salt and freshwater, so Amelie would be okay and survive. In 
the distance she saw mountains, but they didn’t look like the 
ones she had seen when she left St. Martin. 
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She decided to swim ashore to the warm sand, and found it was 
neither sandy or warm. There were trees and bushes clustered 
that opened up to small bodies of water. There were strange 
creatures drinking from these waters: deer, rabbits and most 
of all turtles that didn’t resemble the ones in the sea. Amelie 
was puzzled and one of the turtles looked up, saw her and 
approached. The kindly turtle told her that she was a snapping 
turtle that lived in ponds and lakes. Amelie explained that 
she was from St. Martin and how she landed so far north. The 
turtle was very surprised and said they were “island cousins” 
as North America is known as Turtle Island according to Native 
American myth. The mountains Amelie had seen weren’t 
mountains, just cliffs that had shaped the Hudson River. 
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After some time had passed of exploring with her new 
turtle friend, Amelie was feeling something strange, like a 
homesickness. She knew St. Martin was instinctively calling her 
back. She explained this to her turtle friend who agreed, as the 
weather was changing and snapping turtles would be looking 
to go into hibernation. Amelie and her turtle friend made their 
way to the river’s edge and said their goodbyes. As Amelie 
made her way into the water, a freighter, the Bon Ami, was now 
heading south. It was a sign that the same boat was part of 
the natural cycle of a sea turtle’s life of returning to where they 
were born. Amelie waded into the waters of the Hudson, and 
followed the freighter all the way to the Caribbean Sea.
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Years passed after Amelie parted ways with the freighter that 
guided her back to the Caribbean. She swam for a long time, 
and one day swam to Baie Longue to lay her eggs. 

St. Martin — she was home. 
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