Beach Waking Up
It is 8 o’clock on Longboat Key. I crawl out of bed and walk to the living room of my oceanside condo. I make my way to the balcony and survey the scene below.  The waves are slowly and quietly rolling in. The sun is already beaming down on the water.  Not a cloud in the sky. There is one man wearing all black walking on the beach today. I wonder if he is sweltering. Suddenly, a flock of seagulls glides by, in search of food.

One hour later…9 o’clock comes.  I can see three fat pelicans bobbing on the water’s surface.  The umbrella man is putting sand anchors into the beach to hold the umbrellas he will raise.  He has a ponytail!  Three ladies are talking and strolling along the shore.  From my perch above the beach I study the umbrella man as he quickly raises a rainbow of canvas umbrellas on my beach.  First a tan umbrella, then a dark green one, finally a brown one. Umbrellas pop open like oversized mushrooms.

Ten o’clock comes and the beach is coming to life!  Each umbrella has a person sitting beneath it; each person is stretched out on a colorful towel or sitting in a reclining lounge chair. The gulf, glowing in tones of turquoise and gold, welcomes a handful of swimmers. I know from experience that the water feels like a tepid bath. A lone fisherman stands at the edge of the surf to the east. Many people are now walking along the beach.
Eleven o’clock, and it’s getting crowded down there. Children are throwing Frisbees and footballs, adults are bobbing in the surf, and a few boogie boards float on the sea of glass.  I must join them!  Quickly putting on my swimsuit and spraying on sunscreen, I climb down the spiral staircase to the powdery soft sand.  Carefully spreading out my pink striped beach towel on the chaise lounge I have reserved, I relax under the tan umbrella. I begin to read my long-awaited romance novel.  
Before I know it I have dozed off for a short siesta. It is lunchtime! I scamper back up the stairs to fix myself a ham and cheese sandwich and a tall glass of unsweet tea.  I reapply my sunscreen and rejoin the sunbathers on the beach.  
At 3 o’clock my friend Melissa comes over from her home in Bradenton. We sit under my umbrella and chat the afternoon away, discussing teaching and her dating life. Dinnertime is approaching and we return to the condo to get dressed and go out to eat.  We eat at the Beach House Restaurant, which is my favorite. A table outside on the beach is our request; we are lucky enough to get seated there. I get the broiled scallops, which are also my favorite. During our meal of white wine, pina colada muffins and seafood, we wiggle our toes in the sand.  If heaven has a dining establishment this might be it!
On the short drive back to my condo Melissa mentions that she saw a sign near a sea turtle nest that indicated hatchlings might come out soon. Climbing down the stairs to the beach once more we notice a group of parents and children-lots of children-gathering in front of the condo next door. Sunset is approaching. As we walk, the crowds get bigger and more animated. A volunteer turtle watcher, standing by the nest, is explaining that the hatchlings are in fact making noise down under the sand.  She advises us to sit down, and we do, forming a human barrier wall on either side of the sea turtle nest. We sit staring at total strangers with a common mission: to be ready if a hatchling appears. No touching allowed.  

Almost on cue a lone hatchling comes staggering out of the nest and scrambles down the pathway we’ve created to the water. Then another, then three or four turtles at a time appear. The volunteers-now there is a man and a woman-reach down with carefully gloved hands into the small hole created by these tiny turtles. They enlarge the hole just a smidge and turtles start pouring out of it like crazy. It’s a sand volcano and turtles are flowing freely!  Children, parents, teachers, and grandparents are all smiling and laughing.  It is a truly magical experience.
Darkness is coming swiftly and Melissa mentions that she has a workshop to attend the next day, so we say our goodbyes.  We realize that neither of us has brought a phone to the beach.  There will be no pictures of this evening, only sweet memories of a time spent on a Florida beach under an August sunset.
