    In the early sixties I sometimes made housecalls in the vast and badly paved interior of South Surrey and this is how I discovered one of these rare old villages called Crescent Beach. Now, as you know, it does not happen often that this kind of name means what it says. We all know fine farms called ‘the Red Cedars’ or ‘Tall Firs’ mainly showing good grazing grass, not endangered by the shade of a single large tree.

    So imagine the surprise when I discovered that this village indeed had a beautiful beach!  At low tide obvious, and very appealing to a younger man born near very similar large dry  stretches along the coast of The Netherlands. The so-called ‘intertidal lands’. Not everyone knows this kind of land apparently. One day, staring across the beachpools separated by the croissant-shaped sandbars, a slightly older man came up to me and said, with the knowing eye-gleam of an unbeatable tourist: “That what you call your beach? Where’s all the water?” “Tide’ zizz down”, I told him. “You mean to say the whole ocean is going up and down here?” This man, clearly a suspect and suspicious landlubber, and therefore incapable of further instruction, had to be left on the boulevard, holding his head in despair about such massive doses of magic.

    That magic also showed up in the village, with crescent shaped groups of houses between curved streets. One of those ran smack into a fence around a large grassy field with cottages and large trees just inside. On top of the fence, a quiet procession took place. A shiny big squirrel followed by three small ones. The concert master heading HER small violin section without panic about the monstrous approaching audience. They must have been treated well by the people of Camp Alexandra! Perhaps many more remaining ‘wild’ animals have been kindly received by the residents at the Camp. Raccoons for instance, and that only surviving marsupial in North America, the opossum, with a number of young hanging on the clothesline of her powerful tail. How, I wonder, does she attach them like that?

   Does she begin fishing around in her pouch with that tail when it begins to feel like too much bedlam in there? Does the biggest nuisance grab it first and travel closer to mom tail over hand? Do all of them ‘play possum’ perfectly at the same time? Do not stand dumb-founded as that landlubber did, if the answer to all these questions would one day be observed as ‘yes’, reader. Ever wondered how small young birds eat out of nigh nests: I saw how, once. Unbelievable. From behind my desk I could look down at a nestful of starlings. Both parents brought food to it as long as daylight lasted. They were draggle and frazzle at sunset. Most of the food was received by the biggest yellow mouth, since the small animal attached trampled the others to get at it. This character also began walking over the smaller ones while trying its wings and gave mom and dad a peck in their behinds as they flew out to find more goodies. 

    Soon a parent returned with an extra big snack, for big-beak’s consumption only, as was clearly understood by all, for none of the others even opened their bottomless pits much as bully waddled over them to get the bait. This time the parent began flying backwards and soon hovered like a hummingbird close to the nest, bully marching up to the very edge snatching at the dangling food. The moment I feared he would fall to his death, the parent backed up some more. Bully indeed tottered and began to fall. I expected a soft landing on the lawn, but the weak little wings kept working. I could hardly believe my eyes when a smooth and fast wide curve to the right was made, some altitude gained followed by an easy sail into the bushes next door. I must have looked like that tourist on the boulevard.

    Yes, Camp Alexandra is definitely in the middle of all the magic of nature at this wonderful village of Crescent Beach.

Dr. C. A. Koch, September 1988 

