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I

have been an interpreter
for California State Parks
for a very long time. One of
the most pivotal moments
of my early career came
during my first season at San
Clemente State Beach when I
developed a campfire program
about marine debris which
focused on trash in the ocean
and its effects on marine life.
Everything about the program
was a downer! Although
interesting and educational,
the presentation was filled with
doom and gloom about how
human caused refuse like oil,
fertilizers, household cleaners,
and even dog poop were
detrimental and possibly fatal
to marine creatures. The park
visitors weren’t the only ones
that felt downhearted, even I
Roosevelt
felt mentally exhausted after
the Rosy Boa
each presentation. In those
RIP - 2021
days we would ask visitors
to fill out surveys and some
of the comments made valid
points such as “we need hope”
and “give us suggestions for
solutions so that we can make
fact that for thousands of
a difference.” I took those reflections to heart, added a section
people Roosevelt was the
at the end of the program in which I invited the audience to
first snake they ever got
share creative ideas, and left them with a corny, catchy poem
near, let alone touched
(click here if you can bear to hear it). Those comments forever
and so with great delight
transformed my professional style and how I conveyed the
I would watch as fear and
critical messages of stewardship, and conservation. These days,
trepidation morphed into
with each program I aim to leave visitors with hope and the
thrill and excitement.
knowledge that they have power to affect positive change or
Roosevelt recently passed
as Gandhi said “Be the change you wish to see in the world.”
away. He was a superstar
and I will miss him.
Another defining moment in my state park career was when
I was given Roosevelt, the Rosy Boa. I had never owned a

snake before and had never
even considered one, but when
the Orange County Natural
History Museum at Aliso and
Woods Canyon Wilderness Park
shuttered and Scott Thomas
from Audubon was looking
for homes for the live animals
he asked if I wanted one of
the snakes for the park. My
kids were still young and I
remembered taking them to
the museum and holding the
gentle, docile Rosy Boa and
thought he would make a fine
animal ambassador for Crystal
Cove. What I didn’t know at
the time was what an impact
Roosevelt would have on my
programs and how his sweet
nature and slinky, muscular
form would awe, and impress
thousands and thousands of
children and adults alike. I bet
his adorable face is plastered
over five counties as parents
and teachers snapped photos
of Roosevelt being cautiously
caressed with one finger by
their own children. I know for a
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While I was grieving the passing of Roosevelt I thought about
when he first moved into the office and searched through
the Crystal Cover archives to reminisce about my early
impressions. It was March of 2008 when I wrote: “Recently I was
faced with a moral dilemma. I have always wanted a live animal
to share in our education programs, but for a variety of reasons
have never pursued it. But a few weeks ago, I received a gift, a
beautiful Rosy Boa who my boys and I have named Roosevelt.
Rosy Boas are gentle creatures which stretch about two feet long
as adults and inhabit rocky areas in coastal sage scrub, chaparral,
and desert environments. Only once, while walking on the path
near Reef Point, have I seen this native snake wild in the park
and I remember feeling lucky. Like other boas, most of which are
much larger, the Rosy Boa takes a two-step approach to catching
food. First it strikes out at prey with open jaws, grabbing hold with
rear curving teeth to prevent escape. At the same time, it wraps
itself around its target and squeezes. When the victim stops
struggling, indicating it has expired, the boa swallows its prey.
Herein lies my moral struggle. As a vegetarian for almost three
decades, I have a hard time feeding a living being to another
living being. Of course, as a naturalist I understand the predator/
prey relationship and accept that there are no vegetarian snakes.
I have compromised my values, but am thrilled to have Roosevelt,
the mouse eater, as a member of our interpretive family.”
One of the reasons for having Roosevelt as a park ambassador
was to help instill in children the essential value of respecting
wildlife. It’s difficult sometimes, maybe impossible to love and
respect wild animals when the concept of them is so removed
from reality. We can love leopards because they are beautiful
(in books and on TV anyways) and maybe we even observe
one in a zoo, but a leopard in the wild is an intangible concept.
In response to this consuming concern a team of collaborators,
including California State Parks, united with the mission to
reduce disruptive human encounters with coastal marine

wildlife. Forming the consortium Respect Wildlife they aim
to raise awareness of the potentially devastating impact of
human encounters and through education hope to positively
influence human behavior near wildlife. With a recently
launched creative campaign, I think Respect Wildlife is on the
right track. The group partnered with Gigantic Idea Studio
and came up with a series of catchy ads to promote respectful
wildlife viewing. The relatable messaging and graphics confirm
that seeing wildlife in nature is thrilling, but emphasizes that
for wildlife, seeing us may not be such a thrill. For example,
one of the graphics shows a gnarled hand (that’s a hand in
grabbing mode) reaching towards a seastar that is clinging to
a rock. It is implied that the human behind the hand will be
pulling the seastar off the rock to examine, probe, and share
the treasure with others. For the human…cool, fun, exciting
wildlife encounter, for the seastar, ooooh, not so much. The
goal with this brilliant campaign is for humans to understand
that we are visiting homes— where animals eat, sleep, play
and breed and that fun and respect go together. I think the
six innovative graphics are effective enough to discourage
negative interactions and hopefully help our animal neighbors
thrive. Click here to see the campaign.
A university oceanography class from St. George Utah spent
the entire day at Crystal Cove State Park on a cold October
day. I am sure these students from Dixie State University didn’t
mind the unusually chilly and damp field trip though… how
could they, they were at the coast! How exciting to take a
traveling oceanography college class to experience a marine
ecosystem when you live in landlocked Utah. The innovative
teacher developed a four-day, intensive curriculum-based trip
for her students to Orange County so that they could explore
the tidepools, view geologic and geographic oceanic features
(using our Geologic Points of Interest field guide developed
by local geologist Merton Hill), and observe, firsthand, the
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crashing waves. I took them on a bluff walk and taught these
kids about the coastal sage scrub plant community and the
adaptations some plants have for living in a salty, sea sprayed
environment. I showed them whale baleen, shark skin, and
hummingbird nests. I shared all sorts of nature nuggets about
some of the things we see here at Crystal Cove, but they
taught me something too. I didn’t know there are four types
of breaking waves: spilling, plunging, collapsing and, surging.
According to Surfer Today, “Spilling waves are waves that are
produced when the ocean floor has a gentle slope. As the wave
approaches the shore, it slowly releases energy, and the crest
gradually spills forward down its face until it is all whitewater.
These waves take more time to break than any other wave.
Surfers usually call these waves “mushy waves.” Plunging
waves are formed when the incoming swell hits a steep ocean
floor or a sea bottom with sudden depth changes. As a result,
the wave’s crest curls over and explodes on the trough. The
air under the lip of the wave is compressed,
and a crashing sound is often heard. Surging
waves are produced when long period swells
arrive at coastlines with steep beach profiles.
The base of the wave moves fast and does
not allow the crest to evolve. As a result, the
wave almost doesn’t break, and there is little
whitewater. Surging waves look friendly but
can be quite deadly because of the backwash
associated with them. Collapsing waves are a
blend between surging and plunging waves.
The crest never completely breaks, and the
bottom face of the wave gets vertical and
collapses, resulting in whitewater.” I have
spent years working in a coastal park, walking
the shoreline and enjoying the breaking
waves. I even took a coastal geomorphology
class while in graduate school, but if I once
knew the different types of waves I no longer
remembered. It was fun to be around these
young and enthusiastic college kids and I
loved learning from them.

Thanksgiving is this week, yet it is hot outside with a
temperature hovering around 80 degrees. The beach looks like
summertime and the park is packed. Despite the heat wave and
Santa Ana winds, in just another week the Historic District will
be adorned with holiday décor and a live tree just steps from
the sand on the Promenade near the Beachcomber Cafe. So
soon, as the song says “it will begin to look a lot like Christmas.”
This time of year is also known for the exceptional variations
between high and low tides. The most evident of these “King
tides” can be viewed, while the moon is “new” on December 3rd,
4th and 5th (click here for the tide chart.) To learn more about
this naturally occurring phenomenon join Alex and other state
park staff up and down the coast for the 6th Annual King Tides
Facebook Live Event viewable from the California State Park’s
Facebook on December 3 from 8-10am.
A few weeks ago, on a Saturday morning my husband and I
were sitting on our deck, enjoying the sunshine, the birds, and
the spectacular canyon view. Just
below the deck is a Toyon and
suddenly we heard a rustling in
the brush. John looked over his
shoulder and said “it’s a deer.” I
crept as stealthily as I could to
the side and watched with awe
as this gentle creature, not more
than 10 feet
away from me, browsed on the long green
leaves of the Toyon tree, chewing and grazing
while watching us with her big brown eyes.
We used to commonly see deer in our canyon
and in the coastal sage scrub adjacent to
our house. That’s when there were far fewer
houses on our block and room for the deer
to rest. It made my day to see the beautiful
young deer so close to our home and felt
as if she knew ours was a safe space. As the
Arapaho would say:

“When we show respect for other
living things, they show respect
for us”.
See you in the Park!
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