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Red Cave Rocks Overhaul 

By Debbie Miller Marschke 

     
The “before” and “after” comparison shots. An “in kind” replacement will never alter the design layout. Photos by Marschkes. 
 
 

SB02 Red Cave Rocks guzzler is located in the Sacramento Mountains, 10 miles southwest from Needles, 
California.  Over the last three years, it was inspected regularly but found to be rather disappointing in it’s 
collection volume.  During each inspection, the check dam was dug out and cleared; upon the subsequent 
inspection, the check dam was filled in again with sand, indicating water flow.  It was not until Steve Marschke 
climbed inside one of the tanks that it’s latent problem was discovered: the tanks were cracked. The fractures 
were tiny separations that ran along the molding lines, almost undetectable but for the tell tale sunlight coming 
through.  

SB02 is one of the oldest systems, with two 1500 gallon upright round tanks feeding a metal “New 
Mexico” style drinker box regulated by a float valve. It’s located in a picturesque narrow canyon of red/orange 
volcanic tuff for which the name was chosen. It’s peaceful, with abundant butterflies, insects, birds and toads; 
aged bighorn sheep sign has been found.  However, without proper collection the system was running dry in the 
summer. It is believed that the repair of the system will transform this guzzler into a reliable source that will bring 
the bighorn back to the area. 

On May 5, 2023, the repair party began. The project was staged at the MDHCA Goffs Schoolhouse and 
Museum, located on old Route 66. Mike Morgan and Marty Ambrose met Debbie Miller Marschke there; the 
three of them painted the two replacement tanks in advance. Arriving to participate was Steve Marschke, David 
Hess, Bill Kulungian, Scott McClinton, David M'Greene, Don Moore, Joe Preiss, Andres Ruetman, John Voght, 



Erich Steiner and his son Gavino, Carlos Gallinger and Rick Ianniello (DFW). Cooking was graciously performed 
by Rodger Lopez, Stephen Vandergriff, and Ariana Flor. 

On Saturday May 6, the group caravanned to the work site with the goal of performing the tank 
replacement within one day. It can proudly be bragged that this crew achieved the goal, even with some setbacks 
that came up. The two aged tanks did not want to leave. Debris and dirt was removed all around them, but they 
would not budge with manpower. Apparently there was enough sediment accumulated in the bottoms to anchor 
them.  Steve Marschke used his winch to lasso and pull the tanks out, but it became an ugly abortion when the 
brittle plastic succumbed to the taught winch cable and sliced the tanks in half like a round of cheese. The two 
halves were ungracefully extracted by the volunteers as the tank halves wobbled, resisted, and were then rolled 
away to the awaiting Big Red truck (so much for salvaging them as planned!) The new tanks were rolled into 
place, all seemed good again until Rick Ianniello discovered a hole about the size of pea in the bottom of one. 
Apparently during receipt and delivery of these new tanks, one of them had been punctured. It’s not known how, 
or by whom, caused the damage but since it was on the bottom, it was only discovered when the tank was tipped 
over on it’s side.  So readers take note – inspect your new tanks as this would have been a disaster had it not been 
discovered. The group pooled every resource they had to perform a proper spot repair. In the meantime, other 
volunteers handled necessary tasks involving digging out the check dam (again), inspecting the pipes, painting 
and camouflage, and loading/unloading the tanks. It was also discovered by Don Moore that the drinker box had 
been tampered with. It was not believed to be vandalism; someone had tweaked the valves to keep them open 
(presumed an innocent act by an untrained visitor). So, in the end, an “easy” repair still presented unplanned 
challenges.  The group was able to exit through Eagle Pass towards Needles with daylight to spare, but by the 
time we all reached Goffs it was dark. Rodger and his crew had a delicious spaghetti dinner waiting, with a 
welcoming camp fire. This repair is categorized as an “In Kind” replacement, as it needed no studies or permits 
to replace the existing upright tanks with the same type and size. Due to the nature of it’s present location, the 
Red Cave Rocks guzzler was not a candidate to upgrade to a Raincatcher tank. It will continue to be monitored 
to see if the historical visitation by bighorn resumes, now that the water collection and retention issue has been 
amended.  

Hanson Quarry Shade Rock Theft 
By Scott Gibson 

 

   

On February 11 th , 2023, SCBS member Rick Halter advised that the shade rocks were stolen from the 
Hansen Quarry wildlife water development. Law enforcement from BLM and CDFW were notified of the theft. 
The hollow shade rocks help reduce algae growth and water loss due to evaporation at our Raincatcher drinkers. 



The Society’s board of directors opted to replace the expensive plastic shade rocks with cheap plywood shade 
covers, the theory being that the plywood shade structures would be less desirable to thieves. Board members, 
John Roy and John Voght pre-fabricated the new shade covers of ½” plywood. On May 15th , a group SCBS 
volunteers met at the Hansen drinker to install the new plywood shade covers. Thank you to Doug Appel, Butch 
Rhodes, Mike Morgan, Dave Walker, Debby Walker and Scott Gibson for making the time and drive to install 
the replacement shade covers.

Desert Bighorn Sheep GPS/VHF Collar Recovery after a Mortality 

By Brian Schwab, SCBS Life Member 

    

Michelle and I were already planning a hike in the mountains over the weekend but hadn’t decided where 
to go yet. “Ding Ding”, the phone went, off signaling I had a new text. I checked the message, from Scott Gibson.  
I bet he has an adventure for me. I wasn’t disappointed. What he described was a decent sized fuel bill generated 
by a long drive to the middle of nowhere, and a “miserable” hike, 4 miles each way and 2,100 ft. of elevation 
gain. The mission: recover the collars from a deceased bighorn sheep.  Mission accepted! I immediately replied 
that we’d make the hike that weekend. We love the outdoors, challenging hiking, remote landscapes, and the 
conservation work we do with SCBS. We are experienced hikers/backpackers and adept in cross-country, off-
trail navigation. I muse that must be why Scott made the hike sound so difficult, as he knows that will lure us into 
the quest. 

It’s no secret to anyone who knows anything about desert bighorn sheep that they live and die in extreme 
terrain.  As such, when a sheep with a California Department of Fish and Wildlife (CDFW) GPS/radio collar dies, 
it can be challenging to retrieve the equipment. This was no exception. There were no directions, paths, or other 
helps guiding us to the collar, just a set of GPS coordinates. We studied topographic and satellite maps of the area 
trying to determine the best route. Waypoints were placed on the mapping software of our phones and we headed 
off.  

Going was easy at first as we followed the gentle slope of a wash for a short time, looking at fox or coyote 
footprints running up and down the wash, and passing by two sun bleached tortoise shells. I don’t like hiking in 
washes unless necessary.  The views are more limited, and the sand pulls more than two times the energy from 
you as walking on hard packed soil. As soon as it made sense, we hopped up on the plateau above the wash and 
discovered an old primitive “trail”. Hiking was much easier and quicker, with inspiring views of the mountains 
in front, and the expansive valley and sand dunes rolling away behind. 

This bighorn sheep had two collars, a radio collar and a satellite collar.  During the sheep’s life, radio and 
satellite collars transmit locations and provide other useful data for biologists. The signals furnish a glimpse inside 



the hidden life of an individual bighorn sheep, identifying not only when it moves between locations, but also 
how it moves.  This data contributes valuable information toward understanding the bighorn lifecycle, preserving 
migration corridors, and long-term sustainability of herds. Knowing the collar’s location is the easy part; 
retrieving it can be another situation altogether.  It takes planning, effort, and sometimes SCBS volunteers to 
recover this expensive equipment so that it can be reused, saving CDFW precious resources to continue supporting 
the bighorn population. 

Now back to the hike. During our hike planning, we failed to note that most of the elevation gain was in 
the last two miles, which meant we would climb almost 1000 ft. per mile. Arriving at the base of the “climb”, we 
surveyed the topography and route options, picked what looked like it might be best, and headed up. Incidentally, 
the pre-marked route was quickly abandoned when we surveyed the possibilities. As we climbed the views grew 
grander and the flora evolved. The desert floor scattered with creosote bush and yucca gave way to rocky hillsides 
covered with a diversity of thriving cacti; varieties of cholla, beavertail, barrel and others adorned what could be 
mistaken for a barren wasteland from a far. It was like wandering through a cactus garden, and we reflected how 
unfortunate that it was a bit early still for the bloom season. Rest breaks afforded peaceful pauses to absorb and 
photograph the scenery around. 

   

As we neared the apex of the hike, pinyon pine began to dot the hillside. The last quarter mile was the 
most challenging as it traversed a tricky boulder field. Arriving at the coordinates provided by Scott, the sheep 
skeleton was quickly located, collars retrieved, and photograph documentation acquired.  

Before descending, we took a moment to take in the vista before us and plan our route down. We didn’t linger 
too long as the day was getting late, we didn’t want to navigate the cactus carpeted slopes in the dark. 

It was a rugged but fun hike.  Our efforts were rewarded with spectacular scenery and the knowledge that we 
contributed to the conservation of a wonderful and majestic species. 

If you love the outdoors, have a willing spirit and want to help in the conservation of Desert Bighorn Sheep, 
SCBS has many types of projects and activities to participate in throughout the year. Contact them today and 
choose your adventure!  

2023: The Sheepholes are Fully Watered 

Submitted by Scott Gibson 

Background: The Sheephole Mountains are located east of the Marine Corps Air Ground Combat Center 
(MCAGCC 29-Palms), south of Amboy and north of Joshua Tree National Park (JTNP).  This small mountain 



range sits at the western edge of the “Sheephole Valley Wilderness” within the Mojave Trails National Monument 
(MTNM).  There are currently four (4) Bighorn Sheep wildlife water developments within the Sheephole 
Mountains; SB17 Sudshole, SB31 Bearclaws, SB45 SD Tank and SB68 Bearclaws Temp Tank.  These water 
developments have suffered several mechanical issues and a general lack of rain in recent years.   

During summer 2021, Society volunteers partnered with several organizations to bring critical water to 
the Sheepholes.  June 22nd, 2021, SCBS partnered with Desert Wildlife Unlimited (DWU) to haul 12,000 gallons 
of water to the dry SB45 SD Tank.  Later that same summer, we partnered with the California Chapter of the 
Wild Sheep Foundation (CAWSF) the California Chapter of Backcountry Hunters and Anglers (BHA) and the 
Marine Corps to fly a new stainless steel drinker box to Sudshole and bambi buckets of water to both Sudshole 
and Bearclaws drinkers.  SCBS volunteers also hauled water, by truck, to SB68 Bearclaws Temporary Tank 
numerous times. 

 
2021: DWI Crew filling SB45 SD Tank    2021: SCBS Crew filling the SB68 Bearclaws Temp Tank 

 
2021: Marines from HMLAT-303 filling SB17 Sudshole              2021: Norm Lopez & Brian Schwab replaced Sudshole Drinker 

 
 

The Sheepholes received some precipitation during the 2022 monsoon season.  Fall guzzler inspections, 
by “Area Captains”, indicated all four systems holding water. A leak was suspected at the SB31 Bearclaws 
Drinker, the tank valves were turned off to prevent water loss until a Hot Shot Crew could make repairs the 
following spring. 

March 11th,2023: a Hot Shot and Water Haul Crew met up at the 29-Palms Water District fill station on 
Utah Trail.  We loaded our trucks with water and caravanned to the SB 68 Bearclaws Temp Tank.  While the 
water haul crew filled the temporary tank, a team of volunteers led by Marty Ambrose and John Nelson hiked up 
the mountain to the SB31 Bearclaws tanks.  The plumbing at SB31 was checked, a plug of rust was removed from 



the drinker line and the float valve was cleaned and function tested.  Unfortunately, we did not have a replacement 
float valve this visit. After emptying their trucks of water at SB68 Bearclaws and when the Hot Shot Crew hiked 
back down from SB31, we had a nice lunch of “discada” burgers provided by CAWSF.  

 
Marty Ambrose and John Nelson work on SB31 Float and Drinker box while Monte Hammer and Russ Elswick fill SB68 

 
Maryanne helps with cooking bacon and onions on the “discada” for the hungry crew’s lunch             

 

March 12th,2023: SCBS Area Captain, Andrew Pontious, hiked into SB17 Sudshole.  Andrew performed routine 
maintenance by cleaning out the drinker box and shoveling sand from the collection dam and water intake.  Andrew 
reported the system was functioning properly and contained ~2,500-gallons. 

We are pleased to say (as of the publication of this newsletter) that the SB31 Bearclaws system is still functioning 
as it should and providing much needed water to bighorn sheep. 

Effort:  

   Name    Gallons  Hours  Miles 

March 11th, 2023:    John Nelson     28-hours 460-miles 
   Marty Ambrose     16-hours 320-miles 
   Christopher Chadwick    16-hours 320-miles 
   David Hawxhurst    18-hours 440-miles 
   David Hess     28-hours 480-miles 
   Elizabeth Barron    14-hours  
   Monte Hammer   275-gal  16-hours 300-miles 
   Carolyn Hammer    16-hours  
   Art Miller, Jr.   275-gal  14-hours 120-miles   
   Doug Appel   325-gal  28-hours 360-miles 



   David Dickenson  275-gal  16-hours 300-miles 
   Maryanne Stauber    16-hours 
   Russ Elswick     14-hours 90-miles 
   David Davis     16-hours 240-miles 
   Scott Gibson   275-gal  14-hours 120-miles 
 
March 12th, 2023: Andrew Pontious    14-Hours 380-miles 

March 22nd, 2023: Greg Tooley     20-hours 380-miles 
   Scott Gibson   275-gal  16-hours 140-miles 
       

Totals: 1,700-gallons 318-hours 4,450-miles      

Eagle Feather:  Scouting, Searching, and Discovery 
Both of The Place, and of Myself 

By David M’Greene 
 

I talk to animals.  No secret.  I have been out in the field with many that share this trait.  So I feel no shame 
or concern at my unusual habits.  But I do typically keep a few things secret that do embarrass me.  One I will 
share now:  Sometimes those animals talk to me.  Well, some of them do.  It is complicated.  My Sainted Mother 
used to say, before she left this crappy world, that I was part dog.  I always assumed she meant this as an insult 
toward my Honored Father, but then with a simple test, the Army explained it to me.  Anyway, before I digress 
too much further away from Sheep, let us ponder, how is that for the start of a story?  I figure this one will bounce 
around a little because in my mind I know what I want to say, but sometimes the language is difficult.  Secrets 
abound.  
 

Last week I went to Catalina Island for a few days.  I took a long hike into the interior to visit a Bison 
named Henry (very original on The Conservancy's part).  The hike gave me a lot of time to think of things and I 
found myself thinking of Eagle Feather.  Debbie had announced it was time to get Sheep Sheet Submittals in and 
I was thinking of too many things to write.  My Bison buddy Henry and I have been pals for twelve years 
now.  Henry is starting to show his age, and he tells me so am I.  We laugh together.  Henry and I met years back 
when he approached me from behind a tree that was thin enough that I could see both of his eyes, one on each 
side of the tree.  He studied me for a beat where I was unwilling to not have the tree between us.  He blew my 
mind when he told me he had seen me before and to never wear red.  He hates red.  He then wandered off past 
me so close that I could reach out and take a handful of his shedding hair.  Over the years, I have taken many to 
visit my friend.  Henry watched Arioch grow.  I took our German exchange student Phillip to see Henry.  The list 
goes on and on.  In conversation with Henry this past visit, I told him that I think I have an inability to connect 
with the Bighorn Sheep.  He had no clue what a Bighorn was, but he loved my description.  In his language, he 
now calls them "číkʼala wakȟáŋyeža."  Henry tells me about something he calls "scale," but it is lost to me in 
translation.  He also tells me that once I visited every moon, but now it is not so often.  He does not miss me 
because I am always there within him.  And then he asks,  is it not the same within my heart when I think of the 
Bighorn I never see again?  Why should it matter if they are with you so long as you know they are there?  Must 
they speak with you so that you matter?  His "little brothers" will exist with or without my conversation.  Is their 
existence made better by my own existence?  That is what is important.   Henry tells me he knows he will never 
see his číkʼala wakȟáŋyeža, but it does not change that now their spirits are joined and that he will think of them 
as they look at the moon together.  I guess I should share with you what I shared with Henry. 
 

My journey to SB-27, the Eagle Feather drinker system began years ago with Norm Lopez telling stories 
of the impossible to get to location being surrounded by angry rattlesnakes and balanced on the edge of a cliff 
that hung over a chasm with no bottom.  To hear Norm tell it, the Eagles would scream at any one foolish enough 



to trespass and  enter into the appropriately named Dead Mountain Wilderness.   Norm also might have said 
something about those Eagles tearing out livers and also about vultures of unusual size just waiting to pick at the 
carrion.  Might have.  Now a fellow, a smart fellow, would have put the simple math of Norm's description and 
the name of "Dead Mountain Wilderness" together and realized this truly was a location that warrants some 
caution and preparation before entry.  Well just ask Steve Marschke about my math skills and he will confirm, 
they are lacking.  In my native tongue, my name is noojishimo doonoo'g.  Dependent on whom you ask, this 
translates either into Dancing Bull, or Loved Bull.  So now you know another secret;  The source of the 
bullheadedness that led me to make the journey alone not once, but twice.   
 

Norm and I planned to go inspect the system on a weekend when I knew I would be visiting Arioch at 
MDHCA in Goffs as they were having an event.  Norm had told me repeatedly it was "tricky" to find the system 
and that he should go with me.  I figured it was a good time to go since the temperature was supposed to be well 
under 100 degrees, and should disaster strike, I had a safety line in place in the form of my son Arioch who would 
be at Goffs ready to come to my rescue at a moment's notice.  Arioch loves his pop!  Coming from a long line of 
pioneer and outdoor types, I always have countermeasures and contingencies in place.  Well, almost 
always.  Okay, mostly always.  Just yeah, some of the time.   So, back to the story.   The day before this inspection 
was to take place, Norm left a voicemail telling me he was sick from having traveled to some exotic location and 
he could not come.  He might have also suggested I not go alone.  But I never walk alone cause I believe.  And 
that is actually not a joke.  It is another secret revealed if you are keeping track. 
 

My first journey into the Dead Mountain Wilderness took place on April 22nd of 2023.  I had figured out 
I needed to be prepared, so I took the van so that I would not need to be quite as cautious about rough terrain 
since nothing can stop it.  Scott Gibson knows what I mean.  The van has 37" tires and I have heard from experts 
that that is the best, most capable size you can have.  Everyone should get a set!  The maps Norm had provided 
in the old Area Captain's Reports were filled with obsolete coordinates, but that was not an issue because I had 
been warned about the roads and routes having been changed, blocked, or outright eliminated in the last decade 
or two.  Careful study of satellite images and two different types of GPS had me convinced I would be at what 
the old timers had labeled on the old maps as "parking" in no time at all.  If the GPS failed, I had the backup maps 
with me.  They include very detailed descriptions of the route.  Here is an example:  "Turn at 1st wash South of 
Border with big smoketree by road."   To further help, there is an excellent depiction of a smoke tree drawn to 
emphasize what is meant.  I wish I could include it here.  It is a circle with the words "smoke tree" in it and a little 
line pointing down to represent the trunk of said tree.  Men were men in those pre GPS days.  Never forget it took 
the white man coming to America to put up street signs just so you would know where you are.  Digressing 
again.  Sorry.  So, with confidence, I left Goffs early on that 90 degree morning and journeyed into adventure.   
 

I won't pretend there were no obstacles.  But for the most part, the majority of those obstacles involved 
staying on the correct side of the wilderness boundary markers.  When I got to where the road abruptly ended, I 
just parked and put a new pin on the GPS labeled "new parking."  I was within a mile of the historic parking 
location.  The road of old ended abruptly at a washout.  It was a former powerline road that once supported the 
power lines that were no longer in service.  Of interest was a section where the power line pole had been struck 
by lighting and just looked like a burnt out pile of toothpicks.  The line was still there, sort of supported along the 
ground by the next poles in both directions, but this obstacle guaranteed that I would not be finding the above-
mentioned smoke tree.  No worries, I had GPS way points, a gallon of water in my pack, tools and an urge to get 
it done.  Plus I was wearing my new White's Hybrid boots!  Time to get on the bounce!  Little did I know a few 
short hours later I would be taking pictures of myself looking absolutely smoked.  Yeah, it was that kind of 
hike.  The going was quick and easy at the start which had me following a rock strewn wash.  Then I was in an 
incredibly scenic canyon that was filled with the color and the majesty that draws so many of us to the desert.  But 
where the old maps told me to "climb high on right to get around falls ahead" I only found a crumbled, unscalable 
rock wall that I certainly was not going to try to ascend with the weight of my pack on my back.  No problem.  I 
backtracked a bit and scaled the opposite side and soon found a strenuous way up and over  the falls.  By now I 



was aware of how hot it was, and also of how my boots seemed to be melting the vibram soles on the rocks I was 
climbing.   The air might have only been in the nineties, but the rocks felt like they were well into the triple 
digits.  Pushing on, I soon discovered another impossible to climb waterless fall.  More backtracking and more 
strenuous climbing.  What was my spinach you ask?  Well, I had been told that CDFW's former Drought Specialist 
Sonja had been to SB-27.  So I knew I could make it.  The day has not come yet where a twenty-something is 
going to out hike me.  Like my wife's chihuahua tells me, "There is no stopping that which can't be 
stopped."  Hours had passed since I started, and now Norm's rattlesnake friends were starting to make their 
presence known.   
 

I won't bore you with the step by step details.  I have to get back to the talking with animals thing.  It took 
me way longer than it should have, and there were additional coordinate errors including the system not even 
being at the coordinates I had been given.  But, I did stumble across the old drinker box while enroute and it was 
a pretty good clue.  Then there was a rattlesnake.  Not the biggest I had seen.  Not even aggressive.  But respect 
was given and received.  A conversation ensued and it covered a great many things.  His name was Without 
Hands.  Having since encountered him again, I now know his sense of humor.  But at this, our first meeting, I did 
not realize that Without Hands was a trickster.  He told me "Of course I know where the drinker is.  Yes, you're 
right, the map makes no sense, but it really is up there.  Sure, you are only 700 feet from it.  But it is 800 feet 
up.  Just follow those numbers your good buddy Norm gave you in the report.  Straight up that way."  To think, I 
thanked him.  And up I started to climb.   At the top of that particular peak, I struggled to keep calm as there was 
not, despite what the GPS said, a guzzler in sight.  I pondered the time, the lack of a drinker, low water supply, 
and my inability to stop finding Cairns.  Norm had told me about the cliff I would have to hang off of to effect 
repairs.  But I could not even see the tanks.  Every direction I went had Cairns stacked up.  After way too much 
climbing, I opted to go back to the old drinker box I had found and try a different approach from there.  It had to 
be close.  On the way back down, I encountered more rattlesnakes.  They were laughing at me.  "He listened to 
Without Hands!  Stupid human." 

 

       
“Henry”   “Without Hands”         Negative Vulture          “Smoked…” 
 

It turned out the system was about 125 feet around the bend where the old drinker was.  I marked the 
correct coordinates so that future volunteers won't fall for the trickery of Without Hands.  He was nowhere to be 
found.  Now it was late enough that I had passed bingo time and I knew I needed to get back to the van and the 
road before dark.  I stowed the tools, the repair parts and even climbing rope and cursed that I would have to make 
a return trip.   
 

The whole way down, rattlesnakes laughed and rattled as I passed.  Aware of their presence, I slowed way 
down and gave them a whole lot of space.  But from what I heard, word of Without Hands playing a joke on me 
had traveled fast.  I had a lot of time to think about the Bighorn on my walk of shame down and out of the Dead 
Mountain Wilderness.  I see Bighorn frequently.  But I do not know that I have ever seen the same one twice.  No 
Bighorn has ever spoken to me.  I thought of Monte Hammer who can identify individual Bighorn from his 
frequent visits to his system.  I thought of Rick Halter and Carlos Gallinger who tell tales of the Bighorn they 
have watched.  I have a handful of decent photos, but again, never of the same guy twice.  Where is the 
connection?  I can find Bighorn pretty much anytime I want.  But I can't find a particular Bighorn.  Should it 
matter? 



 
I got out of the Dead Man Wilderness that first time a little bit after dark.  As the sun went down and I 

hydrated at the van, a lone vulture sat on an abandoned power pole and he whispered to me.  I nodded at him and 
climbed up into the van.  In the dark, driving back to Goffs, I planned to return in a couple of weeks and finish 
the repairs.  I knew I would be back at Goffs for the repair party that was going to the Red Rock System.  So 
planning the next trip was easy.   What did the vulture whisper?  "There are no Sheep here.  Getting out of the 
Dead Mountain Wilderness alive is your reward."  Yeah, thanks buddy. 
 

Two weeks later, the Red Rock repairs happened without major incident and within a single day.   So, on 
Sunday the seventh of May I found myself on the road to the Dead Mountain Wilderness for the second 
time.   Now knowing where the roads and parking location were, I made the trip in a much shorter time.  Racing 
there in the Crown Victoria helped cut the trip time too.  The temperature was nearing one hundred degrees, but 
I knew which route to the drinker not to take.   My new route had me following a different canyon so that I could 
cross over the impassable falls without having to climb quite as much as the last time.  The few degrees rise in 
temperature meant that the rattlesnakes were out a bit earlier than on my last trip.  Or, maybe it was just that they 
were used to my presence now and wanted to start laughing a bit earlier today.  I was heading for a saddle that 
Norm had talked about using as a bridge between peaks when the vultures started to circle.  They had a lot to say, 
but I was not listening.  Their words were all very negative.  The heat was brutal, and I had lunch in the two foot 
strip of shade offered by the canyon wall about thirty meters below the saddle.  I could not help but notice how 
the heated rocks were sapping my constitution.  Up and down the canyon I could hear the relentless rattle and 
laugh sounds of my audience.  Above, circling, the vultures watched.  Did they really like liver?  No, Norm said 
that was the Eagles. 
 

An hour and a half later, I had made it about fifteen minutes worth of distance.  I was at the 
system.  Cooked and exhausted I squeezed into the shade cast by one of the tanks.  There was water in the drinker 
box and bees were crawling all over the rock inside of it and along the edges taking their fill.  They inspected me, 
but were unbothered by my presence and seemed willing to share the water source.  Arioch's words from the past 
about bees being communal around water came back to me.  And then, Without Hands arrived.  Absolutely, 
without a doubt, the same snake.  "Stupid human, you came back!  You don't look so good.  Did you enjoy my 
joke?"  Below us, his brothers rattle.   
 

I smile at him.  I use my scary smile.  I think of Mike Morgan and the rattlesnake he kept for a pet.  "Hey 
Without Hands, how would you like to come live with me?" Without Hands stares at me.  I stare at him.  He 
ponders something, and I maintain that smile.  "No, human."  And he now slithers away into the brush.   
 

It becomes eerily quiet as I get up and uncover the tools I left on site last visit.  I climb up to the dam and 
I dig it out.  No rattling.  No laughing.  No vultures.  I climb up to the broken pipe and realize that I can not undo 
the pipe myself.  Hanging twenty five feet above the canyon bottom I will not have the leverage to hold the pipe 
and turn a wrench.  Time to improvise.  I cut the super thick radiator hose I took for the repair and I fit it over the 
break in the pipe.  A roll of Flex Seal Tape to cover the slit I made and now all I need is rain to fill the dam so 
that the water can fill the tanks.  Photos for the report are taken and I climb down.  I take a moment to reflect on 
how tranquil the location is.  Surrounded by Dead Wilderness, Rattlesnakes, Vultures, Bees, I marvel at the 
peace.   Where are the Sheep?  I have a historic photo of an ewe using the system.  But I have no evidence 
anywhere around me of Bighorn being here.  Well, I am doing my part to give them cause to be here. 
 

As I load my bag and prepare to head down and out from the drinker site, a lone rattle starts.  Without 
Hands says nothing.  But I hear him rattling for a very long distance as I make my way down watching for his 
brothers.  I use all of my carried water and again marvel at how hot the rocks are.  By the time I get to the last 
little hill I have to walk around to get back to the car, my legs are cramping severely.  I find myself trapped, 
unable to move, frustratingly close to the car with its gallons of water waiting for me.  A rough looking vulture 



watches.  I look into his eyes daring him to say something.  He turns away in awe and takes to the air.  The cramps 
pass and I make it to the water jug.  I need a break!  I tell myself no way am I doing this again.  Then that night 
at Goffs, I fell asleep planning for the trip I will make in November with a crew to make the repairs permanent.   
 

I dreamt that night of The Dead Mountain Wilderness.  I was not walking there alone.  But that is not the 
story.  Without Hands was carried to me by the old vulture.  Without Hands did not say hi.  He just launched into 
a story:   
 

Why will the Bighorn not speak with you?  In the old days, Fire was the friend of The Army of Bear and 
Dog.  The Army of Bear and Dog carried Fire everywhere that Bear went.  Fire would eat whenever Bear 
would set Fire down and Bear would share Fire with all of Bear's friends.  Then, one day, when Dog was 
elsewhere, Bear set Fire down to eat and discovered a vast valley of sweet berries and acorns.  Bear 
vanished for days and Fire became hungry.  Fire began to starve.  Fire was going to die.  Fire screamed 
for help and it was Man that came along in answer to that cry.   
"What shall I feed you?" asked Man. 
"Give me wood!" begged Fire. 
Man fed Fire.  More and more demanded Fire.  Huge parcels of wood were greedily devoured by 
Fire.  Now Man and Fire were friends.  Eventually, Bear returned and was shocked when Fire, now angry 
at Bear, flared and burnt brightly chasing away Bear.  When Dog returned, he made his new allegiance 
with Man who was friends with Fire.  Those who maintained their friendship with Bear were chased away 
by Fire. 
And it has remained thus ever since.   

 
Finishing his story, Without Hands climbed atop the old vulture and was carried away.  Waking up I reflected on 
the story.  What does any of this have to do with my never having spoken to a Bighorn?  Well, that was the 
conversation I had with Henry.  Henry said more, but I am already pushing the envelope in terms of secrets that 
I am sharing.  Let us just conclude with the knowledge that I am left to ponder the wisdom of a Bison that laughs 
with me.  He does not ever miss me.  Yet he is a part of me.  The heart of me.  Just like the silent Bighorn.  

  
2023 SCBS Board of Directors 

Marty Ambrose 951-979-3548  Steve Marschke 310-543-1862 
Terry Anderson 760-408-7118  David M’Greene 626-422-2174 
Bob Burke 760-408-7118  Mike Morgan 760-249-5632 
 Jeff Crouse   760-680-9819  John Roy 562-697-7232 
Stevan Hart             714-323-4843   Glenn Sudmeier   760-389-2498 
Jennifer Hinojosa 760-246-3115  Gary Thomas   951-206-6410 
Mark LeCompte  661-904-3408  John Voght          310-204-3827 

Norm Lopez                           805-431-2824     

Monthly Meeting 
The SCBS Board of Directors meets at about 6:00 p.m. on the 2nd Tuesday of each month. In-Person meetings 
are held upstairs at Bass Pro Shops in Rancho Cucamonga as announced. Virtual meetings are conducted via 
Zoom platform by prearranged invitation with the link and passcode. Contact a Board member if you would like 
to be included as a guest for the next monthly meeting. 
 

  SCBS is  happy to announce that we now have Paypal on our website    
Please consider demonstrating your appreciation for the production of this newsletter , and support our 
volunteers with a donation today.     www.desertbighorn.org or Sheepsociety.com 



State Lands Scouting Effort 

By Steve Marschke 

Most of you have heard by now that we received a lease from the State Lands Commission for 90 parcels 
on which to build Raincatcher wildlife water developments.  Per the SLC Commission, our projects are small 
enough that we are exempt from CEQA.  However, we do have to follow some “Best Management Practices” 
which include some on the ground inspections for sensitive species.  That field work isn’t particularly difficult 
and we have to visit the sites to make detailed sketches of the system for engineering purposes.   

In June, Glenn Sudmeier and Steve Marschke visited 5 of the proposed parcels in the vicinity of Ludlow.  
These parcels were selected for the first effort because they were likely to be vehicle accessible and because they 
had been visited by Glenn on previous scouting trips, usually with John Norris or Jim Markle.  I won’t go into all 
of the details, but to sum thing up, we decided to put 1 parcel on the back burner for now because the access is 
cross-country and there are several small washes to cross, this site was deemed low priority and most likely will 
require a helicopter for installation.  At two sites we discovered fresh tortoise signs (burrows and 1 live tortoise!) 
on the proposed rain mat area, for those 2 sites we hiked around until we found another suitable location within 
the same SLC parcel.  At one of those 2 sites, the tortoise turned out to be a blessing as the site was an extremely 
small bench near a dry wash.  So small that we couldn’t figure out how Glenn ever figured on installing a system 
there until he racked his brain (and notes) and realized that he and John Norris picked that site back in 2009!  At 
that time, SCBS did not have the Raincatcher style tanks and he had planned on using a single BOSS style tank 
(single due to the expense.)   

            

Sudmeier with “Pharoah”                 Aneroid barometer from old weather balloon Large tortoise shell  

We hiked around the entire section (and outside it) and located a new spot.  We also found a new site for 
the other system that had tortoise and we think that the new location will actually be a bit easier to reach for 
construction and yet possibly less easy for random public to chance across, there is a small saddle that separates 
it from the main drainage which is an open route (until it necks down.)  We found several interesting things while 
looking for a suitable, buildable site:  more tortoise shells (none of which appeared to have been crushed by 
vehicles), historical mining claim cairns, railroad tie cabin, historic wheel and tire and even an old fallen weather 
balloon with aneroid barometer inside.  Most of that area seemed to have experienced recent flash floods and the 
catclaws looked great: very lush, green and many with blossoms and seed pods.  We found some grass in one of 
the washes also – in all some good forage, at least this year. Two of the sites were fine as-is.  At the 4 sites suitable 
for vehicle access, we took fresh measurements and planned the exact layout of the rain mat and tanks. The next 
step is to run these sites through the DFW and get concurrence that they are good for bighorn (per our Best 
Management practices) and we will select some construction dates.  We are planning to get 3 of them completed 
in the upcoming 2023-2024 fall and winter seasons.  Stay tuned for exact dates.  



    

 Historic and remote railroad tie cabin found during scouting  One of the proposed sites, grass and catclaw in the wash, escape terrain ridge nearby 

 

Lew Carpenter BGG Repair Project:  A "Hot Shot Crew" Perspective 
By David M’Greene 

 
The thing about when it gets over 107 is that you really can't tell when it gets to 117.  Dependent on where 

you get your news, the temperature for the Kelso Dunes Wilderness on July 1st was between 107 and 117.  But 
you know what they say, it is a dry heat.   
 

At the June Board Meeting, the need for repairs on SB30, Lew Carpenter WWD, came up.  Lew Carpenter 
had been inspected by Brian Schwab back in May.  It was discovered that the water in the drinker section of the 
system was higher than in the tank.  Now that sounds really unusual until you find out that this system consists 
of a check dam for water collection that feeds into a ramped walk in style drinker.  The drinker section then has 
piping to allow water to flow into, and be stored in, a fiberglass underground tank.  I had experienced similar 
systems in the Chuckwalla Range and I knew that Desert Wildlife Unlimited likes to use this style of system.  We 
also knew that an inspection report from back in December of 2021 had included notes about the water being 
red.  I am not the resident expert on staff, but I knew that red water didn't sound right.   
 

Feeling like I have been slacking, and hearing some concern in Scott Gibson's tone about not really 
knowing the route, I decided to offer to go.  For the record, I did make a point of mentioning the obvious; Scott 
has 37" tires on his truck.  They are the best.  Unstoppable.  I have been assured of this by experts in the field.  I 
don't want to be a broken record on this subject, but everyone should go out and get a set.  The former area captain 
for this system, John Nelson, has 37" tires and he never had issues getting to Lew Carpenter.   Back to 
the repairs,  I had no clue where we were going, but I knew how to get to the meeting place on the North side of 
Ludlow. I made a point of telling the fellas at work that I would be leaving early on Friday the 30th of June.  Scott 
needed me to join his capable crew because I have a plumber's snake that we would be using to unblock the cross 
pipe to equalize the water level in the ramped section with the level in the tank section. 
 

I left work that Friday later than I wanted, but I arrived earlier than I thought I would.  I had planned on 
doing some reading and had brought work to keep me busy.  That did not happen though, as Bob Jewell also 
arrived early and he is a very talkative sort.  It was a pleasant conversation that covered many topics.  With Bob 
I always enjoy discussions about dogs, chickens, and kids.  Before I knew it, we were joined by Peter Lamy, a 
first time volunteer who picked a magnificent weekend to come out to the desert and not have to worry about 
catching a chill come evening.  David Davis, the wildlife biologist from Ft. Irwin.  Always great to talk about 



tortoises and rattlesnakes with.  Don't start him up on bats though.  Jim Rankin, chipper and always smiling, he 
had recently attended a sheep count with BHA and CDFW.  We knew Brian Schwab would be joining us early 
the next morning, and so off we went.  Scott Gibson, project lead, arrived and designated us a "Hot Shot Crew" 
before handing out radios and jumping up (37" tires!!) into his truck and, like an Army Ranger, leading the way.   
 

The drive was scenic and saw us making clouds of dust as we crossed Broadwell Dry Lake.  We followed 
a powerline road and then cut into the wilderness and adventure using a State Lands Parcel as the entry.  Since 
we were following dry washes to minimize our footprint, a bit of exploration and testing was necessary before a 
proper route was selected.  Only one vehicle struggled (did not have 37" tires!), and would be left behind at a 
staging area.  We made it to the system and where we would be camping just as the sunset began.  It was very 
scenic and we were in a truly gorgeous little wash that made for some great photos.  I think we all stayed up a bit 
later than we should have, but such was the camaraderie as we enjoyed whatever meals we had brought.    
 

I don't know what time Scott got up at, but I know that by the time I was finished sleeping in till 0700, 
everyone was eating his fresh off the wok breakfast burritos and getting ready to attack the project before it got 
too hot.  Brian came driving up the wash and we broke off into two crews.  I went to the dam joining David Davis 
and Peter in the chore of digging out the sand that had filled it in.  Below us, we could hear the slosh of water and 
the running of pumps as the other crew started clearing out the muck that was plugging up the drinker.  I did not 
envy them the dancing around in the stinky water with bees that they were enduring.  But an hour into throwing 
sand I had to start to wonder if Scott and Bob, in the water, splashing, were not the smart ones.  They were not.  It 
turned out Bob put his hand where he should not have and he got stung a couple of times.   
 

Extracted from the drinker was the decomposed body of a Ram.  Heartbreaking and curious at the same 
time.  I think that buckets of his parts coming out revealed that the entire skeleton was there minus the four 
hooves.  The mud was coming out thick by the time the dam crew finished cleaning the screen and joined the tank 
crew in a bucket chain line.  We topped off the hollow fence poles that held the gabions in place, shock treated 
the tank water within the reservoir, and put nylon netting over all vents and overflow pipes to eliminate the 
possibility of small birds or rodents becoming trapped.  It was heating up fast since the morning started in the 
nineties, so we were very motivated to get this project done.  The obstruction in the cross pipe turned out to be 
only about eight inches in and probably could have been cleared with a pencil.  I brought my snake for 
nothing!  Well, we used it to be sure anyway.  As a final improvement/correction of the old cover, we replaced 
rotting 2x6 boards that form the shade cover over the drinking section of the system.  It was quick work, but that 
does not mean much when the temperature goes triple digit.   As we departed the job site, a trail cam was set up.   

 

          
 



The sheep skull was bagged up and taken by Bob to be dropped off with CDFW.  Because of the ease of 
access to this system which is actually on a State Lands Parcel, it was decided not to leave it there exposed.  Bob 
is very dedicated to the cause.  Even wrapped in two heavy duty disposal bags, the aroma was anything but 
pleasant.  Our exit from the wilderness went almost without incident.  When we stopped to erase our tracks and 
eliminate any sign of our having passed, it was discovered that Bob had a flat tire.  I don't need to tell you that 
this probably would not have happened if he had invested in a set of 37" tires.  I was happy to help change the 
tire because putting the jack under the truck was about the only shade to be had. 
 

This was a successful repair.  We left the system clean, functional, and with almost 6000 gallons of now 
accessible water for wildlife.  We worked well together, had a good time, and got it done!  I also took an amazing 
photo of Scott Gibson coming out of the mud in his chonees and crocs.  I will hold that photo for the appropriate 
ransom.  I learned that I better start carrying around a small grid steel mesh screen in my emergency kit to assist 
in future repairs.  I know there is another spring fed system in the area that is very overdue for inspection.  So I 
told Brian Schwab to let me know when he is coming out again so that I could keep him company.  If I do the 
spring survey for Hyten Spring while inspecting that drinker system, Arioch will be very happy.  Of course, I 
hope it is under 90 degrees when this happens.   

 

Bear Claws Water Haul in the Sheepholes, March 11, 2023 
By Scott Gibson 

On Saturday morning @ 07:00 AM, volunteers from the Society for the Conservation of Bighorn Sheep 
(SCBS) met at the water fill location in Twentynine Palms.  It took us about a half hour to load with water and 
catch up with old friend.  We then caravanned to the SB68 Bear Claws temporary tank site and pumped ~1400 
gallons of water into the tank.   

 
John Nelson & Marty Ambrose. Photo by David Hawxhurst 

While the water haulers were pumping water, 
the rest of our group broke up into two.  One crew 
reset the drinker box at the temp tank and reattached 
the pipe that had come loose from thermal 
contraction.  The second group hiked up to SB31 
Bear Claws permanent tank to troubleshoot a 
possible leak and malfunction identified last year.  
The hiking crew was able to turn clear the drinker 
box fill pipe and clean the float mechanism until it 
was functioning properly. At noon, when the hiking 
crew returned back to where our vehicles were 
parked, we enjoyed a nice lunch.  Monte Hammer 
commented that the “lunch and comradery was worth 
the trip”. 
 

Thank you to our hard working volunteers 
who drove hundreds of miles to come out and help: 
David Hawxhurst, Doug Appel, John Nelson, Marty 
Ambrose, David Davis, Maryanne Stauber, David 
Dickinson, Monte Hammer, Carolyn Hammer, Art 
Miller, Jr., John McCormick, Elizabeth Barron, Russ 
Elswick, Christopher Chadwick, David Hess, Scott 
Gibson.



Area Captain and Spring Captain Inspections 

Use this web form to fill out your inspections.  Results are forwarded automatically to Rick Ianniello 
(DFW) and to Scott Gibson (for BGG inspections), Arioch M’Greene (for Spring Inspections) and courtesy copy 
to Steve Marschke.  You should be able to fill this out from your smart phone the sooner the better while the 
information is still fresh in your mind.  You can upload photos as well and we all know that a photo is worth a 
thousand words.  The photos are particularly important if there is a problem that requires repair. 

Note that for some browsers the page that requests the water quantity may appear blank or not allow 
entries, if that happens just make sure to put the water level(s) into one of the comment text boxes. Bookmark it! 

https://survey123.arcgis.com/share/e1af6c2ced864065a966cf3742351ecc? 

Thanks to Rick Ianniello for making this process work!   

The Newberry Crew – Hauling Water in 2023 
By Scott Gibson 

 
The SB25 Newberry Guzzler is located in the Newberry Mountains Wilderness, south of Interstate 40 and 

east of Barstow.  The guzzler is constructed of three (3) plastic upright tanks manifolded to a “New Mexico” style 
drinker.  Rainwater run-off is captured in a check dam and then piped to the plastic storage tanks.  The system is 
many decades old and was identified by SCBS’s Glenn Sudmeier as the #1 priority replacement site.  The 
Newberry system, while functional, is undersized for the current population of sheep, that prefer this water source, 
in the Newberry Mountains. 
 

            
                View of the three Newberry tanks (left) and the drinker (right middle) with the hose crew tending the water fill.  Photo courtesy of David Russell 

 



The Society originally constructed this guzzler with the then California Department of Fish & Game and 
the Bureau of Land Management (BLM).  The Society’s volunteers have maintained this important water source 
since it’s construction.   
 

Led by “Area Captain”, Butch Rhoads, the Society has had to increasingly haul water to this guzzler due 
to the increasing sheep reliance on the system.  Some nearby springs are heavily impacted, thus used with less 
frequency by the bighorn. So far this season, Butch’s team has hauled water to this guzzler three (3) time. The 
first water haul took place on June 26th, the second water haul was July 17th and the third water haul was on 
August 7th.  Total water hauled by truck is at 8,445-gallons this year.  We anticipate at least two more water hauls 
will be needed unless we get substantial monsoonal rain. 

                       
The Newberry guzzler is equipped with a satellite monitoring system.  The graph above shows the water level in the tanks.  Note that the tanks are approximately full 
at about 4.5’, which is 4,200-gallons.  (Below) The Newberry water haul crew from June 26, 2023. 

 

 
Newberry Water hauler teams that participated on 
June 26, July 17, and Aug 7 include: Butch Rhodes, 
Billy Rhodes, “Robbo”, Doug Appel, Cherie Appel, 
Monte Hammer, Carolynn Hammer, Frank 
Rorabaugh, Greg Akins, Mike Morgan, Dave & 
Debbie Walker, Craig Stewart, Art Miller, Jack & his 
bird dog, Scott & Kathleen Gibson, Doug & Theresa 
Shortreed, Teri & Chuck Richardson, Dave 
Dickenson, Marylynn Stauber, Carlos Gallinger, 
George & Macy Willoughby. 

 
Sky Valley Ecological Reserve Drinker Repairs with Quail Forever 

By Scott Gibson 

 
During the summer of 2022, I ran across two employees from the California Department of Fish and 

Wildlife (CDFW) who were stuck behind an illegal gate, north of Indio, CA.  The two CDFW employees were 
happy I stopped, as they had driven a long way down a 4x4 trail, only to find a new locked gate blocking their 
exit to pavement.  I inquired why they had a water tank in the back of their truck, they advised they were hauling 



water to bighorn sheep in the hills to the north.  I helped the two CDFW employees get through the gate with 
some tools I always carry.   
 

As the “Area Captain Coordinator” for the Society, I was unaware of a bighorn sheep wildlife water 
development in this area.  I made some inquiries and found out that the San Gabriel Chapter of Quail Forever had 
installed two small game drinkers in CDFW’s Sky Valley Ecological Reserve.  I spoke with SCBS member Monte 
Hammer, and some others familiar with the site. I later hiked in to see the guzzler and found that the drinker tank 
was partially dislodged from under the corrugated steel rain collection structure.  This small game drinker had 
been modified with a remote drinker box for desert bighorn sheep.  The location on the south side of Joshua Tree 
National Park is ideal to help connectivity through the Little San Bernardino Mountains with the Little Fargo 
drinker a few miles to the east. I sent some pictures of the dislodged tank to SGQF’s Robert Armijo.  He was 
aware of the damage and said the chapter was planning a repair project for March 18, 2023.  I quickly volunteered 
to help and found out some other SCBS/SGQF members were already onboard to help. 
 

March 18th, our group met at the Ecological Reserve. We all got to work immediately removing the steel 
rain collection and digging out the tank.  Monte and I brought pumps, hose and tanks to save the existing water 
in the 750-gallon fiberglass drinker tank.  After we re-set the drinker tank and replaced the steel, we filled the 
drinker with the saved water and fresh water we brought in.  We verified the remote drinker box was functioning.  
We celebrated completion of the guzzler with hamburgers for lunch sponsored by the California Chapter of the 
Wild Sheep Foundation. 
 

Thank you to: Robert Armijo, Gerard Orban, Bob Jewell, Monte Hammer, Doug Hammer and Scott 
Gibson for coming out to make this project happen. 
 

Fast forward to August, 2023, the CDFW reserve manager advises that her staff have been ensuring this 
drinker is kept full with regular water hauls.  The bighorn sheep that have found this location appreciate the water. 

 

News Briefs ~ Short Bleats 

 The “York “ Fire started on July 28, 2023 in the New York Mountains within the Mojave National Preserve 
and has consumed over 93,078 acres. SCBS guzzlers Kidney Springs and Oro Belle were not in the burn zone. 

 NOAA announced on June 8, 2023 that the El Nino weather pattern has emerged and has forecasted moderate 
to strong rainfalls by late fall/early winter 2023. 

 An organized water haul to the Vermin guzzler was accomplished in May, feature story in next newsletter. 

 Palm Springs area: fencing is being built to keep bighorns off the golf courses. The peninsular bighorn are 
dying due to encounters with swimming pools and consuming toxic oleander bushes that are prevalent there. 

  SCBS members were present at this year’s California Chapter of the Wild Sheep Foundation Fundraiser held 
in Sacramento on April 29, 2023 including Steve & Debbie Marschke, Scott & Kathleen Gibson, Bill Kulungian, 
Jeff Bugni. Also many WSF members that are SCBS members, including Don Martin, Mike Borel, Don Priest,  
Glen Pyne, Ken Crother and others. An interagency Sheep Summit was held the day before the Fundraiser to 
coordinate and discuss all things Bighorn. 



THE SOCIETY FOR THE CONSERVATION OF BIGHORN SHEEP 
A California Non-Profit Organization is looking for: 

Sportsmen and Conservationists who are concerned about our California Desert Bighorn sheep and who are willing to get involved to 
make a difference.  Be a part of history with our program to put bighorn sheep back in their historical ranges.  The Society works with 
the California Department of Fish and Game and the Bureau of Land Management in programs such as:  sheep transplanting and 
propagation; habitat improvement; wildlife census; research and development; and many more.  If this sounds exciting and fulfilling to 
you, then fill out the following application and join the Society for the Conservation of Bighorn Sheep today!   Check our website at:   

www.desertbighorn.org or Sheepsociety.com  
************************************************************************************** 

APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP  
SOCIETY FOR THE CONSERVATION OF BIGHORN SHEEP 

Attn: SCBS Membership Chairman John Nelson 
24925 Chicory Ct. 

Stevenson Ranch,  CA  91381 
 

*** IMPORTANT ! Please send this form along with your check!  *** 
 
Name: _______________________________________________________________ 
 
Address: _____________________________________________________________ 
 
City: __________________________________ State: ______ Zip: ______________ 
 
Phone: (H) _________________________    (W) _____________________________ 
 
E-Mail Address (Optional): ______________________________________________ 
Your email address will not be used for anything other than SCBS communications, like project announcements 
and transmission of the newsletter 
 

Make checks payable to: SCBS 
Annual ………………$35.00/Year New   _____     Renewal _____ 

Student (Full Time).   $20.00/Year New   _____     Renewal _____ 

Life ………………….$300.00 New _____    ___option:3 Qtrly Pmt of ($100.00)  

Corporate ………….$1000.00/Year 

  
Enclosed is my Tax Deductible check for $_______ which includes my contribution of $________ to help you 
support desert wildlife. 
 
Please send me information on the Society’s desert water projects.  Yes ___ No ____ 
 
Where did you hear about SCBS? __________________________________________________________ 
 
SCBS Sponsor: _________________________________________________________________________  
 

************************************************************************ 
 Application Received: ______             Funding Received: _______ 
 
            Voted In: ______                         Member Card Sent: ______                                   



  

     
 

Almost always, we are visited by thirsty bighorn sheep who impatiently wait for us to complete filling the tanks during water hauls. Note “New Mexico” style box. 
 Photo courtesy David Russell at the Newberry Guzzler 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 


