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Acacia Guzzler Installation Rings in the New Year

By Debbie Miller Marschke

2 -

Excavator equipment handled the heavy work for us. It requires a collaborative effort to unfurl the mats.

SCBS ushered in the New Year of 2020 with another important large game guzzler installation on the
Twentynine Palms Marine Base. This new guzzler, named “Acacia”, is located in the Bullion Mountain Range
within the boundaries of the Marine base. On January 1%, the advance set up team rolled into our group camp
location on property owned by National Chloride, a few miles south of Amboy CA. A shout out of “Thanks” to
that organization for allowing us to camp there and for opening up the area for us. On Thursday, January 2, we
took advantage of having permission and access to the Base by staging gear ahead of time. Our Big Red Ford
truck and two Raincatcher tanks stacked on a trailer were caravanned in ahead of the work crews, which made
things go smoother on subsequent days. Predictably, the heavily laden vehicles became stuck in sand. Special
thanks to those who arrived early to help us get a head start so our large volunteer work crew would not waste
any time “commuting” to the work site. It was a tedious slog but we succeeded.

Incidentally, we had time on Friday to travel over to the Creosote guzzler, which had been installed one
year ago on the Base in January 2019. I am happy to report that both Raincatcher tanks were full of water and
had overflowed! As we drove up the wash, many people observed that the entire approach to the guzzler was



riddled with an impressive quantity of animal tracks, “Like a barnyard” or “a stampede”. Obviously the critters
have found this water and the guzzler is officially on-line and in service. I am also happy to report that the system
showed no signs of weathering or damage, it was exactly as we left it a year ago. Our sense of accomplishment
was validated, so kudos to those who participated on the Creosote installation.

Friday, January 3, 2020 started early and our staging area had grown to a sizable encampment. The weather
was perfect for the day’s work ahead. Diversified Excavating arrived from Barstow with the Mini-Excavator to
shoulder the burden of the heavy digging and positioning of the tanks. Breakfast was served by our wonderful
cooking team, Rodger and Steven Lopez. We gathered the crew for a detailed project briefing, and the Marine
Conservation Law Enforcement officers administered safety training. Then our volunteers caravanned southwest
for one hour, deep into the secluded canyons of the marine base to the work site. The Acacia guzzler site had
been scouted and selected by Glenn Sudmeier, Steve Marschke, & Gary Thomas. After much contemplation and
coordination with the base Natural Resources professionals, especially Ilima Segoviano, this site was chosen.
This guzzler should bridge the gap of distance between the Creosote and Lava guzzlers that already exist and are
in service. This particular location was not as rocky in comparison to the previous installation experiences we’ve
had on Base, and the washes hosted a different variety of plants like jojoba bushes. However, each installation is
a custom job and will have a unique subset of variables to deal with.

As mentioned, there were not as many rocks present. The volunteers did not need to do as much digging
as previously experienced, but the labor was needed to gather and relocate an enormous quantity of rocks. We
had several rock stretchers available and in constant use (It’s a stretcher normally used by Army medics for
humans, but customized with a hammock of leftover Hypalon mat). We have found that these rock stretchers are
the best option, performing over and above the results we’ve had using wheelbarrows. Upon arrival at the project
site, the volunteers scattered instantly and began to manipulate the landscape. The pad for the rain mat was raked,
leveled and ready in record time! Impressive and remarkable! Next, the heavy Hypalon mats were unfolded and
positioned with terrific team cooperation. Meanwhile, Team Diversified Excavating (Chuck & Kurt) sprung into
action and deftly excavated the holes for the two side-by-side tanks. I would be remiss to mention that it is hard
not to stop and stare in awe at the skill of these men; it’s fascinating and deserving of admiration.

The Acacia installation volunteers were amazing; Movers & Shakers! By the end of one day, the crew had
almost finished the entire job. The tanks had been planted and buried, with only the top panel showing. If we
had more hours of daylight, we could have finished the project. Rodger & Steven Lopez had a delicious hot
dinner ready for us, which was a proper “Welcome Home” to the tired crew. Once the sun dipped below the
horizon, we were reminded that it was still winter. It seems like everyone brought wood for our evening bonfire.
The fireside fellowship was enjoyed by all.

On Saturday, most of the volunteers had stayed on to finish the project. Breakfast time was a little less
rushed and camp camaraderie was enjoyed. After our “commute” to the guzzler site, everyone commenced to
finish the detail work which included (you guessed it ): “More Rocks!” The tanks were covered and the faux
rock shade covers were installed. Then it was my turn to paint the shade rocks with a proper camouflage with the
purpose of masking the visual impact. SCBS does make an effort to restore the landscaping and make the area
appear as natural as possible. This is done by “redecorating” with plants, organic resources and (again!)
strategically placed rocks. Meanwhile, George Sutton and Kathleen Daugherty completed the installation of the
satillite monitoring system which was located on a mast in between the tanks and the rain mat. Glenn Sudmeier
and his skilled plumbing squad finished connecting the collection system to the tanks. We also installed a mast
post in which the Marine Base biologists place a wildlife camera for documenting visitation. The crew exited the
canyon with a sense of accomplishment, having successfully installed our 8" new guzzler on the Marine base.
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It is really hard to predict when our new guzzlers actually begin to successfully catch rain, but that all
depends on Mother Nature. This year we’ve watched the doppler radar images over the desert and our guzzlers
have received measurable rain. I am happy to report that the Acacia system reports by satellite monitor that the
tanks are 2/3 full. Acacia’s collection system has demonstrated it’s value, and ready for business this summer.

Congratulations to the crew who accomplished so much in record time: Martin Ambrose, Kurt Arend,
Bruce Barnett, Tony Cimarusti, Bryan Cimarusti, Ken Charles, Kathleen Daugherty, Jim Fitzgerald, Scott
Gibson, Kathy Gibson, Michael Graber, Chris Greer, Monte Hammer, Ally Hauk, Chris Hauk, David Hess,
Andrew Joyce, George Kerr, James Knybel, William Kulungian, Norm Lopez, Roger Lopez, Steven Lopez, Doug
Marriott, Richard Marriott, Steve Marschke, Debbie Miller Marschke, Scott McClinton, Jose Melendrez, Arioch
M’Greene, David M’Greene, John Nelson, Saul Opie, Joe Preiss, Frank Rorabaugh, John Roy, Linda Roy, Andres
Ruetman, Glenn Shaw, Joseph Silva, Mignon Slentz, Glenn Sudmeier, George Sutton, Charles Thomas, Donald
Uhler, Jeff Villepique, John Voght. Sincere apologies if any names have been unrecorded.

IN MEMORY OF LEON LESICKA (1932-2019)
By Vernon C. Bleich

Hunters, conservationists, and, most importantly, desert wildlife lost a great friend with the passing of
Leon Lesicka on 21 December 2019. Leon, 87, was the founder and long-time president of Desert Wildlife
Unlimited (DWU), a conservation organization based in Brawley, California. Desert Wildlife Unlimited was
established shortly following the lining of the Coachella Canal, which began in 1978. Previously, water in the
canal had been accessible to desert mule deer, bighorn sheep, and many other species of wildlife that accessed it
by traversing the dirt banks of the canal. Following the public outrage over massive losses of wildlife that
drowned after the canal was lined with concrete, DWU was established in 1980. Leon's intent, and the primary
purpose of the new organization, was to provide dependable water sources that would be easily accessible to all
forms of wildlife, and that would eliminate reliance on water in the canal and upon which agricultural interests in
the Coachella Valley were dependent.

Leon and DWU played prominent roles in the construction and maintenance of more than 100
developments to provide perennial sources of water for all species of wildlife, but especially for desert mule
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deer and bighorn sheep. The bulk of those
developments are located in Imperial County and in
eastern Riverside County, but Leon and DWU
helped construct water sources in Arizona, Utah,
New Mexico, Mexico, and Mongolia, a far-away
country to which he made two trips to assist with
conservation efforts and to construct water sources
that would benefit several species of wild ungulates.
Leon was a charismatic individual, and over nearly
40 years he gained the confidence and respect of
virtually every employee or upper-level

administrator that he had contact with in the Callfornla Department of Fish and Game. A similar relationship
existed with employees and administrators within the Bureau of Land Management. His very positive
relationships with representatives of the Bureau of Reclamation, the Fish and Wildlife Service, and the
Department of Defense also resulted in numerous opportunities to enhance habitat for wildlife and, ultimately,
paid huge benefits for hunters and fishers, as well as for wildlife.

Leon and LaVelle, his wonderful wife of 66
years, were exceptionally generous with the students
that came to Imperial County to work on, or to study,
wildlife issues. Nancy Andrew, who studied habitat
selection and demography of desert bighorn sheep in
the East Chocolate Mountains, and Jason Marshal,
who validated the benefits of developed water
sources to desert mule deer, went on to exemplary
careers in the fields of wildlife conservation and
academia, respectively.  Other investigators or
agency personnel with whom Leon and LaVelle
worked were the beneficiaries not only of the
personal support offered, but also the close personal
relationships that developed.

Few people today are aware of the promment role that Leon played in the opening of the East Chocolate
Mountains to the harvest of desert bighorn sheep, as well as in the opening of the Orocopia Mountains, a range
that has produced several state-record desert bighorn sheep. His personal and administrative support, combined
with his direct participation in the research that resulted in a population estimate of close to 200 bighorn sheep,
compelled the California Fish and Game Commission to approve the limited harvest of mature rams in both of
those mountain ranges. Those individuals that have been fortunate enough to draw a tag for either the East
Chocolate or Orocopia mountains were the direct beneficiaries of a grass-roots campaign initiated by a man that
loved the desert, bighorn sheep, and mule deer, and who knew how to get things done.

Leon also contributed his interests and expertise to several professional papers, beginning in 1995 with a
paper describing the maintenance-free "Lesicka-style" water development and co-authored with John Hervert of
the Arizona Game and Fish Department. Additional contributions included the design of a low-cost and efficient
fence to prevent feral donkeys from drinking at water sources developed for native wildlife in 1997, a 2001 paper



in which the "Lesicka-style" water development was demonstrated to be without risk to desert tortoise, and a 2006
publication that was among the first to apply results obtained from 'camera traps' to derive demographic
parameters of a large mammal, the desert mule deer. Additionally, Leon and LaVelle were acknowledged for
facilitating or supporting numerous additional investigations, the results of which resulted in at least 13 papers
that appeared in professional journals.

Leon participated in dozens of aerial surveys conducted in the East Chocolate, Orocopia, Chuckwalla, and
Sheephole mountains. He also participated in nearly 150 aerial telemetry flights while assisting with efforts to
better understand responses of large mammals to the development of wildlife water sources in one of the most
arid regions of the United States, or to document habitat selection by feral donkeys and their ongoing expansion
into habitat occupied by bighorn sheep and desert mule deer. Leon, who was a long-standing advocate for the
proper management of feral donkeys, voiced constant concern about their impacts to the habitat of native species.
He also was a vocal critic of many mindless proposals by some pandering politicians that had never visited
southeastern California but, nonetheless wanted to limit access to public lands throughout that area. Over the
years, Leon received many accolades for his contributions to wildlife conservation. Among these were
recognition by the Secretary of the Interior for leading an effort to enhance water quality in the New River, the
Bronze Buffalo Award from the Bureau of Land Management, the Branding Iron Award from the Brawley
Chamber of Commerce, Californian of the Year from the Outdoor Writers Association of California, a
proclamation from the California Fish and Game Commission for his contributions toward wildlife conservation
and increasing hunter opportunity, and the Honor Plaque from the Desert Bighorn Council for efforts conducted
specifically on behalf of desert bighorn sheep. Most recently, Leon was honored posthumously when the Medal
of Merit was bestowed by the Imperial County Board of Supervisors. Doubtless, there were numerous other
awards that are not mentioned above.

Leon is survived by his children, Kathy, Mark, and Marty; six grandchildren, and four great-grandchildren.
Survivors also include the many sportsmen from southeastern California that knew him personally, and even more
that knew of his many accomplishments on behalf of desert wildlife. The wildlife in southeastern California is
far better off for those efforts, and the lives of those that knew him have been forever enriched by having been
Leon's friend. Most of us felt like family when we got together with him, whether it was while grilling carne
asada over an ironwood fire after a Sonoran Desert deer hunt, or visiting around his huge dinner table while
finalizing preparations for an aerial survey, a bighorn sheep capture, or to place radio collars on desert mule deer.

For those interested in learning more about the many accomplishments and successful ventures of an
amazing individual, Congressman Duncan Hunter honored the legacy of Leon and LaVelle Lesicka in a recently
published book, Leon's Desert: The Saga of America's Greatest Conservationist. Duncan wrote, "Leon Lesicka
was simply a citizen. His power was a magnetic personality, a steady sense of purpose, and an indomitable will.
These characteristics pulled volunteers together to dig water holes in 110-degree heat. They persuaded
bureaucrats to move the complaining wheels of regulatory policy to accommodate Leon's projects. They
commanded respect and action from politicians, including myself." To that, I add only that each of us should be
grateful for Leon's contributions to the conservation of desert wildlife. I am very grateful for, and very proud of,
the words Leon included when he signed my copy of Leon's Desert, wherein he wrote, "Doc, it's been a long

haul... Thanks alot. Your Friend, Leon." ~~ Dr. Vernon Bliech ’Ef



Photographs Harvested From The Wildlife Camera at the Lava Guzzler, Provided by the Marine Base:
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My Adventure with the 2020 San Gabriel Mountains Bighorn Sheep Survey.
Or, Who I Blame.

By David M’greene

Disclaimer: Unfortunately, weather interfered with the effort to find Bighorn Sheep. I cannot comment on Survey Results, Volunteer Numbers, or
even on which participants went where. Luckily, I can leave that for my learned colleagues to sort out and I can share the story behind and of my
experience. I guess you might say this is more of a “what goes through my head” story than a Sheep Survey Report.

The truth is I was not going to participate in the Sheep Survey this year. I figured after the last few years
being a total bust, why would I be needed? Arioch is up in Monterey and I have definitely put in the hours for
him this past year of builds, water hauls, and spring surveys. So, imagine my surprise when he casually
announced at the Twenty-Nine Palms Acacia Build that he was looking forward to the survey and that he was
going to be coming home to participate. Who is he telling this to? Jeff Villepique, who was also super excited
about the survey. Thanks Jeff.

The fault is probably mine since I never told him my plans of taking a year off. In fact, what I had told
him was that I was going to volunteer to take over Deer Canyon since Norm Lopez was finding other things to
keep busy with. What [ meant was, I would take it over next year. After I had rested this year. I should mention
that Deer Canyon holds a special place in my heart because it is where I met Norm and where Arioch and I became
involved with The Society. I had missed it since it had been left off the survey for a couple of years. Norm really
opened a can of worms for me with that fateful meeting. Thanks Norm.

So, I accepted that I was going to be participating in this year’s survey. I should qualify that by no means
did Arioch need me to participate. But he expected me to. How could I let down his expectations? Plus, whom
do I think I am kidding? I miss the kid now that I don’t get to see him all the time, so any opportunity to spend
time with him I take. I figured we would do one of the Lytle Creek Trails. I figured that would be easy
enough. But Arioch had heard something I had not said. Thanks Arioch.

Forgive me as I jump around a bit in my narration. My wife Lori and our darling child Arioch will be
going to visit the Galapagos Islands this April. (Editor’s note: this article was written Pre-Covid lockdown.
Arioch’s trip was cancelled). Obviously, they are both very excited about this and will talk about it with anyone
that will listen. No, I am not jealous. I do not know at what point Debbie Marschke found out, but apparently



there was much correspondence back and forth as Debbie shared her and Steve’s notes from their past trip to the
Galapagos. Now somewhere in that correspondence, Lori and Debbie agreed to meet at the Sheep Survey
Orientation. And somewhere in that correspondence, Debbie sent a thread from Arioch where he casually
remarked that I was going to be taking a group up Deer Canyon. She told Arioch that we had to be sure Jeff knew
about this. So, thanks Debbie.

A quick email to Jeff got me an automatic response about how he was out of the office. Probably out
doing his own scouting since it was a week and a half till the survey. Oh well. I figured it was too late and we
would just have to blow this off until next year. Then out of the blue, I get a phone call from a number I don’t
recognize with an area code I never see. I almost answered in Mandarin thinking this must be a scam
call. Surprise! It is Jeff. Jeff thinks it would be great if someone went up to Deer Canyon since no one has been
there in a few years. Jeff put me in touch with Amelia Viera. God, I have a hard time saying Amelia in
English. Amelia quickly planned for me to get the key the Saturday night a week before the Orientation. That
way I could go scout out Deer Canyon on the Monday before. She was very encouraging about my making that
trip. She also tried warning me about the key being fussy. Come on, how hard can making a key work in a lock
be? Yeah, Thanks Amelia.

Alright, Monday the 24™ of February. Now, at last, I get to attack Deer Canyon. I get to the gate and
spend about five minutes unlocking it. The key looks like it could be used to unlock the Nuclear Option. It has
an LED light that ominously blinks about every thirty seconds. It is labeled CyberKey and has a tri-pin insertion
point that I have never seen the like of. But like I said, how hard can making a key work in a lock be? Not too
bad. So, I move the van onto the other side of the gate and now I spend about forty minutes trying to lock the
gate back up. The lock was not too bad. But the clasp and the bell that protects the lock when it is on that gate
were a real puzzle. I will not kid you, I was embarrassed by the struggle of getting that gate secured. I was
starting to get worried that someone else would come along and want to know what my big challenge was. Then,
like a knife through butter, it just all suddenly lined up and locked. Cool. I want to take a moment here and thank
the sick engineer that came up with that locking system. Boy, I tell you, this better not be what Steve Marschke
does all day.

So, I drive about two miles up on the road that Nestle and The Water District use to access the wells. It
is a relaxing easy 4x4 road that is very green by comparison to where we do most of our off roading. I get to the
end of where a vehicle can go, and I find a nice place that has recently been leveled out. Perfect! My volunteers
will have a place to park. Great start. This is going to be awesome. I take some pictures of the van up in the
mountains. [ throw my too heavy backpack on and off I go to do some scouting. Did I mention the temperature
is in the high seventies? The sky is clear and blue. Just breathe taking. The last time I was here it was snow
covered. Just amazing! I am going to go ahead and thank myself for deciding to do this. That was how great
that moment was.

Now I am not going to kid you. I am not nearly as fast as [ used to be. But the first part of the hike where
I parked on the edge of Bull Canyon heading for what Jeff had labeled “Deer 17 at the mouth of Calamity Canyon
was a breeze. [ was moving like my backpack was not filled with way too much stuff. In fact, [ was moving like
Techno Viking in that parade. If you do not know what I am talking about, look it up on YouTube. I dare
you. You will thank me. Despite Deer Canyon not being very accessible, there were painted markers indicating
the “trail” that I started to remember from three years ago. So, thanks to the outdoors person that did that. To
further add to my feeling of accomplishment, I found four mylar balloons that I packed out. I am good for and to
the environment.



Before I knew it, I was at West Cucamonga Truck Trail. This is the easy part of the trip to the Sighting
Areas. Or so I thought. It turns out that the well that Nestle/The Water District cares about is right where my
trail crosses West Cucamonga Truck Trail. So really, no one has been past this point since I last did this route
with Norm. Almost immediately I was unsure of if I was on the right track. Numerous rockslides had erased the
road. The white thorn had grown so dense as to obstruct my view of where I was trying to go. Luckily, Jeff had
provided me with an excellent .kml file that showed me exactly where I was and where I was trying to get. I
started pushing on through brush, over tumbled boulders, and across downed dead trees. It took me over an hour
to go a mile. The good news was that there was plenty of evidence of wildlife making its way up and down the
mountain face leading to Cucamonga Peak. Thanks wildlife!

A little before the actual start of Deer Canyon, I realize I probably could have saved a lot of time if I had
brought some shears and a saw. Stuff I had in the van, which ironically, I had a clear view of straight down the
canyon, miles away from where I stood. After all the pushing through yucca, white thorn and even dead oaks, I
was somewhat tired. I decided to break for lunch. I picked a relatively clear area on the edge of the Truck Trail
and dropped my pack. Out came my meal and I took a seat leaning on my pack. While enjoying the meal, I felt
something crawling on my back under my shirt. I reached under and scratched. I figured it was an ant and almost
did not even look. Luckily, I did look. It was a tick. A big one. Jumping up, I started looking at my pants and
to my horror discovered I was covered in them! Well hell. I went to work flicking them off me over the edge of
the trail. Iate my lunch standing up and feeling very sensitive to every perceived sensation of something crawling
on me. By this point it was well into the afternoon. I decided I had done enough scouting and that I would now
be prepared for bringing some volunteers up on Sunday. Yes, I would be prepared with repellent and other
necessary tools. Thank you, foresight.

Fast forward to Saturday the 29" of February. The Survey Orientation. I had had some time to think
about my scouting trip and to realize my plan for the expedition. The truth is, I had very low expectations about
seeing Bighorn Sheep. I knew what was going to be involved with getting to the viewing areas and I had also
been monitoring the change in weather. I rationalized that I would just be truthful about the impossible nature of
the trail and that I would offer no false hope to any potential volunteer. The chance always existed for Deer
Canyon, but I could think of a half dozen other places where a volunteer would be more likely to see some
Sheep. I figured if I minimized how many volunteers joined the group, it would make it easier to get through the
overgrown conditions and it would cut down on the noise we would have to make. My wife Lori joined Arioch
and me for the orientation. She made sure we ate and that we would each be able to focus on what we needed to
do. Arioch set up his poster and his pictures and he began trying to recruit new members/volunteers for SCBS. 1
put on my SCBS polo shirt that Steve Marschke had insisted I take, and I tried to look both professional and like
I would not get my group killed. Thanks, Steve, for the shirt.

The Orientation went smoothly and was over quickly. Jeff did a bang-up job of mentioning how
impossible and tick ridden Deer Canyon was. I thought that was great. Now came the part where the volunteers
would wander around to the various group leaders and maps. They would ask questions to qualify their potential
group and to be qualified by their potential group leaders. To my surprise, I immediately had a large group of
older, crusty looking guys at my poster. I was a little panicked because it was way too many guys for me to
consider. Then I lucked out because all they were interested in was going off roading on the San Sevaine Truck
Trail. It was easy to tell them the trail was closed. They went away grumbling. I was left with three guys. One
was Scott Daniels, my half brother who has participated on the survey with Arioch and me in the past. Another
was Jay Perez, a self-described outdoorsman who has participated in an Elk Hunt, enjoys setting up trail cameras,
and was looking for a challenging hike. The other guy doesn’t get a mention because he blew us off the next
morning on account of, he did not want to get his car wet. I knew Arioch would be with me and I felt good about
the size of our crew. There was an additional woman that was debating joining our doomed expedition, but she
bowed out at the last minute so that she would not have to worry about damaging her expensive rain suit in the
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very aggressive white thorn bushes. We also had two volunteers, Ed and Bob from Fish and Wildlife’s Natural
Resource and Volunteer Program. Here I would like to thank my volunteers. The ones that came and the ones
that knew not to.

Sunday the 1% of March sees us with and early start. We met at the aforementioned gate at 6:15 so that
we could attack the white thorn and the yucca. Unfortunately, we wasted thirty minutes waiting for the volunteer
who does not get mentioned because he did not want to get his car wet. I getit, rain is scary. My NRVP volunteers
were there waiting and laughing at us for what we were about to do. We sort through all the paperwork and run
out of stuff to do before heading out. I move everyone into the closed side of the gate, and I go to lock the
gate. As I struggle to lock the gate, the Rancho Cucamonga Fire Department’s lock falls out. Their lock was
locked, but it only captured half the Chinese puzzle’s shackle mechanism. Apparently, I am not the only one to
struggle with Steve’s creation. Securing our lock, I grab up the three-pound Fire Department lock and throw it
into the van. Arioch and I tell the NRVP volunteers (who seem to want nothing to do with it) that we will deliver
it to the Fire Dept. after the survey. Now on the two-mile 4x4 trip to the previously scouted parking area, there
is one fork in the road. One of the NRVP guys and Scott stopped to look at it and got a little lost. No
problem. Scott is prior service, and he know a thing or two about not following the Lieutenant. Scott called me
up and asked for directions. Thanks Scott. For having a clue.

Time to start up the hill! My team is assembled. Myself, David M’greene, leading. Iam rugged and built
to take punishment. Descendent from a long line of pioneers and outdoorsmen, I never, NEVER, get lost. Just
ask my wife. Arioch M’greene. Young, dynamic, a natural leader with all my strengths and none of my
weaknesses. Scott Daniels. Built like a tank and possessed of a wit that some find uncomfortable. He is my most
trusted asset because unlike Arioch, he is not in a rush to get to the top. Jay Perez. Up and coming outdoorsman,
ready to test his mettle against the conditions I had warned him of the night before. In over his head but loving
it. And of course, my corporate stooges, Bob and Ed. They had zero intention of hiking with us. They
commented on the weather, verified that their radios did not work (no batteries), and locked themselves in their
heated trucks. I would like to thank everyone involved for their support.

We start up the hill. Arioch and I soon find our selves in conversation about how this is going to take
longer than it should given the pace of our team. We adjust our schedule accordingly. We come across a very
recent animal trail with a particular odor to it. Arioch and I, in our outdoorsman wisdom determine it must have
been a bear. We are careful to preserve forensic evidence before we continue. We are into the canyon one
kilometer when the rain starts. We push on. The clouds are now all around us and so thick as to limit visibility
to about one hundred meters. We still push on. The rain really starts coming down. We take shelter under a pine
at Calamity Canyon. This also happens to be marked on the DFW map as Deer 1. If this is an observation point,
and if the Bighorn are more than 100 meters away, we would not be able to see them. The group gets excited
when it starts to hail. Less so when the wind picks up and blows the hail and the rain under our shelter with
remarkable force. We hunker down for a few minutes to see if the weather will let up. It does not. Mother Nature
is apparently trying to tell me something. I am slow, so I let us sit there a bit longer than was probably
necessary. Thanks Mother Nature.

With a sad heart, I decide to call the event off and head back to the vehicles. A quick discussion amongst
the group results in total agreement. I feel bad having come all this way only to turn around before even getting
to the impossibly difficult section. But I rationalize to the group that we can do this properly next year. I mention
that I fully plan to have the trail in useable condition and that [ will be visiting Deer Canyon about every six weeks
between now and next year. Feeling my excitement, Scott offers to participate on a few of those excursions. I
know that Arioch will too, come Summer and Winter Break. We all agree that the long-
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term plan here is to put Deer Canyon back on the books. Thanks, CDFW, for the opportunity for us to start this
up again.

We make it down to the vehicles with little fuss. We are all cold and wet, but in good spirits about the
whole thing. We have come up with a plan to go get a hot lunch at Bob’s Big Boy. The NRVP Corporate Stooges
are not overly surprised to see us return earlier than we had hoped. They were very excited about the hail and
wanted to know if we had any. Even at the level that the vehicles are parked at, the clouds are so thick as to
obscure our view across the canyon. We all make it off the hill and now Jay is offering to be there at one of
SCBS’s builds in the future. He has asked that we keep in touch and he even sent me some of the photos of the
weather that he took. And that is why we do this. Publicity and comradery. It will be a long year until the next
Survey, but I know that for that one, I will not be so worried about having a larger group. That is my start.

The rain washed my 9" Inf. Regiment Dragoon Hat that I have been wearing to all the builds and on all
the Spring Surveys. It really needed it and I can not believe how good a job it did. I did not get to see any
sheep. But a bad day with my son and my brother getting even one more person involved is a better day than just
sitting at home not knowing accomplishment. I have thought of a list of people I will invite next year. I hope
whoever is reading this will do the same. ~ David M’greene

San Gabriel Census, Barrett Stoddard

By George Sutton

Barrett Stoddard was a small turnout this year. We met in the parking right off the main road that leads
up to Mt. Baldy Village and Ski Resort. The weather was not cooperating and rain was hampering us right from
the beginning. From the parking lot volunteers were instructed to hike up the dirt road that leads past Mountain
cabins and across small streams to the gate that designates the start of our Barrett Stoddard trail hike. The
visibility was minimal with no views of the surrounding slopes, with rain becoming stronger and turning to
hail/snow at times. Even with these issues the group still wanted to go and look for Sheep! The trail was wet
and muddy at times, but everybody kept a positive attitude. We did not see any Sheep but everyone seemed
to enjoy the adventure of hiking in the inclement weather. We hiked to Stoddard Flats and still no visibility with
rain. It was there that we made the decision to return to our vehicles. Hopefully a few of them used their
Adventure Passes to explore more of the San Gabriel's that day.
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San Gabriel Census, Lookout Mountain
By John Nelson

We had 15 volunteers sign up for our hike to Lookout Mountain. Several of us drove up to Glendora Ridge
Rd. after the orientation meeting and spent the night in our trucks, not a cloud in the sky. Glendora Ridge Rd. is
a race track all night long. When I got up at 5:30 to start the coffee the clouds moved in and the rain started. We
were suited up and on the trail by 6:30 knowing we may not make it to the top of the mountain. Several volunteers
were not in shape to keep up with the group and decided to wait on the trail for us to return for them, Half way
up the trail the rain turned to snow and the weather closed in on us but we decided to continue. Twelve of us
reached the top of the mountain at 9:30AM but couldn't see more than 50 feet. We were supposed to be looking
for sheep across Cattle Canyon a half a mile away. As the temperature dropped and the snow started to stick to
the ground I decided it was time to get off the mountain. We started our decent at 10:00AM and picked up the
stragglers on the way down. The hike down the mountain was slow due to the poor condition of the trail and the
weather. We reached our vehicles at noon and said goodbye. Everyone was cold and wet so we didn't stand around
in the rain to chat or pose for pictures. Maybe next year the weather will cooperate.

P -

San Gabriel Census, Middle Fork of Lytle Creek

By Deb Miller Marschke

Steve and I have been leaders on the Middle Fork of Lytle Creek during the San Gabriel Sheep Census
for at least 10 years now. Most of the time, the weather is unpredictable right up until you get up the morning of
the census. We just have all the possible needed layers in the car and decide how much we should use when the
day arrives. The census is always held at the same time every year, right around the first weekend of March. For
many years we’ve been waiting for the helicopter survey crew to fly concurrently with the ground crew, but even
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when the helicopter is budgeted by the DFW the weather can be cruel. Of course, this begs the question “Why
don’t you stage the census later in the year?”. The short answer is because the historical data has always been
collected at the same time, so if you change the date of the census you will essentially corrupt the data. Another
reason is that the census needs to be done before the pregnant ewes enter lambing season and start hunkering
down to give birth. Unfortunately, this time of year is the “rainy season”. So I never know if I have committed
myself to leading a sunny pleasant spring jaunt, or an exercise of stubborn sheer will against rain or snow. One
thing always remains the same: I am amazed at how many “new” volunteers sign up and show up to help, even
when the weather stinks. Frankly, I am at times terrified of being in charge of 30 members of the public that I
have first met. Potentially there are lots of things that can go wrong, but so far Steve and I have been fortunate
that we give our crew an honest briefing both at the sign up session and then before we begin the hike.

This year the weather began to threaten the census earlier in the week, but there was a chance the storm
would speed up and blow through. It didn’t. When we arrived at the rendezvous point in the morning, it was
already raining. Most of the folks who signed up did show up for the hike anyway. We always take a vote with
the crew, disclaiming that we probably won’t see any sheep due to the poor visibility, but we ask if they are still
interested in trying. They were. Steve marched up in front, leading the entourage up Middle Fork and eventually
off the beaten trail to a rocky chute and gaining elevation. I “sweep” the rear by remaining last. I always check
the canyons from the parking lot first because none of the volunteers want to stay there all day glassing for sheep.
That’s unfortunate because most of the time, the sheep do move down the mountain during the course of the day
and they can be spotted from the trailhead parking lot. You just need to know where to watch. The visibility was
awful so I headed up the trail to one of the lower vantage points, where I posted up for the day. The rain came
down off and on all day. Sometimes it turned into sleet or snow. We also had hail. When it was not raining, the
mist and fog moved around. It was difficult to see, and frustrating because my body heat fogged my binoculars
within seconds. I had a few volunteers with me on my survey point. Around 1 P.M., one of the guys said to me,
“ I know we are supposed to use the buddy system, but, well, I am leaving”. He then turned and took the rest of
his friends with him back down to the cars, leaving me there alone. Again, working with the public is scary. This
guy actually admits he’s not supposed to leave anyone alone during the census, but does it anyway. I am annoyed
at his lack of concern but glad he is leaving because he was doing more gabbing with his buddies than he was
surveying. I spent the rest of the day alone, straining my eyes, hoping for luck and enjoying the peace. I didn’t
see any sheep, though. My Goretex gear only kept the rain out for % of the day, so by the time Steve’s crew came
back down, the water had wicked through and I was cold. I was thinking that the whole day was a bust; Middle
Fork usually reports spotting sheep so I hated turning in no results and have our great track record tainted. Well,
all was not lost. A few of our experienced survey attendees had turned in their survey earlier in the day. Two
sheep were seen in the lower section of Middle Fork’s survey zone. Yes, success ! And the crew on South Fork
spotted 5 sheep. So persistence paid off.

I am guessing you have read all of the stories about the Sheep Census and you are thinking that it was a
miserable day. Today as I sit and write this, we are on lockdown for COVID19. I wish I was back on the Lytle
Creek trail, observing the awesome spectacle of weather in action. Sitting in the middle of nature to observe
quietly for hours and listening to the sounds of the mountains sounds pretty appealing right about now. I’ve had
just about enough of the walls of my house, how about you? Let me just leave you with this declaration: |
volunteer for this census every year. I know what may happen, and half the time the weather stinks. But [ am
always reminded of how great it is to be alive, and how fortunate I am to have the opportunity of my experiences.
I have heard fishermen say that a bad day fishing is always better than a good day at your day job. It’s the same
for the San Gabriel Sheep Census. I’ve found that SCBS volunteers do well with a “Can-Do” spirit. We do things
that average folks half our age won’t even consider. None of us are getting any younger, but I’ve found that if I
don’t’ challenge myself, my body will continue aging until I realize I’ve lost my edge. That makes me mad, so I
keep putting myself out there until I’'m certain I can’t do it anymore. I hope you will consider joining me next
year for the San Gabriel Census, and celebrate life on the mountain.
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Water Haul to Bearclaws “temporary” drinker.

Volunteers: Scott Gibson & Mike Morgan
Trucks: Big Red and Scott’s Truck
March 29, 2020
Location: Sheephole Mountains

1150 gallons delivered, tank is 2/3 full and already had sheep activity earlier this year. A second water haul will
likely be necessary later this summer. The “permanent” Bearclaws drinker did collect a small amount of rain in
early March and will hopefully collect more with coming storms.

Satellite Monitor data:
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SOME THOUGHTS ON WILDLIFE AND LIVESTOCK MANAGEMENT

There’s been a long-running controversy in the Western United States. This involves three factions. They are wildlife
enthusiasts, the cattle industry, and those that champion the wild horse and burro populations. Wildlife people have a
straightforward desire to increase wildlife but this excludes invasive species. The cattle industry also has a fairly
straightforward goal and that is to produce cattle to make a profit. The people who champion wild horses and burros have
a somewhat different set of goals they want to maintain a connection with the historic past. While some want to protect
what they perceive as wild animals, others see it more as an animal-rights issue. For the most part wild horse and burro
people are willing to do this at the expense of the cattle industry and wildlife populations. Most of the people that promote
wild horses and burros do not like to talk about the cost to wildlife, though this is the central controversy they must deal
with while promoting wild horses and burros. Sometimes the individual people and the issues between these groups are
very clear, other times the individual people or the issue can be vague and difficult to define. The damage done by wild
horses and burros to the natural environment is immense, but generally goes unnoticed by the public due to the fact the
public does not really comprehend the amount of missing wildlife. Nor does it have an understanding of the damages been
done to archaeological sites, such as ancient game trails and small prehistoric campsites. These are some of the main
reasons the general public views these animals as wildlife rather than what they are, domestic livestock. Another major
factor contributing to the public’s point of view is that there is no profit in wild horses and burros, whereas the cattle
industry is for profit, therefore cows are not viewed as wildlife. For the most part the public supports a large vibrant
population of wild horses and burros on public land. If a person does not see wild horses and burros as wildlife they are
very likely to see them from an animal rights perspective, that is to say they have a right to be there. I have been out with
groups of people that actually had the term wilderness as part of their group’s name that were thrilled to see the “wild” and
majestic burro. My efforts to educate them was met with rejection and disdain. For these reasons the public has long
resisted any direct method of population control such as shooting them or rounding them up for slaughter, in spite of the
efficiency of these methods. This has led to a long running conflict between the people who want to take care the land and
the indigenous wildlife, and those that want to take care of renegade livestock, horses and burros. A wild burro can weigh
anywhere from 400 to 600 pounds therefore one can roughly estimate this is the amount of water and feed for the equivalent
amount of natural herbivores such as rabbits mice and small birds. Yet in this form, that of the burro, It does not feed the
foxes, coyotes, bobcats, and birds of prey that these other animals would have. If all this were not enough, presently the
BLM alone spends a staggering $75 million a year on programs that are ineffective or designed to maintain this problem.
One can only imagine the benefits if we ended this problem or reduced it to such a point there was no longer an
environmental issue, and then spent the $75 million on wildlife. For a rough perspective on what this amount of money
could do spent on the Western United States, a mountain range that had say 300 wild sheep might receive a budget of
$100,000 to $300,000 per year for that herd alone! Regardless what one might view as the accuracy of these figures they
do not account for what the Park service and the forest service will spend on this issue.

I believe that there is an answer that would be effective environmentally, economical, and acceptable to the public. And
that is to design a plan that would regulate exclude and modify mineral sources that these animals use. The first step would
be to get a group of professionals up to speed on the mineral requirements that affect reproduction and survivability for the
various species that inhabit the Southwest. This would include horses, burros, deer, antelope, bighorn sheep and so on.
Without a doubt the mineral requirement for proper health distribution and reproduction would have similarities and
differences. Until we possess this knowledge we do not have the wherewithal to effectively manage any species or their
habitat on public land. While this might sound outrageous I believe eventually this will be the prevailing point of view.
Once we’ve acquired this knowledge we could engineer a solution that takes into account the particular species that is
targeted for reduction or eradication from the environment and at the same time design one that is advantageous for the
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indigenous species. With this basic information I believe we will find many situations where fencing off a single spring
and its associated mineral source will reduce the population of horses and burros immensely. While the effects of this will
not be immediate it will be effective in both population control and reducing the geographic area the target species inhabits.
In some places a number of springs and separate mineral sources may have to be fenced off to be effective. This can be
done in a way where the burro is excluded from the resource and the wild life is not. The design for such fencing is readily
available and has been used effectively for many years around water sources. Though I know of no incident where this has
been used to control or eliminate a mineral resource for horses and burros. I believe there will be examples that by fencing
off a single water/mineral source the effect will be relatively quick in making a large continuous population into two or
more island populations. These smaller island populations will be easier to manage whether the goal is eradication or
preserving a small representative population. The first round of such a management plan will inevitably show where other
key water/mineral sources exist. With this knowledge it will generally make the second round easier and more effective.
Monitoring and adjusting an up-to-date modern mineral program will no doubt be done with equally modern technology,
that we have on hand, such as trail cameras, GPS collars, and even sampling the animals blood or hair. This will tell the
story of what’s actually happening. The first pilot programs will no doubt provide a wealth of information and put wildlife
management in to a whole new era of effectiveness. In many areas where this conflict of burros, horses, cattle, and wildlife
occur the cattle operations put out salt blocks. Of course they do this for the benefit of the cattle. Currently I don’t know
of any study or accepted mainstream concept that has an accurate and proper understanding of how this affects directly or
indirectly other species. No doubt wild horses and burros utilize these salt blocks giving them an otherwise lacking and
essential commodity, thus allowing them to successfully compete with all the other species for water and feed. Most salt
blocks today are some sort of multi- mineral formula. They are not just sodium chloride, though these are available. In
areas where there’ is a cattle operations it is very likely that the minerals/salt blocks are optimum or near optimum for the
wild horses and burros. Finding measures for the cattle operations to exclude wild horses and burros from these artificial
salt/ mineral sources may go a long ways to reducing the problem of wild horses and burros. While some of this knowledge
is of a general nature that is it is already known to veterinarian science, a lot of this knowledge will be developed that is
specific to a geographic location. For instance some areas you might put out salt blocks that only have sodium chloride in
them or perhaps even sugar to draw the horses and burros into a specific area due to a wide range of factors. As an example
it may draw them away from an area that has natural mineral sources that give a full spectrum of minerals that the animals
need to optimize reproduction. One can also fence in water sources that are just water sources. That is they don’t have a
geologic mineral component associated with them but rather a food water resource. By doing this you will reduce their
ability to get proper food and water in one place. This type of knowledge for the most part does not presently exist but can
be developed. Once this knowledge is gained and applied we will see dwindling populations of horses and burros and
increasing populations of wildlife. This type of population reduction will not be immediate as shooting them or rounding
them up, rather it will take years and even decades. There is however advantages to this slower method, no one animal will
suffer the consequences of being shot, starve, or thirst to death and few if any of these animals that are reduced under such
a program would ever live out the majority of their life in a small crowded corral. I believe that such a program due to its
human nature and slow measured benefit to wildlife will not be opposed by the general public. Furthermore I believe that
if handled right in the modern media it will gain a lot of public support. In all likelihood the media component of this
mineral plan can only get the credibility it needs by the volunteer environmental groups. It is critical to understand that this
idea is not just a biological and land management program, it must have as an integral part of it, a proper modern media
narrative. One of the many benefits of properly designed and narrated program is that once it’s initiated it will include a
large number of people and motivate them in to a deeper understanding of the environment of the Southwest.
thewayofthings.org By Carlos Gallinger
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Top Right to left: Steve Marschke, Bryan Cimarusti, Steven Hart, Scott Gibson, Mike Morgan, David M’Greene, Jennifer
Hinojosa, Glenn Sudmeier. Bottom left to right: Mark LeCompte, Gary Thomas, John Roy , Jeff Crouse, Norm Lopez
Not in photo: Terry Anderson, Dave Smith

2020 SCBS Board of Directors

Terry Anderson 760-408-7118 Steve Marschke 310-543-1862
Bryan Cimarusti  323-842-0024 David M’Greene 626-422-2174
Jeff Crouse 760-680-9819 Mike Morgan 760-249-5632
Scott Gibson 909-210-0548 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 Dave Smith 760-617-3291
Norm Lopez 805-431-2824
Monthly Meeting

The SCBS Board of Directors meets at about 6:00 p.m. on the 2™ Tuesday of each month in the conference room
at Bass Pro Shops, 7777 Victoria Gardens Lane, Rancho Cucamonga, CA 91730. You are invited to attend any
and all board meetings, to bring a friend, to visit, and, hopefully, to participate. Under the current social
distancing stay-at-home orders, please check for changes in the schedule ahead of time.

WEBSITE : Society for the Conservation of Bighorn Sheep is on-line ~ sheepsociety.com
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April’s Board Meeting Compliant with Social Distancing

It was impossible to conduct the regularly scheduled SCBS Board meeting on April 14 because Bass Pro in
Rancho Cucamonga was closed and all the Board Members were safe in their homes. This was because of the
current social distancing precautions due to the Novel Coronavirus stay-at-home order in California. Instead of
cancelling the meeting, it was decided that the Board would attempt to conduct the meeting using Cisco Web Ex,
using the member’s home computers and phones. Steve Marschke set up the free web meeting, and patiently
assembled as many members that could possibly establish the connection to the web conference. The meeting
was a little rough and somewhat dysfunctional, but enough members were present during the conference to deal
with timely business matters and have a general discussion. SCBS has gone hi-tech ! Though it was agreed that
it did not replace meeting in person, we now know that it is possible to achieve success by teleconferencing. It
would be worthwhile to continue working on this option and improve the overall results for any circumstances
that may arise in the future preventing the Board from meeting in person.

About Face ! Let’s change our habits and stay healthier!

I have known and worked with a lot of experienced and venerable desert rats in my lifetime. I’ve learned
how to get un-stuck in the sand, how to pick a fourwheeling line that avoids becoming high-centered, and what
types of preparations I should have made before each desert foray. However, even the most seasoned veterans
seem to forget one of the most basic long term strategies to keep oneself safe and to protect their overall health: I
am talking about skin cancer. You may remember to slather on sunscreen on your limbs, or maybe you started
wearing an oversize long sleeve white shirt to armor yourself from the hazardous effects of ultraviolet rays in the
sunshine. What is getting overlooked is the head: the face, the nose, the ears, and don’t forget the neck (front and
back)! Eventually hair starts thinning and then there is exposure to the scalp as well. I’ve seen these same desert
rats coming back from a doctor’s office with an ugly band-aid on the face — it’s not pretty when cancers on the
face need to be cut off. Somehow wearing those ball caps over the years didn’t quite do the job. A cap can
protect the top of your head and perhaps the forehead, but your ears are showing and getting zapped, and the
bottom half of your face is taking a beating. It’s my opinion that a lot of people dislike applying sunscreen to the
face because it may cause irritation to the skin and makes the eyes sting when sweat gets into the eyes. Fortunately
for all of you, I have a recommendation. There are specialized sunscreens formulated for the face that are
dermatologist tested and sweat proof. These lotions should be applied as part of your morning ritual, and you
should choose the highest SPF (Sun Protection Factor) number you can find. I can recommend any product by
Neutrogena. Neutrogena products reputably don’t irritate sensitive skin, have either a light unisex fragrance or
are unscented, and there are “Sport” types that don’t sweat off into your eyes. What’s more — they work. I’ve
been using Neutrogena products on my face for years. The only days I get overexposed on my face are the days
that I’ve forgotten to put the lotion on. According to the American Cancer Society, skin cancer is the most
common type of cancer and it’s totally preventable by lessening the risk by adopting a simple habit into your
daily routine. Not only will you be investing in your long term health, you will slow down the aging effects
resulting from sun overexposure.
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Upcoming project Announcement — Castle / Viceroy Mine
Planned date was May 16-17, 2020
Postponed due to Coronavirus Stay-at-home orders
Project organizer : Gary Thomas
We hope to get this back on track when California is open for businesses
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Did you know that the scientific
abstracts presented at the biannual
meeting of the Desert Bighorn Council
are available for viewing on line? Go
to the website to check that out :
https://www.desertbighorncouncil.com
/transactions/download-past-dbc-
transactions/

Congratulations are in order for Dr. Jeff
Villepique, who has been promoted to Senior
Wildlife Biologist, Supervisor, with the California
Department of Fish and Wildlife. He is assigned to
oversee the Southern half of the California’s Bighorn
Sheep in the Inland Desert Region and Northern
section of the Peninsular Ranges. This includes the
Mojave desert, Inyo Ranges, San Bernardino ranges,
Coachella Valley, San Jacinto, Santa Rosa, and parts
of Death Valley. In a nutshell, he’s in charge of the
Desert Sheep and the field crews assigned to these
areas. Dr. Villepique has had his boots in the sand,
working alongside SCBS volunteers for many years.
This is great news!



Bob Burke “retires” as Sheep Sheet Newsletter Editor

Bob Burke, SCBS member and former member on the Board, is retiring from his Sheep Sheet Editor
duties , including his handling of publishing the paper version of the Sheep Sheet. Thank you, Bob, for all the
years of dependable and valuable service! Debbie Miller Marschke will absorb Bob’s duties going forward as
the Editor-in-Chief and the distribution of the publication.

Bob originally planned on assisting in the
distribution of this current issue of the Sheep Sheet.
Then the Coronavirus complicated things, rendering
the “old way” virtually impossible during lockdown.
Currently the mailing and distribution of the paper
copy of the Sheep Sheet is being reworked. This
includes discontinuing the SCBS bulk mailing
permit in Barstow and establishing a new Sheep
Sheet distribution point in Torrance, California. If

/ / you are receiving the printed physical copy of the
j Sheep Sheet much later than the digital version,
. e = Sheet
. I } apologies are given for the delay.

Bob Burke

I would like to take this opportunity to formally introduce myself as the Editor of the SCBS Sheep Sheet.
My formal name is Deborah L. Miller Marschke (call me Deb), and I have been married to SCBS President Steve
Marschke since 2006. The “Miller” part of my name is very important to me. I retained this family name in honor
of my grandparents, James & Renee Miller. They are the ones who introduced me to the desert when I was
growing up, and not only were they bonafide desert rats, they also were champions of wildlife. After retiring as a
Battalion Chief for the Los Angeles City Fire Department, Jim Miller took a second career as the curator of
specimens in the Biology department at UCLA. Renee Miller was the person who introduced me to guzzlers
when [ was 9 years old — she singlehandedly persuaded the LA Department of Water and Power to install a guzzler
adjacent to the Miller property on Mt. Washington (near Highland Park). It was my job to keep the guzzler clean
so this genre of work has been in my blood since I was a kid.

When my grandparents retired and relocated
to Northern California, they were instrumental in
founding Shasta Wildlife. ~ That organization
specializes in the rehabilitation of injured or
orphaned animals and birds. As an adult, I’ve had
success fostering baby birds and releasing them
thanks to Grandma. Fast forward to my first time
visiting an SCBS guzzler project when I was dating
Steve; he asked me to “clear a transect” by collecting
sheep droppings, which did not seem odd after
growing up around the Millers. I am a graduate of
Cal Poly Pomona with a degree in Business — but my
original major was Journalism. Volunteering for
SCBS and serving as your Sheep Sheet editor taps
into my underlying strengths.
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Going forward, I do find it challenging to cobble together materials to produce a Sheep Sheet that is
informative but interesting. I work full time, so production of the Sheep Sheet is crammed into my “spare time”.
I could not succeed without those of you who contribute materials, so I encourage you to please share your reports,
thoughts, experiences, photos for the next Sheep Sheet. Iknow, I know, no one likes to “ring their own bell”, but
if you don’t report on what is going on or what projects you’ve worked on, no one will know. Your stories will
serve a dual purpose; to inform AND inspire. Your experiences are IMPORTANT. It is a publication for the
volunteers, by the volunteers. Please forward materials for future Sheep Sheet publications to Deb Miller
Marschke. Email: debmillermars@gmail.com. Landline: 310-543-1862

Guzzlers Ready for Summer Heat!
Here’s what the satellite monitors report on water levels:

Bicket Landels ~ FULL 4 feet Rainbow 5 ~ FULL

Kingston Peak ~ FULL 6 feet Sunshine 2 ~ almost full

Bear Claws ~ 2 > feet Lava 1 ~ not reporting accurately

Sud’s Hole ~ FULL 7 feet Lava 2 ~ not reporting accurately

Faydee ~ FULL Creosote ~ not reporting accurately but verified FULL
Newberry ~ FULL 4 feet Acacia ~ tank 1: 2 feet , tank 2: 2 15 feet (new for 2020)
Kerr ~ not reporting Cady Too ~ FULL

Big Gees ~ not reporting

Old Dad Guzzler Finale : Project Completed

Over the weekend of May 4-5, 2020 the reworking of the Old Dad Guzzler was finally completed. Scott
Gibson, Project Leader, has been persistently pushing and making steady progress to get the collection system
replumbed and connected to the new tanks that were flown in by helicopter last fall. He’s hiked to the guzzler
countless times and organized the crews on the many visits to the project site. The final crew members were Scott
Gibson, David M’Greene, Arioch M’Greene, Steve Marschke and Debbie Miller Marschke. The final span of
plumbing required much forethought and engineering; the pipes were suspended overhead as they made the final
approach to the junction point at the top of the tanks. The crew had ladders, but the ground was not level and
covered with huge boulders. Cooperation and teamwork paid off, the pipes were connected to the tanks.
Meanwhile, the old Johnson screen that had been harvested from the system was reclaimed and attached at the
collection dam. The collection pipes were also painted camouflage to lessen the visual impact.

Part of the project responsibilities included cleaning up the work site and packing out the tools. This was
not a simple task because a lot of the items were heavy, bulky, and difficult to carry on the steep trail. The team
was prepared and had brought backpack frames to the project to aid in transporting gear off the mountain. Special
recognition goes to Arioch who packed the heavy generator down to the car. The efforts of all the other volunteers
should not be overlooked, this is a steep rugged trail even without carrying a heavy pack like a Mt. Everest Sherpa.
Scott Gibson will write an expanded report about the completion of the Old Dad Guzzler rebuild in the next Sheep
Sheet (expected in late summer).

SEE THE VIDEO!
David Hawkshurst, an SCBS volunteer and professional videographer, has created a video about the Old Dad
project that is viewable here : https://youtu.be/jzlpg U2Xpw (note- there is an Underscore between jzlpg U2Xpw).
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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

sk sk sk s sfe sk sk sk sk sfeoske sk sk sk sk sk sle s sk sk i sk sk sk sk sk sk seoske sk sk seosie sk sk sie sk sk sl sk sk sl sk sk sk sk seoske sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk skeoske sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sl sk sk sk sk sk skeoskokok skokok skokok

APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP
SOCIETY FOR THE CONSERVATION OF BIGHORN SHEEP
Attn: SCBS Membership Chairman John Nelson
24925 Chicory Ct.
Stevenson Ranch, CA 91381

Name:

Address:

City: State: Zip:
Phone: (H) W)

E-Mail Address (Optional):

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/Y ear

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:
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Application Received: Funding Received:

Voted In: Member Card Sent:
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