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NEXT DOCENT MEETING - IT'S YOUR CHOICE! Saturday Morning, October 16, 9 a.m. 
A meeting as usual with a workshop on the Reserve trails 
scheduled - OR - 8 a.m. to 5 p.m. a bus-field trip complete 
with lectures set up by the San Diego County Archeological 
Society to four archeology sites in the area! 

Docents have the choice of either event this month with either choice counting 
them as "present" at October's monthly meeting. 

At the regular meeting at the Reserve Lodge, a workshop is planned involving 
fresh ideas for trail walks o Those who attend will have the opportunity to go 
out on the trails in a learning situation. 

Also on October 16, the second event which Docents may attend is a rare 
opportunity--a tour of four archeology sites in the San Diego area. The tour, 
by bus, was set up by Don Didera, vice president of the San Diego County 
Archeological Society. It begins promptly at 8 a.m o at Torrey Pines High School. 
$4.00 charge--Bring a Picnic Lunch--Return 5 Pomo! The first site to be visited 
will be related to the Torrey Pines Reserve o A head count is necessary for the 
bus tour. Call Grace Claire 436-6869 at once to reserve a place. Time is of 
the essence. 

Which ever event you choose--you can't loose! See you!? 

NOTES - NEWS 

WHITE-CROWNED SPARROWS 

September 27th brought white-crowned sparrows to your editor's feeder 
indicating that we can be on the lookout for them at anytime now on the Reserve 
trails. These little birds are ground foragers and can usually be seen dashing 
along narrow avenues in the vegetation displaying their fine running ability. 

SOCIETY SOCIAL SLATED - POTLUCK 

Mark you calendar November 7th, 6 p.m. at the Reserve Museum. Bring a dish 
to feed at least four, as well as your own place settings--plates, cups, utensils. 
Family members and guests are invited! 

NEW DOCENTS 

Our cup runneth over--more new comers have arrived! Welcome to Jean 
Hawthorn, Donald Burns, James and Carolyn Sue Mills o Be sure to introduce 
yourselves to these folks at the November 7th Potluck! 
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WESTERN INTERPRETERS ASSOCIATION 

Those interested in "Interpreters helpi ng each other to better communicate 
knowledge of our environment, both natural and cultural. •• its uses and limits, 11 

will wish to know that the associ ation will present a workshop, 11 Tahoefest 11 at 
Squaw Valley, California, October 22-24. One may attend as a non-member o Among 
the variety of workshops and programs of interest to Torrey Pines Docent Society 
members are: Planning an Exhibi t, Construction and Maintenance of an Exhibit, 
Training the Public. Learn to protect the park by creating a greater appreciation 
in the visitor for the park values. Acclimatization or Five Feelies in the Forest 
sounds interesting. For more information and/or a registration form, see Jean 
Hawthorn or Gene Barber. 

MRS. GUY FLEMMING 

Mrs. Guy Flemming artist wife of the protector of the Torrey Pines, has 
entered the Cloisters Nursing Home in La Jolla o 

ART SHOW 

The La Jolla Art Association Galleries will present a showing by Mat 
(Tsuyoshi Matsumoto) entitled "Amer i ca's Un ique Torrey Pine", a series of Ten 
New Drawings. Mat's beautiful pencil drawi ngs are admired by all of us. It 
will be a pleasure to view these new works. 

SAN ELIJO BIRD COUNT 

If you wish to know more about shore birds, why not join the San Elijo bird 
count group the first Sunday of each month at 7:30 a.mo Call Grace Claire 
436-6869 for more information. 

NEW DOCENTS WHO 1 S WHO by Shanda Grunkemeyer 

I'd like to welcome and introd uce t wo recent members to the Docent Society, 
Bill Brothers and Jim Stoddard. 

BILL BROTHERS 

Eight years ago Bill Brothers moved from Los Angeles to attend San Diego 
State University, where he majored i n biology with an emphasis in physiologyo 
He now holds both BS and MS degrees in biology. His occupation is teaching, 
and though he taught general biology last year at Grossmont college he is 
currently seeking a permanent position. 

Bill's interest in biology, however, doesn't stop with the text book; it 
covers the whole range of natural phenomena. He loves the outdoors and includes 
hiking, camping and bodysurfing as other interests. 

His reason for becoming a docent was two-fold; 11 1 wanted to learn more 
about the Torrey Pines Reserve and to relay this knowledge to others. 11 Bill's 
great interest in educating and teaching people, combined with a lecturing 
ability, will make him a valuable asset to our Society. 

, 
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Having recently given his first tour, he is very enthusiastic, 11 I really 
like the work, especially talking and expressing myself. 11 He also enjoys using 
the docent library with its many good books. The one thing he feels he lacks 
though is a better background of the areas' history. This deficit I'm sure will 
soon be remedied. His technical knowledge will be of great use on future tours. 

JAMES STODDARD 

Though raised in Staten Island, now the heart of New York City, James 
Stoddard is a man well versed in the ways of nature. His formal schooling is 
in forest management, however, he has a 11 broad interest and love for the 
environment. 11 This is truly reflected since, in his short years residence 
in San Diego's north county, Jim has developed a knowledge of local flora and 
birds to rival many a native resident. To him winters in North County supply the 
best of two worlds, 11 when the surfs not up, there's plenty of places to bird 
watch and botani ze. 11 

Besides being interested in birds and botany, Jim enjoys many outdoor 
sports including extensive backpacking, snowshoeing, cross country skiing and 
of course surfing. 

Jim's experience with Torrey Pines began this past summer when he worked as 
Crew Leader for the Y.C oC. program here. Through his work he gained much practical 
knowledge about the area and has probably seen the park from a different aspect 
than most of us: behind pick and shovel constructing and maintaining the trails 
we tour visitors on. 

Jim was drawn to the Docents because he saw it as a means to "both enjoy 
the Torrey Pines and support them in any manner he may. 11 As a self disciplined 
person dedicated to extending his self knowledge, with the added ability to 
exchange it to others, he is a beneficial addition to our Docent roster. 

TORREY PINES DOCENT SOCIETY MINUTES OF SEPTEMBER 18, 1976 - Grace Claire for 
vacationing Mary Miller 

President Gene Barber called the meeting to order at 9:15 a.m. Three guests 
were introduced o They were: 

Don Burns - zoology student at SD State 
Jim Mills - a Navy pilot with special background in biology 
Sue Mills - special studies in biology and geology 

Gene announced that the meeting of Saturday, October 16, will be conducted 
by the Docents and may include a workshop session. Please continue to give 
Steve Calder ideas for programs. 

Gene pointed out that there is still a problem of obtaining Docents for 
duties which now are scheduled on weekends only. He reminded the group that each 
Society member is expected to give six hours a month. Sunny Rankin, Publications 
Chairman, informed the group that the weekend schedule at the Reserve has been 
sent to all area media. The first articles should appear in the newspapers this 
weekend, September 18-19, and increased weekend attendance should be anticipated. 

A date of Sunday, November 7, at 6 p.mo was selected for a social to which 
family members and guests are invited. It will be a potlucko 
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MINUTES (Continued) 

The president asked for donations of articles for the docent lounge, namely: 
an occasional chair, a goose-neck desk lamp, a heavy-duty extension cord, 
decorative items, 3-hole punch, scissors. 

Gene informed the group that incorporation of the Society is being studied 
as such a move would allow us to raise money for operation and other purposes. Our 
operating funds are minimal as they are derived from dues only, which are $3 per 
member. We could use such things as a Polaroid camera, cassette recorder and 
books. We could use about $1,000 a year o The Torreyana publication and mailing 
costs a considerable amount. Steve Mullensky offered to contribute to the 
Torreyana publication, but Gene said this was not necessary as we had $100 in 
the treasury. 

Marci Torner suggested we investigate bulk potage reduced rates. 

The following suggestions were made for sales items which the Docents could 
produce to create revenue: 

1. The books on sale now by and for state profit might become the 
responsibility of the Society. 

2. Postcards, calendars, notepaper with Torrey Pine drawings on face, 
casettes of bird calls were proposed as possible sales items. 

3o Stamps could be sold to facilitate mailing postcards. 

Attention was called to an additional sales item recently added; the Torrey 
Pines Association booklet, "See the Forest for the Trees, 11 at $2.00 per copy. 

David Faulkner, currently studying for his Master's degree at San Diego State 
University, and on the staff of the Natural History Museum, was the guest speaker 
on 11 Insects o11 

PEGGY HASKELL RECALLS TRIP EAST 

Recently, Sunny Rankin received a letter from Peggy Haskell. In reality 
her letter is an epic of exquisite proportions--more than a letter, it is a 
gift. As most of you know, Peggy left San Diego for her home in Maine this 
summer to remain. Her traveling companion was her young teenager daughter, Sashao 
Together they carved their way across our country, visiting and camping in some 
of its most exciting, beautiful, and awesome natural parks and regions. Unfortu
nately, we have not enough space for Peggy's entire letter, which nearly reached 
book length! But there follows, for your enjoyment, a portion of it which just 
might whet your appetite for more o Sunny will gladly 11 lend 11 this masterpiece 
to any and all for the asking! 

"After two nights in the Kaibab we went on to Bryce, camping in the Park in 
a tiny two-by-four site, but only a stone's throw from the rim. What a fantasy
land that is. Spires, minarets, castles, thrones o •• one could spend a life-
time weaving fairytales through its filigreed web. And just as marvelous is the 
life that sprouts from the depths of its barren canyons! Enormous trunks of Douglas 
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Fir and Ponderosa shooting their lofty crowns straight up into the light high 
above, and small groundhugging plants, bright kelly green, providing a brilliant 
contrast to the russet rock formations. 

Then on the Arches, for me the real highlight of the trip. I fell in love 
with Arches years ago through the pages of Edward Abbey's Desert Solitaire, and 
had long dreamed of experiencing for myself this wonderous land. However, antici
pating that getting there would not be half the fun, we set out across central 
Utah with some trepidation. Once-Defore I had driven through Utah, likewise in 
the middle of the day in the middle of the summer, and I remembered it as one 
of the grimmer experiences of my life! But this time we were thankfully blessed 
with a heavy cloud cover for much of the distance, and only toward mid-afternoon 
did the fierce sun fight its way through. By then we were most of the way 
across the 100-mile stretch of Route #70 that boasts no gas stations, no water, 
no nothing--except, of course, gorgeous desert scenery leading deeper and deeper 
into standing rock country, rising in vertical shafts here and dropping off into 
bottomless chasms there. The land grew eerier and eerier, and hotter and hotter, 
until finally we reached Arches and entered the land of the Voodo rocks. 

It was all I could have imagined and more. A strange world of immense 
vertical slabs of stone fashioned in a myriad of shapes •• 0 imagination run 
riot • o . and peeking through the massive walls of stone were innumerable blue 
windows to the sky. The 18 miles to the campsite were a continual source of 
wonder and amazement. Every turn in the road brought a brand new vista of this 
standing up world, glowing firy red in the slanting rays of the afternoon sun. 
Then, as if this wasn't enough, thunder showers played across the face of the 
desert, creating an enormous rainbow off to the east, rising up out of the sand
stone floor and arching a shimmering pathway of color against the snow capped 
La Sal Mountains beyond. 

The Arches campgrounds were among the most beautiful we encountered. The 
campsites were tucked in, around, and between the giant standing rocks with 
pinion pine and juniper scattered about. The young ranger who first greeted us 
visited with us for a while, and I learned from him that Edward Abbey (of Desert 
Solataire fame, as well as Cactus Country, Slickrock, and other favorites) is now 
living in the neighboring town of Moab, and is just about to publish a new book-
Solitary Wanderer, I think he said--which the ranger is illustrating o So, I shall 
eagerly keep my eye open for it. 

The night we were there just happened to be at the time of the full moon, 
and because of that a ranger-led hike was scheduled for that evening. I was de
lighted as my daughter at this stage is not much interested in hiking, and I'm 
hesitant to hike in the desert by myself. So--at the proper time I appeared 
first in line, and eventually about 20 of us started off on the trail through 
Devil's Garden on a 'mood' walk. We trod along silently, listening and sensing 
and absorbing the spirit of the desert night. The moon lay hidden behind a veil 
of clouds, but diffused enough light for us to see without using flashlights. We 
came to Landscape Arch, a long narrow span hovering delicately in the dusky sky, 
and sat quietly for a long space of time on a giant boulder. Flashes of lighten
ing to the north played their reflections off the face of the rock wall beside us, 
and raindrops danced on the puffs of breeze. We listened and watched with all 
intentness of our collective being, but could distinguish no animal movement or 
sound for certain. Then the ranger brought out her predator call, a whistle 
that supposedly sounds like a dying rabbit. Long and mournful were those 
rabbits' death throes, but they sparked no apparent predator curiosity. 
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Then in unison we all howled and howled our own mammalian questions to the sky, 
ea~erly s~eking_a coyote response, but alas, again all the desert lay silent and 
still. Disappointed, but none-the-less exhilarated by our new found perceptions 
of the night time desert, we returned to the campground and settled down for 
a wild and wooly night ••• pouring rainsqualls, violent winds, and brilliant 
fl~shes of thunder and lightning o The next morning we awoke to find everything 
quiet and serene once more, the voodoo rocks standing unconcerned in their 
timeless pose, the desert soil dry as before. 

Y.C.C. REFLECTIONS by Steve Calder (a true story) 

I saw the gray fox about the same time he saw me. It was early in the 
morning on one of those cool, dark, overcast days that we had at Torrey Pines 
this past summer o I had just walked up the trail to the gabion dam that we were 
working on and had been thinking how neat it would be to see some animal life. 
After a 11 , wasn 1 t this the best time of day? I had been telling peop 1 e ever 
since docent training that we have a lot of animal life in the reserve, but 
they usually can't be seen because they are mostly nocturnal, except maybe on 
a day like this o Well, it's one thing to say it and another to see it. This 
experience was one reason I looked forward to working with the Youth Conservation 
Corps this summer. I wanted to learn more about Torrey Pines. My experience 
was not unique although it was first hand. 

I remember the day the crew got off the bus babbling excitedly about 
the deer they saw crossing the road near the Guy Fleming trail. I asked Robert, 
one of my crewmembers, if he was sure it was a deer. He gave me that condescend
ing look most teenagers reserve for parents or anyone over age 30 and said, "Of 
course it was a deer. Don't you think I know a deer when I see one. 11 "How big 
was it?", I asked. "Bigger than a dog and smaller than a horse," was the reply. 
I decided not to press the issue and added this bit of information to my docent 
storehouse of knowledge. It might come in handy one day on the trail if I run out 
of things to talk about while I'm giving a tour. I filed it mentally right behind 
"ant-lions." 

ANT LIONS! Whoever heard of an ant lion? Well, I never did until one day 
at the lodge, after an executive board meeting, ranger Rich Irwin mentioned themo 
I must have been in the right frame of mind because I was fascinated by them. 
So much so, that I soon had eight Y.C.C. crewmembers on an "ant lion alert." 
"Hey Steve, I think I found one. 11 "No, that's not an ant lion hole, that's just 
a regular ant hole. An ant lion hole looks like an inverted volcano--but thanks 
for looking. 11 This went on for about three weeks. By then, we had completed the 
third row on the gabion dam. It was hot, heavy work. Each basket, and there were 
three to a row reaching from bank to bank, was filled by hand with rocks weighing 
up to 40 lbs. apiece. The baskets were 9 feet long, 3 feet wide, and 18 inches 
high and held about 2000 pounds of rock. Each basket was wired to each adjacent 
basket so there was a porous wall of rock that was designed to let water through 
but hold back the dirt and sand. Eventually, the dirt will fill up behind the 
dam and become level with the surrounding terrain and eliminate the erosion 
problem in the extension area. The dam was about 4 feet high. Finally, one day as 
the crew was just finishing lunch and were sitting around in groups of two or three 
discussing last night's date or the latest rock concert, Darrell, one of the crew
members, having tired of the conversation was on the other side of the dam roaming 
around when all of a sudden he let out a yell. "I've got it! I've got it!" 
"Got what!" I said. "An ant lion" I found an ant lion o" We all scrambled over 
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the gabion and sure enough there was Darrell on his knees, hands cupped together 
and sheer joy written all over his face. It was a real ant lion and I think I was 
as excited about it as Darrell was. It was a great day for everyone except the 
ant lion. He was a featured attraction at our docent meeting that month, but I 
haven't seen him since. 

The summer of 1 76 was filled with many enjoyable experiences, some of which 
I have mentioned, and this is what I think Y.C.C. was all about o There was a 
lot of hard work. The trails were improved, new ones built, even a new amphi
theater but most important of all, was the opportunity to get back to nature o 
For some of the Y.C.C. 1 ers, this was a new experience. They will forget the 
sore muscles and the blisters but I don't think they will forget the saucy scrub 
jays scrounging lunch scraps or the beautiful panoramic view of the blue Pacific 
framed by the tenacious torrey pines. These are the memories I have. The little 
discoveries like the baby horn-toad lizards, down near maintenance, or the 
great horned owl over in the extension area o I didn't see the owl or the deer 
myself, but I did see a small gray fox. 

BOOK REVIEW - by G. Barber 

In the Docent library, Point Lobos Reserve by the Division of Parks and Beaches. 
Point Lobos Reserve, just south of Carmel, California, is, in a sense, a sister 

to Torrey Pines. Read about it, visit it when you cano Compare it with Torrey 
Pines. It has been described as "The greatest meeting of land and water in the 
world. 11 

In the Docent library, The Sense of Wonder by Rachael Carson. A movie by the 
same name is true to the book and has been shown in our lodge several times. 

In simple words and beautiful pictures, the book urges parents to "keep 
alive your child's inborn sense of wonder, and renew your own delight in the 
mysteries of earth, sea and sky. 11 

Read it whenever you need to get your "second wind" in any endeavor. 

In the Docent library, The Forest and the Sea by Marston Bates. This book 
presents an enjoyable 11 look at the economy of nature and the ecology of man. 11 The 
book has deservedly good reviews. For example: "Bates writes an admirably lucid 
style, and his wide-ranging interests, his gift for speculation and his love of his 
subject make the book a delight to read, 11 --Paul Pickrel, Harper's Magazine. 

When is a Witches• Broom not a Witches• Broom? 


