Bits and Pieces
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 Recreational-use Potential








 The Future Beckons: So, Whither Goest Thou Now?

What are the options? Business as usual? I don’t think so. In California, the times they are ‘a changin’. The literally massive effects, nation-wide, of a shattered economy have ended many a business owner’s, and worker’s, dreams of good times in perpetuity. Bankruptcies are rampant. Layoffs and “furlough” days affect people almost everywhere. Businesses fail, never to return. The state of California is selling off parts of itself, and headed for a level of indebtedness heretofore not even imagined. 

Conventional agriculture is better off. People still eat bread, fruit and vegetables, and drink milk, and savor a tenderloin or sirloin now and then. (Or at least a hamburger). 
How much of a guarantee of a rosy future do Agricultural Field Stations have?  I certainly do not have the answer to that. But in view of changes in the world around us (magnified, even, in California), would it not be wise to be proactive?  Would it not be better to prepare a case for preservation of this Station, come what may, based upon the values that it has, values that have made it the flagship among all others in California’s far-flung system. Some decades ago there was a serious attempt by University Administration to divest itself of either the Hopland or the Sierra Station. It is not impossible that, in the least serious of scenarios, Field Stations will have to justify their existence. In past time, the Sierra Station garnered large infusions of cash support from what is now ANR, and Agricultural Field Stations (in Davis then) was funded generously, on an annual basis, in what were then called “Minor or Major Capital Improvements”. At the half-century we are now celebrating, a magnificent and spacious facility on which to conduct research, extension, and teaching. Those early wells of financial and infrastructure-building support are now dry. Are we now looking at the primary determinant of research that can be conducted being external granting agencies? I was told just days ago that one of the most productive and relevant researchers no longer has a Project on the Station. Grant funding for it was withdrawn. I would guess that the two most important realms of research now are in the disciplines of Animal Science and Veterinary Medicine. It may be that the very large (field-scale wise) role of the Animal Science Department has waned. Veterinary Medicine would be hard-put to require the 5,720 acres of land the Station occupies.
The vigorous pressures of developers is likely next to nil at present, for both economic and logistical reasons, but that was of major concern just a few years ago. What the crystal ball foretells for the next decades is unknown.
Mike Connor and I, along with Greg Pasternak, had the opportunity to serve on the Board of Directors of an organization that called itself the Yuba River Preservation Foundation.  Its motive, at heart, was to purchase (or gain control of) a continuous swath of land along the south bank of the Yuba River directly opposite the Sierra Field Station. It placed special emphasis on acquisition of the site of the Blue Point Mine.

The driving force behind the organization’s efforts was to secure an alternate location for the Woodleaf Outdoor School in northeastern Yuba County. The school provided each summer, to 5th and 6th grade students from surrounding counties, a week-long outdoor environmental education program. Following four decades of successful operation, the School had lost its 180-acre lease to the landowner, “Young Life”. 
Why tell this story here? Richard Louv has written a book titled Last Child in the Woods – Saving Our Children from Nature-Deficit Disorder.  I was born and raised in North Central Wisconsin on a tiny farm (40 acres of the 80 were woodland, and a swamp and year-long creek were on one corner). This experience shaped my life, and was one that a vanishingly small number of today’s mostly urban-born children ever have.
At the end, what are the viable options for maintaining the past successes well into the foreseeable future? We have “possession”, by virtue of access, control of a remarkable resource that costs us nothing, The Yuba River. Recall that not long ago a lawsuit was filed in the Yuba County Superior Court, as “Rogers/Vertrees v. Regents”, to obtain clear access to a tiny plot of land nestled along the Yuba, that technically was not Field Station property. But if one consults a Station map, one finds that the actual boundary fences go hither and yon across the many right-angle corners. The Station “takes” land it technically does not own, and cedes that which it does own.  No complaints have ever surfaced that I am aware of. It’s just that none of these examples are along the Yuba.
It is of interest that one of the earliest bids for research here was made by the Animal Science Department. It was for conduct of recreation research.  Among others features its implementation would have included a system of trail rides. Along Highway 113 between Woodland and Davis there was built, within the past decade, a riding horse stable. Its large parking lot holds a throng of fancy horse trailers. Some weekends there are few remaining. There used to be conducted, along the Yuba River, on the southern boundary of the Station, a Marysville-based “Sheriff’s Posse” trail ride, that journeyed up to Englebright and returned, lunching along the way.  Super!!
Perhaps, the Station’s Research Advisory Committee should, at next meeting, discuss the possibility of a contract with a suitable marketing research organization, to assess ways that the Station could earn significant revenue.  
The beef cattle industry does it, to its considerable benefit, why not the Sierra Field Station?
And, as observed at the beginning of this brochure, the Station, with its size, a long frontage on the Yuba River, its wealth of springs, its wealth of biological system diversity from river’s edge to the Ponderosa pine forests, and a wealth of a half-century of research and observations of changes over time, what a remarkable opportunity to become a permanent home for studying climate change.  Think about it. The Future Beckons. And the future is substantially in the hands of University of California administration. The Vice President of ANR, the President of the University, and the Board of Regents. The State of California is now in a bad way. But that should not deter us in the planning for a bright and productive role in California’s, as well as in our nations, future.
“The Big Ravine".  When the land was much steeper in slope in the Tertiary-era, the Yuba ran here. But if it curved the way it looks from this picture, how come the gold-bearing gravel deposits are where they are? River-flow deposits form on the INside of curves, not on the OUTsides   April 1979





Carl Selby's "Locked Gate". You had to go to his house to get the key, to travel to the Upper Station . The very early maps of the Station show why.   Feb 1979





Just a "pretty view" of The Res, and of the landscape on the other side.  March 1974





Higher up, a similar view of The Res. As in the previous Figure, you can see  Englebright Dam.  This was the first surface flow irrigation of the Campbell after its clearing; surface-flow irrigation water refused to flow uniformly over the surface of the ground.  See Fig.   for another view.





Baling hay "on the Campbell".  If  you look closely you can see the baler, just on the ridge top.  From here it looks as though if the tractor and baler tipped over, they would roll down into The Res.  June 1983





This is one of my favorites. Good, rich soil well tilled, and a nice view of the other side of the river.  But Hey!  You should be able to find some deer over yonder.  Maybe three, maybe four (?).  November 1980





Another favorite.  I left this image a bit on the dark side because on the distant sky line a snow-covered mountain shows. It might be Mount Lassen. Maybe even Mt. Shasta. Then, again, it might not be.  And maybe you can't make out anything that looks like a mountain, snow-covered or not.  Then you’d just have to take my word for it.  





Again, the landscape is dark because I wanted to emphasize the row of clouds and the sunbeams breaking through.  Although a pro could adjust the two layers separately, I like it better this way.  Station Headquarters is in center foreground, and yes, that’s the Sutter Buttes over yonder.   January 1980





I think of the foreground as a small part of the Station’s "No Man's Land".  I know of no one who has done field research on this formidable and rocky precipice on the west side of Forbes Hill.  Right here is where Ken Taggard and I, if we were anywhere nearby, would come to eat our lunch, letting our legs dangle over the edge, and watching the crumbs from our sandwiches float down to land on the backs of the buzzards circling lazily over the edge of the Yuba, their hopes pinned on spotting a varmint peeking warily out of the impenetrable thickets down there.  Maybe even looking for a salmon or steelhead trout, having learned from the bald eagles nearby how to perform that sweeping aerial capture, but alas, only to lose their grip.





On the left, Roy Hull, a Specialist from Animal Science.  Roy and I worked together harmoniously in directing research that combined agronomic and animal husbandry interests.  Or "partnership" was looked upon benevolently by both departments.  Next, Joe Guild (whose horse looks too small to carry him). Joe was Station Superintendent at this time, having taken over after two or three years of Ken Wagnon’s direction, which was on an informal basis.    May 1969





Just another pretty picture. The colors are varying in wild abandonment, the sun is low in the west (to the left), and so the few trees cast long, dagger-like shadows over the slopes.    January 1980





The Narrows of the Yuba River is a very special place.  Especially when one is in it.  The raft did go bottom up, spilling its occupants, and a few of the kayakers did too.  What is really fantastic about this place, and this photo, with human beings for scale, dramatizes it, is the size of the boulders. Not of native rock, they came from a different place on the planet. Some are as large as a small house (maybe even as large as a Hummer), so the force required carrying them to this place was awesome.  But when one considers the distance, way out beyond the Station, that the gravels, and rocks (and even the heavy gold; consider the yields of that noble metal the Hammonton Field dredgers harvested) it is easier to accept the size of these.     July 1972


At left, Charlie’s gold pan. Once new, it was quickly oven-fired and rusted. Never found any nuggets save just one, which was of a size that when I held it up and let it fall onto the pan I could hear it clink. A tiny clink.  But in all of my attempts, late in a mid-summer’s day after work, I always found black sand.  And, then, I always found “color” too.    September 1970





Above: One coming through, one "in the drink", and one just getting out of the way.  


Below: Kayaker 	acrobatics amongst the boulders.
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