YOUR DONATION

- Acquires habitat-rich wildlands

- Restores land to its optimum
natural state for wildlife and vegetation

- Educates the young and old about
the importance and beauty of nature
through Youth Naturalist Programs, work-
shops, and public seminars.

| Email:
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Give back to the land for the people you love.

Sprout $10
BECOME A Sapling $25
CRVR A X0 ) Ww:8:¥ Mother Oak $50
TODAY Emperor Oak $100

Woodlands Guardian $200

Acorn $500

Name:
Address:

or specify

another amount:

Phone:

Visa-Mastercard Exp. Date:
Account #:

nature:

Mountains Restoration Trust
3815 Old Topanga Canyon Road, Calabasas, CA 91302

THANK YOU

Mail to:

Or donate
online at:

MOUNTAINSTRUST.ORG
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The Wild Heart: 30 Years Beating

Two months ago, MRT received this e-mail:

Hi, back in the mid to late 1970s...1 became aware of the
Nature Conservancy’s Murphy's Preserve and used to get
permission to hike there on a weekly basis...I always took
great care when hiking in that wondertul place. I am so glad
to hear that it is in good hands and being preserved and vis-
ited by caring persons. Thanks so much -- that place was my
salvation and connection to nature for my formative years.

On the cusp of our 30th Anniversary, it got us thinking
about our favorite memories, too. Briefly:

1984: Cold Creek Preserve is created when The Nature
Conservancy entrusts the 525 acres of its Murphy Preserve
to MRT. As one of the most pristine, scenic streams of the
Santa Monica Mountains, and a major headwater tributary
of Malibu Creek, the protection of this riparian corridor
ensures the survival of leopard-pelt Humboldt lilies, fidgety
yellow warblers, and chill green riverbanks.

1991: An ecologically-rich valley near CCP is under threat
of development—MRT spearheads a major fundraising
campaign, forms a coalition with other agencies, and leads
a grassroots community effort to secure for the “wild heart”
of future generations Cold Creek Valley Preserve. “When
we purchased Cold Creek Valley Preserve, we began to es-
tablish our own public identity;” says a past board member.

2002: The nature and interpretive center of Headwaters
Corner is established at Dry Canyon Creek (which is actu-
ally quite wet!) By the water ideas flow, and we start stream
restoration, trail construction, and plant a range of native
species like sage, oaks, and sycamores. Poised on the me-
andering flux of the urban/wildland interface, Headwaters
educates and welcomes in the community.

In the past few years we have completed the Cold Creek
High Trail; teamed with TreePeople for hundreds of restora-
tion events (and thousands of volunteers); acquired more
land in a quest for habitat sanctity and continuity.

We've formed memories that will last a lifetime, and others’
lifetimes, and the Earth’s. Thanks for the e-mail.

INSST AAUSTTATITY

Iniside this issue:
30 Years, Native Plant Sale, Headwaters
Restoration, Wildland Wits, “Oaks”
Youth Programs, Hikes, “Early Moon”

October Open House Sundays
at Headwaters Corner
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- Come learn about MRT! Perhaps youd like to ask us about our
acclaimed Youth Naturalist Program. Maybe you want to find
out more about our recent acquisitions, like the Cold Creek

K= High Trail. Or maybe youd just like to help. Come get to know
MRT and the public programs we have for you.
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Native Plant Sale at HC - October 23

O To “go green,” go crazy with colors! From well-known

A+ wildflowers like Indian Warrior to ridiculously purple woolly
blue curls, your garden will delight in species close to home.
We'll also have coast live oak and valley oak seedlings available --
good luck finding these at any ol’ regular nursery! Make a grand
statement for sustainable gardening!
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ACQUISITION ACUMEN: AN INSIDE LOOK

Our lips are sealed. In the struggle to acquire and pre-
serve wildlands, “mum” is often the word.

Environmental nonprofits like us need to keep the pub-
lic informed of threatened landscapes, but in the process
run the risk of alerting hawkish developers who might
just swoop in and snatch the parcel.

This is why it is so important that anyone interested
in what a public-benefit nonprofit like us does, speaks to
us directly, quickly, with big astonished eyes and a mind
open to the magic of our most precious wildlands.

Why Our Oaks?

Encino. Thousand Oaks. You always can (or could) tell a lot
about a place by its name.

In Malibu Creek State Park the valley oaks, or white
oaks, reach their southernmost extent. They have marvelous-
ly delicately lobed yet leathery leaves, dark green on the back
with silvery undersides. The valley oak savannas, during the
summer on golden needlegrass and in the spring on a swish-
ing green meadow, can be absolutely supreme.

Savanna means sparse trees on plentiful grass, but it
means the right trees on the right grass. I love my Himalayan
cedar and Australian eucalyptus, but if we don’t have what natu-
rally defines a place with us—what is that place, if no place at all?

On August 20, MRT’s Return of the Lost Oak Wood-
lands restoration day was supplemented with a 30th anniver-
sary-special ecological tour of MCSP. One woman, training to
be a docent, remarked that she loved the valley oaks because
of their architectural precision—I say their craggy, gigantic
boughs shot off at sharp angles, joining together at their apex
to form a green-roofed, open dome. The canopy positively
breathes the blue sky in—quite an innovation.

EXTREME GARDENING

COLD CREEK PRESERVE
10/22, 11/26, 12/10, BEGINS 8:45 AM

MALIBU CREEK STATE PARK
10/9, 10/15, 11719, 12/11, 12/17, BEGINS 8:45 AM

LA SIERRA
10/8, 11/12, 12/18, BEGINS 8:45 AM

LOWER TOPANGA STATE PARK

10/16, 11/5, 12/4, BEGINS 8:45 AM
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Go Native!!
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ADVENTURES
IN DISCOVERY

Early Full Moon Sheds New

I guess we were a little overanxious to reach the Top
of the World—who could blame us?—so on the balmy, breezy
night of August 12 we started our Full Moon Hike without a
star but the sun.

The white fist of the full moon was nowhere to be
seen. The sky was still pure blue, and the canyons were still
green, though the greens were getting a little darker, the
sandstone redder. Peter Ireland was our guide as we winded
toward Topanga Overlook, where from an elevation of 1525
feet the folds of Los Angeles, Ventura, and even Kern County
would surge before us like an ocean. We had a few new hikers
with us, eagerly pushing the pace—that is, when they weren’t
marveling at the flaking red-coppery bark of the manzanita,
the delicate pink-and-lace buckwheat flowers.

Nearing the summit, we rounded a wall of sandstone
and volcanic crystal, to find the far sides of the ridge we tra-
versed dropping straight down as cliffs. Since we walked in
the middle, rather than battling the edges, we couldn’t see
anything but sky to the left or right. All sense of perspec-
tive was forgotten—we floated on a sky island in the wake of
cloudspray. A gigantic pine grappled a thicket of boulders and
pulled up mountains.

So we reached the Top. Standing above, not on, an old
metal platform, we saw mountain after mountain after moun-

NIGHTTIME IN NATURE - 10/15, 6:30PM-9:30

OUTDOOR SURVIVAL - 12/10, 9:30AM~-12:30

ASTRONOMY - 11/5, 6:30PM-9:30

tain, range after range after range, billowing and rippling around
us. The miniature V-shaped drainages sliced by flood-rains were
shadowed dark blue, while the wooded slopes were clothed in
golden sunglow. Peter pointed out the Santa Susanas, the San
Gabriels, the Topatopa, the Tehachapi. During the winter, the
snow along their crests looks, and really is, only miles away. Two
Decembers ago, neighboring Saddle Peak was anointed a white
steed.

“Who knew?” seemed to be the group reaction. Who
knew we Angeles urbanites still had places like this, wilds to gaze
and gawk at—where houses and skyscrapers are merely drifting
seashells? Peter knew. Jo Kitz knew. Cold Creek thrived below
us. Now I and my fellow hikers knew. We were green in only the
sense that leaves never smelled so fresh, as a rising wind oft the
coast carried their sage-infused scent.

But it was blue now, dark blue, as we returned to our
cars, and the moon was barely out. We all thanked Peter for be-
ing our guide, Jo for coordinating the hike. I had decided to wait
for all the stars to burst into existence before I went home. Soon
Cassiopeia pointed me south to the ocean, north to the canyons,
the Andromeda Galaxy spinning me breathless.

A brilliant black lightning shot across their eyes. I had
forgotten why else this night was special —tonight was the peak
of the Perseids.

I opened my mouth, and I could scarcely, joyfully
breathe. Who knew?

STUNT HIGH STRUTTING
COLD CREEK PRESERVE 10/1 & 11/5, 9:30AM-NOON

COLD CREEK CAPERS
COLD CREEK PRES. 10/16, 11/20, 12/11 9:30AM-NOON
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