
Camp Shelly’s telescope, we gazed 
at moons of Jupiter, nebulae, 
and other night sky wonders. 
Francis the little golden bear was 
made internet-famous. Canyon 
Prusso and Peyton Peterson, both 
Eagle Scouts, hand-built comfy 
cedar benches to go around the 
wonderful group campfire ring they 
created. And, catfish rained from 
the sky...

in South Lake Tahoe. For more 
than 50 years, LARPD has 
operated the campground under 
a special use permit from the US 
Forest Service. Camp Shelly is 
open during the summers only, 
and provides a fantastic retreat for 
Livermore families.

Ranger Eric’s Tale begins:

Another fun-filled summer at 
Camp Shelly has come and gone. 
Gallons of old-fashioned, hand-
cranked ice cream were churned 
and eaten at the weekly ice cream 
socials. Countless campfire stories, 
both spooky and silly, were told. 
Mosquito bites itched and got 
scratched. Coyotes howled, great 
horned owls hooted. Through 

If this introduction leaves you 
curious, we hope you will read 
“Tales From Camp Shelly” in this 
issue... AND visit Camp Shelly this 
summer and return with some 
tales of your own.

Tales from Camp Shelly
Registration for Camp Shelly begins this month, so we 
thought we’d get you in the spirit with a special issue 
featuring Ranger Eric’s “Tales from Camp Shelly.”  Camp 
Shelly is an amazing, family-oriented 26 site campground 
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2018 Dates of Operation: June 8 - August 13*
* We plan to close earlier than usual for restroom reconstruction!

Fees: $45 per night (Liv. resident), $50 per night (non-residents)

Registration Dates:
April 9 - Beginning on this date, persons with mobility impairments 
or special medical needs (documentation required) can make 
reservations at 4444 East Ave (weekdays between 9 am and 5 pm).

April 11 - Groups wanting to reserve five or more sites for two or 
more nights can call the Ranger Office beginning at 8:00 am on 
4/11. We will schedule a time for an in-person booking on April 14. 
Extra $5 per site per night fee. No refunds for group reservations.

April 21 - 8 am - Noon: opening day reservations at 4444 East 
Avenue. No phone reservations.

April 23 - Beginning this date individuals may make reservations 
weekdays between 9 am and 5 pm, in person at 4444 East Avenue 
or by calling (925) 373 5700. 
More Info: http://www.larpd.org/camp_shelly/info.html

Scouts from Troop 906 enjoying the 
inaugural campfire in the pit they built.

http://www.larpd.org/camp_shelly/info.html


2

Ranger-Led
Programs

Experience	nature	and	history	in	a	special	way.	Programs	are	
generally	1	-	2	hours	in	length.	A	$3	donation	is	requested.	A	$7	
parking	fee	is	charged	at	Sycamore	Grove	Park.

Healthy People, Healthy Arroyos
Saturday, April 7        9:00 am
Join us for a creek cleanup on the Arroyo Mocho at the Stanley Reach. The Stanley Reach is Living 

Arroyos’ oldest project. Today you will learn about the five years of work on this project and help clean up 
trash that has accumulated during the spring rains. All supplies will be provided.

Ranger Danny Haberman and Living Arroyos Staff
Meet at the corner of Cottonwood Court and Summertree Drive (map link)

Lowland Wildflowers
Sunday, April 8   2:00 pm
Most of our wildflower hikes require a trek into the hills, but for this walk we will stay in the flatlands. 

There is plenty of flora to be found if you know where to look. This will be a slow-paced walk of about 
one mile. Kids are welcome, but strollers are not recommended because trails are dirt and rocky in some 
areas. Please call (925) 960-2400 for directions if you do not know how to get to the nature area entrance.

Ranger Amy Wolitzer   Sycamore Grove Park, Nature Area Entrance

Monarchs & Milkweed (RSVP)
Sunday, April 15         1:00 pm
Do you want to do your part to help monarch 

butterflies succeed? Join Rangers Claire and Doug to 
learn about this beautiful creature and the threats it 
faces, including habitat loss. Learn how you can help, 
and take home milkweed seeds, a crucial plant in the 
monarch’s lifecycle. Supplies are limited; participants 
must call (925) 960 2400 to RSVP by April 11. Directions 
to meeting location (in Sycamore Grove Park) given 
upon RSVP.

Rangers Claire Girling and Doug Sousa 

Continued	on	Page	3

Quick Look:
 
Healthy Arroyos        Saturday, April 7 9:00 am

Lowland Wildflowers  Sunday, April 8 2:00 pm

Monarchs&Milkweed(RSVP)  Sunday, April 15 1:00 pm

Amphibians    Sunday, April 22 2:00 pm

Spring Creek Walk (RSVP)     Saturday, April 28 10:00 am

Springtime Birds       Sunday, April 29 9:00 am

https://goo.gl/maps/oeUZB8BVnV22
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Ranger-led Programs (continued)

Amphibians
Sunday, April 22   2:00 pm
This ancient group of animals has some popular critters in its family – frogs, toads and salamanders.  I 

see countless children each year in the park scouring the banks of the creek in hopes of spotting one 
of these charming animals.  Join us today to learn about this wonderful group of animals and how they 
have changed through time.  There will be live specimens to see and enjoy.

Ranger Dawn Soles   Sycamore Grove Park, Arroyo Road Entrance (5049 Arroyo Rd.)

Spring Creek Walk (RSVP)
Saturday, April 28   10:00 am
Spring is busting out all over the park, and a good place to experience it is along the creek trail. Join us 

for a moderately-paced 2-mile walk along the creek and back through the sycamores. We will keep an 
eye out for new young critters and anything else that might spring out at us. Canceled if raining. Good 
for ages 5 and up, please RSVP by calling (925) 960-2400.

Ranger Darren Segur   Sycamore Grove Park, Wetmore Road Entrance (1051 Wetmore Rd.)

Springtime Bird Time
Sunday April 29   9:00 am
Grab your binoculars and come to Sycamore Grove for a bird walk and talk. Be prepared to walk as far as 

the Cattail Pond, about 4-5 miles. If it’s raining we may opt to look at our collection of bird artifacts under 
the shade shelter in the gathering area instead of a walk.

Ranger Eric Whiteside  Sycamore Grove Park, Wetmore Road Entrance (1051 Wetmore Rd.)

Registration for LARPD Summer Programs, including our popular Sycamore Grove Summer Nature 
Camps, begins on Wednesday, March 28 at 8 am. Register online (search for “Tadpole,” “Explorer,” or 
“Ohlone”) or by calling the LARPD main office at (925) 373-5700. Fees listed are per five-day session.

Tadpole Camp (4–6 YEARS)
Activities include nature exploration, crafts, and games. 
Camp sessions: 6/11-6/15, 7/9-7/13, 8/13-8/17
M–F 9 am–1:30 pm    Fees: $190 ($210 non-resident)

Explorer Camp (7–9 YEARS)
Venture deeper into the park to discover nature’s secrets. Games, crafts, and 

an overnight camp-out on Thursday night.  
Camp sessions: 6/18-6/22, 6/25-6/29, 7/16-7/20 7/23-7/27, 8/6-8/10
M–F  9 am–3 pm (kids stay over Thursday) Fees: $360 ($395 non-resident) 

Ohlone Camp (10-13 YEARS) 
Expand outdoor skills and discover how earlier residents of California lived 

without supermarkets. Overnight camp-out on Thursday night. 
Camp sessions: 6/18-6/22, 6/25-6/29, 7/23-7/27, 7/30-8/3, 8/6-8/10
M–F 9 am–4 pm (kids stay over Thursday)  Fees: $385 ($425 non-resident)

Scholarships may be available for low-income families! Inquire by calling (925) 960-2484

Summer Nature Camps

https://apm.activecommunities.com/larpd/
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The Commotion in Site 10 By Ranger Eric Whiteside

Continued	on	Page	5

One lazy Tuesday afternoon, the scratchy screech 
of a bald eagle roused me from daydreaming in 
my hammock. (Bald eagles never sound quite as 
majestic as they look.) As I rubbed my drowsy eyes 
and scanned the sky for the eagle, I saw an osprey 
gliding in wide, sweeping circles a few hundred 
feet up. Then, through a window in the overhead 
canopy of Jeffrey pines and white firs that make 
our little campground so cozy, I spotted the eagle. I 
gazed in awe at its striking white head and tail and 
its massive 7-foot wingspan, feeling envious of the 
eagle’s effortless glide that allowed it to spiral above 
me without ever once needing to flap its wings.

A few pairs of bald eagles nest year-round in the 
Lake Tahoe basin, and many come to perch along 
the lakeshore looking for dinner, so it is not entirely 
uncommon to see bald eagles here. Normally, 
they are seen soaring in a straight line over our 
campground as they head from nest to lake (or the 
reverse). So seeing one orbiting the campground 
was a strange and wonderful opportunity.

As a park ranger, I felt obligated to set out and find 
an unsuspecting camper to lure into bird watching, 
but I was distracted by a noisy commotion from Site
10. A family that has made the pilgrimage to Shelly 
for years was just sitting down for lunch and a game 
of Uno when they exploded into action.
The mother yelled in excitement, the two girls 
sprinted to the water spigot to fill a bucket, and 
everyone yelled, “Hurry up, hurry up!”  The girls 
raced back, splashing water on themselves in their 
haste.

For a moment I froze in fear. Was a wildfire spreading 
through the campsite? But wait, no. I could hear the 
family laughing and calling out with jubilant voices. 
Now I was simply confused. It wasn’t until the 
mother ran toward me, grinning widely and yelling, 
“Eric, Eric, you gotta see this!” that I breathed a sigh 
of relief and realized there was no fire. 

As I followed the woman to their campsite, I glanced 
up and saw that the eagle and osprey were still 
swooping in large circles directly overhead. But 
when I pointed out the magnificent creatures to her 

and asked, “Isn’t that in fact a most incredible sight?”, 
her low level of interest dismayed me. She merely let 
out a half-hearted, “huh,” shrugged, and continued 
on the path. I frowned and wondered how such 
glorious creatures could engender such a casual 
response.

At the campsite, the two daughters waved me over, 
saying, “You won’t believe this!”  But I said back 
to them, “YOU won’t believe THIS!” and directed 
their attention above us to the soaring bird of 
prey displaying its razor-sharp talons and 7-foot 
wingspan. They just looked at each other and 
murmered, “ooooohhh!” as though they had just 
figured something out. Where was the shock and 
awe at my glorious eagle? 

I thought surely their father would give me the 
response I hoped for. I pointed to the sky and said, 
“Hey, Sam, check this out.” Sam looked up at the 
bird, then down at the water-filled bucket, then 
to his family, and then burst out laughing. Not 
exactly the response I expected, but at least there 
was finally some emotion! I felt disappointed and 
confused until I looked in the bucket. Finally, I 
understood.  

The family’s game of Uno had been interrupted by 
the thwack of a 10-inch, 2-lb. catfish crashing to 
the ground just a few feet from their tent.  To our 
surprise it began to wiggle and writhe like, well 
– like a fish out of water. This hearty catfish had 

Photo by Glen Florey



Last winter was a big wet one for us down here in 
Livermore, and it was big in the Sierras as well. Some 
weather stations recorded as much as 41 feet of 
snow. When I journeyed to Tahoe at the end of last 
May to begin waking the slumbering campground, 
I had to leave my car parked at the campground 
entrance by the dumpster and walk over 5-foot 
snowdrifts across the road. Snowmelt was rushing 
in streams down the hillside right through would-be 
tent pads, leaving bear-boxes stranded midstream 
like islands.

I had expected it would be cold at night, so I came 
prepared with boots and warm clothes. But I was 
not prepared for what I found. Heading for the 
office, I found that a large body of water submerged 
the road, and cut off my path to the office. I followed 
the perimeter of the water until I found its source – a 
small stream flowing downhill toward the volleyball 
court. Floating on the water was... a raft? Closer 
examination showed it to be one of the benches 
that lines the horseshoe pit, which itself was now 
completely underwater. The spring sun had melted 
the snowpack at such a rate that the campground’s 
lowest points had become filled in by impressively 
large temporary lakes. I watched two mallards come 
soaring through the trees and settle on the still 
waters, appreciating the fact that even if it’s open for 
human use for only 3 months, Camp Shelly is alive 
year round!

Site 10 (Continued)
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survived a plummet of at least 100 feet from the 
talons of a flying bird of prey.

I learned this is a fairly common occurrence. Ospreys 
are much better at fishing than are eagles. Ospreys 
dive in feet first and snatch fish more easily than 
eagles, which dive toward the water headfirst and 
then must re-orient and grab the fish. Because of 
this, an eagle leverages its size and strength by 
ambushing an osprey carrying its catch back to the 
nest. The eagle bullies the osprey into dropping the 
fish and abandoning it. The eagle then drops to the 
ground and retrieves the stolen lunch. (Because of 
this, Benjamin Franklin opposed the idea of naming 
the bald eagle our national bird. He didn’t think a 
thieving bird deserved such an illustrious honor.) Of 
course, this time, the osprey dropped its catch right 
over top of Site 10 in Camp Shelly, and thus the Lake 
Tahoe basin’s luckiest catfish was scooped up, put 
into a bucket of water, and driven down to Taylor 
creek and given a new lease on life. See video of 
campsite 10 releasing it here.

May in Camp Shelly

More Tales from Camp Shelly...

Photo by Debbie Ackerman

Campsite 17 in May, 2017

https://drive.google.com/open?id=1rMq4LwlrQpPpmqc6b-wJB4F4fWYZYNjs


fortunately did not become aggressive in seeking 
food from their campsites.

One morning, armed with a camera instead of 
a coffee mug, I managed to capture this photo 
of Francis investigating an empty bottle of 
Deschuettes fresh squeezed IPA (my boy has good 
taste!). With the caveat that they had to include 
leave no trace ethics, I allowed the brewery to post 
on their social media and people all over the world 
fell in love with Camp Shelly’s golden boy.

A black bear that is over-exposed to humans and 
able to repeatedly and successfully  scavenge 
human food sources can become dependent on us 
and begin to abandon its natural ways. Such bears, 
when desperate enough, are known to break into 
cars and homes in which they see or smell food. In 
extreme circumstances, they perform a bluff charge 
–– snarling and stomping their paws in order to 
intimidate. When a bear shows these tendencies, 
there is, unfortunately, little recourse other than to 
kill it. That’s why the Lake Tahoe Bear League uses 
the slogan “A fed bear is a dead bear.” 

Always keep your camping food locked or within 
arm’s reach. Keep our bears wild! I hope to see 
Francis roaming the woods for many years to come.

Camp Shelly’s Golden Boy
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Black bears are part of life in the Lake Tahoe region. 
Their coloring can range from black to brown to 
golden. Average weight for an adult is about 300 
pounds. A wild bear’s diet includes plants, berries, 
nuts, roots, insects and their larvae, carrion (roadkill) 
and the occasional small mammal.

Francis the bear was a regular during the 2017 
season at Camp Shelly. Watching him strolling 
the ridge of the campground as I drank my coffee 
became a frequent part of my morning routine. 
Black bears normally enter campgrounds only 
at night. But not Francis. Most bears flee in a 
tremendous cloud of dust when they hear pot-and-
pan-banging campers. But not Francis. 

“Little Frank” learned early, possibly from his mama 
bear, that humans are a great source of food. People 
leave coolers unattended, and their food is often  
high in calories. One bag of marshmallows could 
be worth hours of foraging for ants in rotten logs. 
While Francis seemed unperturbed by people, he 

By Ranger Eric Whiteside
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The eagles, ospreys, and bears aren’t the only 
exciting creatures dwelling in Lake Tahoe’s 
forests. One of my favorite animals is the pileated 
woodpecker, a crow-sized bird usually found only 
in older-growth forests. You may seldom actually 
see these birds, but with a trained ear, you can 
hear them constantly. They produce a sharp and 
repetitive loud call, and their drilling into trees 
makes an impressive drumming sound.

Years ago I saw a pileated woodpecker swoop low 
from a high perch. It skimmed the forest floor and 
landed on the base of a dead fir tree right behind 
Site 11, where, on slow afternoons, I often sit and 
read. Using its over-sized talons, the bird secured 
itself vertically, bracing its tail against the tree to 
hop up and around the trunk. I watched it, while it 
kept a careful eye on me. 

Pairs of pileateds stay together in the same area 
year round. From behind me came the piercing 
call of the mate, which flew down smoothly and 
swiftly to settle right next to it. Both woodpeckers 
hopped up and around the trunk, giving a few test 
pecks here and there until one of them honed in 
on a colony of carpenter ants and began the full-
strength excavation. Chunks of wood came flying 
to the ground as they pounded away at the dead fir 
tree trunks. (Fresh woodchips piled at the base of 

dead trees are 
good clues to 
the presence 
of pileated 
woodpeckers.)

I didn’t always 
get to be so 
up-close-
and-personal 
with these 
pileateds as 
they gradually 
worked a dead 
tree to harvest 
the insects 
taking refuge 
in the wood. 
Sometimes 
I’d just see a flash of black and red darting across 
the treetops or hear their shrill call and distant 
drumming. But day after day, I noted their progress. 
The first few holes they drilled grew into cavities 
that I could put my hand inside. Eventually the tree 
was covered with rectangular holes as long as two 
feet and up to three inches deep. By the end of the 
summer season, the tree looked awfully precarious, 
as though the slightest breeze would topple it.

Have you ever used and axe to chop down a tree? 
Even with a sharp and balanced axe, It’s some 
seriously strenuous work!  While we would wear 
gloves to prevent blisters, these woodpeckers have 
countless adaptations to prevent brain damage. 
From special bone structures to flexing beaks, they 
even flood their skulls with extra blood to stop their 
brains from rattling around so much as they whack 
away with force 1,000 times that of gravity.

When I returned the following summer, I was sad 
to see the great pileated woodpeckers’ perch had 
fallen into the pine duff behind Site 11. Probably it 
was toppled in a storm. But as I contemplated some 
freshly worked cavities in a dead tree farther off, I 
imagined that a majestic pileated woodpecker had, 
with one last vigorous attack, struck the tree its final 
blow and felled it to the earth.

Woodpeckers By Ranger Eric Whiteside

http://www.audubon.org/news/how-woodpecker-bangs-without-brain-damage

