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CALENDAR OF EVENTS
® October 21- UDOT Adopt-a-Highway cleanup of I-80 near Saltair

¢ October 24, 7 p.m.-General Membership meeting with speaker Dan Taylor at Sugarhouse Garden
Center

¢ January 23, and the fourth Tuesday of the Winter and Spring months - General Membership meeting,
7 p.m. at Sugarhouse Garden Center

® February 10 - Great Salt Lake Symposium with panel discussions and luncheon at the Quality Inn,
downtown Salt Lake City

* April 13, evening - Spring fund raiser with a dinner and auction at the Sugarhouse Garden Center

* May 10-12 - Antelope Island Workshop and Campout at the Ranch House

The mission of Friends of Great Salt Lake is to preserve and protect the Great Salt Lake ecosystem and to increase
public awareness and appreciation of the lake through education, research, and advocacy.
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- We have a new logo thanl(s to the artlstlc talents of Dan Murray We
~ appreciate | “his volunteer time as a professwnal graphlcs artist to help us out
Look for mformatmn on t- shlrts w1th our logo in th.lS issue.

V4
NEED FOR 1996 BOARD AND OFFICER
NOMINATIONS

Several board and officer positions will be open for
nominations for 1996 terms. Nominations are
needed for elections to be held October 24, 1995 at
the General Membership meeting. Call Kathlyn for
more information on description of duties for the
Board or officer positions and how to enter
nominations.

CONTEST WINNER!

Christine Doman was the first to respond to the quiz
question in the summer newsletter. The task was to
decipher the signal flag question and then find the
answer. Congratulations Christine. You will receive
a one year membership to FRIENDS OF GREAT SALT
LAKE.

Q: “What is the May 15, 1995 lake level at Boat Harbor?”
A: 4,200.60

SPRING FUND RAISER

FGSL will be holding a dinner/auction fund raiser in
Spring (see calender). We are accepting donations
for auction. These could be items such as

photographic images, paintings, books, etc. or
activities such as sailing. We are looking for very
imaginative contributions. Of course the theme
needs to be related in some way to Great Salt Lake.
Please call Betsy Price 596-2619 or Kathlyn Collins
355-5226 if you are interested in helping in any way
with the fund raiser.

GENERAL MEETING, OCTOBER 23RD:
PROTECTION STRATEGIES FOR GREAT
SALT LAKE ECOSYSTEM: A VIEWPOINT

Dan Taylor will speak at the General Membership
meeting of FGSL on Tuesday, October 23, 7p.m. at the
Sugarhouse Garden Center. Dan Taylor was very
active and instrumental in establishing the successful
Mono Lake Committee in the late 1970s to protect
and preserve Mono Lake in California. Dan has
visited Great Salt Lake and has been fascinated with
Mono Lake’s sister lake ecosystem. Dan comes to us
with a perspective of the similarities and differences
of the threats and protection strategies of these two
very similar yet very different ecosystems. Dan is
currently the California Field Director (Acting) for
the NATIONAL AUDUBON SOCIETY in Sacramento. He
has been with NATIONAL AUDUBON SOCIETY since 1978
as the Western Regional Representative. The Western
Region includes California, Oregon, Washington, and
Nevada.
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FIELD NOTES - THE GREAT SALT LAKE: JusT HOW GREAT IS IT?

Joel Peterson

On most occasions when I'm at the south shore lake, (that’s a secret).
marina stepping the mast on Someday, someone

visiting the lake will usually ask me three questions: All kidding aside, questions about the lake

demonstrate the need for access to information and a

1) How deep is it? “Average is about 13 feet.” desire to learn more about the lake environment - a
i e — teachable moment! People are genuinely interested,
2) Do any fish live in there? “No. and answers to their questions provide a richer lake

experience for them. Here’s some additional facts
compiled by Don Paul, UTAH DivIsiON OF WILDLIFE

I've considered wearing a sign which says “13 feet- RESOURCES, regarding birds of the GSL ecosystem.
No - Absolutely” out of frustration. Ibite my lip You may want to relay these to others during their
before I tell about the inland whale which lives in the ~ Great Salt Lake teachable moment:

3) Do people really swim in it? “ Absolutely.”

SPECIES POPULATION = STATUS ON THE GREAT SALT LAKE

Wilson’s phalarope 500,000 largest staging concentration in the world (Jehl 1988)

Red-necked phalarope 280,000 estimated in a single day (Paul 1986)

American avocet 250,000 many times higher than any other wetland in the Pacific Flyway
(Shuford 1994)

Black-necked stilt 65,000 many times higher than any other wetland in the Pacific Flyway
(Shuford 1994)

Marbled godwit 30,000 the only staging area in the interior USA (Shuford 1994)

Snowy plover 10,000 the worlds largest assemblage, representing 55% of the entire
breeding population west of the Rocky Mountains (Paton 1992)

Western sandpiper 17,000 one flock (Paul 1994)

Long-billed dowitcher 32,000 single day count (Shuford 1994)

American white pelican 18,000 breeding adults - one of the three largest colonies in Western
North America (Paul 1994)

White-faced ibis 7,500 breeding adults - worlds largest breeding population (USFWS
Status Report 1982)

California gull 160,000 breeding adults - worlds largest breeding population
(White 1992)

Eared grebe 400,000 second largest staging population in North America (Jehl 1994)

Peregrine falcon 11 active pairs of this endangered species (Paul 1994)

Bald eagle >500 wintering eagles associated with Great Salt Lake, one of top ten

winter populations in lower 48 states (National Wildlife
Federation Mid-Winter Bald Eagle Survey Reports)

Bank swallow >10,000 observed in one flock - Great Salt Lake represents one of the
largest migratory corridors in Western North America (Paton 1994)
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DESERT DREAM-SAILING A MELONSEED SKIFF ON THE GREAT SALT LAKE

Denise Brown

I hesitate, one foot in the boat, the other leg
knee deep in warm, salty water. It is sunny and
silent. A light breeze blows steadily from the
northwest. There are no obvious signs of life. I
push off. The shore moves back, away from the
boat and me. The boundaries of motion are
unclear. I'm sure it must be the shore moving
back as I stand still and watch it slowly recede.
My separateness feels complete, as if it is final
and there will be no return. I feel vulnerable,
euphoric, afraid, yet free.

The silence and peace are encompassing. As I
trim the red sail and reach to the north, the flat,
pale blue water stretches to the horizon and
folds into the distant hills. It is a monochrome

seascape, blue water and blue sky separated by

the darker blue hills. I check my wake to
confirm motion. Is the water moving by me, or
am I moving through the water?

The pieces of the scene present themselves one
at a time, like slow frames of a moving picture.
I have time to study each frame separately. Each
sound and motion is new, a surprise that holds
my attention, then slowly slips away and
becomes part of the whole. I am drawn inward
to the small boat I have put my faith in. The
bright yellow banner at the top of the sail
crackles in the breeze. The wooden spars creak
gently as I trim the sail.

There is the gentle rocking rhythm of the hull
through the water, the wet slap-slapping of the
waves. In a puff of wind I accelerate and the
boat hums with a low vibration. The tiller and
mainsheet come alive in my hands. A little
faster and the daggerboard sounds distinctly
like a woodpecker.

I bear off and watch the perfect curve of the
wake on the nearly smooth water. Even the
brine flies are unique, arriving with each lull or
calm and settling in on the deck. They are
welcome company in this barren landscape. The

small transparent brine shrimp float just below
the surface. Small water droplets dry quickly on
the deck and become perfectly formed craters of
salt.

I welcome the quiet and peacefulness yet I am
moved by the desolation and loneliness. There
are long furrows of seabirds feeding on the
water. Isilently slip up on them, but they fly a
short distance and land. I whisper my awe
aloud, perhaps to check that I am really here.

In my isolation I glance back at the stark,
brown desert island to regain my bearing. Only
by watching the island do I register a sense of
motion. It looks prehistoric, its bare, spiny ridge
running down its length. Low, scrubby plants
and wild grasses are the only vegetation visible.
It sits isolated in the ancient salt lake. The shore
is rocky, brown and white and covered with
thousands of birds—California gulls, American
avocets, western sandpipers, long-billed
curlews, Wilson’s phalaropes and others. A
perfect formation of American white pelicans
glides over silently, effortlessly. They stand still
in the sky, then spiral upward, a slow dance in a
rising column of air. I feel like a small
insignificant visitor in their world.

A broad reach takes me reluctantly back to
shore. To the east the high Wasatch Mountains
show a few remnants of winter’s snow. I pull
the boat gently ashore. The water dries on my
legs leaving lace-like patterns of salt, a
connection to the unique world I have entered. I
have stepped into a dream and do not want to
awaken. AsI haul the boat out, the dream is not
broken. I awaken, yet my senses still feel the
dream’s reality.

I will return often to Antelope Island and
pushing off onto the Great Salt Lake I will
capture the dream again.






