BACKYARD GARBAGE
DUMP
There have been numerous complaints
of irresponsible, environment damaging,
dumping into the creek beds.The reports
identify that this dumping has been going
on for some time and refers specifically to
manure and yard waste, leaves and cuttings
which has been an issue in the canyons
for the last 28 years that | have been living
here.In the past a little education has been
effective and all have altered their behavior
and responsibly had excess manure and
cuttings hauled away. Another productive
use of the unwanted waste is composting.
Whichever process is used it will protect
our total environment and put us in com-
pliance with the law.
All materiel dumped into the creeks ends
up in two places.The first stop, Malibu Lake,
is more densely populated than Triunfo
Lobo and then the waste careens through
Malibu State park and on to the Malibu
Lagoon. Lake residents are our neighbors
and friends and the dumping of detritus
creates a health hazard. Malibu State Park is
one of the most used parks in the LA area
and thousands of LA residents and visitors
from around the world visit it yearly. When
the creek is polluted these thousands are
at risk. Malibu Lagoon is a National Park
Service protected wildlife preserve and is
renowned for its wide variety of birds. Last
year | met a world renowned Australian
ornithologist who asked specifically to see
Malibu Lagoon. Our actions have conse-
quences beyond our desire to keep our
properties clean and save a few dollars or
a little labor. Our parks are really national
treasures are owned by us(the public)and
held in trust by our government agencies.
Our streambeds are managed and admin-
istered by the US department of Fish and
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“Home hegins at Triunfo and Kanan.” — Jay Cordel

Triunfo-Lobo Community Association Newsletter - Winter 2005

Game and they are clear on the prohibition of stream dump-
ing, which bears a hefty fine which is far greater than any
savings realized by not dealing with debris legally and respon-
sibly.

To put it simply, KEEP YOURS___T OUT OF THE CREEKS.

[IIEGAL SIGN REMOVED
This illegal sign on Kanan Road was removed in August of
2004.Your community officers had made the report to Los
Angeles County who contacted the owner and the sign was
eventually removed. Kanan Road viewshed is improved by this
action.We all have an obligation to be aware of our extended
environs and a responsibility to ensure we remain rural and
uncluttered.

BULLETIN

This story is very current
and is a very scary situation.We have had an encounter with

the same Ford Ranger careening down the canyon in a reck-

less manner.

Shortly before 4 PM today | was stopped at the intersection
of Triunfo Canyon and Kanan Roads. | looked up because

| heard a noise from behind and saw a white Ford Ranger
pickup truck careen on the wrong side of the road, through
the stop and onto Kanan Rd northbound. It narrowly missed
a van which was going northbound on Kanan. Biding my
time | later passed the Ford just before the Ventura Freeway ‘s
Southbound onramp. | noted the plate number of 6518928. |
called 911 and reported the incident as the Ford went down
the ramp on the freeway.

It is likely that someone in the canyon is employing the driver
as there were several other people in the cab. Keep a lookout

for them as this guy is dangerous if not homicidal.



CHEERS AND JEERS

INTERNATIONAL RELATIONS ON LOBO

Several weeks ago Mike Ferragamo (The Mayor of lower Lobo) awoke, looked out his window and said aloud.
“There’s an RV on the front lot.” Mary responded, “Dummy, that’s your RV.” Mike then went down to investigate
and found that a French couple with 2 daughters had in fact slipped onto his lot the previous evening looking

for a place to spend the night. They thought that it was a camp site for there was another RV parked there. Mike
approached them and they asked about water and mike offered a power hookup as well. Despite the couple’s spare
English, Mike says that they were very nice people and that he did much to improve French American relations.

Good duty Mike, keep up the good work mon ami.

CHEERS to the powers that have brought us brought us better than 20 inches of rain this season. The creeks are
running and the waterfalls are falling and are surrounded by the sound of running water. That is a sound that says,
“fire season is over.” We are truly lucky to live in such a wonderous environment.

CHEERS to Karin Bilsland and Vicki Willig for being good neighbors by rescuing the 151b African Sulcata
Tortoise that had escaped from the Winter’s Barn.

CHEERS to Bill Maclaughlin who has been appointed as presiding justice of of the Los Angeles Superior Court.
LA Times 12/31/04.

JEERS to the crazy drivers that have been plaguing our canyons. This is a common theme these days.
JEERS to the dopes that dump their manure and yard waste into the creek beds.

CONDOLENCES to the Winermans whose SUV failed to navigate Lobo Creek.
DAMAGE CAUSED BY BOTH NATURE AND HUMAN FAILURE

This month brought the destruction of the safety barrier on Lobo that protects cars from careening into Lobo Creek.
It is still unknown how this happened or who crashed into the barrier. The rains caused this power pole to fall
knocking out power to the back of Lobo for 24 hours. The rains exacerbated the replacement of the pole for SCE
had to bring in heavy equipment and sink a new hole as the old one gushed sufficient water to prevent re-using it.
This SUV careened down Lobo and under the Triunfo bridge. OOOPS.




EDITORIAL

Traffic in our canyons. The last four Howlings from Lobo each made pleas to address speeding, There have
been individual acts of recklessness on our roads which were so outrageous that they are reprinted in this issue
of Howlings from Lobo. The community gathered one Sunday and many toiled in the sun on a very hot day to
clean up discarded trash on the roadsides. The result was a heap of garbage bags and a much cleaner roadway.
Many thanks are due all who participated and especially Mike Ferragamo and general for his help and for the
use of his camp site park as a central gathering point and to Milt Ramas whose tractor work was invaluable.
Unfortunately, it took less than two weeks for the garbage to return, as if it had wheels and our canyons are

all downhill from the dump. Some of this is paper that flies out of the garbage trucks that ply the canyon on
Tuesdays, some a result of rummaging dogs and much, as I have observed, comes out of the windows of
unfamiliar cars that come into the canyons every day to work on numerous construction sites and businesses.
This trashing of our canyons coupled with the reckless driving and the constricting street parking constitutes
blatant disregard for the community and degrades our home environs. All of this behavior devalues our homes
and threatens our safety. The anger that I hear is quite hostile, note the “bulletin” in this issue. Please, any and
all residents that have employees working, address this issue before there is a tragedy and one of us is maimed
or killed.

Should you see any reckless driving, call Officer Kevin James (818) 888-0983, Kevin is our local community
relations officer and he is both responsive and a good guy.

All of the commercial trash haulers have their phone numbers clearly marked on the trucks so do not hesitate to
call and complain when you see trash flying out of the trucks.

Dld y0u kIlOW...Ounce for ounce the local California Newt is one of the most toxic animals
around — but only if you eat it! If attacked, the California Newt excretes a neurotoxin through its skin that can
cause paralysis and death to its attacker. The newt tries to warn its attackers first, however, by flashing nature’s
“Danger!” sign - bright colors — that are under its tail and head.

BOARD CHANGE

President Keiran Healy has resigned due to his

business being just too demanding of his time. The board wishes to express its sincere gratitude to Keiran for
his energy and commitment. Our hope is that this new work allows him to donate his excessive leisure in the
near future to canyon issues.

The board has elected Randy Bilsland to the open board position and VP Steve Tatro, Vice President will fill in
until the January 13 board meeting when a president will be elected.

TLC board of directors:

Steve Tatro —VP-

Terry Webb- Recording secretary-Events chairperson

Leah Culberg- Corresponding Secretary

Barry Bakalor

Michael Frawley

Newsletter- Shyam Reyes & Paul Culberg

Membership- Sue Bakalor

Details and contact information:

www.triunfolobo.org




First in a series of the history of the TRIUNFO LOBO

Los Angeles Times Jan 25™ 1898

GOT THE DROP ON HIM

Murder in the Las Virgenes Hills
They allege self defense.

James W. Hilton snot and killed by George W. Cardwell and T.H. Harris

But they went forth armed and looking for trouble.
The tragedy was the result of an attempt to reopen an abandoned road over Hilton’s land.

Near the summit of “Nigger” mountain, a lonely ridge of the coast range in the Las Virgenes
district, a load of buckshot put an end to the career of old John Hilton last Saturday afternoon.
The fatal shot was fired by George W. Cardwell, who, with an accomplice T. H. Harris is now in
the County jail awaiting examination on the charge of murder.

Cardwell and Harris were neighbors of Hilton, and the tragedy was the result of an attempt
on their part to use a road running through Hilton’s ranch that had been fenced by him. They
contended that Hilton had no right to fence the road, as it was government land. Hilton claimed
squatter’ right and had given notice that he was prepared to repel trespassers by force of arms.
Cardwell and Harris armed themselves and made up their minds to use the road regardless of
consequences. They cut the fences and crossed the forbidden ground but not before the old man
who so jealously guarded his claim were slain.

George W. Cardwell the actual slayer of Hilton is an unmarried man about 28 years old. His
accomplice, H. T. Harris is about 35 years of age and has a wife and three children. They live on
adjoining ranches and are powerful men, physically and skilled in the use of firearms as are all
the mountaineers that region. John W. Hilton, the dead man formerly ranched in San Bernadino
County. A little over a year ago he removed to Los Angeles where he resided about one month
the bought a squatter’s claim of a man named Polley for $58. and settled upon it, residing there
until his untimely taking off. He was 68 years old and had no family except his wife aged 70.

When Hilton took charge of the ranch a road used by ranchers farther up the mountain ran
through it. He took counsel with his neighbors and offered to construct a new road outside his
boundaries, provided they would consent to his fencing in the old. An agreement was reached
by which his neighbors consented to the plan, the conditions being that the new road should be
as good as the old.

Hilton constructed the new road and he and Harris erected a joint line fence between their
respective properties shutting off travel over the old road. The new road was in use about nine
months and the ranchers on “Nigger” mountain in a most neighborly way. Then the winter rains
came bringing joy to the agriculturists but leaving behind a storm cloud that resulted in death
when it burst.

The first sign of trouble manifested itself a few weeks ago when Harris and Cardwell
complained to Hilton that the rains had rendered the new road unsafe for travel and the
requested him to repair it. He promised to do so but he never did, Last Thursday Harris and



Cardwell called on Hilton again and said insasmuch as he had failed to keep his promise to
repair the road they wanted permission to reopen the old one.

“You can’t have it. I built you a good road once and that is enough.” Hilton is alleged to have
replied.

“Then we’ll use the old road without your consent. If you won’t cut the wires for us we will.
We’ve got some teaming to do and the other road is unsafe” replied Cardwell hotly.

“I'll shootthe first ~~ who cuts my fence or turns a wheel on my land” was Hilton’s
reply.

Then Harris and Cardwell went home and held a council of war, they decided that they

would make an attempt to use the old road through Hilton’s land in defiance of his dire threat.
Accordingly Harris armed himself with his Winchester rifle and Cardwell took an old sawed-

off army musket which he charged with twenty buckshot and together they set out Saturday
afternoon to fetch a load of Hay from Charles Salisbury’s ranch adjoining Hilton’s which they
had to cross or else go round by he new road which they considered impassable. They took
along a boy Johnny Lowes to drive the wagon while they guarded against the anticipated attack
by old man Hilton.

The fence between the Hilton and Harris places was cut and the wagon had proceeded
to within one hundred yards of Hilton’s house before the old man was encountered. He was
cultivating near the house when he saw the enemy approaching. Leaving his team in the field
ran into the house without saying a word to anyone, not even his wife whom he passed in front
of the building. A moment later he reappeared by way of the back door with rifle in hand and
started toward the invaders. He seemed to making for an oak tree behind which to take cover.
Thrice he shouted “Go Back” but Cardwell and Harris heeded not the command. Instead of that
they ordered the boy to stop the wagon while they jumped out and took shelter behind it. As the
old man neared the oak Cardwell said to his companion:

“Now its time to get him for is he gets behind that tree he will kill all three of us. Fire.”

As Cardwell pronounced the word of command he pulled the trigger of his musket and
almost instantiously Harris’s rifle belched forth a leaden missile.

The old man pitched forward and fell at the root of the oak tree. His aged wife, who had been
a terrified witness of the tragedy rushed toward the body of her husband but was warned back
by Harris who kept her covered with his rifle. Thus baffled from reaching her dying husband the
old woman ran off to summon assistance from friendly neighbors.

After Mrs. Hilton had departed Cardwell and Harris coolly got aboard their wagon and
proceeded on their way to the Salisbury ranch where they procured a load of hay then returned
to their homes again passing within a hundred yards of Hilton’s house where Hilton’s body lay.
They informed Salisbury of the killing of Hilton and said they were ready to surrender to an
officer as soon as one should come after them.

Meantime Mrs. Hilton had reached the house of a family named Chapman and informed
them of the tragedy. Mr. and Mrs. Chapman returned with the old woman to her home.

They found Hilton lying where he had fallen, dead, perforated by ten buckshot, one of which
had passed through his heart causing instant death. The missile from Harris’s rifle had gone
wide of its mark and struck the oak tree.

Mr. and Mrs. Chapman assisted Mrs. Hilton carry the body of her husband into the house.



Neighbors watched over it during the night and word was sent to the nearest peace officers,
Justice Richardson and Constable Nash at Calabasas, 15 mile, distant. From Calabasas a
message was sent to the sheriff and coroner Sunday morning.

At noon on Sunday Under Sheriff Clement, Deputy sheriff Harrington and coroner Campbell
and his stenographer John Summerfield started to drive to the scene of the tragedy a distant 45
mile the last ten of which were through very rugged and mountainous country over roads that
were scarcely deserving of the name. At Calabasas they were joined by Justice Richardson and
Constable Nash.

It was 8 o’clock in the evening when they reached their destination at the Hilton Ranch.
Hilton’s body was lying in the Kitchen. As soon as Cardwell and Harris heard of the arrival of
the officers they gave themselves up. Coroner Campbell detailed Constable Nash to summon a
jury and went to work at once to hold an inquest and autopsy.

An autopsy was held in the kitchen of the Hilton’s little 3 room home with Mrs. Hilton lying
prostate with grief and excitement in the next room. The autopsy showed that ten buckshot took
effect in the left arm and side passing through the arm, several passing through his left arm
and entering the body one plowing its way into the heart, causing instant death. The position
of the wounds showed that Hilton, when the shot was fired was standing erect, with his left
arm hanging straight down at his side. This is in corroboration of Mrs. Hilton’s testimony and
contradicts the statement of Cardwell and Harris. That Hilton was resting his rifle in the hollow
of his left are as if intending to shoot. In all other respects the evidence of all witnesses agreed.

After the autopsy Mrs. Hilton’s testimony was taken while she was reclining in bed. The
inquest was then adjourned to Mr. Salisbury’s house where it was resumed. The only other
witnesses examined were Cardwell, Harris and the boy Lowes. The Coroner questioned the
witnesses very closely and fully established the fact that Cardwell and Harris were looking for
trouble and did not try to avoid it.

The jury found a verdict to the effect that Hilton died of gunshot wounds inflicted by George
Cardwell and that T.H. Harris accessory to the fact.

It was three o’clock Sunday morning before the inquest was concluded. The coroner and
his party slept the rest of the night at Salisbury’s place and yesterday morning returned to
Calabasas and later to the city, arriving here at 4 o’clock with the two prisoners.

At Calabasas, Cardwell and Harris were arraigned before Justice Richardson for murder and
were remanded to the custody of the Sheriff for preliminary examination at Calabasas tomorrow
(Wednesday) at 10 o’clock. The prisoners were then brought into the county jail by Constable
Under Sheriff Clement and Harrington.

The culprits take the matter coolly saying that they would not act differently under similar
circumstances. They say they had legal advice to the effect that Hilton had no right to fence up
the road as it crossed government land, Hilton being only a squatter. While admitting that they
went armed in anticipation of trouble, they plead justification on the ground of self defense,
alleging that if they had not shot Hilton he would have killed them.

This happened over 100 years ago!



WHAT’S GOING ON IN THE CANYON?

LOVE STRUCK- a canyon story

The blue Miata parked in the shade of an oak in the section of Lobo Canyon Rd, between the dips has been

a regular visitor for well over a year. The dips in the road used to be deeper for they originally channeled the
run off from shallow streams but now are nothing but trivial depressions. The first time I saw this parked car |
thought, “nice, someone enjoying the shade and having lunch away from their workplace.” Subsequent outings,
I noted that a woman with very black hair seemed to be sleeping, taking a nap? , slumped over toward the
shotgun side of the front seat. I have noticed this same car and sleeper quite frequently now that I no longer
commute. Though the times vary she always appears surrounding the mid day period but always the slumped
sleeping figure, black hair fluffed which blocked her facial features. I have never seen her drive in or out.

This has been going on long time and I have failed to stop and inquire. I often think to stop to see if
anything were amiss but I always seem to be late. Perhaps thisvwas a woman that had accomplished a suicide
but the car and the occupant disappeared every day and reappeared another day, so she was not dead or maimed.

Perhaps she was checking out the location for an attempt at doing herself in and my repetitive passage
foiled any attempt. How self righteous. Then, guilt, flooded my conscious for I was preventing a tortured soul
from coming to term with her misery and who was I to stay her demise? Perhaps she was a terrorist figuring
out how to despoil our creek and ruin life for all of us, the wild inhabitants of our chaparral and poison the
downstream wonders of Malibou Lake and the Malibu Lagoon. Maybe she was DEA who had discovered a
commercial patch of the evil weed and was playing at slumber but was really taking secret photographs of
the grower’s laborious transport of water cans to and from his or her crop or INS or Homeland security on a
stakeout.

I know it has been the same car all of this time for the license plate reads “LOVE STRUCK” with a
star separating the words. I think now that this license plate is what triggered my suicide fantasies. I thought
it prophetic, love lost, grief over broken heart, a lost soul hiding in the solitude of our glorious oaks. I have
difficulty relating to this level of despair but our Western literature is riddled with despair, desperation and
depression. I cannot attest to this for I have been married for almost 40 years and nothing in my relationship is
worthy of even considering joining my ancestors. Actually, I much prefer my wife, kids and pets to any of the
ancestors I have known.

Last week I saw this dark haired suicidal visitor walking along the road and I still could not make out
the features of her face for her hair still covered it. Her walk was tentative, her shoulders stooped and her
carriage fragile. I was going too fast to stop and, I was late, as usual and she looked quite unapproachable so
I vowed to have a talk with the Canyon Crier who, if anyone knew, Ritchie would. Come to think of it I have
vowed to ask Ritchie about it for over a year and since I haven’t I must not want to know. Suppose my first
impression was correct, then, what would I have to write about? I guess I am Love struck by my own fertile,
though aging imagination.

Should anyone know who or why this visitor is or why comes here pleasedo not tell me, I just do not
want to know. I find I need my fantasies, they comfort and occupy me and allow me to write this drivel.

PSC

Light Pollution -- Theft of the Night (A Handout Sheet)

I. Introduction: Have you looked up at night lately? The universe is going away, gone already for many. The
universe is an important part of the environment, to astronomy and to the general public.

For most people on earth, the dark skies our ancestors had have disappeared. The problem is urban sky glow,
due mostly to too much bad lighting.

With good lighting, we all win. We help preserve the dark skies, we see better (and are safer and more secure),



we have a more pleasant and comfortable nighttime environment, and we save a great deal of energy and money
doing so. Neither astronomers nor the public, anywhere, need any of the adverse environmental effects of poor
lighting.

I1. Why night lighting?To see at night, for security, safety, utility, and for an attractive nighttime environment
around us. But not all lighting is good lighting.

ITI. What are the adverse impact of poor nighttime lighting?

1. Urban sky glow (the brightening skies over our heads), destroying our view of the universe. We don’t
live up there in the sky; we don’t need all that light up there.

2. Glare. Glare never helps visibility, but it is far too common in all of our cities. We should strive for a
glare free environment.

3. Light trespass. Many present lighting installations bother us as much or more than they help. The
wasted light shines into our yards, our windows.. We should help with the problem, not compound it.
Remember, the night is part of the environment too.

4. Energy waste. We waste an astronomical amount of energy and money by all this bad lighting, shining it
where it is not needed or wanted (including up into the sky) and by using energy inefficient light sources
and lighting designs. We all suffer from these problems. But we need not.

IV. So What To Do?
1. Use good lighting. Such
2. Shine the light down, where it is needed. Control the light output to only locations where it is needed.
3. Use time controls (or dimmers or other controls) .
4. Design and install lighting to insure that glare is minimized. Most
5. Use the right amount of light for the task, not overkill.

6. Use energy efficient light sources. Light sources vary greatly in their efficiency. Consider especially the
use of low pressure sodium lamps; they are the most efficient of all. LPS is excellent for street lighting,
parking lots, security lighting, and other applications where color rendering is not critical.

VI. So What’s the Problem? The main problem is that there is still a vast lack of awareness of the issues, the
problem, and the common sense solutions. Education is the main thrust of most current activities. The second
large problem is apathy. Even with awareness, action is needed. Some consider it too big an issue to become
involved with, other feel that it is not important enough. Neither is a good enough reason for apathy. .

VIII. Conclusion. There is a problem, and it is still getting worse most everywhere. However, there are
solutions, and they work. They also improve the quality of our nighttime lighting, and they help us save a
great deal of energy and money. Lack of awareness and apathy are the main problems. Action is called for. The
conclusion is that: We All Win.

E IDA Inc., 3225 N. First Ave., Tucson, AZ 85719-2103 USA
Telephone: 1-520-293-3198 Fax: 520-293-3192 E-mail: ida@darksky.org Web: www.darksky.org




THANKS TO BRUCE AND JEAN KAPP FOR HOSTING
THE HOLIDAY PARTY'!




