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Once there were brook trout in the streams in the mountains . . . On their backs were vermiculate patterns that were maps of the world in its becoming. Maps and mazes. Of a thing which could not be put back. Not be made right again. In the deep glens where they lived all things were older than man and they hummed of mystery.

Cormac McCarthy, The Road




The world seems so knackered. I just think a wild trout in London would mean that it wasn’t.

Charles Rangeley-Wilson, City Fishing
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Introduction:
Fishing Through the Apocalypse

I watched my worm sink slowly into the murk: past a floating beer bottle, past a submerged tire, finally disappearing into a jagged hole in a rusty filing cabinet. I wondered if this spot could hold fish. Or any life, really.

Large, overstuffed garbage bags lined the bottom of the drainage ditch. The water pooled up between the road and a large farm field, although “farm field” probably conjures the wrong image. The scene more resembled a factory, with workers and machines bustling: spraying, pruning, harvesting.

The rumbling of a truck broke my concentration. Overloaded with fruit, it barreled by me, inches from my back. I caught my breath and balance, but seconds later a jacked-up hot rod, rap music blaring, careened in my direction. I tried to make eye contact with the driver, but he was texting. I briefly contemplated jumping into the rancid, watery ditch just as the driver glanced up and veered into the center of the road.

I was risking my life for one of the world’s nastiest fishing holes.

It seemed a fitting end to the day. I had planned the weekend as a fishing tour of urban and agricultural canals across South Florida, searching for various fish oddities. I knew Florida’s canals teemed with an array of introduced species—many of them from tropical environs—and I planned to catch as many xivas I could. I figured the possibility of catching snakehead and walking catfish and colorful cichlids would compensate for any obstacle I encountered.

I figured wrong.



The day I fished the trash hole began with such promise. I awoke in the predawn humidity in a cabin in the Everglades, still aglow from my previous day’s fishing. I had cast my flies to large snook and aggressive ladyfish in national park backcountry. It was one of those days that is celebrated in sporting magazines. I saw manatees and sawfish, showy spoonbills and squawking herons. The fishing proved tough but not impossible. Snook darted out of mangrove roots to hammer streamers.

Those memories still buzzing in my head, I motored out of the Everglades into the urban reality just to the east. I gulped hot coffee and snarfed a pack of Pop-Tarts to a nostalgic soundtrack of eighties’ pop tunes. Whatever came my way, I was ready.

The first stop immediately gave me pause. A friend sent me directions to a little canal just off the interstate, claiming it the best spot to find brown hoplo catfish, a cool-looking, armored Asian species now swimming in South Florida waters. I stepped out of the car to an overpowering stench, an assault of stale urine and rotting food.

The coffee turned in my stomach. I stepped over a discarded condom into the grassy strip bordering the canal and felt my water sandal squish into something slimy. I lifted my sandal to see it covered in brown, fecal goo. For the first time in my life, I hoped—nay, prayed—I had just stepped in dog shit. Given the surroundings, the discarded toilet paper, and the odor, I recognized this as wildly wishful thinking.

I peered into the water and immediately saw a large brown hoplo catfish finning below me. I returned to the car and dutifully retrieved my rod and tackle. The fish didn’t bite. I hardly noticed. xvI spent my time watching my step in what turned out to be one big open-air toilet.

Regret creeped in. I had a free day in South Florida. I could be casting flies in the Everglades. I could be dodging alligators instead of piles of excrement. I could be standing with a field guide and binoculars ticking birds off my life list. But I wanted to experience urban canal fishing, and catch wild new species, and so I pressed on. The rest of the day didn’t improve. I failed to see fish but saw plenty of floating junk. I felt ridiculous as I cast lines in strip mall ditches. At one pull-off, a retiree on a road trip from Canada strolled over. “There actually fish in this?” he asked.

“That’s what I’m trying to find out,” I replied.

“This where you locals fish?”

“I’m not a local. I’m from Idaho.”

He backed way, walking briskly back to his waiting spouse, apparently eager to tell her about the nut job he just found. I can’t say I blamed him.

I continued along my planned route, although the novelty of urban fishing had long since worn off. And that brought me to the spot with the rusty filing cabinet. An online acquaintance had called it “a gem, a secret little spot with all kinds of weird fish.” This was a guy who described himself as a “life lister”—he traveled the world seeking new species of fish.

Try as I might, I couldn’t turn this spot into a “gem.” What I saw was a slimy pool of water that doubled as the local garbage heap, requiring an angler to perch precariously along a road used in equal measure by local motorheads and large agribusiness shippers.

As I stood between toxic water and deadly road, the tip of my rod bounced, so subtly that at first I wondered if I imagined it. I pulled up and the little ultralight bent. A fish.

I reeled my line up, horsing the fish out of the discarded filing cabinet. The fish jerked as I gently lifted it out of the water. The hand-sized fish was a dark grayish hue, with a large black spot on each side. Its top fin extended beyond the body.

xvi
I identified it as a black acara, a species native to the Orinoco and Amazon basins of South America. At some point, a Floridian likely had seen some black acaras in a pet shop and thought they’d make cool pets. But the fish grew, and bashed against the aquarium’s glass, and needed to be fed, so the owner unceremoniously dumped them in a ditch. The black acaras found the conditions of South Florida not so unlike the Amazon, and they bred and prospered.

Like the tires, the used condoms, and the discarded office equipment, the fish I held in my hand was another piece of junk in the ditch. Someone had bought it, used it, then threw it away. But in the case of the black acara, it swam on. Survived.

I released it back into its dystopian pond, and it immediately darted back into the refuge of the cabinet.

I set off on this journey to see what the future held for freshwater fish and the people who pursued them. But are toxic ditches filled with exotic fish really the end game? Will someday anglers be forced to sneak around the margins of an overcrowded hell, dangling worms into a trash heap?



Like many youth in rural America, I began fishing farm ponds at a young age with my dad and grandfathers. We’d use worms we just dug by the chicken coop, then cast them to bluegills and largemouth bass, sometimes keeping fish for dinner.

Fishing was just one component of a life outdoors. I was perhaps the poster child for what Edward O. Wilson calls biophilia, the inborn attraction to living creatures. I read about them and watched the wildlife documentaries on TV, but I also wanted to be out there among them. I hunted deer and squirrels, followed tracks in the snow, pored over field guides of birds and reptiles, captured insects, called owls, and walked through the woods just to see what I could see.

When I was fourteen, my dad took me along on a buddies fishing trip to Canada. I imagine my dad’s friends worried I’d be a xviinuisance. They spent much of the time in the cabin eating steaks and drinking beer, talking about jobs and marriages. I fished. I fished when the sun came up and stayed out long after it had set, catching perch and crappies and rock bass, even the occasional pike. I fell asleep with the calls of loons echoing in my ears. I didn’t want to leave. I wanted my life to be a fishing trip.

By college, my fishing focus shifted to bass fishing, casting minnows to largemouth bass in a nearby lake, and casting spinners and plugs to smallmouths. When I took a job with my alma mater, Penn State, I had more time to explore the streams, and turned to fly fishing for trout, an interest that continued when I moved to Idaho with its blue-ribbon spring creeks and mountain freestone rivers.

I’m not alone in this interest. The American Sportfishing Association estimates that more than forty-five million people go fishing in the United States in any given year. Around the world, millions of people fish for sport, for subsistence, and for a living. If there’s water, there’s a good chance there’s someone trying to fish in it.

People even go fishing when they’re paid not to fish. Behavioral economist Sheila Walsh Reddy tells of her work on Kiribati, a chain of islands in the Pacific that relies primarily on fish and coconuts for income. As the population grew, the local fishery showed signs of overharvest. Big fish numbers declined. The government began a social welfare program that increased payments for coconuts by 30 percent. By paying people more for coconuts, the reasoning went, people would fish less.

Instead, they fished more. As Reddy writes, “The men and women we talked to were earning more money in less time. This meant that they had extra time. And, what did they want to do with that time? Go fishing. The explanation hit me like the bumper sticker you see: ‘A bad day of fishing beats a good day of working.’”

If you’ve ever cast a dry fly to a rising trout, or spent an afternoon pulling in bluegills with your kids, you probably understand. Fishing is fun. Catching fish is fun. It’s a way to connect to nature. xviiiA way to spend time outdoors with family and friends. We relive memories of past fish won and lost, and dream of trips to nearby lakes and faraway destinations.

Standing by an alpine lake does indeed feel better than sitting in front of an office computer. This is real life, we tell ourselves. The real world. What it’s supposed to be like. Wild and untrammeled. I know. I live for that feeling.

Except this: Oftentimes, looks are deceiving. Much of the fishing we experience in the 21st century is in reality no less unnatural than pulling Amazonian fish from a trash-strewn Miami canal. The aesthetics may be more pleasing, but the situation is just as synthetic. We just can’t see it through the haze of nostalgia and the pleasure of a fish on a line.



There’s an important part of my youthful fishing that I ignored for many years. Four generations of my family owned land along a good-sized stream, and none of us ever fished it. Not once. And for good reason: It had no fish, or any other life, for that matter.

It’s perhaps my true home water, more so than the farm ponds where I reeled in sunfish or the little creeks where I netted minnows and crayfish. This creek ran orange with the acid from mine drainage. It smelled of sulfur and a faint whiff of sewage. Coal dust and the remnants of mining lined the banks. That acid mine drainage rendered it a dead river.

As odd as it seems now, as a kid it was perfectly normal. I’d walk along and shoot my .22 rifle at the cans and bottles lining the banks, the rat-tat-tat of the shots echoing off coal heaps. A flowing, beautiful river? Please. More like a wasteland, a watery dump.

Recently, I read John Waldman’s telling book, Running Silver: Restoring Atlantic Rivers and Their Great Fish Migrations. The author drew on extensive research to portray Eastern US rivers of yore: rivers running with millions of shad, eels, and more. Abundance. The book illustrates a phenomenon ecologists call xix“shifting baseline syndrome.” Basically: what you grow up with, you consider normal. If that’s an orange, smelly, dead stream, then that is the stream you accept. If you envision a river filled with migratory fish, your mind goes to Alaska. Not this reeking mess in front of you.

Or, as my fish conservationist colleague Mark Davidson is fond of saying, “You lose the memory, you lose the fish.”

Once those fish are gone, it’s very, very hard to get them back.

As an angler, many of the waters I fish have been impoverished in similar ways. A history of abuse has irrevocably damaged so many streams, rivers, and lakes. Invasive species, mismanagement, dams, pollution, climate change, and other threats have taken a heavy toll on freshwater habitats across the country.

And anglers have not always helped. Yes, fishing enthusiasts love to point to what they’ve contributed to conservation, but there’s another side of the story. They’ve transported popular game species around the globe, decimating native species in the process. They’ve persecuted native species they’ve viewed as competitors or “trash” fish. Some anglers even push for genetically engineered fish that are more colorful or easier to catch.

With a growing human population and ever-increasing threats to freshwater habitats, I do not want to lose the memory of what it means to fish now, in this place. I know that, in some places, fishing has become downright weird: ponds that offer (for a fee) unlimited endangered species, fishing guides that use drones to catch “river monsters,” or agencies that stock hatchery-produced mutants to attract angler interest.

I write about conservation for a living, and when you spend every day interviewing experts about the state of the world, you become acutely aware of Aldo Leopold’s warning that “to have an ecological conscience is to live in a world of wounds.”

But doom and gloom isn’t motivating, and it’s also not even remotely the whole story. Anglers also have led the charge in restoring native fish, in righting past wrongs. There are fisheries xxbiologists, managers, guides, and sport fishers who are working to better manage our most popular species, to appreciate the unappreciated fish, to clean our waters, and protect public lands.

As an angler and conservationist, I sought to remove my preconceived notions about what it means to fish in the 21st century. I wanted to see what fishing was like, right now, in all its warts and glory.

I brought my naturalist’s curiosity and my desire to catch any fish I encountered, large or small, native or alien. I did not want to inventory all the environmental wrongs facing rivers and lakes across the continent. Rather, I wanted to head out and explore the 21st century, fishing rod in hand.

On my journey, I’d encounter some of the most popular sport fishes, but I’d see them in a whole new light. I also confess to having a love of the more obscure species. On the edges, I found, is where you can see the promises and perils of freshwater fishing in America.

In this country, we still have remarkable fishing, and fish, as well as conservation successes that have restored things close to like they were in the “old days.” Fishing can help us continue on that hopeful path to the future, but we’re going to have to pay attention.



Back in South Florida, I wondered if casting in a garbage-filled hole could tell me much of anything. I wondered if I had wandered a step too far. Still, I cast again into the little pool, my worm floating to rest on a bag of garbage. I heard a loud engine revving. I had already caught a fish here. This was not fishing’s future. It felt like a stunt. I had been fishing in enough places to know that better options still exist.

I threw my rod in the car, and took off, eager to leave this spot. I drove round the bend, and saw four Latino men standing along the road. They still wore overalls caked in grime: they clearly had just walked from the adjacent industrial agricultural field.

xxi
They were fishing: three had beat-up spinning rods and one had a long, fiberglass pole with line tied on at the end. As I slowed down, I could see them laughing and gesturing to each other, just a group of friends enjoying a bit of recreation during their time off.

As I looked, I realized they were fishing a ditch that connected to the cesspool I had just departed. For them, this was not a stunt. Blue-ribbon trout streams and even Everglades mangroves were far out of reach, a fantasy. This was their present, their reality: fishing that involved casting lines into polluted, junk-filled holes surrounded by agricultural monoculture and a megacity.

They were fishing through the apocalypse.

— Matthew L. Miller
Boise, Idaho, June 2018xxii


1
Chapter One

Banana-Rama

I stepped out of the car and gagged, so overpowering was the stench of dead fish and rot. I had come to expect foul smells during my travels to questionable canals and urban ponds, but this odor brought tears to my eyes. I knew this region of rural Idaho contained many confined dairy operations, which packed their own potent smells, but the scent of bad fish easily overpowered any trace of manure.

My wife, Jennifer, had work to do nearby, and she looked at me uncertainly. “You’re really going to fish here?” she asked.

I nodded. Jennifer is no stranger to my peculiar ideas of fun. She has spent days of an overseas vacation searching for aardvarks, and she has grown used to me stalking canals and urban ponds with a fishing rod. But this wasn’t quirky. It just stank.

“I’m not fishing right here,” I said. “I’ll hike in to other ponds.”

“It smells,” she replied. “And I won’t be able to pick you up until this afternoon.”

I assured her I’d be fine, gathered up my gear, and headed out. Within a few steps, the stench only worsened, and I immediately regretted my decision. I swiveled back toward the car, but Jennifer had already pulled out. I looked at my cell phone: no signal.

Before me two drained ponds revealed the source of the stench: hundreds of dead fish baked in the sun. A sign informed 2me that these two fishing ponds had been drained because invasive carp had overtaken them. The only effective way to control the carp, it stated, was to kill all the fish and start from scratch. Personnel would refill the water and restock with game fish soon.

I looked, briefly, at the carp carcasses, many bloated into grotesque footballs in the 80-degree heat. I might have been sympathetic to the management regime, but for the reason for the day’s trip: I was here to catch genetic mutants. These mutants were considerably less natural than the carp; they existed solely because of human breeding and factory farm production. But, unlike the carp, they weren’t being controlled. In fact, a fresh batch was stocked here every few weeks.

Fortunately, a series of other small “lakes” remained undrained and well stocked with trout a short walk away. I continued on, eager to put the sickly odor of death behind me. The scenery improved, but barely. My path took me by concrete run after concrete run: the Hagerman Fish Hatchery, an Idaho Department of Fish and Game facility where hundreds of thousands of trout are produced, including the ones I was about to attempt to catch. I had the admittedly ridiculous thought that I should just cast into the hatchery runway. Unsporting? Well, transport these same trout 200 yards and dump them in a pond, and anglers would line up for them.

I walked that short distance, and, sure enough, about twenty anglers stood and sat (mostly sat) around the pond, watching bobbers. I appeared to be the only one bearing a fly rod. I found an empty stretch of bank and began scanning for my quarry. I saw a few silvery shadows dart by but didn’t even attempt to cast. I’d know my quarry when I saw it. And I had no doubt I would see it, as these fish were created so that anglers wouldn’t have to look too hard.

I didn’t wait long. Like a swimming neon sign, the shimmering form drifted my way. While many called its color “golden,” this was not the gold of a goldfish, but more the bright yellow of a marshmallow Easter chick. I cast my beadhead pheasant tail nymph, a 3fly that seemed oddly inappropriate for the occasion and location. I wished for a glob of glittery PowerBait.

The fly landed. The fish gave it a look but continued swimming. Ten minutes later, another neon fish—exotic yet inarguably a trout—swam by. I cast about 10 feet ahead of it, my nymph sinking but held up by a foam indicator—my own version of bobber fishing.

This time, the trout darted toward the fly and inhaled it. I lifted the three-weight fly rod, and it made an initial frantic run. Maybe due to the heat or maybe due to its general frailty, it gave up the fight rather quickly. After a couple of darts, it barely wiggled. I pulled it into the net and stared at the fish before me.

Some called this fish a palomino trout or golden rainbow. Douglas M. Thompson, in his environmental history of trout fishing, called it a “what-the-hell-is-that trout.” I preferred a local nickname: banana trout.

In hand, the neon color seemed to fade, and it resembled the dirty pale of an over-used white dishrag. I stared at this strange creature. It seemed fake, and I felt the same sensation as watching a computer-generated dinosaur. No matter how real they make it, you can’t shake the idea that it’s an inferior copy of something magnificent. Still, the fish I held in my hand represented so much of the history of trout fishing in America. And if we aren’t careful, it could be the symbol of the future.



In 1955, a West Virginia state fish hatchery worker noticed, sticking out among the dense schools of rainbows in the concrete runway, a yellow-hued trout swimming around. This wasn’t an albino but rather a trout exhibiting a rare genetic mutation. In the wild, such a fish would quickly become easy prey for a heron or a mink. Its odds of reaching adulthood are likely lower than you winning the lottery without buying a ticket.

In the hatchery, on the other hand, this fish was recognized as a—if you’ll pardon the pun—golden opportunity. The 4employee extracted the fish from its fellow hatchery mates, and reared it in isolation. He gave the fish an ironic nickname, Little Camouflage, and launched a program to select for this mutation. Within eight years, careful breeding had produced enough yellow trout for West Virginia to stock for recreational fishing. They were rather grandiosely named Centennial golden trout, and became an instant hit—a source of such pride that this trout is now the symbol of the state’s fisheries program.

Other states soon got in the act, with both agency hatcheries and fishing clubs stocking these neon fish as novelties. Much of the history of American angling has consisted of the fishing community trying to make all waters contain the same species. Apparently, even for those who only want rainbow trout, catching the same thing over and over can get old. Having a bright, new fish adds some excitement to the visit to the local “put-and-take” stream.

I caught my banana trout in Idaho, where the stocking program for these mutants is fairly modest. Hagerman, Idaho, sits near an area known as Thousand Springs, named for the gushing, clear water that dumps out of the Snake River Canyon’s walls. Those springs originate in the mountains of Central Idaho, where they flow as typical Rocky Mountain rivers. But as the rivers descend into the sagebrush desert, they run through the area of Craters of the Moon National Monument, an extensive lava field. The water sinks into the porous lava but continues flowing, deep underground.

Other rivers and creeks east of the monument infiltrate into the groundwater, helping create one of the country’s largest aquifer systems. The water flows 100 miles underground before bursting out of the Snake River’s canyon walls. The journey takes some two hundred years; the water emerges crystal clear and purified. The springs are still there, but now Dozen Springs might be more accurate. Much of the water has been reappropriated for power, for intensive agriculture, and for aquaculture. Certainly, the acres of fish farms 5hold some surprises. One operator raises sturgeon as a sustainable substitute for Russian caviar. Some produce another food fish, tilapia (and these fish are occasionally caught in the adjacent Snake River, proof of the difficulty in containing hatchery fish). Local restaurants even serve locally grown fried alligator, which also fuels the inevitable rumors about free-ranging reptiles in the river.

Mainly, the hatcheries produce trout—more trout than anywhere else in the country. Most of these fish are destined for human consumption. When you order a trout fillet at your favorite restaurant, there’s a good chance it once swam within a few miles of where I fished for banana trout.

State and federal hatcheries also tap the cold water for fish production, both to raise endangered species and to stock fish for people to catch. With the widespread availability of trout, there’s room for a little novelty. A private aquaculture facility supplies about twenty thousand banana trout to the state hatchery. A lot of those trout don’t survive to reach stocking age, but there’s still enough to release a few thousand for anglers each year. Most of these are destined for the wildlife management area ponds adjacent to the hatchery’s concrete runs.

“Most people like them,” says Joe Chapman, the Hagerman hatchery’s manager. “There are purists who don’t because they’re unnatural. There are people who think they’re just a goldfish or a carp. But most people like the novelty.”

Chapman says Idaho followed neighboring Utah’s lead. He relates an oft-told story about Utah’s trout stocking program: Fishermen believed the Utah Department of Wildlife weren’t stocking as many trout as was claimed. To counter these claims, agency officials added banana trout to the mix. “Anglers could see them, so even if they weren’t catching fish, they knew trout were there,” Chapman says.

He believes these trout have a lot to recommend them for stocking. “They grow fast, and they seem to deal with rising water temperatures better,” he says.

6
Many local anglers claim that they’re also harder to catch, and Chapman says there may be some truth to that. “Right after we stock them, they’re dumb as rocks and easy to catch. That’s true for all hatchery fish,” he says. “After they see their siblings get yanked out, they smarten up really quick. And I think the goldens get even more finicky. They can be a real challenge.”

In fact, when I talked to him after my outing, he said that the banana trout see so many worms and globs of PowerBait that they quickly wise up to them. Small, golden spoons, spinners and flies work much better. So my nymph wasn’t such a bad choice after all.

Despite their purported wariness, many serious anglers spurn them. As an adult, it’s hard to take banana trout seriously. You won’t see one of these yellow beauties on the cover of an outdoor magazine, and woe to the Facebook poster who puts up a banana trout hero shot on a Facebook fishing forum. Douglas Thompson, in The Quest for the Golden Trout, writes, “It was clear to me that this fish is a symbol for much of what is wrong with coldwater fish management.”

Perhaps the banana trout destroys any illusion of wildness. You can catch a hatchery rainbow and perhaps lie to yourself that it is actually a wild fish. You can’t do that with a banana trout. You know it was only recently swimming around a concrete run, gulping pellets. For this reason, perhaps all stocked fish should be bananas. Then maybe anglers could acknowledge the reality, the reality that much of 21st-century fishing relies on similarly unnatural fish.



In the late 1800s, many rivers and streams were overfished, and some feared interest in angling was waning. Americans looked around and didn’t like what they saw: the frontier vanishing, taking wildlife and outdoor living with it. From this loss, the American conservation movement launched, including many of 7this country’s greatest ideas like









































14






OEBPS/font/ACaslonPro-Bold.otf


OEBPS/font/ACaslonPro-BoldItalic.otf


OEBPS/font/ACaslonPro-Italic.otf


OEBPS/font/ACaslonPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/font/ACaslonPro-Semibold.otf


OEBPS/font/SymbolStd.otf


OEBPS/image/cover.jpg
Fishing
Through
the
Apocalypse

An Angler's Adventures
in the 21st Century

KO

MATTHEW L. MILLER






OEBPS/font/MinionPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/font/Times-Roman.ttf


OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Half Title



		Title



		Copyright



		Dedication-I



		Dedication-II



		Contents



		Acknowledgments



		Introduction: Fishing Through the Apocalypse



		Chapter 1: Banana-Rama



		Chapter 2: The Ghosts of Cutthroats Past



		Chapter 3: Gila Trout Burning



		Chapter 4: Trout of the Corn



		Chapter 5: Other Bass



		Chapter 6: Big Gonads and Sneaker Males



		Chapter 7: Cisco Disco



		Chapter 8: A Sucker Star is Born



		Chapter 9: Gar Wars: The Cast of the Drones



		Chapter 10: Microfishing Mania among the Life Listers



		Chapter 11: What Happens in Miami



		Chapter 12: Convicts in the Hot Springs



		Chapter 13: A Monumental Eel



		Chapter 14: Waiting for Sturgeon



		Chapter 15: Down on the Sturgeon Ranch



		Chapter 16: Abundance



		Chapter 17: Coal Creek



		Selected Bibliography 













		i



		ii



		iii



		iv



		v



		vi



		vii



		viii



		ix



		x



		xi



		xii



		xiii



		xiv



		xv



		xvi



		xvii



		xviii



		xix



		xx



		xxi



		xxii



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218











OEBPS/image/logo_002.jpg





OEBPS/image/logo_001.jpg
Guilford, Connecticut





OEBPS/image/star.jpg





OEBPS/image/tm.jpg





