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PRESIDENT’'S MESSAGE

Bicycling’s satisfactions and difficulties

BY ERIC LUKINGBEAL

n hanging the
Car Lifestyle,”
the lead arti-
cle in our last

issue, got me thinking

on a topic I’ve won-
dered about for years.

Just how hard would

it be to make bicycle

commuting practical
for the ring of suburbs around our major cities?

Drivers’ negative or even hostile attitudes
toward cyclists is, in my book, a large fac-
tor. For 40 years, I worked in downtown
Hartford, about 20 miles from my home in
Granby. Cycling was—and still is—my cho-
sen form of daily exercise. I probably aver-
aged 5,000 miles per year on country roads,
but I tried commuting by bike only a few
times. Each time, I ended up saying to myself
that it was too dangerous.

Part of the problem was timing. I found it
impractical to leave before rush hour started
or to head home after rush hour ended. Driv-
ers going to and from work are in a hurry.
In my experience, courtesy and patience are
rare. Driver distraction has become com-
mon, so much so that one struggles to dis-
tinguish discourteous driving behavior from
poor driving.

To some extent, we all become different
people when behind the wheel; walkers and

cyclists are just annoying impediments to
progress. On two occasions, drivers threw
bottles at me. Neither one was an innocent
attempt to litter. Both missed. One driver
forced me off a rural state road in Massa-
chusetts, as I was descending on a curve at
about 30 miles per hour. Why he did this, I
don’t know. But his intention was unmistak-
able. I rode off the road, onto a lawn, and
into a backyard.

I acknowledge these are just three inci-
dents in nearly seven decades of bike riding.
The potential danger was palpable, for me.
A few of my cyclist friends were hit by cars.
One of them died only a few miles from his
home, in broad daylight.

I have observed that many drivers are
ignorant of bicycle laws. Twice, apparently
successful persons driving expensive cars
have told me that it is illegal to ride on the
road when a bike path is nearby. Some driv-
ers believe that cyclists are required by law
to ride to the right of the white lines painted
on the side of the road. According to oth-
ers, riding two abreast is always illegal. Oth-
ers believe that it is illegal for cars to cross
the center line to get around a cyclist safely.

All wrong, under Connecticut laws, which
require drivers to give cyclists three feet of
room when passing. I am not sure this law
is wise. It gives some drivers the idea that
three feet is plenty, and it’s not. Experi-
enced cyclists can ride in a straight line on
good pavement. Children and inexperienced

adults usually cannot. Careful, patient driv-
ers—they do exist—give cyclists a wide berth.
We’re grateful, and we wave our thanks.

In Europe, where bicycle commuting is
more common, both accident and fatality
rates are much lower than here in the United
States. Apparently this is so because drivers
are accustomed to seeing bicyclists. In Italy,
drivers are said to be very patient, even with
large groups of cyclists on narrow roads. Per-
haps part of the solution to our problem is
to encourage more cycling.

Let me balance my comments by offer-
ing a criticism of some cyclists. They should
not wear black. I looked hard to find fluo-
rescent yellow shoes, which catch more driv-
ers’ eyes. Bikers in packs should form a line
so cars can pass; not to do that is rude and
dangerous. Riding on the wrong side of the
road against traffic—once the norm in some
places—is illegal and hazardous.

I maintain that more accidents are caused
by car drivers. And in a collision, the cyclist
pays the price almost every time. I guess we
can hope that a technological solution is on
the horizon, as cars may someday have sys-
tems to avoid cyclists. When that happens, I

hope that all bicyclists will commute.

Eric Lukingbeal is o retived envivonmen-
tal lnwyer who lives in Granby with his wife,
Sally Kiny.

EDITOR’S NOTE

Thank you for 10 years and 064 issues

BY CHRISTINE WOODSIDE

In 2000, I first heard of the Metacomet
Trail and hiked it over eight separate
days between July and November. I was
stunned at its beauty and solitude, even in
the places like Farmington where I glimpsed
glittering windowpanes of nearby houses. I
wrote a piece for Appalachia journal about
the mythical black dog of the Hanging Hills

and the fact that the black dog was strug-
gling to find wild spots in which to scare us.
I don’t want to say that I fell in love with the
Blue Trails, but—I did. And then I found
the Connecticut Forest & Park Association’s
magazine, and began editing it—on a tem-
porary basis at first—in fall 2001.

Over the past 16 years, I’ve tried to bring
the best reporting and writing I could to
the members of CFPA and to those citizens
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who might pick up Woodlands in the pub-
lic libraries. I did not think I’d be the editor
this long, but CFPA kept drawing me back;
every time I thought it was time to move on,
a flood of new ideas ran through my head.

And I’ve poured myself into building this
magazine. The CFPA staff, writers, and I
together have achieved so much. We’ve cov-
ered forestry, climate change, trails and the
threats to trails, historic landscapes, farm



EDITOR'S NOTE continued

land, “imperiled ecosystems,” and impor-
tant personalities like artist Eric Sloane,
Helen Binney Kitchel, Edwin Way Teale,
and many others.

It’s good for an organization to rotate
leadership, to bring in new voices and try
different approaches. CFPA is evolving,
and so am I. I finished a book last year and
plan to write another one. I’m starting a
master’s degree in history. I will remain
a volunteer trail manager and member of
the CFPA Trails Committee. I look for-
ward to years on the trail with Clare Cain
and all of the trail team.

I can’t list all of the wonderful writ-
ers I’ve worked with—foresters, hikers,
scientists, journalists, and more. Thank
you all. I hope that in the coming years
some of their unique work can be gath-
ered together into a volume.

This magazine’s quality is due in great
measure to the work of my wonderful
copyeditor, Robin Gold; the creative and
efficient designer Karen Ward; and our
proofreader, Diane Friend Edwards.

I thank the following people whose
strong vocation, encouragement, and
love of the land have had strong effects
on my editorship: Lori Paradis Brant, Eric
Hammerling, Jean Crum Jones, David
K. Leff, James Little, Eric Lukingbeal,
Adam R. Moore, Patty Pendergast, Terri
Peters, David Platt, Starr Sayres, and the
late Richard Whitehouse.

And thanks to you, the reader of
Connecticut Woodlands. Keep caring
about this incredible world. Do work that
matters. Wear your ethics on your sleeves.

Wioodlands

EXECUTIVE DIRECTOR’S MESSAGE

CEPA’s commumnity begins with you

BY ERIC HAMMERLING

ou may have no-
2 ticed that CFPA
’ has started a series

of “insider up-
dates” in each county

for members and vol-
unteers like you.

There are many
reasons for these fun
gatherings: to thank
you for your support; show you some of the
work being done in the forests, parks, and
trails of your community; introduce you to
other CFPA supporters in your area; and pro-
vide you with an opportunity to make sug-
gestions, ask questions, and find ways to get
further connected. Most important, we want
to spend more time with you where you live,
work, and play proactively, rather than waiting
in Middlefield for you to email, call, or visit us.

So far, we have held insider updates in
Windham and Hartford Counties, and I
have greatly enjoyed meeting members of the
CFPA community to build relationships that
go far beyond the limitations of email, letters,
and social media. If I could generalize from
the amazing people I have met, I would say
that supporters of CFPA are united by (1) a
passion for forests, parks, and trails, and (2) a
deep appreciation for how important nature
is to their lives and the future of Connect-
icut. We hope that you will be inspired by
some of the work happening in your com-
munity thanks to your support, just as we
are inspired on an ongoing basis by getting
to know you better.

We in the CFPA community will need to
be strong and cohesive because many chal-
lenges lie ahead. As you know, our public

About Connecticut Forest & Park Association and Connecticut Woodlands Magazine ——
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lands need to be better protected against
being given away without adequate public
input. State budget cuts are siphoning away
the resources necessary for well-maintained
state parks, forests, and wildlife management
areas. At the same time, federal and state sup-
port for national scenic trails (like the New
England Trail) and other recreational trails
and greenways is in jeopardy.

Fortunately, there are achievable solutions
to these challenges: a constitutional amend-
ment to better protect state-owned public
lands, the proposed “Passport to the Parks”
to establish a more sustainable funding source
to keep state parks and campgrounds open
and maintained, restoration of funds for rec-
reational trail projects, and many others. As
you know, these solutions don’t just hap-
pen. Indeed, each solution can feel as diffi-
cult to achieve as the eternal frustration of the
mythological Sisyphus pushing his boulder
uphill. However, your support and involve-
ment in the CFPA community makes an
enormous difference to whether we are suc-
cessful together, and we look forward to con-
tinuing to work with you to build our con-
servation community together.

As a quick but important last note, I want
to express CFPA’s gratitude and salute Chris-
tine Woodside, who has been the outstand-
ing editor of Connecticut Woodlands mag-
azine for the past 16 years. Though Chris is
starting graduate school and new professional
challenges this fall, we are so glad that she will
stay involved in the CFPA community as a
trail maintainer, Trails Committee member,
and perhaps even as a future contributor of
articles to Connecticut Woodlands.

Eric Hammerling lives in West Hartford
with bis famaily.
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BY DAVID K. LEFF

enry David Thoreau, apostle of

nature and iconoclastic social critic,

is not a name readily associated with

an industrial city like Waterbury.
Nevertheless, of the 75 lectures the sage
of Walden gave in his career, his only Con-
necticut appearance was in the Brass City
on December 11, 1860, just as the area
was beginning its meteoric rise as a center
of metals manufacture. Entitled “Autumnal
Tints,” the speech was a paean to fall’s bril-
liant colors. Eerily apropos of some of the
funereal imagery Mr. Thoreau used as met-
aphor, he was sick with his final illness, and
this was the last lecture of his relatively short
life of 44 years.

Today Mr. Thoreau is revered as the father
of modern nature writing, a social critic of
increasing relevance in an ever more com-
plicated society. He was an inspiration to
the nonviolent political philosophies of
Mahatma Gandhi and Martin Luther King.
Mr. Thoreau’s popularity as both a writer
and cultural figure seems only to grow over
time. Despite the many great literary figures
our nation has produced, the Thoreau Soci-
ety is both the oldest and largest organiza-
tion devoted to an American author—one
small but significant measure of his passion-
ate following.

When Mr. Thoreau came to Waterbury,
he was certainly a lesser light in the literary
firmament, having published only two books
and a smattering of essays. Many looked on
him as a mere acolyte of his mentor Ralph
Waldo Emerson and considered Mr. Tho-
reau somewhat eccentric, if not downright
odd in his habits and philosophy. One sym-
pathetic observer who met him only once
wondered how to behave “in the presence
of one whose thoughts and conduct differed
so widely from those of ordinary men, and
whose attitude towards society and its con-
ventionalities I knew to be so critical, not to
say disdainful.” Mr. Thoreau’s first book, A
Week on the Concord and Mervimack Riv-
ers, published in 1849, flopped commer-
cially and had at best a mixed critical recep-
tion. Walden was published in 1856 and
met with more success, giving Mr. Thoreau
some modest renown. Most of his works

ECHOES OF THE PAST
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Thoreaw as he looked a fer months after his lecture
in Connecticut, and not long before his death.

THOREAU'S
LAST LECTURE

Sick with his final illness,
the then-unknown nature writer

spoke in Waterbury

we know today, such as Cape Cod and The
Munine Woods, as well as his voluminous jour-
nals, were published posthumously.

But Mr. Thoreau was very much alive
that evening in Waterbury, and his thoughts
soared about the intensity of red maple
color. “If such a phenomenon occurred but
once,” he remarked, “it would be handed
down by tradition to posterity, and get into
the mythology at last. . . . One wonders that
the tithing men and fathers of the town are
not out to see what the trees mean by their
high colors and exuberance of spirits, fear-
ing that some mischief is brewing.”

Why Waterbury?

Nineteenth-century towns with cultural
aspirations held lecture series, known as lyce-
ums, featuring writers, clergymen, profes-
sors, journalists, and politicians. Waterbury’s
Young Men’s Institute, organized in 1852
for the education and edification of its mem-
bers, sponsored a series of several lectures
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each year. Many prominent citizens joined
the institute, which concluded its work in
1868 by donating 3,000 volumes to form
the nucleus of the newly established Bron-
son Library, the public institution still serv-
ing the city.

Mr. Thoreau was invited to Connecticut
by the institute’s corresponding secretary,
Augustus Sabin Chase, who responded to
Mr. Thoreau’s September offer of his ser-
vices as a lecturer. The deal was sealed in
a letter Mr. Chase sent Mr. Thoreau on
October 5, 1860, assigning him a date
and requesting that he name his “subject
in advance of the time if convenient as we
would like to be able to state it.” The enter-
prising and energetic Mr. Chase had come
to Waterbury in 1850 to work at the Water-
bury Bank, becoming president in 1864. He
was also simultaneously president of Water-
bury Watch, Benedict and Burnham, Water-
bury Buckle, and Waterbury Manufacturing,
later to become the legendary Chase Brass
and Copper.

Mr. Thoreau spoke in Waterbury at an
edgy and tumultuous time for America.
Only a year before, John Brown had swung
from the gallows for attempting to incite a
slave rebellion with his attack on the fed-
eral arsenal at Harpers Ferry, Virginia. Lit-
tle more than a month earlier Abraham Lin-
coln had been elected president, and in less
than 10 days, South Carolina would secede
from the Union.

Though Mr. Thoreau had given politi-
cal speeches in opposition to slavery and in
defense of John Brown, on this evening he
spoke of pokeweed. “It appears a rare tri-
umph of Nature to have produced and per-
fected such a plant,” he said, “as if this were
enough for a summer. What a perfect matu-
rity it arrives at! It is the emblem of a suc-
cessful life, concluded by a death not prema-
ture, which is an ornament to nature. What
if we were to mature as perfectly, root and
branch, glowing in the midst of our decay,
like poke!”

An Evening in Worcester With a Friend

Mr. Thoreau traveled the 290 miles to
Waterbury by train, having first stayed the
afternoon and night of December 10 at
the Worcester, Massachusetts, home of his



friend H. G. O. Blake. Mr. Thoreau arrived
at Mr. Blake’s on a raw day when a nor’caster
blew rain and snow into the city. But things
must have been warm and lively in the par-
lor, where several guests spent the evening
in conversation with the visitor from Con-
cord. Joining Mr. Blake and his wife were
a couple clergymen, a pair of nearby neigh-
bors, and E. Harlow Russell, who met Mr.
Thoreau for the only time that evening. He
would gain custody of the Thoreau manu-
scripts at Mr. Blake’s death in 1898.

The trip might have been tedious in foul
weather, but perhaps Mr. Thoreau went over
his speech notes. “All the sunny wealth of
the season,” he had written, “the Indian
summer, seems to be absorbed in their
leaves. . . . Wealth in-doors may be the inher-
itance of few, but it is equally distributed on
the Common. All children alike can revel
in this golden harvest. . . . Nature herself
holds her annual Fair in October, not only
in the streets, but in every hollow and on
every hillside.”

Mr. Russell found Mr. Thoreau as “rather
less than medium height, compact, well-pro-
portioned, and noticeably straight and erect.
His shoulders were not square, but sloping,
like those of Mr. Emerson. His head was not
large, nor did it strike me as handsome; it
was covered with a full growth of rather dark
hair. . . . Large, perceptive, blue I think, eyes,
large and prominent nose; his mouth con-
cealed by a full, dark beard, worn natural but
not untrimmed . . . .” Mr. Russell found Mr.
Thoreau’s plain dark clothes unstylish and
his black cravat “tied without skill.”

Despite the unprepossessing physical
presence, Mr. Russell observed Mr. Tho-
reau “with the look we recognize as that of
vitality and distinction.” His voice was deep
and musical and “emphatic words seemed to
hang fire or to be held back for an instant
as if to gather force and weight.” Neverthe-
less, “he talked rather like one who was more
accustomed to be listened to than to listen
.. . but did not come to very close quarters
with you or help you out with your thought
after the manner of skilled and practiced con-
versers.” Overall, Mr. Russell opined, “he
was always interesting, often entertaining,
but never what you would call charming.”

Later Mr. Russell “remembered with
sadness, the hoarseness and cough from
which Thoreau was suffering that evening.”
Although it’s been generally accepted that
he caught cold a week earlier while counting
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tree rings on stumps atop Fairhaven Hill,
some scholars have suggested that he became
sick while visiting an already ill Bronson
Alcott to chat about John Brown’s execu-
tion. Regardless, Thoreau biographer Walter
Harding notes, “His cold had rapidly devel-
oped into bronchitis. His friends and the
family doctor all urged him to cancel the
lecture, but he . . . journeyed to Waterbury
. . . despite their advice.” Scholars Bradley
P. Dean and Ronald Wesley Hoag conclude,
“Thoreau might not have survived even had
he not gone to Waterbury, of course, but
given his and his family’s susceptibility to
lung problems, and the apparent severity of
the cold, it was nothing short of folly for him
to have left home.”

Regardless of his cold and weakness, Mr.
Thoreau vividly described the scarlet oaks
of home as great roses, finding in their late
October color “partly borrowed fire, gather-
ing strength from the sun on its way to your
eye. It has only some comparatively dull red
leaves for a rallying-point, or kindling-stuff,
to start it, and it becomes an intense scar-
let or red mist, or fire, which finds fuel for
itself in the very atmosphere. So vivacious is
redness. The very rails reflect a rosy light at
this hour and season. You see a redder tree
than exists.”

Arrival in Waterbury

In 1860, Waterbury was a boomtown with
a population that had almost doubled in the
previous decade to just over 10,000. New
immigrants poured in to work in busy, grow-
ing factories made possible with waterpower
from the swift-running Naugatuck River and
its tributary, the Mad River. Industry had
rapidly produced great wealth and with it
an interest in culture.

Among the outward signs of that wealth
and concern with culture was the Hotch-
kiss Block, a long, three-story brick building
with tall windows that sat at the corner of
North and East Main Streets across from the
green. The building was a bechive of activ-
ity with offices like Hall and Smith Insurance
Agency and retailers such as Slate’s, a cloth-
ier who advertised cloaks and shawls among
other goods. Named for Waterbury’s first
mayor, the second floor housed Hotchkiss
Hall, where the institute held its lectures. It
was torn down in the 1980s to make way for
senior citizen apartments.

On the morning of December 11, 1860,
Mr. Thoreau caught the 9:20 Western

Railroad train to Springfield, from where he
made connections south into Connecticut.
Rain, wind, and snow continued throughout
the day. The train got him to Waterbury in
plenty of time to be there when the doors to
Hotchkiss Hall opened at 7 p.m. for a lecture
that would start an hour later.

Perhaps he was early enough to browse
among the books, stationery, and newspa-
pers at Patton’s store on the first floor of the
Hotchkiss Block. Maybe he looked in the win-
dows at J.D. Doty, which was in the process of
liquidating $6,000 worth of dry goods.

Mr. Thoreau’s was the second lecture in
the series, which had begun to favorable
reviews the previous week when the Rev.
Henry W. Bellows of New York spoke on
“Direction, or the Face We Turn to the
World.” Tickets for the series were $2 for
men and $1.50 for ladies and included use
of the institute’s library. A single lecture car-
ried a charge of 25 cents.

Painting Autumn Color With Words

“Autumnal Tints” was first delivered in
Mr. Blake’s parlor on a February evening
in 1859, and afterward proved one of Mr.
Thoreau’s more frequent offerings. It was
originally conceived as part of a larger work
Mr. Thoreau called “The Fall of the Leat.”
a project he didn’t live to complete. As early
as 1853, he had considered creating a vol-
ume of precisely colored reproductions of
ripe leaves. Several months after his death
on May 6, 1862, the Atlantic Monthly pub-
lished the lecture. The next year, it appeared
with other natural history oriented lectures
in a volume entitled Excursions.

Mr. Thoreau’s message was not all about
the aesthetics of pretty colored trees. Typi-
cally ahead of his time, he had some words on
the value of fallen leaves in the cycle of life. At
a time when few people thought about such
things, Mr. Thoreau instructed his audience
in terms that his business-oriented listeners
might understand. “The trees” he said, “are
now repaying the earth with interest—what
they have taken from it. They are discount-
ing. They are about to add a leaf’s thickness
to the depth of the soil. This is the beautiful
way in which Nature gets her muck, while I
chaffer with this man and that, who talks to
me about sulphur and the cost of carting. We
are all richer for their decay.”

“Autumnal Tints” is vintage Thoreau,
filled with a rich mixture of poetic imagery,
science lore and Latin names, and a good
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scolding of society for failing to see what is
truly important. Despite more formal lan-
guage than appears in lectures and maga-
zine articles today, his talk was remarkably
fresh for the unusual perspective it took on
the subject of fall color. Today, the turning
of the leaves is a major event in the cycle of
the New England year. The flaming maples,
lemony birches, and other brightly hued
trees have become regional icons of the first
order, a cardinal source of our identity. Mil-
lions of tourism dollars turn on this natural
event, and ordinarily sane people who would
not otherwise care about such crystal ball
predictions hang on every word of sylvan
color prognosticators.

You might think that Mr. Thoreau would
rail against such overly commercial use of the
landscape, as if leaves were dollars and had
no other beauty than their conversion into
cash by the profligate spending of leaf peep-
ers. But Mr. Thoreau dwells on none of this
because the craving for color that we antic-
ipate each September was unheard of. Our
mania over fall foliage came years later with
the development of leisure time and the rise
of automobile tourism.

What makes Mr. Thoreau’s lecture so
refreshing is that he proselytizes for people to
notice. “The autumnal change of our woods
has not made a deep impression on our own
literature yet,” he says near the beginning.
“October has hardly tinged our poetry.” But
his concern is not merely literary. Amazingly
from a 21st-century perspective, he chides his
fellow New Englanders for failing to see both
the forest and the trees, saying, “Not only
many in our towns have never witnessed it,
but it is scarcely remembered by the major-
ity from year to year.”

The lecture is structured around the hues
of several particular species: purple grasses
(including pokeweed), red maple, elm, sugar
maple, and scarlet oak. In the middle, there
is a discourse on fallen leaves. “We love the
redness in the vegetation of the temperate
zone,” he remarks of the purple grasses. “It
is the color of colors . . .” and “speaks to
our blood.” Of the red maple, he wonders,
“What more remarkable object can there be
in the landscape? Visible for miles, too fair
to be believed.” Elms are “great brownish-
yellow masses, warm from their September
oven, hanging over the highway.” In sugar
maples he finds that “all the sunny warmth
of the season, the Indian summer, seems to
be absorbed in their leaves.” As for the scarlet
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oak, it asks only “a clear sky and the bright-
ness of late October days.” With regard to
fallen leaves, he notes, “Down they have
come on all sides, at the first earnest touch of
autumn’s wand, making a sound like rain.”
Always looking at the world from odd
angles, in describing falling and fallen leaves,
rather than colorful trees, Mr. Thoreau is at
his most rhapsodic. But the funereal imag-
ery is uncomfortably poignant in retrospect,
knowing that his cough and hoarseness that
evening were harbingers of his demise.
How beautifully they go to their graves!
how gently lay themselves down and
turn to mould!—painted of a thousand
hues, and fit to make the beds of us liv-
ing. They put on no weeds, but merrily
they go scampering over the earth, select-
ing the spot, choosing the lot, ordering
no iron fence, whispering all through the
woods about it,—some choosing the spot
where the bodies of men are mouldering
beneath, and meeting them half-way. How
many flutterings before they rest quietly in
their graves! They that soared so loftily,
how contentedly they return to dust again,
and are laid low, resigned to lie and decay
at the foot of the tree, and afford nourish-
ment to new generations of their kind, as
well to flutter on high! They teach us how
to die. One wonders if the time will ever
come when men, with their boasted faith
in immortality, will lie down as gracefully
and as ripe,—with such an Indian-summer
serenity will shed their bodies as they do
their hair and nails.

Newspaper Labels Lecture “Dull”

It’s unlikely Mr. Thoreau received more
than polite, tepid applause when he finished.
The December 14, 1860, Waterbury Amer-
ican panned the lecture as “dull, common-
place, and unsatisfactory. There was noth-
ing,” the reviewer continued, “of the prac-
tical and very little of the poetical discover-
able in it. It is possible, however, that the
monotonous style in which it was delivered
prevented the audience from duly appreci-
ating whatever the real merit it contained as
a composition. On the whole, probably no
lecture[r] before the Institute has so thor-
oughly disappointed his auditory.” Among
the audience was George Townsend. “Very
poor lecture,” he confided to his diary.

No doubt Mr. Thoreau’s poor physi-
cal condition and the long, tiring train ride
contributed significantly to his substandard
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Written
“Autumnal Tints” the four other times he

performance. comments on
delivered it were generally positive, except
for one reviewer in Lynn, Massachusetts,
who also faulted the speaking style.

“The strain of the journey,” Mr. Harding
has written, “worsened Thoreau’s condition
and he returned to Concord a seriously ill
man. For the first time in years he left large
gaps in his daily journal, sometimes going as
much as two weeks without a single entry.”
He spent what little energy he had in his
last months revising lectures like “Autum-
nal Tints” and other works for publication.
About a year and a half after visiting Water-
bury, Mr. Thoreau was dead of consump-
tion, as tuberculosis was then called.

But like the falling leaves he extolled for
nourishing a new generation, his words
have provided the nourishment that has
fed today’s environmental consciousness
far beyond any influence he had during life
through either his published works or by lec-
tures like the one he gave on that cold win-
tery night in Waterbury so many generations
ago. The take-home message that evening,
if anyone got it, was not about trees, leaves,
or colors. It was about the power of obser-
vation to transform us. It was about being
actively mindful of the world around us, that
looking requires positive effort and concen-
tration to be of value.

As always, Mr. Thoreau said it best no
matter how dully the delivery may have res-
onated in Hotchkiss Hall.

Objects are concealed from our view,

not so much because they are out of the

course of our visual ray as because we do
not bring our minds and eyes to bear on
them; for there is no power to see in the
eye itself, any more than in any other jelly.

We do not realize how far and widely, or

how near and narrowly, we are to look.

The greater part of the phenomena of

Nature are for this reason concealed from

us all our lives. . . . We cannot see any-
thing until we are possessed with the idea
of it, take it into our heads—and then we
can hardly see anything else. . . . There is
as much beauty visible to us in the land-
scape as we are prepared to appreciate—
not a grain more.

David K. Leff is & writer, poet, and the New
England Trail poet-in-residence. He lives in
Collinsville. Visit him at davidkleff.com.
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Development creeps closer to the site of Blue Trail founder
Edgar Heermance’s cabin

BY CHRISTINE WOODSIDE

ocky Top doesn’t show on most maps of

Hamden but stands as perhaps the most

important landmark in the history of

the Blue-Blazed Hiking Trails. It’s the
site of a cabin on the wooded traprock ridge
where retired minister Edgar Laing Heer-
mance brought his family in the late 1920s.
Mr. Heermance marked a path through the
woods there, the Quinnipiac Trail, the first
of the Blue-Blazed Hiking Trails managed by
the Connecticut Forest & Park Association
through a cadre of volunteers.

Now a neighbor of the Heermance site
has filed an application with the United
States Geological Survey secking official
designation of Mr. Heermance’s cabin site
as York Hill, with a variant name Rocky
Top, the name the man known as father
of the Blue-Blazed Hiking Trails gave his
summer property.

Roberta Mack, a retired math and science
teacher, said she’s motivated to request plac-
ing Rocky Top on the map because a devel-
opment company submitted, withdrew, and
many believe will submit again a proposal
to quarry 100 feet of the ridgeline. After
the quarrying would finish, the next phase

Top, Edgar Heermance and his beloved

Rocky Top summer house.

Riglt, Before Mr. Heermance owned Rocky Top,
it was part of a camp.

HAMDEN HISTORICAL SOCIETY

would be building 280 apartments, 30 per-
cent of which would be affordable housing
and the rest luxury units, according to a pub-
lic statement by investor Gary Richetelli, a
partner of Paul Kaplan of Mountain View
Estates LLC.

The neighbors of the development site
have joined to oppose development there,
calling their group Save Rocky Top. Ms.
Mack, in testimony this spring to town
officials, called the application “a traprock
quarry operation disguised as 8-30g afford-
able housing,” referring to the state statute
governing affordable housing. Under that
law, in municipalities where less than 10 per-
cent of the housing stock is affordable by fed-
eral definitions, development proposals with
even a small percentage of affordable hous-
ing can override local regulations.

The area proposed for quarrying and
development is about a mile from Rocky
Top and would probably interrupt the cur-
rent route of the Quinnipiac Trail. Also near
the trail is the decade-old York Hill campus
of Quinnipiac University, where construc-
tion is continuing to expand residence halls.
It includes a sports center, wind turbines,
and a ski-lodge-style student center. Quinni-
piac owns some of the trail corridor. Across
Route 10 from this Rocky Top area is Sleep-
ing Giant State Park, into which the Quinni-
piac Trail continues. The name is not unique
to Mr. Heermance’s cabin. Developer Wil-
liam H. Johnson, who died in 2015, sold a
retreat he called Rocky Top to Quinnipiac
University for the York Hill campus.

For now, the apartment proposal has
been withdrawn. Mr. Heermance himself
believed his cabin site Rocky Top was the
most meaningful spot in his life. “A voy-
ager comes back to little Connecticut to
carry out his great dream—a life of study
and writing,” he wrote in his 1942 memoir,
The Time Stream (Free Press Association).
“To anyone who, like Ulysses, has roamed
with a hungry heart, no subject is alien—the
price of pig iron is as significant as the death
of kings. And one’s surroundings, too, are
important, perhaps more important than
anything else.”

For further reading;:

e Christine Woodside, “The Color Blue,”
Connecticut Woodlands, volume 78 no. 2,
summer 2013.

eWoodside, “The Trail Pioneers,” Connect-
icut Woodlands, spring 2004. Available at
chriswoodside.com /trail-pioneers.

¢ Centerbrook Architects page about the York
Hill campus: centerbrook.com/project/
quinnipiac_university_york_hill_campus

e Activists’ timeline of activity on the land:
saverockytop.com/what-we-do/

AN IDEAL CAMIF IN THE DEEPF Woons

Best Artesian Well Water,

Pure Air.

YET CLOSE TO CIVILIZATION
COTTAGES AND LOG CABINS FOR RENT
HOARDING, HOUSKEKEEPING OR CAMPING

levation =00 feet above the sea level

Steam R, K, or Trolley Connection at foot of Mountain
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mhe GHosTs oF GREEN FALL POND

What happens when the state closes campgrounds? A journalist investigates.

BY JAMIE TOMMINS

he sunset at Green Fall Pond in Vol-

untown held the kind of solitude that

you can only find at the end of a bumpy

road. Surrounded by thousands of acres
of Pachaug State Forest, the landscape
looked about as natural and undisturbed as
a former granite quarry possibly could, with
the notable exception of the beach ball. I'd
been hiking along the blue-blazed Narra-
gansett Trail on the edge of the lake when
I spotted the ball floating several hundred
feet from shore. Farther down, in the lake’s
roped-oft swimming area, a father and his
two sons stared hopelessly after it.

As I made my way to the beach for one
last swim—sunset is closing time in Connect-
icut’s state parks—I passed a gate that had
been closed and locked across the entrance
of a gravel road. A paper sign was nailed to
the gate, and it read, “Dear Valued Visitor:
Green Falls Campground will be CLOSED
for the 2017 season.”

I wondered how many other visitors to
Connecticut’s state parks and forests had
seen similar signs posted elsewhere. A few
days before this, Governor Dannel P. Malloy

had signed an executive order cutting gov-
ernment services in the wake of the legisla-
ture’s failure to pass a biennial state bud-
get. The order had forced the state’s Depart-
ment of Energy and Environmental Protec-
tion, or DEEP, to close four of its public
campgrounds as part of a department-wide
cut to summer staff and other services. The
campground here at Green Fall Pond, along
with two others at Devil’s Hopyard, in East
Haddam, and Salt Rock, in Baltic, had been
shut down in early 2016 during a similarly
fraught budget season, and the three have
now been closed to the public—and more or
less unmaintained—for over a year.

From behind the gate, several of the
campsites at Green Falls Campground were
visible in various stages of neglect. Enor-
mous weeds, some as tall as my shoulders,
had overtaken the flat clearings meant for
tents and campfires. They gave the area an
uncanny, almost sinister look, as if it were
on the bottom of the sea. It was a glimpse
of what the state’s fourth closed camp-
ground, in Macedonia Brook State Park in
Kent (shut down for 2017)—and perhaps
the state park system as a whole—could look
like a year from now if lawmakers do not
come up with a way to fund the operation
of the state parks.

At the beach, the gleaming rubbery ball
was still at large on the water, but the father
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and his sons had gone. Traces of dark blue
had moved into the eastern sky. I was com-
pletely alone, and as I set my small portable
camper’s stove onto a picnic table, I won-
dered how much longer it would be until
a park manager—or perhaps a cop—would
arrive to escort me from the area. I even
considered, briefly, what it might take to
get away with spending a night in a large,
unwatched state park, or a even closed one—
or, come to think of it, what the difference
was between them.

Since the 2008 recession, budget bat-
tles have become something of a permanent
feature of America’s state parks. In a 2013
study, the research group Resources for the
Future found a nationwide decline in state
park expenditures beginning in 2007. In
Connecticut, the state park system was dealt
a major blow in 2010 with the elimination
of the Environmental Conservation Fund, a
kind of savings account for park-generated
revenues from sources such as parking fees,
pavilion rentals, and campground reserva-
tions. At the time, the ECF had provided a
quarter of the park system’s entire budget.

Today, state law requires that those same
park-generated revenues go to the state’s all-
purpose General Fund. This new arrange-
ment, however, provided no guarantee that

Theempty swis : mng aren ar Green Fall
- “Ponid, wheve a state campground has been

closed since 2016, -~ .

JAMIE TOMMINS




the money generated by state parks would
be spent on the parks themselves. As a
result, the state parks must compete with
the rest of Connecticut’s discretionary gov-
ernment programs for a slice of the budget-
ary pie. In recent years, that pie has been
rapidly shrinking.

Connecticut’s slow economic recovery
exacerbated a preexisting debt crisis that
now threatens the long-term economic sta-
bility of the state as a whole. The state gov-
ernment currently owns over $170 billion in
unpaid liabilities accumulated by entitlement
programs and other debt since 1939. By
2032, the government’s combined annual
payments on two of those accounts—for
state employee and teacher pensions—are
projected to exceed $12 billion, a spike in
expenses that Governor Malloy has said the
state “cannot survive.”

The state’s economic troubles have left
the parks facing an existential crisis. How can
the state operate its 140 parks, beaches, and
forests when it can’t afford to pay its bills?
The budget negotiations in the first half of
2017 provided a choice between two pos-
sible solutions: either continue funding the
parks through the General Fund, or find an
alternative method of financing.

The first scenario could cause a dramatic
change in the way the state parks are oper-
ated today. In the almost certain event of
cuts in General Fund spending in the next
few years, the state will likely not be able to
afford the current budget of the state park
system, which in fiscal year 2017 was about
$16 million. Instead, the parks would expe-
rience severe and unprecedented cuts in
staff, maintenance, and services as part of
a statewide shift toward a practice known
as “passive management.” Under this new
and mostly hands-off style of park adminis-
tration, oversight of the park system would
be reduced to the absolute bare minimum.
The parks would theoretically remain open
to the public, but access would be granted
at the visitor’s own risk.

To avoid this scenario, park advocates
have proposed an alternative arrangement
that would build on the idea behind that
previously established by the Environmen-
tal Conservation Fund.

Given the virtual certainty of severe cuts
to the General Fund, park advocates have
proposed establishing an alternative fund-
ing source similar to the previously abolished
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Environmental Conservation Fund. Their
plan calls for adding a $10 surcharge to res-
idents’ biennial vehicle registration fees,
with the new revenues going into a fund—
officially called a “dedicated non-lapsing
account”—to be used exclusively for man-
agement of the parks. In return, residents
who pay the fee would be given free admis-
sion and parking to the entire state park sys-
tem. Advocates call the program the “Pass-
port to the Parks.”

If enacted, the Passport to the Parks pro-
gram is expected to generate roughly $14
million a year—almost 90 percent of the
parks’ General Fund allocation in fiscal year
2017. The remainder, and perhaps a little
more, could be raised from existing reve-
nue sources not covered by the Passport,
such as camping permits and pavilion rent-
als. The funds collected from the surcharge,
meanwhile, would create identical savings
in the General Fund, which would no lon-
ger need to fund the parks. The state park
system, in effect, would become entirely
self-sustaining.

“We think that’s a concept worth looking
at,” said DEEP spokesman Dennis Schain.

The Passport program has gained wide
support from conservation and outdoor
recreation groups during the last two years.
“We certainly support the passport,” said
Pamela Aey Adams, president of Friends of
the Connecticut State Parks. “It just makes
so much sense,” said Amy Paterson of the
Connecticut Land Conservation Council.
Others such as Eric Hammerling, execu-
tive director of the Connecticut Forest &
Park Association, have been unambiguous
in their stance against the use of passive
management. “It would be devastating—
absolutely devastating—with regard to the
parks,” he said. Several of the eight different
budget proposals discussed this year, from
both Democrats and Republicans, have sup-
ported the Passport program as well.

Enactment of the Passport program is far
from assured, however. Governor Malloy has
cited skepticism of the revenue projections
put forth by proponents of the Passport, and
the program was not included in the two-
year budget proposal released by his office
in May. According to Mr. Schain, however,
“Just because it wasn’t in the governor’s
budget doesn’t mean he doesn’t support it.”

Meanwhile, the proposed budgets that
included the program may not prove to

be reliable indications of political will. The
spokesman for one state senator on the Envi-
ronment Committee, for example, told me
that the senator was in favor of the Pass-
port program, but also not in favor of raising
residents’ auto registration fees. Mr. Ham-
merling says he is cautiously optimistic, but
added, “It’s been a weird year.”

As of July, the political stalemate could
very well push the budget negotiations
through the end of the summer, or even
beyond. The parks, however, are under a
more pressing deadline. The funding pro-
vided by the governor’s executive order was
set to expire after Labor Day, when park rev-
enues are expected to drop from their peak
in the busy summer months.

If a budget is not passed by the fall, the
entire park system may be forced into passive
management. In the meantime, the effects of
passive management are already visible in the
state parks this summer. “We’re already get-
ting pictures from folks of trash that’s been
dumped in different areas because there’s no
one around,” said Mr. Hammerling.

I could see these effects for myselfas I ate
my dinner at Green Fall Pond. In the pic-
nic area, between the site’s two restrooms,
a garbage can stood with a precariously bal-
anced pillar of trash rising several feet above
its brim. I felt grateful, having noticed this
pile of garbage, to not be spending the night
in an area with such an egregious attraction
for black bears or other animals. I was even
more grateful, however, to find that the open
restrooms made a very secure bear shelter—
if one were needed.

Value of the Parks

Talk of such large-scale cuts to Connect-
icut’s state parks and recreation areas might
suggest that these activities cost the state a
lot of money. DEEP’s approximately $63
million allocation in the General Fund might
sound like an objectively large sum, but it
represented only 0.35 percent of the fund’s
total of $19 billion. In this context, the $16
million budget of the state parks is infini-
tesimally small. And as it turns out, cutting
funds from either source could do consid-
erably more harm than their small budgets
might suggest.

The fact often goes unacknowledged
that DEEP is one of the most cost-effective
and ultimately valuable organizations in the
entire state. Among government programs,
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the agency has emerged as one of the state’s
foremost achievers in its efforts to improve
bureaucratic efficiency. Under the LeanCT
program, the government’s internal effi-
ciency initiative, DEEP has implemented
80 various “process improvements” since
2008. In recent years, DEEP officials have
even been called to consult with government
agencies on how to make progress under
LeanCT.

One major driver of this efficiency is, of
course, the severe budget cuts that have hit
the agency in recent years. Between 2015
and 2017, DEEP’s allocation of the General
Fund—typically providing over 60 percent of
the agency’s budget—tfell by nearly 14 per-
cent. Federal funding, another quarter of its
budget, has fallen by 9 percent since 2013.

These cuts have not always been equally
distributed across DEEP’s various divi-
sions. Compared with other state agen-
cies, a large proportion of DEEP’s expen-
ditures go toward nondiscretionary activ-
ities, largely for administering compliance
with state and federal environmental regu-
lations. Of the agency’s discretionary spend-
ing, the vast majority—nearly two-thirds—
is spent by the Environmental Conservation
division, which oversees the parks. This is the
primary reason that conservation and recre-
ation programs are so often targeted in lean
financial times.

In 2016, when the agency was asked to cut
nearly $10 million from its existing General
Fund budget, a proportional cut to the state
park system would have exceeded $6 million—
enough to necessitate a large-scale adoption
of passive management policies. Ultimately,
agency officials decided to keep most of the
parks’ budget intact, opting for the $1.8 mil-
lion cut which led to the first three camp-
ground closures and other service reductions
last summer. Doing so, however, required
keeping some 30 open department positions
unstaffed at a time when the agency is reel-
ing from the effects of deep staffing reduc-
tions. Since 2007, staffing at DEEP’s three
main branches of environmental protective ser-
vices—the divisions of Environmental Conser-
vation, Environmental Quality, and Central-
ized Services—has fallen by over 20 percent.

In recent years, agency officials have begun
to use the term critical vacancies to describe
the increasing number of core agency posi-
tions that have disappeared as a result of lay-
offs, hiring freezes, and retirement incentive
programs by the state. DEEP Commissioner
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The sign no one wants to see greets people at
Devil’s Hopyard State Parle’s campground.
Below it, a forgotten beer bottle in a five ring.

Rob Klee, speaking to the legislative Envi-
ronment Committee last year, cited one
example of critical vacancies in the agency’s
aquatic pesticides group, which lost three of
its four members in 2015. “They”—now, a
single employee—*“will still get the same 500
applications,” he said. Even when positions
can be refilled, the loss of experienced staff
to retirements has been particularly challeng-
ing, as former Deputy Commissioner Mike
Sullivan explained in the same committee
hearing. “Those people frequently have the
strength of ten.”

It will be virtually impossible for DEEP
to absorb the next hit to its discretionary
budget without severe cuts to the Environ-
mental Conservation division. In fact, such
cuts are already underway. This summer, the
state parks’ corps of seasonal workers suf-
fered a 45 percent cut in hours under the
governor’s June executive order. Tradition-
ally, this seasonal workforce has provided vir-
tually all of the day-to-day maintenance and
support required to operate the parks during
the high season, and their absence is what
has forced many parks to fall under passive
management this year.

This seasonal workforce is also what
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allows the parks to bring in its roughly 2 mil-
lion dollars” worth of parking and entrance
fees each summer, a fact that underscores a
deep irony about the crisis facing the parks.
As cuts to DEEP endanger the future of
the “discretionary” park system, the parks
themselves are one of DEEP’s most eco-
nomically valuable assets. According to the
Connecticut Center for Economic Analysis,
at the University of Connecticut, the “dis-
cretionary” outdoor programs of the agen-
cy’s Bureau of Environmental Conservation
generate over $1 billion of economic activity
in the state every year. The state parks alone
were found to produce about $38 in local
economic activity for every $1 spent by the
state to operate them.

A person camping in one of the four
closed state campgrounds might find partic-
ular irony in the study’s finding that camp-
grounds brought Connecticut’s economy
$18 million of out-of-state money—four-
fifths of the out-of-state total for the parks.
This economic point is far from abstract. In
the governor’s latest budget proposal, the
four towns whose campgrounds were closed
this summer could lose almost $4 million
in combined municipal aid from the state.
Voluntown alone could lose over $1.3 mil-
lion. When DEEP announced the closure
of Green Fall Pond last summer, Volun-
town First Selectman Robert Sirpenski told
reporters, “We’re getting shortchanged.”

The Strange, Perfect Potholes

I try not to let statistics distract me from
the true value of Connecticut’s state parks.
The week after my visit to Green Fall Pond,
a friend and I went for a hike at Devil’s Hop-
yard, in East Haddam. We arrived only a little
later than planned—just after sunset. Up the
road from the parking lot above Chapman
Falls, a familiar wooden gate stood closed
at the entrance to the park’s campground.

It was a miserable, humid evening that I
would hardly have chosen for hiking, but I
had little choice. My friend, from Ohio, had
been bragging about some of the swimming
holes in his home state, and I had to put
his claims to rest. We crossed the Eightmile
River on the covered wooden bridge, then
hiked up the trail to a rocky outcrop over-
looking Chapman Falls. It had rained the
entire week before. Spray whipped our faces
as the swollen falls roiled the waters in the
pool below our feet, thundering louder than
even the growl of a pickup truck accelerating



up the nearby road. Somewhere below, per-
haps, little rocks were digging the strange,
perfect potholes the falls are famous for,
which early settlers saw and believed was the
work of the devil. But perhaps not.

“Whoa,” said my friend, barely audible.

Will the Passport to the Parks be the solu-
tion to the threats facing places like Devil’s
Hopyard? Like Mr. Hammerling, I’'m cau-
tiously optimistic. Standing in front of Chap-
man Falls, I would have said that the parks are
worth any amount of funding. They might
even be priceless. But there is no denying the
weight of the pressures they face, and just as
the parks are worth far more than a few mil-
lions of dollars, Connecticut’s financial crisis
is more than just a book to be balanced. It’s
the livelihoods of teachers and public servants,
the dreams of retirees, the health of the poor
and the sick, and the hopes of immigrants,
refugees, parents, and children. Those things
are priceless, too.

Connecticut faces impossible choices
over the next decade, and even the Pass-
port program may not be able to shield the
parks from the economic consequences. The
recent threats to one other government pro-
gram serve as a cautionary tale. Established
in 2005, the Community Investment Act, or
CIA, provides money for a dedicated funding
source for local land projects financed with a
surcharge on municipal real estate recording
fees. Since its inception, the CIA has gener-
ated upward of $4 billion in statewide eco-
nomic activity, as well as tens of thousands
of jobs. “It’s brilliant,” Ms. Paterson of the
Connecticut Land Conservation Council, an
outspoken advocate for the program, said.
But the state’s last biennial budget cut fund-
ing for the CIA by 50 percent, and there are
proposals in this year’s negotiations to sweep
the remainder of'its funds back into the Gen-
eral Fund.

“It was really meant to weather any fiscal
crises,” says Ms. Paterson of the CIA’s dedi-
cated funding source. Today, however, advo-
cates for the CIA worry about a possible raid
of the funds that have already been raised and
promised to existing projects. “I think it’s just
looked upon as a source of revenue,” Ms. Pat-
erson said. So, too, might the $14 million
raised by the Passport to the Parks.

I thought of other questions as we stared
at the roaring falls. What kind of places will
a Passport give access to? In the parking lot,
my friend and I had passed a sign warning
of high bacteria levels in the river following

the storms. Will the Passport protect DEEDP’s
other divisions, including Environmental
Quality, from dwindling state and federal
funds? Park maintenance is one thing, but
ensuring the health of Connecticut’s envi-
ronment as a whole is quite another.

The sky had turned the color of wet stone
when we hiked back into the darkening
woods. We must have taken a wrong turn,
however, because rather than finding our
way back to the covered bridge, we emerged,
inexplicably, across the road from the camp-
ground gate.

So much for caution. As for optimism, the
best reason I could give, if pressed, would
probably be the continued efforts of Connect-
icut’s outdoor community to rally behind the
parks. During the week of rain, I’d asked Mrs.
Adams, president of the Friends of Connecti-
cut State Parks, how many individual friends
made up her organization’s 26 different local
chapters. “A little over 6,000,” she said. An
all-volunteer organization more than six times
the size of DEEP seems like a pretty good
friend to have.

The most important thing, it seems to me,
is for all Connecticut residents to do their
part. That might mean paying the govern-
ment an extra $10 every two years. It might
mean bringing a garbage bag on a hike to
clean up garbage at a passively managed
campground. Or, if you happen to be vio-
lating Sections 23-4-3(a) through 23-4-3(k)
of the state’s regulations on the use of public
lands—which, I should mention, you must
not do, even if you’re willing to be pun-
ished with up to a year-long ban from the
state park system—it might mean teaching a
friend about Leave No Trace camping ethics.

My memory of the rest of my visit to Dev-
il’s Hopyard is hazy. It’s possible we stood at
the gate for a very long time, staring at the
beautiful moonlit campground on the other
side—empty, abandoned, overgrown, but
beautiful. We might also have heard bull-
frogs in the nearby pond, and the piercing
cry of an owl. But I do remember the pile
of beer cans in the fire pit, and the pair of
flashlights that flickered deep in the woods.
I saw them emerge from the trail, cross the
road, and drive away through the open gate
at the entrance to the parking lot.

Jamie Tommins is a freelance writer
in Hartford.

LETTERS

HORRIFIED BY TREE CUTTING

To the Editor:

I am a passionate tree hugger. We
joined the Connecticut Forest & Park
Association after we visited Goodwin
Forest a few years ago, and we have been
members since. It was my understanding
that the purpose of this organization was
to protect living trees, and to promote
the growth of new stands of trees. I do
have some comments to make, however,
about two articles (summer 2017). The
last time (this spring) that I visited Good-
win Forest I was deeply saddened and
horrified to see a large area of mixed trees
that had been cleared. It was between the
house and Route 6, along the driveway.
The bodies of the big, beautiful trees still
lay on the field, all hacked to pieces. I
imagine that these were some of the orig-
inal trees planted by Mr. Goodwin that
you mention in your piece. What would
he think of this? I understand that there
is a need to clean some areas for pastures,
for, say, the bobolinks, but there are
already large areas cleared in the forest.

I don’t think I will return there ever again.

Another article in this magazine that
I took exception to was [Jean] Crum
Jones’s article about a small black walnut
grove on her property. The entire arti-
cle is devoted to rationalizing why these
beautiful trees should be cut down: The
nuts were too hard to crack (my father
harvested and cracked his own black wal-
nuts well into his 80s), they stain your
hands (?), it interfered with her garden
(easy, move the garden), or the fear of a
walnut falling on the head of a passing
guest (?). I found the article exasperating
and inappropriate for a forest and parks
magazine.

So I guess this is an opinion article. T
will continue to look forward to receiv-
ing and reading your magazine.

—Margarita Halpine
Eanstford

Editor's note: We understand how
shocking the cutting of large trees can
appear. CFPA’s mission to connect peo-
ple with the land and to promote sound
forestry sometimes extends to cutting
trees so that new growth and new

continued on page 19
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THE MASTER NATURALIST PROGRAM INSPIRES
A RETIRED TEACHER TO STUDY PAINTED TURTLES

BY BILL POWERS

he woods or waterfronts have always

served as refuges for me. When I retired

from my career as a public high school

teacher, I joined the Goodwin State For-
est’s Master Naturalist program sponsored
by Friends of Goodwin Forest, Connecticut
Forest & Park Association, and the Connect-
icut Department of Energy and Environmen-
tal Protection. The program provides back-
ground knowledge and skills needed by
future volunteers.

For my required research project, I chose
observing the behavior of eastern painted
turtles ( Chrysemys picta), also called sun tur-
tles. I wanted to study whether atmospheric
conditions and water temperature affect the
counting of a local population of painted
turtles and predict when turtles were most
likely to be seen and therefore counted. For
three years in my kayak, I conducted more
than 300 surveys. I went out in all seasons
except winter. Simple methods to determine
the population of painted turtles are needed
to be able to monitor their health and vital-
ity over time.

Biologists use some very sophisticated
methods for obtaining turtle population data
that turn out to be very time and labor inten-
sive. They trap turtles, mark them, and later
recapture them to determine the number of
individuals. Researchers also frequently need
to use added statistical methods to obtain
the final estimate of the population. Some
researchers point to the unreliability of trap-
ping techniques for this purpose. My method

was simpler and may be a more valid and
reliable way to collect such data in locations
similar to where these observations occurred.

Painted turtles are abundant and distrib-
uted widely throughout North America.
The eastern painted turtle lives throughout
Connecticut wherever there is slow moving
water, especially in lakes and ponds. They are
cold-blooded reptiles and help regulate their
temperatures by basking in the sun on logs,
stumps, rocks, and the edge of cattails near
the water. They hibernate during the cold
of the winter months, often in mud at the
water’s bottom.

Surfacing from their long winter’s inactiv-
ity, they appear very groggy and often some-
what indifferent to the presence of poten-
tial predators. Apparently, a turtle thinks
that being taken by a predator is less risky
than staying submerged for slightly longer
periods. Being buried for months in winter,
they possess truly remarkable adaptive fea-
tures, which allow them to tolerate low or
no oxygen availability, lower pH (acidity),
the cold, and no food. Surfacing to bask in
the sun as the air starts warming allows them
to take in warmth and oxygen and to discon-
tinue reducing their stores of calcium from
their shells for buffering of the acidity in their
tissues. Soon they will also be able to begin
replenishing their stores of carbohydrates that
were depleted.

The Surveys

I first got my feet wet, so to speak, with a
preliminary feasibility study at the

135-acre Pine Acres Pond in
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e

James L. Goodwin State Forest in Hamp-
ton. For convenience, I moved the study to
a private, 22-acre spring-fed pond in Wind-
ham. The depth of the pond ranges up to 20
feet. It is mostly surrounded to the edge of
the water by forest, a small amount by grass,
and cattail-dominated marsh accounting for
about 15 percent of the edge. The southern
end is narrow and shallow and has a deep
layer of leaves that have accumulated on the
bottom above a layer of mud.

I paddled counterclockwise at various times
of the day, avoiding rainy days. I counted
basking painted turtles and noted their loca-
tions. I noted those rare times I saw swim-
ming turtles. I recorded the water and air
temperatures, cloud cover, wind speed and
direction, relative humidity, and barometric
pressure. I observed birds and other animals.
Each survey took about 40 minutes.

The Results

The greatest numbers of painted tur-
tles were seen basking within an optimal
range of temperatures for both the air and
water (except for the days after emerging
from hibernation). Other measures taken
did not correlate with the number of tur-
tles observed, with one unexpected excep-
tion. As the wind speeds increased, so did the
numbers of painted turtles observed. A possi-
ble explanation for this came in consultation
with Dr. Travis Ryan, a biologist from But-
ler University who has studied reptilian par-
asitology. The theory is that increased expo-
sure to wind, which has a drying effect, helps
to rid the turtles of parasites.

An eastern paiinted turtle basks on a log.
PAUL FUSCO / DEEP
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I found that the best time to estimate painted turtle populations
is in the spring, when the temperature begins to increase as they
emerge from the mud- and leaf-covered bottom. This year at my
location, it was just two days after the ice had melted at the shal-
low southern end of the pond. During the next few days, I saw
them there in record numbers (they appeared nowhere else on
the pond).

With data available for the various locations where turtles were
seen, it has been possible to track their movement during the year.
After emerging in spring, they surfaced at the shallow end of the
pond and in a matter of a few days began to distribute themselves
to other locations on the pond. In the fall, they slowly moved back
to the shallow end of the pond until that was again the only loca-
tion where painted turtles were found. Seems that they were pre-
paring to dig in for the upcoming winter months.

I usually found turtles in bales, or groups. Basking turtles were
with others 93 percent of the time.

At the north end of the pond, painted turtles and nesting red-
winged blackbirds (Agelaius phoenicens) were jointly occupying a
70-foot-long strip of cattail-dominated marsh. When the turtles
and blackbirds were together, both appeared to benefit by warning
the other of approaching threats from possible predators. This early
warning system included approaching muskrats, snapping turtles,
osprey, red-tailed hawks, great blue herons, neighborhood cats,
and my kayak. The movement of the turtles (usually two or more)
entering the water aroused the blackbirds, which then aggressively
defended their nesting area. When the blackbirds saw something
threatening first, their noisiness alerted the turtles. As the nesting
blackbirds left the area for the season, the turtles left, too. A pos-
sible explanation for this, aside from the loss of their early warn-
ing system from the blackbirds, is that another benefit exists to
cohabitating in the nesting area. Dr. Susan Herrick, a herpetolo-
gist at the University of Connecticut, suggested to me that tur-
tles basking near the nests benefit from “things falling out of the
nest.” So the turtles take advantage not only of the early warning
system but also a free lunch.

The author would like to acknowledge the indispensable inspi-
ration and support of Juan Sanchez, his coordinator and instruc-
tor in the Master Naturalist Program at the Goodwin Conserva-
tion Center.

Bill Powers is a vetived public school teacher. He volunteers for CFPA
and the James L. Goodwin Conservation Center in Hampton. He
lives in Windham.
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CONSERVATION PROGRAMS

CONSERVATION ADVOCACY

Every year since 1897, CFPA has provided legislators with an
Agenda for Connecticut’s Land and People. CFPA’s advocacy
priorities have included securing adequate resources for the
Connecticut Department of Energy and Environmental Pro-
tection to manage state parks and forests; support the pres-
ervation of working forests and agricultural lands; and lead
efforts to secure National Scenic Trail designation and ongo-
ing support for the New England Trail.

BLUE-BLAZED HIKING TRAILS

The Blue-Blazed Hiking Trail System, established in 1929, is
one of CFPA’s most visible and lasting contributions to recre-
ation. The Blue Trails total more than 825 miles in 96 towns.
The infrastructure for managing this massive area consists of
CFPA’s trail stewardship director, the CFPA Trails Commit-
tee, and more than 100 volunteer trail managers who through
work parties and ongoing maintenance activities donate more
than 15,000 hours of volunteer time each year.

ENVIRONMENTAL EDUCATION

Since its original statement of purposes to bring forestry and
related topics into schools, CFPA has been a leader in envi-
ronmental education.

To engage in a natural learning experience CFPA offers
teachers, landowners, adults, natural resource profession-
als, youth, students, families, and seniors myriad programs
that provide inspiration for science, art, history, math, liter-
ature, and conservation topics. Together, we demystify the
wild, explore trails, and discover hidden gems of Connecti-
cut’s forests.

From its headquarters in Middlefield to its partnership pro-
gram at the Goodwin Forest Conservation Education Center
in Hampton, and the forests and trails across the state, CFPA
connects people to the land to create and support lifelong
learners as Connecticut’s stewards of the woods.

LAND CONSERVATION

Over the past 100 years, CFPA has been instrumental in the
acquisition of more than 100 state parks and forests for public
use and enjoyment. CFPA owns properties or holds conser-
vation restrictions on approximately 2,000 acres. The conser-

vation priorities for the program are in lands associated with
working forests and /or hiking trails.

Visit ctwoodlands.org for more information
on CFPA programs and activities.
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ECHOES OF THE PAST

This vedcedar on Talcott Moun-
tain has lived for move than 520 years
because it grows very, very slowly.

JACK RUDDAT

155

CONNECTICUT'S

BY JACK RUDDAT lack of nutrient-rich soil, or much of any soil
A . at all on the basalt, prevents the trees from
set off for Talcott Mountain State Park in growing more than a tenth of an inch in diam-

July 2016 searching for ancient eastern eter on average every year, and in some cases,
redcedars (Juniperus virginiana). The sun less than 1,/37 of an inch. Instead of dying
was still high, being only just past midday, sooner, these trees survive by growing much
and I'was hoping to find the grandparents of more slowly than other trees. They employ
the 225-year-old redcedar I had found earlier an adaptation known as strip bark growth.
that year. As I carefully scaled the slope that When they become too large to be sustained
led to the bonsai-like trees known as krumm- by the nutrients available to them, part of the
holz, the German word for crooked wood, root system dies while the rest continues liv-
I realized that some of them may approach ing. When part of the root system dies, the
300 years in age. Not that they are all that bark and foliage above it subsequently die.
impressive in height or girth; rather, they . As I explored the ridge using technical
grow extremely slowly because of the harsh Thyis redcedar sprout ed climbing gear, I saw many stunted, gnarled
environments of the traprock ridges. beOV(Z the Incan Empirz trees. I noticed a particularly large individ-
The exaggerated dry, hot, and stormy ual leaning up against the mountain, settled
summers on top of these mountains and the on a narrow ridge, whose diameter was near
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14.5 inches and whose mostly dead, desic-
cated root system was largely exposed. On
the side of the tree facing the Farmington
Valley, an 8- to 10-inch-wide strip of bark
was the only living part of the tree, sustaining
only one or two of its main branches. From
what I had observed and read about char-
acteristics of old trees, I originally thought
this one to be anywhere between 300 and
500 years old. After taking a few photos of
the tree and choosing the best place to bore
it, I took out my increment tree borer and
extruded a small, pencil-sized core sam-
ple from which I could count the annual
tree rings. These annual rings are created
by the contrast between the lighter colored,
larger wood cells created during the spring
and summer and the darker colored, smaller
wood cells created at the end of the sum-
mer and early fall. The result is a thin, dark,
annual ring that almost always encircles the
entire circumference of the tree except dur-
ing extremely harsh growing seasons when
there may be gaps along certain radii.

The age of the tree is most accurately
determined by counting these annual rings.
This method of dating trees, based on a
small, axial, wood core sample, is the least
invasive way to accurately age a tree. Since
the only living part of the tree is the inner
layer beneath the bark, known as the cam-
bium layer, most of the wood removed from
boring is not harmful to the tree. The great-
est risk to trees after increment boring is the
slightly increased chance of heart rot or the
decaying of wood from the middle of the
tree, as there is now an entry hole for mois-
ture, fungus, and bacteria. The tree works
around this by growing wood around the
hole and sealing it up within one or two
growing seasons, depending on the growth
rate of the tree. These eastern redcedars live
in very dry, harsh environments, so the risk
of heart rot and insect attacks is very low.
Also, coniferous trees tend to heal wounds
much faster than hardwoods by exuding sap,
filling up the hole within a week or even a
couple of days or hours.

Now that I had the sample sealed in a Zip-
loc bag, the time came to take it back home
where I could sand the surface with succes-
sively finer grits of sandpaper until it was
possible to see individual wood cells under
a microscope. Before I started counting, it
was clear to me that the tree was more than
300 years old because each ring was very
closely spaced to the next. After counting to

ECHOES OF THE PAST

323 and 348 rings, it was evident that two
fires had taken place on this tree around the
years 1668 and 1693. I knew this by what
dendrochronologists (those who study tree
rings) call fire scars or tree rings that have a
dark band of charcoal where the fire burnt
the tree. After being scarred by a fire, the
tree will grow around the scar and leave a
cavity where the wood burned away, in this
case two small cavities. Furthermore, some
of the tree rings were locally absent, mean-
ing that the tree did not grow wood all the
way to the base of the trunk during those
years. Trees start growing wood from the
buds down, so a very harsh growing season
may prevent the tree from adding wood cells
all the way to the base of the trunk. Each
place where growth stopped is where two
or more rings become locally “wedged” into
one ring. In these cases, two or more rings
must be counted to most accurately reflect
the true age of the tree.

A third anomaly I came across when
counting were false rings or rings that are
the result of “false” late wood growth, either
before or after a true annual ring is made at
the end or beginning of the growing seca-
son. This can happen from either a cold spell
in early spring or from a sudden increase in
warmth during the fall, in which case the
ring should not be counted. Because of the
question of whether some of the rings may
be false rings, the actual currently visible ring
count of this sample is likely to be 533 but
could be anywhere between 520 and 539.
After approaching the pith (middle) of the
tree, wood appeared to be missing, proba-
bly from a long ago or perhaps recent fire
that carved out a cavity from the side of
the tree facing the mountain to the pith. I
counted an approximate total of 533 rings in
the 7.3125-inch-long sample, meaning that
the tree core sample contains approximately
73 rings per inch. Perhaps as many as 60 to
more than 80 rings are missing because of
the wood missing from the two fire scars, the
missing pith and surrounding wood, and any
unseen locally absent rings.

Knowing all this, I estimate this tree to
be certainly at least 550 years old but more
likely around 600. That puts its germina-
tion date to around 1416, 35 years before
the birth of Christopher Columbus and
22 years before the founding of the Incan
Empire. To confirm my findings, I brought
the sample to Associate Extension Professor
Thomas Worthley, a professor of dendrology

(the study of wood) at the University of
Connecticut. He counted the rings under
a stereo microscope and arrived within sin-
gle digits of the number claimed. The only
other dated trees in Connecticut that come
even remotely close to that age are the few
400-year-old eastern hemlocks in Sages
Ravine, Mount Riga State Park, and Great
Mountain Forest. There are probably other,
even older eastern redcedar trees scattered
among the traprock ridges of the Connect-
icut River Valley. Trap refers to steps and
rock refers to the igneous basalt that com-
monly breaks off'in sharp angles, forming the
giant step-like formations of the mountain-
side. Dr. David W. Stahle, the director of the
Tree-Ring Laboratory of the University of
Arkansas, has found eastern redcedars close
to 800 years old. He associates very old red-
cedars primarily with dolomite formations
and secondarily with limestone. The fact that
this particular eastern redcedar was found
growing on basalt is unusual, according to
Robert T. Leverett, the executive director
and a cofounder of the Native Tree Society.
This may be a very rare occurrence found
only in the traprock ridges of Connecticut’s
River Valley. If other living or dead trees of
this age are found, then the ability to cross-
date or match the patterns of varying ring
widths between trees of the same species to
account for tree ring anomalies could allow
a reconstruction of past weather conditions
in the state of Connecticut such as fires,
droughts, and floods. The larger the ring,
the wetter the season, and the thinner the
ring, the dryer the season. Extreme caution
must be taken when searching for trees of
this age because many of them live in very
dangerous areas that require specialty climb-
ing gear. The tree I found should never be
approached without professional climbing
gear because there is a significant chance of
falling over 100 feet down the sheer, jagged
cliff below. Furthermore, many of these trees
live in delicate ecosystems where extensive
rock climbing could easily loosen their fragile
hold on the earth or remove rocks and soil
needed for the establishment of new trees.
Therefore, much care should be taken in
protecting these rare and ancient trees from
harm caused by human traffic.

Jack Ruddat is a freshman at Worcester Poly-
technic Institute and a 2017 graduate of
Northwest Catholic High School.
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FROMTHE LAND

BY JEAN CRUM JONES

¢ have two Tamworth pigs, a heri-
tage breed, on our farm. More than
a dozen years ago, we began raising
a couple of pigs each year because so
many children coming to pick pumpkins also
wanted to see farm animals. We began by bor-
rowing a couple of turkeys from a neighbor
and getting some piglets. Pigs are delightful
social animals, and they will happily consume
damaged pumpkins, wilted broccoli, and all
other unused foods from our farm’s small pro-
duction kitchen. Pigs have sharp teeth and
are curious animals, so we built a two-layered
fence to prevent them nibbling the fingers of
small children.

Pigs cavort around their pen “snouting”
at a basketball, munching away at their var-
ied diet with relish when hungry, and snug-
gling together to rest when tired or hot. We
thought pigs were the perfect choice of ani-
mal for our Pumpkinseed Hill farm. Before
we were the owners, the previous farm fam-
ily raised pigs on the farm commercially, in
addition to dairying. In the 1920s through
the 1950s, the farmer collected leftover food
waste from restaurant and food shop own-
ers of nearby Ansonia, a thriving small manu-
facturing city. The farmer processed the dis-
carded food into slop, fed pigs excess milk,
and grew the biggest pigs around.

My father-in-law described how easily as
a child he could see the gigantic pigs on the
hillsides from his house about a mile away.
There were many local butchers and Eastern
Europeans in the lower Naugatuck Valley in
those days, and raising hogs was a very prof-
itable enterprise for this farm family. Subdi-
visions started creeping over the hillsides in
the 1950s, and when this neighboring farmer
passed away in the early 1960s, the swine and
dairy farm disappeared. Fortunately, other
neighboring stock farmers hayed the land
until we had the opportunity to purchase
the property in 1984.

Pork has been an important part of the New
England diet since the earliest Pilgrims and

PRESERVING HERITAGE IN CONNECTICUT

Puritans brought pigs from Europe in the
carly 1600s. Pigs were also imported from
Spain, Portugal, the Netherlands, France, and
other countries into the other North Ameri-
can colonies and quickly became established
here. They became widespread because no
other farm animal is more completely use-
ful. Pigs are easy to raise, are quick to put on
weight, and were essential for home supplies
of pork and lard.

In early American times, pigs prolifer-
ated because of their remarkable scaveng-
ing ability, and they became a nuisance at
times. They broke through split-rail fences
and rampaged through gardens, grain fields,
and cornfields. Colonial laws were enacted
requiring hogs to have ear slits for identi-
fication (so errant-pig owners could pay
for damages created by loose animals) and
to have nose rings to prevent rooting. In
New York City, a long solid wall to exclude
marauding pigs was constructed on the
northern edge of the colony; it created the
name for the area now known as Wall Street.

By the end of the 1600s, the typical colo-
nial farmer owned four or five pigs, supply-
ing salt pork, ham, and bacon for the table;
excess could be preserved in salted brine, kept
in wooden barrels, and sold if necessary. Pigs
were often finished on American Indian corn,
and this became a standard way of fattening
the animals before the late fall pork harvest.

In the United States, pigs were first
commercially slaughtered in Cincinnati,
and by the mid-1800s, Cincinnati led the
nation in pig processing and was nicknamed
“Porkopolis.” In 1887, Swift & Company
introduced the refrigerated railroad car,
chilled by an ice and salt solution (mechan-
ical refrigeration didn’t begin until 1947).
This created a revolution in pig farming as
slaughterhouses could be centralized near
production centers because processed pork
could be shipped instead of live hogs. Effi-
cient swine farming became concentrated in
the upper Midwest close to where the grain
was grown and the large terminal markets
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were located. Production of pigs, therefore,
declined in New England.

Pig breeds were traditionally classified into
two types, either lard or bacon. Lard breeds
were used to produce lard, a cooking fat and
mechanical lubricant. These pigs had short
legs and were compact and thick. They fat-
tened quickly on corn, and their meat had
large amounts of fat in it. Bacon pigs were
long, lean, and muscular. They were tradi-
tionally fed on legumes, small grains, tur-
nips, and dairy byproducts—feeds high in
protein and low in energy. The market for
lard was very strong during World War II,
when it was used in the manufacture of
explosives. With most lard diverted for mil-
itary purposes, people began using vegeta-
ble oils (shortening and margarine) for cook-
ing. After the war, these oils were success-
fully promoted as being healthier, and lard
never resumed its place in the American diet.
At the same time, manufacturers developed
synthetic materials to replace lard for indus-
trial and military purposes.

Suddenly, there was no market for lard
pigs. Breeders worked on developing pigs
with leaner meat and less fat for hog farmers.
In the 1980s, because of the development of
very lean pig types, pork was promoted as a
healthy alterative to chicken.

The economic structure of pig produc-
tion has changed dramatically from the days
when pigs were an integral part of subsis-
tence and diversified commercial farming
and every farmer kept a few pigs. Today’s
production is dominated by a few large cor-
porations that are vertically integrated, con-
trolling every step from selection of breeding
stock to marketing pork in the supermarket.
The environmental consequences are dra-
matic and well publicized. The number of
independent pig farmers has dropped dra-
matically, and some farmers have been forced
to become contract growers for the corpo-
rations. Fewer and fewer processing facilities
are open