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March 15th Meeting Now an In-Person Meeting
Register for the meeting Here
The March meeting, will be an inperson meeting again at the Franklin
Firehouse.
Doors open at 6:00 PM for social hour
and fly tying. Meeting gets underway at
7:00 PM.
Directions to the Franklin Firehouse:
Our meeting location will be at the
Franklin Firehouse on 5 Tyler Drive
(just off Rt 32) in Franklin. The meeting
entrance is on the left as you enter the facility. The Franklin
Firehouse is located just north of Route 2 ,exit 27. Go 6 miles
north on Rt 32 and Tyler Drive is on your right. Google Map Link
to Franklin Firehouse
Event/Meeting Cancellations Due to Inclement Weather
In the event that we need to cancel a scheduled meeting due to
inclement weather, an announcement will be published on the
website (click here) by 4:00 PM on the day of the scheduled
meeting or event. Additionally, it will be announced on WFSB
(Channel 3) WFSB

Chapter Events
All Fly Tying Classes
have been canceled
March 15th, 6-9 pm
Chapter Meeting
Franklin Firehouse
5 Tyler Drive
Franklin, CT
Charley McCaughtry
Pennsylvania Trout
Streams
March 25th - 27th
Connecticut Fishing and
Outdoor Show - Mohegan
Sun
April 19th - 6 to 9 PM
Annual "Flies and Pies"
Franklin Firehouse
5 Tyler Drive
Franklin, Ct
More info to follow

President's Message....
Hi all,
It’s getting closer. I can feel it in the air. It’s almost time to
dust off those rods and get out on the river. Spring is right
around the corner and I’m sure that all of you that put away
your rods in the fall must be itching to get back out
there. I’ve been furiously tying flies to reload my boxes and
build a backup supply for the season. I’ve only been tying
for a few years and not as fast as I’d like to be, so I really should get better at tying
throughout the year to spread it out and avoid this rush, but procrastination is my strong suit,
so here I am again, behind the curve and trying to get everything ready to go for that next nice
day that’s calling me to the water.

The annual CT Fishing and Outdoor show will be held at the Mohegan Sun Casino on March
25 – 27. CT TU chapters will be sharing a booth there to provide information about TU and
hopefully enlist some new members. If you’re planning to go, be sure to look us up and say
hello and meet some members from other chapters.
You may have seen in Trout Magazine that TU is celebrating Earth Day, Arbor Day and
National Volunteer Week from April 22 through May 1 by trying to host 100 or more riparian
tree planting events across the country. Our chapter is looking into finding a good target
opportunity so we can participate. If you know of any good candidates that would benefit from
such a planting, contact our Conservation Chair, Marc Cardwell. Hopefully, we can initiate a
planting project for the chapter. We would then be putting out a call for volunteers, so stay
tuned!
We will be holding our annual meeting and election of officers in April. We have 3 officer
positions that must be filled in order to keep our chapter in operation. President, VicePresident and Secretary positions are open with no candidates stepping forward yet. We’re
getting down to the wire and looking to you to fill those leadership roles.
We plan to combine our Flies/Pies meeting with the Annual meeting. Note that the newsletter
and webpage have a new link to register for any of our events including chapter
meetings. This is a relatively new tool from TU National that provides a simple process for
you to “buy” a ticket with a cost of $0. We’re promoting this registration process because it
gives us an easy way to get a feel for how many people are coming to events including
chapter meetings. This is especially important for events like Flies/Pies so we can be sure to
plan food accordingly. Please help us out and use the link to register for chapter meetings
each month. Tickets are not required, we aren’t checking them, and it’s just a planning tool
we are experimenting with. Give it a try.
Tight Lines,
Gary

Notice of Annual Meeting - Update
Thames Valley TU will hold its Annual Meeting on April 19, 2022 at our monthly chapter
membership meeting at the Franklin Firehouse. During this meeting, we will:
·
Hear updates from the various committee chairs and officers
·
Vote on board members and officers
·
Vote on revised bylaws.
Slate of Board Positions up for vote:
President
Open – No Candidate
Vice President Open – No Candidate
Secretary
Open - No Candidate
Board
Marc Cardwell
Board
Ryan Pike
We have a critical need to fill our officer positions immediately. Anyone interested in running
for a board seat or an officer position should contact any board member for any information or
questions.
The revised bylaws are posted on the web page for review.

So, last month I asked members
what their favorite fly was. There
were two responses:

Leigh Smith - Thin mint woolly bugger. Deadly on trout and
bass.
Bruce Danielson - Wooly Worm - works on anything from
panfish to large mouths.

This Months Presentation
Tuesday, March 15th
6:00 PM to 7:00 PM -fly tying & social hour
Meeting starts at 7:00 PM

Charley McCaughtry presents:
"A tour of some famous Pennsylvania
streams from the Poconos to the Cumberland valley"
Following last months great film on fly fishing legend
Joe Humphries, I thought it would be good to visit
some of these special waters.

March
DOOR PRIZE
THAMES VALLEY
TROUT UNLIMITED

Bass Pro Shops Tackle Storage
Box
Keep your lures protected and well organized with a
Bass Pro Shops® Tackle Storage Box. 14” X 8” X 2”

RED TICKET DRAWING
SUPPORT THAMES VALLEY TROUT
UNLIMITED

"As the Ripples Die Away"
by George Jacobi

The dock is small and rickety,
and the steep path to it is
dangerous, but the river is
clean and clear to 6 or 8 feet.
We hang over the end with our
worms on Eagle Claw hooks,
our heads just above the
water. Below us swim all the
species Lake Zoar has to offer,
Bass, Rock Bass, orange-bellied Bluegills and Pumpkinseeds, Bullheads, predator Pickerel,
and schools of black-banded White Perch. I remember it as if it was as busy and colorful as a
Hawaiian reef. Very few of these fish ever bite on a worm. They stare. They nose up and
sniff. Brave ones take a run, bite, and drop the bait before we can raise our clunky hardware
store rods. Our sunlit faces look back up at us as the ripples die away.
If your 2021 fishing season was
anything like mine, you don’t have a
memorable moment to carry you
through this long winter. Let’s go back
aways, a long ways, and see what
we can remember that brings a smile.
The dock I speak of is on the other
side of the river from home. We cross
the Silver Bridge, which has the words “T-Birds” painted in turquoise on the cement frame.
Teen-agers and cars, right? There is a dilapidated hovel across the road, presumably the
home of the dock owners, but it is abandoned. We are the de facto owners, Don Booth,
Bobby Berkins, and I. It is our swimming dock as well; we will be jumping off the big bridge in
a few years, but not yet. Still too far down. We’re not even supposed to walk down to the river
without telling a parent, but you know how that goes.
On our own Sandy Hook side,
we frequent the large cove
where the Pootatuck flows into
the impounded Housatonic. It
has a marina where we are
allowed to dock fish too, a
store owned by River
Shannon, who calls his
business “River’s on the River”.
You can’t get more Irish than that, laddy. Up in the Pootatuck live the trout and we try that
sometimes too, but with even less success. Half a mile up the hill where we live, there are
native brookies to catch barehanded, cold water, undercut banks hemlock shade. Learn to
tickle those little guys, we do. But it’s right past the sandlot, which calls us too, with our bats
and balls. This is even before Mantle and Maris take aim at Ruth’s home run record every day
on the AM radio.
Far up our brook, past the sandpit,
is a pond/swamp where we catch
frogs. Up the hill past that, deep in
the woods, is the spring where it
begins. We drink the brook water
off and on, trusting that it’s ok, and
no one ever gets sick. My decision
to stop, though, is after I cup my

hands and have a drink then
continue upstream, only to find a decomposed snapping turtle right smack in the creek. One
time I end up at River’s and he paddles me around the cove is his rowboat, bowfishing for
carp. Well, that’s a new sport. And he actually shoots a ten-pound carp, a thrashing ugly
horse of a fish. This really doesn’t look like that much fun.
Far up our brook, past the sandpit, is a pond/swamp where we catch frogs. Up the hill past
that, deep in the woods, is the spring where it begins. We drink the brook water off and on,
trusting that it’s ok, and no one ever gets sick. My decision to stop, though, is after I cup my
hands and have a drink then continue upstream, only to find a decomposed snapping turtle
right smack in the creek. One time I end up at River’s and he paddles me around the cove is
his rowboat, bowfishing for carp. Well, that’s a new sport. And he actually shoots a ten-pound
carp, a thrashing ugly horse of a fish. This really doesn’t look like that much fun.
My BIG fish during those childhood days is a blackfish,
a tautog, about the same size as the carp, and about as
ugly. Bobby’s father is a real saltwater boat Dad and
we go out on the Sound one time. All of us on the
railing, bumping crab pieces on the seafloor. “I think I’m
snagged” I say. I’m a skinny kid. “C’mon, reel!” says
Mr. Berkins, yanking my rod tip up. Oh, yes, that is
some kinda tug. Good thing there was a long-handled
net on the boat and a strong adult.
Readers, you may have noticed none of these stories
involve the 18-19” upper Housatonic Brown in the photos. Those are pretty old pics too
(obviously) but I thought you’d rather look at them than me as a kid in my coonskin cap. Hope
this inspires a chuckle and a fishing memory in all of you. May your ripples never die away.

"What's Going On in the World of Trout
Unlimited"
Connect with the TU community across the country at
these local in-person and online events hosted by TU
staff, state councils and local chapters. You’ll find fun,
engaging activities like tree plantings, trash cleanups,
fishing trips, community science projects, youth education
activities and veteran and first responder programs close
to you. All TVTU events are scheduled on this webpage.
Check it out at TU Events !
By buying a ticket for TVTU events (they are free), it
helps the event planners know how many people to
expect.

"Flashbacks and Pheasant Tails"
A Short Story by Ryan Pike

The snow was falling heavily. I couldn’t see
it, but I felt the chills of every flake landing

on my face. There was no moon out, and
even if there was, the cloud cover made it
impossible to see anything anyways. The air
was freezing and still. My fingers were so
cold and numb that I could barely grasp my
rifle. The chatter on the radio broke the
silence every ten minutes or so. No one was
talking. We were waiting for what was to
come. If I could have seen anything, I would
have seen the expressionless faces on all of
them. It felt like hours had gone by.
Without warning, the first pop went off, it
startled everyone. It seemed to have taken
all of us by surprise even though we knew it was coming. That first pop was followed by
many more. What once was a black abyss was now being lit up like paparazzi taking photos
of a celebrity on the red carpet. I could see the hilly terrain in the spectacle of lights. My
fingers were no longer cold from the heat coming off my barrel. The chills from the snowflakes
were gone and replaced with sweat as we began to flank.
We were getting close to whoever ruined this peaceful evening. I could hear men talking to
one another. Their language was different, but the urgency in their voice was recognizable.
The smell of gunpowder had overtaken the area. The gunfire had changed tempo. It was
more sporadic and less organized now. The black sky and the terrain made it near impossible
to move. Our night-vision goggles were useless with so little light. I estimated that we were
only 40 yards from them, judging by the loudness of their rifles. I tapped my team leader on
the shoulder and whispered to halt and get the men on line. Without hesitation and like a welloiled machine, all the men knew what was next. Our stealthy movement was a success, and
we were now in position to carry out what we were trained to do.
I was waiting for the opportune moment to give the order and begin our assault, but just
before I gave the order I felt a strange pull on my arm. What a bizarre feeling this was, I
thought to myself. The snowflakes were falling on my face, sending chills down my back. I
could see my breath. The air was still cold and motionless, and confusion had overcome
everything. The hillside was covered in white, and I was standing in a river. There was no
darkness, no muzzle flashes, and no squad at my side. There was no one talking 40 yards
away; there was no one around for miles. My arm was continuously being tugged on. I looked
down expecting to see my M4, but it wasn’t there. Instead, I saw a beautiful 8'6" 3wt. rod in
my hand, a rod my grandfather had given me many years ago. The line was tight and the tip
of the rod was bent. As I looked around again, the landscape looked like a spectacular
outdoor Christmas card scene. The sun was just cresting the snow-covered hills, cardinals
were singing on the branches of the brush lining the river, and a deer in the distance. My
heart was still racing from what I thought was pure violence. As reality started to settle in
around me, the adrenaline was still there. That fish was still there.
My concentration was redirected to the river, to the fish on the other end. The white
background became fuzzy, as my focus readjusted. All I could see was the clarity of the river.
A quick flash of its belly kept my adrenaline peaked. The fish had tactics for his survival.
Unlike mine of stealth and suppression, his were more frantic. His upstream runs combined
with elaborate jumps were so acrobatic, it was hard not to admire. His tactics to survive and
be free from the barbless pheasant tail were met with a tight line.
As with all creatures in nature, the fight or flight response is one that I understand all too well.
I wondered if he had the same thing going through his head as I did. The ever-growing fear of
death quickly followed by the overtaking feeling of fighting to survive. There was no time to
cower. And even if there were, I wouldn't have. This fish and I had a lot in common except for
the part of the fight where he had become tired and surrendered himself to defeat, a tactic
that I surely would have never exercised. I scooped his almost lethargic body into my net. The
magnificent yellow belly looked just like the color on the 'I can't believe it's not butter'
container. His bright red spots on his sides and adipose fin were on display as if Michelangelo
painted them on himself. The teal colors on his cheeks were so vibrant that it reminded me of
bright blue skies on a cloudless day.
I gazed at this fish for what almost seemed like an eternity. He was a worthy adversary, a
gorgeous master of his environment. Unlike those faceless men in the wintery mountains, this

fish put up a real fight. I relished my victory for a moment before I picked him up out of the net
and held him ever so gently into the current. The brown quickly caught his breath, regained
his surroundings, and off he swam.
I stood up in the middle of a silent winter wonderland, all alone. I took a deep sigh of relief. I
was still a little discombobulated as to where I was. It seemed so real. The sights, the smells,
the sounds, everything was there, including me. Flashbacks, I thought to myself. I've had
them before, but they never left me so confused. It's because of them that I've chosen to
segregate myself from society and move to the seclusion of the Rocky Mountains. It was a
place of peace and beauty but also dangerous and raw. It was a landscape that I was familiar
with; a landscape that understood my reasons.
As I made my way upstream to the next large pool, I smelt an all too familiar scent. It's the
scent of wood burning, but not the kind of smell you get from a campfire. It smells just like the
wood burning in small mud hut villages I came across all too often in Afghanistan. The scent
was undeniably the same, the scent of cedar with a hint of trash. I gripped my rod tight and
looked for smoke in the distance. I climbed out of the river and walked to the bank to get a
higher vantage point. I spotted a flame flickering about 400 yards upstream, but I saw no one.
I began my descent on this fire as if I was going into a small afghan village, wary with my
head on a swivel. I started to get that familiar feeling running down my spine.
I was 20 yards from the fire; I must have pasted up at least a dozen excellent pools to fish.
Still, no one was in sight. I couldn’t hear anything other than my heart beating through my
chest. The fire was a delight as I could feel its warmth on my face. I called out to see where
this fire starter was. "Hello!" I yelled. Almost without hesitation, I heard, "Shhhhh." I walked
towards the river when an older man stopped me in my tracks. He's standing in the river; the
old school western style hat was covering his head. His face was turned away, and I could tell
his attention was on the fly attached to the end of his line. His form with the fly rod looked like
something out of a magazine. The perfect tight loop that he threw was made with such skill
and grace. The old buck knew what he was doing. A puff of white smoke billowed out and
around the man's head. I wasn't sure if it was a pipe or a cigarette; either way, it made me
crave a smoke. I pulled a cigarette out from my pack, lit the thing, and puffed away as I
watched what I seemed to have stumbled on was a master at work.
From what I could tell, the old man had a small dry fly tied on, probably a size #18 or #20. I
chuckled to myself, thinking that I haven't seen one fish rise, yet this guy is fishing a dry fly.
"That'll never work," I said to the man, breaking the silence and scaring a bird or two. Again
without hesitation, the old fart replied, "Would you shut the hell up; you're spooking the fish." I
guess he wanted to be left alone. But I wasn't about to leave just yet. I walked back over to
the fire and warmed myself up. The splashing in the river alerted me that he caught a fish. I
should have bitten my tongue because clearly I still have so much more to learn. I walked
back to the riverbank to witness the fight. The fish was a respectable 18" - 20" rainbow from
what I could see when it jumped clear out of the water. I finally got a glimpse of the old man's
face. It was covered with a long white beard. With a pipe in his mouth, smoke poured out
making the river look like a deep fog had rolled in. His eyes were lit up as if this was the first
fish he had ever caught. He fought the fish quickly and brought it to the net. Once he popped
the fly out of the mouth of the wild rainbow, he smacked its head on a rock, threw it back in
his net, and walked towards me. As the old man passed me on the bank, he let out another
large puff of smoke and asked, "You hungry?"
I waited for him to say something before I opened my mouth again, mostly in fear of pissing
him off and blowing a chance to meet this mysterious man. The fish was just about done as I
could hear the popping from the oil in the cast iron skillet that was placed on the hot coals of
the fire. The smell was quite good. It was an aroma of lemon juice, rosemary herbs, and fish.
A little too sweet of a dinner for where we were, but I wasn't about to complain. The old man
took two tin cups out of his pack as if he expected to have company on this riverside feast.
He then reached down deep in the bag and pulled out an unrecognizable bottle of whiskey, he
poured the tins half full and handed one over to me. I stood in silence as I watched him place
the fish on a small wood board where he cut the thing in half. He placed half the fish on a
separate wood board and handed it to me.
We ate in silence by the riverbank. Both of us looked into the river, hoping to get a flash of a
nice trout as it wandered upstream. The fish was well cooked. The man took my wood board
from me once I finished. We stood by the fire holding the tin cup of whiskey close to our face
as if it were lost treasure. Finally, the silence was broken, and my patience paid off. "What are

you doing out here in the middle of a snowstorm by yourself?" the old man said softly before
he took a long sip from his cup. I replied, "The same thing you are doing out here." He gazed
at me for a long while and then redirected his attention to the fire. "I doubt that,'' he replied. I
looked at him for a long time while I sipped my whiskey in the warmth of the fire. I felt a
comfort come over me as if I knew this man. As if he was someone that knew me. I told him
that I was out here to get away from everything and find peace. A smirk came across his face
as he replied, "Good luck with that." He finished his whiskey, packed his cup, and kicked
snow on the fire. "The only thing you'll find out here is loneliness. You look like a man who
has been struggling for a long time with that," he said. Suddenly, he slung his pack, grabbed
his fly rod, and began walking the riverbank trail upstream. Curious to find out what the hell he
was talking about, I followed him. The snow started coming down so hard at that moment that
all I could see was a blanket of white in front of me. The old man disappeared into the white
void. The silence was deafening. Only the sound of a soft riffle let me know that I was still
close to the river. I began to walk faster in hopes of catching a glimpse of the man, but he
was gone, and I was once again alone.
I closed my eyes for a minute, pondering what the old man had said. When I finally opened
them, I looked up to find that the blanket of white that poured from the clouds had vanished
and blackness had surrounded me. Familiar flashes were lighting up the sky. The noise was
unbearable. A familiar voice yelled out, "Move!" I looked around and saw shadows starting to
maneuver. My medic appeared and asked if I was ok. He picked me up off the ground and
quickly examined me. “What happened?” I asked. “Mortars,” he said. The adrenaline coursing
through my veins masked the pain in my body; I grabbed my rifle tight and began to move.
The fear and confusion dissipated, as everything seemed to move in slow motion. The chaos
around me had given me a sense of relief, a sense of welcoming, a sense of belonging. As I
ran towards the midnight flashes, a smile came across my face as I thought of that big brown
trout and that old man. Maybe he was right.

"World Water
Day"
World Water Day is nearly here, and the Clean Water Act is 50 years old! We’ll be celebrating
this year by doubling our impact with two big events:
Connecticut’s annual World Water Day event is a collaborative celebration, “Groundwater—
Making the Invisible Visible.”
Groundwater is invisible, but its impact is visible everywhere. Out of sight, under our feet,
groundwater is a hidden treasure that enriches our lives. Almost all of the liquid freshwater in
the world is groundwater. As climate change gets worse, groundwater will become more and
more critical. We need to work together to sustainably manage this precious resource.
Groundwater may be out of sight, but it must not be out of mind. We’ll also be recognizing and
celebrating the 50th anniversary of the Clean Water Act, how far we’ve come, and how we
can all do our part to protect clean water.
Join us on Monday, March 21 from 12 noon to 1:00 p.m.
This free online event includes:
·
Remarks from Gov. Lamont;
·
A “Groundwater 101” presentation; and
·
A panel discussion that will explore threats to groundwater and steps we can all take to
ensure every Connecticut resident has access to clean water, now and in the future.
Click here to register for the event..

Then join us the following day, World Water Day, March 22, for a press conference on current
legislation in Connecticut affecting the quality of our water. Stay tuned for details.
Save the Sound, The Nature Conservancy, Rivers Alliance, Clean Water Action, CT River
Conservancy, CT Land Conservation Council, CT League of Conservation Voters, Citizens
Campaign for the Environment, and other partners are coming together for these celebrations.
See all hosting and supporting organizations, and learn about groundwater threats and action
in Connecticut, at www.ourwaterct.org.

Open Positions
TVTU is in need of some volunteers to help keep the chapter active. We need volunteers for
the following Board of Director positions:

Vice-President - The Vice President shall assume the duties of the President if the
President is absent or unable to perform the President’s duties. The Vice President shall
perform such other duties as assigned by the Board of Directors and the President.

Secretary - The Secretary keeps the minutes of all meetings of the Board and the
membership, and is the custodian of all official records of the Chapter

Program Director - Coordinates monthly meetings including meeting speakers and other
chapter activities.

Fly Tying Coordinator- Board of Directors membership is optional. Maintain the chapter
fly tying class material and schedule fly tying classes. Also coordinates fly tyers for monthly
chapter meetings.
Please contact Gary Lussier at gelconn@yahoo.com or 860-861-9344 if you would like to
help out the chapter and volunteer for these needed positions.

Items for Sale

Cabela’s CGR 7’ 3pc, 5wt Fiberglass Fly Rod (New) - Sale $50 (Original Price $129.99)
Slow down your fast-paced life and enjoy a casting rhythm straight from the golden age of fly
fishing using our Cabela's® CGR Fiberglass Fly Rod. There's nothing quite like a fiberglass
fly rod when you need to make delicate presentations in close quarters. The CGR's deepbending, full-flexing slow action delivers unsurpassed feel and protects light tippets when

fighting large fish. High-quality finishing touches include beautiful olive green blank, highgrade cork handles with up locking cork reel seat and spigot ferrules. All models include a
nylon rod case for protection.
Full-flexing, slow action
Superb feel and tippet protection
High-quality guides, reel seat and grip
Includes protective rod case

Diamondback Flex 9' 4 wt, 4 pc Fly Rod (New) - SALE $155 (MSRP $315.95)
Quick recovering medium-fast action, this four-piece rod produces smooth, effortless casts at
all distances while offering maximum performance when battling a determined fish and
overcoming windswept casting conditions. All the components on the FLEX are chosen to
perform every time in fly fishing’s harshest environments. Each rod in the series utilizing our
Diverse Modulus Design (DMD) to offer a perfect balance between stiffness, strength and
recovery speed. A must-have rod whether you’re a seasoned angler or taking up fly fishing for
the first time.
Core Reinforcement Construction (CRC)
Cool Titanium blank color
Low diameter hard chrome snake guides
Diamond shaped alignment marks
Hialoy insert stripping guides
AAA cork half wells grip
CNC machined up-locking reel seat
Cordura rod tube

HMH Spartan Rotary Vise w/Omni and Micro jaws (Mint cond.): $195 SALE (MSRP $308)
HMH's Spartan Vise may just be the best value in a precision machined vise today, with full
rotary action and adjustable head angle plus an easy and versatile interchangeable jaw
system. Omni Jaw for hook sizes 20 to 2/0; Micro Jaw for hook sizes 32 to 18.

G. Loomis Adventure 9’ 4wt, 2pc Fly Rod (Like new): Sale $75 (MSRP $200)
G Loomis created the Adventure Series fly rods to give anglers the ability to have a top
quality fly rod at a reasonable price. These rods come in a durable aluminum rod tube and in
a protective rod sock. They come in an attractive high gloss, earth-tone color with rosewood
reel seat. The guides are all Fuji with ceramic stripper guides and stainless snake guides.
Designed by world and national casting champion Steve Rajeff, the medium-action rods load
easily for short distances, yet they’re fully capable of handling higher line speeds and casting
ranges.
Bamboo Rod Oven (homemade) - FREE The heat gun (not included) oven is FREE for
the cane rod maker who will pass it on FREE to the next rod maker.

For the above items or to place your items for sale,
contact John Preston email

A Call for Newsletter Content...
Contribute to "Stream Lines"
Are you a budding photographer
or inspired writer? Are you
interested in conservation and
have news to share? We would
like to include your work in
Stream Lines, the TVTU
newsletter. Don't be bashful, any
and all related content will be
considered, including, poems,
stories, gear reviews,
photographs, paintings,
conservation news, fishing & tying
tips, etc. ....... Visit Charley McCaughtry's website
Our goal is to get the membership involved in the newsletter and provide an outlet for
creativity and sharing information. We have some very talented members in our chapter and
Stream Lines is a great way to share information, stories, and art work.
To submit content, please contact Bruce Danielson (Editor) email


Donations Wanted
You can help our TU chapter by
donating your unused fly fishing and

fishing equipment including rods, reels,
flies, books, fly tying and other reusable
items. We will auction or raffle the items
off and used the money raised to
support our chapter's programs
including conservation projects, stream
clean up, stocking, TIC, speaker fees,
and other operating expenses. Email
Pat Gaynor or call 860-319-1690 if you
have something to donate or bring the
item(s) to the next chapter meeting.
Thank You... for Your Generosity

and Support.

Thames Valley TU Chapter 282 - PO Box 2181, Columbia, CT 06237

Thames Valley TU would like to thank the following advertisers
for their support... Please patronize them.

Stay Connected
Trout Unlimited | Website

About Us

TVTU Chapter's Mission
To conserve, protect and restore Eastern
Connecticut's trout and salmon and their



Place an Advertisement in
"Stream Lines"
Looking to reach a new and diverse
audience? Presently we have over 450

watersheds.
Our Vision
 y the next generation, Trout Unlimited will
B
ensure that robust populations of native and
wild cold-water fish once again thrive within
their North American range, so that our
children can enjoy healthy fisheries in their
home waters.

members in Eastern CT and the newsletter is
published September through May (9
issues). If you have a service or product and
would like to reach out to our outdoor and
conservation minded readership, consider
placing an advertisement in the chapter's
newsletter "Stream Lines" and website. The
cost is only $50 for the entire year (9 Issues).
For more information and to place an ad,
contact Daniel King.

Questions or comments on the Newsletter
contact Editor Bruce Danielson

Thanks for your support!
.

Board of Directors
Gary Lussier - President

860-861-9344

gelconn@yahoo.com

Ray Schaefer - Vice President (acting)

860-617-9948

rayschaefer9060@gmail.com

Daniel King - Treasurer

860-642-4870

dking4870@gmail.com

Duke Preston - Ex-Officio

860-917-7154

dukeoa5599@yahoo.com

Michael Carl - Membership Chair

860-716-0825

mjc6624@sbcglobal.net

Jim Valuckas - River Cleanup/ TIC Coordinator

215-208-3873

jfvret@gmail.com

Charles McCaughtry

860-429-1016

cmccaughtry@aol.com

Bruce Danielson - Communications Chair

860-237-2686

bdanielson62@comcast.net

Zach Novosad - Social Media

860-917-6751

znovosad555@gmail.com-

Steve Gerling

860-429-4951

segerling@snet.net

Pat Gaynor - Fund Raising Committee Chair

860-319-1690

patjgaynor@gmail.com

Secretary - Vacant

Marc Caldwell - Conservation Chair

marcrc@att.net

Ryan Pike - Conservation Committee

860-428-6013

ryan.pike1984@gmail.com

Paul Liberty - Stocking Coordinator

860-575-5461

paulliberty@comcast.net

Visit Our Thames Valley TU Chapter 282Website

