


TRACTOR PLANT POND

Here 1s a pond

That feirly writhes

With fish most solicilitous
For their lives.

Here plckerel,bullheads,
And perch abound,

And just swim 'round
And 'round and 'round.

Golden shiners

And pumpkinseeds,
Prowl here and there
Among the weeds,

And now and then
A bass will leap,
(Of course,not big
Enough to keep!)

You can stand
Upon the shore
And try most any
Kind of lure;

And you can cast
And cast and castfe—-
You'll find their feeding-time

Has passed.




The bullheads here

That taste so nice

Are caught,lf any

When the 1lce

Has just gone out

And nights are freezlng;
(The price you pay

For them 18 sneezing).

The teasling perch,

S0 very mean,

Will leave your hook
All nice and clean.
They never bite

So never rue 1t—-

The pumpkinseeds always
Beat them to 1t.

Oh,yes,there's one
I didn't mention;

The sucker should
Get some attention.

In early Spring he'll
Bite an& bilte,

And pull your line
With all his might.



BUTTERNUT BELOW_ THE BRIDGE
Zere is a stretch
That's barren of trees,

The dry-fly flinger
T+1's bound to please;

=ere in the dusk
The small ones snatch

The product of
The latest hatch--

¥innows,dace,
And other fry
3rzb at almos®t

Any fly.

Then usually
If you stick about

You'll catch
A teeny-weeny trout.




MYERS' MILL

Zere is the Jewel
Of 211 the stream;
A man can just

31t heres znd dream
And throw his hook
Z“enesath the dam
There once he heard
Tne Tishes swam,

if 1t isa sunny day

fou sit and sit

And stay and stay;

Sere one can muse

From morn till night -

And care not if they ever bite! -

Near the grist-mill

One the left

A m=n can cast

If he 1s deft;

Thile 'neath the saw-mill
On the right

There'ls room for one

10 test his might.

Above the dam there
1s a pond,

Of casting there

I'm reslly fond.

OQut '"neath the brush
The big ones lay=-




really caught slxteen
re one day.

v the pond
=y say there's trout,
5! I have never yet

Founi out=——===-

I know there's pickerel

In the pond;
¥i+h them I have a greater bond,

If ever my days of fishing
Should become a thing of the past,

Dear Myers' Mill, be sure that you
¥:111 be sbandoned last!




CRYSTAL LAXE

Oh Crystal Lake

2 lovely fake!l
difficult

It 1s to take

A decent fish
From Crystal Lake!

Th= pickerel in this pond

Are small,
They'll eat mos§ anything

At all;
Dead minnows,worms,

Ané flashy spilnner
411 contribute to their dlnner.

¥hen vou catch them

They're so puny -
That to keep them

¥ould be looney--

S0 you throw them
Back to mother,

And hopetogod
Thev'll eat each other?

¥o more 1n your
2ns+ boats I'll bake--
Love,lousy,Cryatal Lake,




THORPES' COVE

Oft hsve we pounded
TRy long levels,
Casting out our
Bright dare-devlls,
¥hen now and then
A fish would rise
Just near enough
To tantalize.

From Gilbertsville
To Balley's woods,
¥e oust gadmit

You've got the goods;
Peneath thy logs

And in thy pools

Tae nickerel'hlde
And they're no fools!

If you should chance
On what they like

Occasionally you'll get

A strike;

¥e caught some nice ones

n the Fglle==-
It looks as tho'
¥e czught them alll



SID'S

There's not enough
To make a story;
411 this stretch has

Is it's past glory.

¥e used to catch them

At =ach bend;
The joint's been cleaned

 And that's the end:
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LISS0N EBRIDGE

v= tne bridge and down below
sometimes have our fling;
work the raplds and the pools
§ mever catch a thing.

= on Collis Harris'! land

sr= posted signs are thick,
#4sh will never fall for it
matter what the trick.

Above the bridge it's Jjust as ba
The creex 1s dredged out straight,

The pools are fllled, the trout
are gone,

¥e came five years TO0O lated




COPES' CORNERS
stronghold of

The creck 1s green,
The water's dead,
It Tfairly makes
You squlirm;

The only thing
It's good for

18 a place

T® drown a worm,




spening day
pank is lined

it fisneraen

r nard to find
¢ where tnat one
» trout is nid--
do not think
ever didl)

1 now _:F_ ne'er agailn shall tTry—--
Thisz summer the whole darn thing
¥Went dry!



SSER'S POND

a Tutile
I'y2s spent
your shores
good

intent,
wain hope this will

E those
o bullheads bite.

|
- |

- pickerel nere

» satch are clnched,

dat toey're never longer
t=n inches,

sight spent here
W211 soon convince you

¥zture's forces

) s this lofty

E111top gem

‘The breczes

" Always Dlow;

®eey rock your bob,
Ax2 roil the pond,

' &m@ Arive the fish
" Bway from sho' --—-

I
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THORPES' BROOX

Thiz lovely trickle
the hills

2 heart with JoYy

rapture fllls;

It matters not
rapt you feel,

"4z brook wlll never
#4111 your creel,

The trout have gone down
Ta the Cove,

Among the lily-pads
There to rove;

If you want 1€ plainly

Put in words,

T=1'z a2 damned good place
To study birds;

4 place to wander

In the breeze,

AND PHOTOGRAPH

TEEZ LEEKS AND TREES




CODA

~, BUTTERNUT, £alrBUTTERNUT
- reel (gh!) beneath your spell,

If vou can stay 8O beautiful
= . fish can go to (sleep).



