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	POND                        Reflections     


“The purpose of the association shall be to preserve, protect and enhance the total environment of the pond.”  Bylaws of the Muscongus Pond Association

Spring 2009

	MUSCONGUS POND ASSOCIATION NEWSLETTER


THE GOOSE ON THE LOOSE
by David Wilkins


    On January 15, 2009 a flock of wintering Canada geese rose up before Caption Chelsey Sullenberger’s loaded Airbus 320 shortly after takeoff from New York’s LaGuardia airport.  The rest of this saga we all know as The Miracle on the Hudson.”  Bird and airplane collisions are on the rise for the most obvious of reasons.  There are simply some more birds AND lots more airplanes.  For most reading this, more birds would be a good thing, unless of course these birds happen to be Canada Geese, and you happen to be on Webber Pond.
On a Saturday morning in January of 1979 (30 years ago at the age of 16), I would have been found in the salt marshes of Essex, Massachusetts, bundled in camouflage, shotgun in hand, and wailing into my duck call over a set of decoys.  I will never forget the day we say THE goose.  Well overhead a single Canada Goose was making its way south, giving a lonely honk every few seconds.  The best my buddy and I could do was to get this goose to circle one time well too high over our heads.  I never saw another Canada goose that year and rarely thereafter for several years.  Then during the 1980’s we all started seeing geese on golf courses, developments and airports.  I remember thinking, ‘how cool’.  Shortly then after, the novelty of geese was replaced with the annoyance of these large, loud, defecating and often aggressive waterfowl.  Is this you?


Canada Geese have few important habitat requirements.  Unfortunately the features geese find most important for survival are some of the same things drawing us all the Webber Pond.  A major requirement for geese is space.  Open space provides geese with the clear views allowing safety from predators.  Key predators of Canadas are bald eagle, raccoon, fox and coyote.  Predators are more likely to steal eggs or young, but eagles and coyote regularly take adult geese.  The open space also provides a runway of sorts, for their landings and takeoffs.  Any surprise they like airports?
continued
When you see a goose take flight, it is important to note that they take several steps while flapping their wings.  They cannot fly straight up like many ducks.  If you are unhappy with geese in your yard, try making it harder for them to run by letting the grass grow (airports do this), or by planting a few low native shrubs in their favorite hangouts.  Both of these practices also happen to be good for the pond.  This increased ground cover also leaves geese perpetually nervous, as it is in here where their predators my lie.  Additionally one may find randomly spaced, temporary, low wire garden fences an effective lawn deterrent.

So you say you don’t want to stop mowing your lawn or plant low shrubs?  You are in luck, because geese also are quite fond of water, and water near open spaces is even more attractive (for geese and us).  It has been shown that if we create a low barrier between the open space and the waters edge, it discourages geese.  Geese would rather walk or run to and from the safety of water than fly (especially with their young).  Installing a low fence between a field and the water, (or even a single string of wire – 10” off the ground with highly visible ties on it), or a hedge of native shrubs will discourage their visits.

Still don’t like the options for getting Gus the gander off your grass?  Try a coyote decoy.  There are some very realistic plastic coyote decoys ($20 - $80 ea.) out there for just this purpose.  Try Cabela’s or LL Bean for these or try an internet search for “coyote decoy”.  Others have also had some success dissuading nuisance geese with highly reflective tapes or ribbons attached to poles that agitate in the wind.  Of course a real dog, not afraid of a little running, is an excellent deterrent and this is how many airports and golf courses deal with this.
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Geese, like any animal, need a consistent food supply, and here lies the real problem.  A wild goose has to work hard to uproot tubers in the marsh for a meal.  This may seem obvious, but don’t encourage geese by feeding them in any way.  Lawns (and even bird feeders) make it was too easy for them.  It is enough that they find our succulent low mowed lawns delectable.  It is the goose’s adaptation to this unnatural, prolific, man-made, food source (mowed grass), that is most to blame for their surge in numbers.  Well fed and rested geese (or any animal) produce more offspring.  It is that simple.

continued

So in short, if we make it harder for geese to live here, fewer will.  That is, if you are one who has reached your maximum Webber Pond goose limit.  We just can’t eliminate them while also being good stewards of the pond.  Regardless, even trying would be futile.  The Canada Goose choosing to live here is a sign of a healthy pond.  I do feel we would all be a little sad without any geese on the pond.  Right Jeanne?  However if we reduce unnatural food (limit grass, etc.), increase predator anxiety (low shrubs, decoys), we will likely see a few less of then around our properties.  Take away the food and their rest = problem solved.

P.S.  Interesting News flash:  “Exotic Mute Swans expanding range in New England may drive off native waterfowl”.  If you are not a big fan of geese, then don’t hope they will be driven off by swans.  Swans can be quite aggressive and weigh in at twice that of a Canada Goose (so…watch your step!).  Time will tell, because Webber Pond offers much for swans, however, some say they are only beautiful from afar.  Interestingly, it may be the very Maine black fly, keeping so many tourists away until summer, which limits the Mute Swan’s northward range altogether.
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_____________________________________________________
WEBBER POND IN THE 1800’S
by Joan Gregoire
According to an 1850 deed, Waite W. Keene bought a certain island located in Muscongus Pond from Thomas Nelson for eighty-five dollars.

In a family letter, Augusta Keene Little, my great aunt, talks about growing up in the “Brick House” where Kim McLain lived.  She writes that, “We always kept five or six cows, two horses, one yoke of steer and fifty to a hundred sheep which were carried on the island during the summer.”  The remains of a wedge shaped enclosure can still be seen at the northern end of the island.  Transporting the sheep in the Spring and Fall without motorized boats must have been a time consuming job.  This was a way to protect the sheep from predators and provide grass for the animals.

The view of Keene Island as pasture land with all those grazing sheep and a few oak trees would have been a lot different that the one we see today.

LOONS AND OFFSPRING ON MUSCONGUS POND

by Karen Boak

Early this past June, as I kayaked around our pond, I began noticing one singular Loon patrolling the waters between Poole Island and the East shore of the pond. Perhaps this singular behavior was to draw predator’s attention away from what was happening in their secluded island nest a short distance away.

What was ‘happening’ was the birth of 2 loon chicks, the first on Muscongus Pond in many a year. Heralding the hatching was a cornucopia of loony vocalizations at all times of the day, a common behavior among adults thought to warn off predators.

Peak Loon nesting season is in June. Loons build their nests close to the water, preferring sites that are completely surrounded by water, so Poole Island made sense for a safe, undisturbed nesting location. Both the male and female help with nest building and incubation, usually lasting 26–31 days. Typically, one or two eggs are laid with the eggs hatching within 24 hours of one another. Even though both parent Loons care equally for their young; chick survival is directly related to weather, predation, parasites, human related toxins (acid rain, mercury poising, etc.), and habitat destruction or encroachment.

Connie Bartlett was the first to notice the young chicks bobbing around in the water with their parents. The Bartlett’s son, Jeff, managed to snap this amazing photo (below) of the parents feeding and caring for their new chicks. Thank you, Jeff, for this excellent shot!!!
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Loons and offspring on Muscongus Pond, Spring of 2008
The adult Loons kept their chicks very close, but neither of the babies hopped a ride on its parent's back (a behavior which allows the young chicks to rest, conserve heat, and avoid predators during their first 3 weeks of life). Though they both appeared healthy, by the end of June it was apparent that only one chick survived.

Continued
While there could be many reasons for this fatality, a likely cause points to the twin culprits of mercury poisoning and acid rain (from industrial fallout). Mercury would normally settle out into bottom sediments and become relatively harmless, but if a lake becomes acidic, mercury dissolves into the water and enters the food chain in a most insidious way. All of the Loon’s basic food (fish, crayfish, frogs, snails, salamanders and leeches) found in contaminated native lakes contain this heavy metal toxin. Maine's rivers, lakes, and streams are so contaminated by mercury that the Department of Health has issued fish consumption warnings. Unfortunately, this is one warning Loons can’t abide by.

Chick survival is down by 40% on Maine's lakes and ponds with high mercury*1. Mother Loons rid their bodies of mercury through the eggs they lay, so the young chicks not only suffer from mercury poisoning in their neonatal stage, but also from consuming the tainted fish in their lake*2. This leads to compromised nervous systems and poor motor coordination in chicks during their critical first 6 weeks of life, making them more vulnerable to predators. Also, adult parents with high mercury become lazy by not attending to the nest, fending off predators, or feeding the chicks as much as loons with low mercury.

Adding to this problem is the young Loon’s natural behavior of establishing a "pecking order" or dominance between their nest mates. Often the first Loon chick to hatch is slightly bigger and becomes dominant. When the parents bring food this bigger chick is more likely to get fed. If mercury challenged Loon parents don't bring enough food for both chicks, only the larger dominant chick is likely to survive rather than both chicks becoming weaker and more vulnerable. While this may seem cruel, it is a survival mechanism unfortunately skewed by artificially introduced toxins.

Many or all of these above reasons may account for why only one of the two chicks Connie saw survived.
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Chick & parent feeding at south end of pond, August 20, 2008
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continued
Nevertheless, by August the remaining baby loon was doing fine and growing fast. By then it was common to see the youngster feeding with its parent in the deep part of the Muscongus Pond’s south end. Now brownish-grey in color and too large to be considered a ‘chick’, it indulged in short energetic dives - more down than up, though it was definitely having a ball. Once it broke the surface and flapped its stubby wings just like the adults, but there were no feathers yet for flying, just some brown fuzzy down. The 'mother' loon didn't dive but stuck her head in the water each time the baby chick went down.

Meanwhile, the 'father' was very suspicious of my kayak even though I was so far from them I was using binoculars. During one dive, he disappeared for a long time, only to pop up 10ft off my port side and scare the heck out of me with a long, loud warning call. Then he sat there ogling me with those unearthly red eyes. 
By 11 or 12 weeks of age, chicks are able to gather almost all of their own food and may be able to fly. Migration to their winter ocean feeding grounds usually takes place in October and November. Annual survivorship for the first three years averages 41%. Hopefully, our frisky chick made it through its first long winter. Dull grey & white immature loons molt into their alternate plumage at age two, and generally do not return to breeding areas until after two consecutive winters. Average first-year breeding age is estimated at six years (range, 4-11 years).

Notes:
*1 http://www.adkscience.org/loons/BRI%20NY%2098-2000%20Report-2002.pdf
Mercury levels in loons generally increase from west to east across North America, with the highest levels occurring in birds breeding in New England and eastern Canada (Evers et al. 1998). In Maine, it was estimated that 30% of the breeding loon population had unacceptable levels of risk due to mercury accumulation and that 46% of loon eggs were potentially impacted (Evers et al. 2001).
 
High levels of mercury are correlated with behavioral changes in Common Loons that lead to decreased productivity, decreased survival of juvenile loons, and may be related to increased susceptibility to other diseases (Evers et al. 2001). Significant behavioral differences occur in immature loons with high mercury levels, including increased preening and decreased time spent riding on the parents’ backs (Nocera and Taylor 1998, Counard 2001).
 
These behavioral changes result in increased exposure to predators and increased energy expenditure, contributing to decreased survival of young loons. In Maine, loons in the highest mercury risk category fledged 37% fewer young than low risk pairs (Evers et al. 2001).
 
Blood and feather mercury levels in loon chicks are indicative of mercury levels obtained from prey items acquired almost entirely on their natal lakes, since foraging elsewhere by parent birds is uncommon (McIntyre 1988, Parker 1988). In contrast, adult blood mercury levels reflect recent dietary uptake, while feather mercury levels reflect mercury that has been acquired over their lifetime.
 
Loons can rid their bodies of mercury through deposition of mercury in feathers and eggs. Thus, with every molt, and for females, with every egg laid, body burdens of mercury are decreased. However, through continued ingestion of fish with high mercury content, loons accumulate mercury faster than they can rid their bodies of it through depuration in feathers or eggs. This is particularly true for male loons, since they lay no eggs and, because of their larger size, they tend to eat larger fish than females.
Loons (continued)
*2 http://www.vinsweb.org/cbd/VLRP.html
Loons, at the top of the food chain, serve as a sentinel as mercury builds up in their tissues. Loons with high levels of mercury are being negatively affected: • Chick survival is down by 40% on Maine's lakes and ponds with high mercury. • Adult males with high mercury are becoming lazy by not attending to the nest or feeding the chicks as much as loons with low mercury. • People that eat a lot of fish and fish-eating wildlife may be at risk.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Good reason for Alewife reintroduction:
Studies have shown that fish eaten by Loons in their summer feeding grounds (fresh water lakes) lead to toxin build up. Loon feathers tested for mercury show that feathers grown during the wintertime (on their ocean feeding grounds) do not contain high mercury levels.

Alewives are a critical food source for numerous species that inhabit Maine's ecosystems because they move between polluted lakes and rivers and the less-polluted ocean. Alewives are less contaminated with mercury, PCBs and other pollutants than many resident fish species that spend most of their lives in contaminated water bodies. Alewives thus provide a healthier meal for loons, bald eagles, ospreys, otters, seals and other birds and wildlife.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Another source of poisoning among Loons is toxic fishing tackle consisting of sinkers and jigs made from lead.
To help digestion, Loons swallow small pebbles from the bottoms of lakes. Similar to grit eaten by chickens, these gastroliths may assist the loon's gizzard in crushing the hard parts of the loon's food such as the exoskeletons of crustaceans and the bones of frogs and salamanders. Loons may inadvertently ingest small lead pellets, released by anglers and hunters, which will slowly lead to the loon's death by lead poisoning.

Jurisdictions that have banned the use of lead shot and sinkers include Maine.
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This poem written by William Keene Weston 1808-1888, son of Capt. Dan and Bethia.  Provided to us by Nelson Webber.
LAKE WEBBER
	Within the town of Bremen

A place unknown to fame,

Reposes near the ocean

A lake without a name.

Five miles or more in circuit,

Its emerald shores we trace,

Where cornfields make their toilet

Within it’s mirrored face.

I visit it like dreamland

Through long and toilsome years;

And fly like one transported

Still smiling through my tears.

To lave within its waters

To bask upon its breast,

And ask for missing faces

That in the churchyard rest.

Around its peaceful bosom.

Almost a score of names

Have reared domestic altars

Where burns the holiest flames.

Where, some who wander worldwards

To strange and distant climes,

In reveries sweetest dreamings

Revisit it at times.

Alas how many slumber

Who felled the forest here,

Around these sylvan waters

Where memory drops a tear.

Yet none of all that number

Have sought the modest fame, 
	Or shall we call it Keene?
Or in the name of Winslow 

Baptize its mirrored sheen?

But while there must be many,

Who breathe a noble name,

Would christen it Lake Tucker

And save a patriot’s name.

Still some would call it Farrow,

Or, for Colonel Hinds,

And others name it Davis;

Well, give us friends your minds.

I love the name of Weston,

Though Stetson sounds as well;

But I pronounce LakeWebber

As sweet as naiads shell.

Suppose we call it Daggett

Who often sings and sighs,

With all its quiet beauty

Spread out before his eyes.

But some may call Pinkham,

A name long since extinct,

Among the older dwellers

Around its grassy brink.

The worthy names of Morton

And Humphreys stand confessed;

The early claim of Arnold

All with its first and best.

And among the names is Conway

With Woodbury and Smith,

	Who neighbors are of Webber

Nor count his name a mith.

But I must plead for Webber, 

Though Little have a claim

And still would Lake Webber

That lake without a name.

Like an emerald on its bosom

Chased with a liquid smile,

An island floats, so gem like

We call it Webbers Isle.

Off on the banks of Webber,

Where farmers bind their sheaves,

I’ve witnessed to the zephyrs

The dance of aspen leaves.

I’ve watched the eagle soaring

Through rolling clouds of light;

Or perched on forest hemlock,

O’er look the fish hawk flight.

Such pure and limped water,

Such green refreshing shore

Deserve a name so charming 

As Webber evermore.

continued


Lake Webber (continued)

	When here in coming ages,

Some poet strikes his lyre,

Let the liquid name of Webber

His lyric verse inspire.

The naiads of its fountains

Retouch their tuneful shells,

To celebrate  the beauty of Webbers lake of wells.

I hail the oaken bowers

Where sweetly robins sing,

To usher in the opening

Of Webber’s earliest spring.

So where the lustrous autumn

The poplar tips with gold

And blazens all the forest

Like bannered lots of old.

The frost king comes in silence

But flees at rosy morn

To leave the blood of victory

On ample ash and thorn.
	And dyes with deep carnation,

Departing summers bier;

And makes the last of brightest

Of all the passing year.

Bathes with a dying glory

The forest, hill and plain;

Rehearsing o’re the story-

That all shall life again.

Habiliaments of beauty

That ravish every eye,

Flung o’re the departing summer

To reach us all that die.

Their robes are only changing

For those still brighter hued;

That death is only sleeping

To rise refreshed, renewed.

O calm and placid Webber!

With banks of tasseled corn

Until again I greet thee

I shall be sand and lorn.


	For I shall e’re remember

That once upon thy shore

Were loved ones all angelic

Whom earth shall see no more.

I fancy still they guide me,

As once it was their pride,

Unselfish, free from passion,

Along by Webbers tide.

Forgive the thought though childish,

It comes with hones power,

To sweeten half the sorrow

Of troubles darkest hour.

A short farewell :ale Webber

Thine olden friends and new;

Till heart and hand shall greet thee

In friendship fond and true.
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The following poem was submitted by Nelson Webber with the assistance of Ann Nesslage.

The Legend of Spirit Hill

By L.P. (Bud) Leighton, Jr.
In the town of Bremen, along route thirty-two

Lies a hill of spirits, that’s known by very few.

The “Weston clan,” they vow it’s true, it happened ago.

They claim the spirits come alive, just to let us know.

It seems a fisher boy was drowned, as he headed out to sea.

The Lermonds burned a candle light and waited patiently.

They waited for their son’s return, their hearts so filled with fears,

and through each night, they’d burn their light, with eyes so red with tears.

Many years have passed that time, with Westons still around

claiming it all happened, when the Lermond’s son was drowned.

He left Muscongus harbour, to fish down Gloucester way,

and “Spirit Hill” received its name, from that dreadful day.

You can hear the bushes rustling, trees swaying when it’s calm,

When the wind is howling, you hear a whispering Psalm.

And when the moon is shining full, the ground is never still.

There are a few who claim this true, the legend of “Spirit Hill.”
Note: 

The Lermond farm was at the head of Webber Pond where Connie Pace lived.  The farmhouse burned down.  about 1940.  It was owned by Marashland.  Sam Lermond (1833-1919) married Emeerline Morton (1839-1909), daughter of Robert and Lucy Morton (and sister of James Morton, Walter Richards’ grandfather).  She lived on a farm in back of Ernest Poole’s house.

Sam and Emerline had three children.  Charles (1857-1883) was drowned at sea.  Addie (1862-1936) married Wm. Wyman.  Sam (1867-1883) drowned from a small sailboat in Webber Pond with Ernest Poole, John Poole’s son and the late Ernest Poole’s uncle.

Sam Weston had a general store at Greenland Cove and after Lermond’s boy drowned, Lermond often came to the store to talk with his old friend Sam Weston, but he never stayed after dark because he kept a candle burning in the window hoping one of his sons might return.

Sam Lermond was staying with his daughter when he died in Waldoboro in 1919.  His son-in-law, Wm Wyman (1861-1931) was a stonecutter and had a son Parker, blacksmith, who lived at Searsmont, and a daughter Batchsheba.

ALEWIFE UPDATE by David Wilkins
The spring of 2008 marked the second season alewife attempted running Muscongus Stream in recent memory.  Schools were spotted in the harbor in mid-May with numbers somewhat greater than 2007.  Like the 2007 run effort, alewife did not access the stream until June.  And like 2007, their lake-bound progress was halted at the 1st RT32 culvert.  I had this year, however, installed a “denil” style fish ladder (like Bristol’s) to aid them up and into the culvert.  The ladder, even reconfigured in several different ways, never passed a significant number of alewives.  From what I could tell, those few fish that did pass the culvert did not advance and eventually returned to the school downstream, and later back out to the harbor.  I have not given up, but this was a significant blow to our restoration process.

In July, I held a meeting at the culvert with MEDOT personnel (engineers, biologist, environmental coordinator, etc.), Representative Wendy Pieh, and a source of grant funds.  I had hoped the meeting would expedite replacement and lowering of the culver.  MEDOT explained to me that this culvert has possibly another 20 years of life remaining (they didn’t need to tell me, they also had no money).  It is installed on top of a large piece of ledge (replacing the historic bridge) which adds huge costs to re-creating fish passage here.  Their price tag was well in excess of any grant available.  The only good news here is that MEDOT explained that when the culvert is replaced, on their time frame, it will meet the relatively new state fish passage requirements.

In late April ’09, I had a private fishways engineer examine the culvert (provided by the Lloyd S. Davis Anadromous Fish Trust).  An engineering study and design work is a requirement for further grant applications.  At that time I was still hopeful a fish pool weir system (like Damariscotta Mills) could be built allowing alewives access to the culvert.  The engineer’s opinion of the situation here is grim.  The culvert is collapsing, rusted, undersized, as well as perched.  Not to mention, he pointed out, overdue for replacement (20 years MEDOT said!).

With this in mind, and the hope that MEDOT’s next installation here will pass fish (and sooner than 20 years), our engineer advised against investing in weir pools at this site.  He is of the opinion that alewives (or any fish) will have trouble just swimming through the undersized culvert.  Add this problem to the maintenance required for the pools, the poor condition of the culvert, and we would simply be putting food money after bad.  For the meantime this puts an increased importance on my temporary fish ladder.  This season’s ladder is much larger than last year’s, which may make all the difference.  Its design is an expansion of what appeared to work with the 2008 ladder.  I believe I can get alewife to pass through this culvert, as long as I can get a good number into it with the ladder.  If they never make it to the stream however, the culvert is a mute point.

As of press time (May 17th) the new fish ladder is installed.  Although this is a good thing, and a lot of work, there is also a new gill-net set on the Bristol side of Muscongus Harbor waiting for Webber Pond’s alewife to return.  This net is legally set.  Only since alewives have been coming back the harbor recently has there been any sign of netting here.  I wonder why I am still trying……..

CRAYFISH

by Jerry Packard
Cayfish are those miniature lobsters that live in fresh water. Over the course of the last two summers I have tried to determine if any lived in Webber Pond. I read a little about the creatures and what attracts them as well as their feeding habits. I’ve had no success in trapping them on Webber, but using the same equipment and bait have had luck in another lake and stream with a known population of crayfish. 

Crayfish are more active at night, spending most of the day holed up under rocks. They live two to four years and there are over 350 species in North America. They can reproduce at the end of their first year, the eggs maturing the following spring.

They are very prevalent in Maine and are prime forage for bass and trout. In fact, the state has introduced them to a number of lakes to promote growth of both species. Halfmoon Pond in Searsport and Levenseller Pond in Lincolnville are just two examples.  Most of the well known ponds and lakes in Maine that are know for excellent bass fishing have well established populations of crayfish. In fact, the Maine Comprehensive Species Planning report section 11G mentions the introduction of crayfish to bolster a pond or lakes forage for game species. www.maine.gov

I have used them as bait while fishing in both New Hampshire and many lakes in Maine. The guides I have fished with prefer them to all other baits other than hellgrammites. A number of times when fishing was fast and furious my grandson and I observed that a hooked smallmouth bass would regurgitate a number of crayfish during the tussle bringing the fish to net. 

Now the bad news: not all species of crayfish are desirable. In particular “orconectus rusticus” commonly called rusty crayfish. Maine, along with a number of states list these critters on their invasive species list. The rusty crayfish has already arrived in Maine and is found throughout the Kennebec and Androscoggin drainages. This encompasses a large area of Maine. See www.usgs.gov for a map of the territory they are found in. This species was introduced to these waters, no doubt, by out of state fisherman that had some left over from fishing. Currently, rusty crayfish are banned from being imported into the state. A single female crayfish that is berried, i.e. With eggs under her tail is enough to introduce the species.

Although not proven harmful to fish in the waters they have been introduced they do tend to over power any native crayfish as they are more aggressive in their feeding behavior. They favor aquatic plants, snails, insects, tadpoles and small fish as do the native crayfish. They get most of their food from scavenging dead fish and aquatic animals. 

The best course of action, if you wish to use crayfish is to purchase them from a Maine bait dealer who operates under strict state rules. As an alternative trapping crayfish locally would be a good alternative. The St. Georges river system has an excellent population of crayfish of the non-invasive type. I’m sure there are populations in some of the lakes and ponds closer to us. I intend to find out this summer.

Of course, the best fun is using artificial lures and avoiding all of the above.
NOTICE OF MEETING:

The Muscongus Pond Association’s Annual Meeting will be held on Sunday, July 12th at 4 pm at the Bremen Town House.  This building is beside the Bremen Fire Station on Route 32.

Our guest speaker this year will be Mark DesMeules, Executive Director of the Damariscotta River Association.  Mark will give a presentation on alewives and vernal pools.
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