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Fly-Fishing our Local Rivers, the 
Farmington, Deerfield, and Westfield 

Rivers 
 

     Yes, its fishing season now but try to find some time 
and come to the MAY member’s meeting, our last of the 
season.  Come and listen to CFFA’S very own JACK 
SMOLA give a presentation about fishing our local 
rivers. Jack operates BLUE RIBBON guide service on 
these rivers and his unique humor is only second to his 
fly fishing skills and abilities. It is a great presentation 
and a meeting NOT to be missed.  
 
   
PPLL AACCEE::  Veteran’s Memorial Clubhouse,  

100 Sunset Ridge, East Hartford, CT 
 

DDAATTEE::  Wednesday, May 10th, 2006  

TTII MM EE::  Fly Tying, Tackle Swap, Raffle: 
7:00 - 7:30 PM 
Program: 8:00 – 9:00 PM 

 

FFRROOMM   TTHHEE  VVEESSTT  OOFF  

TTHHEE  PPRREESSII DDEENNTT  

LL II NNEESS  &&   LL EEAA DDEERRSS  
The Newsletter of the Connecticut Fly Fisherman’s 

Association 
 

Organized “ To Preserve and Promote the Pleasures and Traditions 
of Fly Fishing and to Conserve Game-Fish Waters.”  Volume 33   No. 9 May 2006 

     It’s here already, May, spring, our last meeting of 
the season is upon us. It’s the time of year when we 
put away the microphone and raffle tickets and close 
the clubhouse on the hill and concentrate on getting 
out into the great outdoors and fly-fishing.  
      I want to thank all of you, the membership for all 
of your support and help this season. Thank you all 
for the attendance at our monthly meetings and all of 
your contributions not only to me but to each other. 
Every meeting is a learning experience for me. I chat 
with some of you and talk about fly tying and fishing 
and I learn something new every time. We have one 
of the best organizations in the state. Your 
participation at meetings, outings, classes and shows 
proves that point.  
     We have a lot of work to do come September and 
I stress the point again and again, we cannot do it 
successfully without your help. Don’ t just sit back 
and watch, stand up and volunteer, get involved. We 
have many programs, we are now working with the 
boy scouts and getting involved with their jamboree 
we were asked to attend Earth Day in Windsor, The 
Willimantic River Alliance has voted a CFFA 
member to their board of directors and the list just 
keeps growing and growing. We have the 2007 expo 
and banquet to work on and Gary and Ted have to 
start planning their classes for next season.  Please 
volunteer to help when we ask for volunteers.  
      J&B lettering is on Sullivan Avenue in South 
Windsor if you have a shirt or hat you would like 
embroidered you can drop it off to them and they 
will be happy to embroider our logo on it for you. 
The cost is now $12.00. 
     We had a great meeting year this year, Roger and 
Steve did a great job and found some wonderful 
speakers for our meetings. Our expo and banquet  

(Continued on page 4) 
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May 2006 LINES AND LEADERS, PAGE 2 

ABOUT CFFA: The Connecticut Fly Fisherman’s Association, Inc. is organized 
“ To Preserve and Promote the Pleasures and Traditions of Fly Fishing and To 
Conserve Game Fish Waters.”  CFFA membership meetings are held on the 
second Wednesday of each month, September through May. Meetings are held at 
the Veteran’s Memorial Clubhouse, Sunset Ridge Drive, East Hartford, CT.  
“ Lines and Leaders”  is the official publication of the Connecticut Fly 
Fisherman’s Association, Inc. and is distribted to its membership and allies of 
conservation. Business card ads may be placed at a cost of $5 per add or $40 for 
nine months. CFFA members may place for-sale or want ads of a non-
commercial nature without charge. Newsletter correspondence should be sent to 
David  Casali, 259 Longhill Drive, Glastonbury, CT, 06033, or emailed to 
dcasali5@cox.net. Change of address notice should be sent to CFFA, P.O. Box 
380268, East Hartford, CT 06138-0268 
COPY DEADLINE: The second Friday of the month. 
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SMOLA’S 
  BLUE RIBBON GUIDE SERVICES 

TROUT GUARANTEED 

 
 

860-763-1856 
 

A Winston Rod Co. Endorsed 
Pro Staff Guide – Lic #2342 

JACK SMOLA 
483 HAZARD AVE 
ENFIELD, CT 06082 

http://www.jacksmola.com 
Email: info@jacksmola.com 

····  FARMINGTON ····  HOUSATONIC ····  WILLIMANTIC RIVERS, CT. 
DEERFIELD ····  WESTFIELD ····  SWIFT, MA 

BLACK ····   WHITE RIVERS, VT 
WHITE, BLACK RIVERS, VT. 
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 Ernie, Requiescat in Pace 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
      It is tempting to quote him in this brief memorial. DEATH OF A RIVER KEEPER leaps to mind, as do so many other things 
of Ernie’s.  Instead, read the words of his son Erik.    
     In his homage to his Grandfather Schwiebert that he wrote ten years ago you will learn more about Ernie than you might 
think.  All honor to father, son, and grandson—so says the trout.                   Mike O’Neil                                                                                          
 
 
 

THOUGHTS ABOUT GRANDFATHER SCHWIEBERT ON 
OCTOBER 17, 1995 

 
     On the prestigious occasion of my grandfather’s 100th birthday, I thought it important to write about my thoughts and 
admiration for him during these family celebrations.  I remember one particularly memorable anecdote out of many special 
memories. 
     Shortly before his 90th birthday, my grandfather, my father and I all shared a wonderful fishing experience on our favorite trout 
stream at Henryville, Pennsylvania.  It was a memorable day of flyfishing.  I stayed with my grandfather through that entire day, 
helping him wade the stream, although at ninety years of age, he was still able to stand alone in the current and cast to the 
opposite bank, where the trout were lying. 
     He was fishing a dry fly in the riffling throat of the Buttonwood Pool, and on a particularly good cast, when the fly dropped 
tight against the roots, a fish rose and took his fly.  We were both startled. 
     When he struck to hook the fish, the fly broke free from the delicate tippet.  We were both disappointed, but my grandfather 
stayed the entire day to watch my father catch more than his share, which he does too easily, and watched me catch a few more. 
     Before my grandfather returned to Florida, he asked me to catch the fish that had stolen his fly.  My father and I returned two 
weeks later, and went back to the Buttonwood.  I had momentarily forgotten my grandfather’s instructions in the excitement of 
fishing again, but worked upstream through the riffle where we had broken off his fish. 
     As my fly drifted on the riffling currents along the bank, a large trout rose quietly to intercept its float.  I hooked the fish, and 
during its strong fight, in traveled twice downstream to visit my father, who was fishing under the sycamores.  It was a sixteen-
inch wild brown trout, if memory serves.  But while I was removing my fly to release the fish, I found another dry fly seated in its 
jaw.  It was also a fly that I had tied, a matching olive-bodied Henryville Special in size fourteen.  Its hook was slightly bent and 
rusted, and the point broke off when I pushed it free. 
     It was the fly that my grandfather had lost! 
     And on this exciting occasion for the entire Schwiebert clan, I am reminded that my grandfather has always encouraged us, 
transmitting his energies and gifts to help us excel in both work and life.  I am inspired by his grace, the stubbornness of his 
scholarly passion, his blessed longevity, and his strong love for our family.  I work tirelessly to make him proud of me, and 
believe I might share some of his wonderful luck as well. 
      
     Our trout told me this secret.         Erik Schwiebert  
 
 
There will be a memorial service for Ernie Shwiebert on FRIDAY, MAY 5th, 2006, at 3PM. I t will be held 
at the Princeton University Chapel. (Near the corner of Harrison and Nassau Streets in downtown 
Priceton on the campus). I t is open to the public.  
 

     It seems impossible that anyone who fly fishes seriously has not learned of the 
master’s death by now.  If through some space-time warp you are unaware of Ernie 
Schwiebert’s death, you should know that he passed away December 10, 2005 at home 
in Princeton, New Jersey surrounded by his family.  He was 74, and succumbed to renal 
cancer. 
 
     He was a genius, of course.  I won’ t list the many proofs of this.  You know them.  
Above all, he was fascinated with the act of writing (and illustrating).  His precise 
placement and use of words—wonderful words—delivered to us the multi-layered tale of 
his gentlemanly, lifelong obsession in pursuit of salmo. 
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A Fishing Trip 
by Charlie Place  

 
      Last June, I spent a couple of days fishing in Massachusetts with my friends, Larry and Ed. The three of us had been at the 
American Museum of Fly Fishing dinner in Farmington, Connecticut, when a guided trip to the Deerfield river, donated by the 
famous fishing guide Jack Smola, came up for bidding. Larry bid on it and he won. Ed and I felt sorry for him, you know, 
having to go fishing by himself with Jack, so we volunteered keep him company. The trip was set for a Monday, so we decided 
to leave Sunday, fish that day on our own, and then meet Jack early Monday morning.  
     The drive up was a normal highway trip - boring except for the fishing stories. We only got lost twice, and after some 
discussion, we decided it wouldn’ t be a true fishing trip without getting lost at least two times. Well, actually it was three times, 
but Larry noticed one wrong turn right away, so we didn’ t count it. And no, Honey, we didn’ t stop and ask for directions. My 
wife Kathleen says it’s a man thing - not asking for directions. I disagree. We had a map, so why would you have to ask 
anybody where you are?  
     We checked into the bed and breakfast Jack had recommended, relaxed for a few minutes, and then headed for the river. 
Jack had also given us directions to a couple of places to fish. We found the first one without any trouble, but as it turned out, 
we had parked a half-mile or so away from where we should have. Consequently, we had to negotiate an extremely steep 
downward slope to get to the river. You know, the kind of angle that makes your foot slide into the front of your boot and jams 
your toes into half of the space they’re normally accustomed to. No wonder there wasn’ t anyone parked there. We thought it 
was just good fortune. It was only about a hundred yards down to the river and we were going fishing, so it didn’ t seem that 
bad once we were at the bottom. I’ve never considered myself a tree hugger, but on slopes that steep, the hugging does get 
quite literal.  
     Anyway, we made it without breaking a rod - or anything else. While we were on the river’s edge, brushing the bark from 
our fishing vests, we noticed not far away from us, there was another angler sitting on the bank. He was just sitting on a log, 
staring straight ahead trying not to notice us.  
     Larry made a slight motion with his head toward the bank-sitting fisherman and said, "That’s not a good sign."  
Being the eternal optimist, I replied, "Well, maybe he heard us coming down the hill, and sat on the bank to fake us out. You 
know, to get us thinking the fishing is slow, so we might as well try another spot."  
     The three of us spread out, and walked along the river bank looking for places hungry trout would likely be hanging out. 
The place I selected didn’ t have much room for a back cast, so I spent some time getting my fly and leader untangled from the 
brush. I could have tried a steeple cast, but I figured I’d just get my fly caught high up in a tree, instead of right behind me, 
where I could get at it. Okay, okay. Eventually, I did try a steeple cast, and just what I thought was going to happen, happened. 
I got hung up high in a tree, and had to break off my fly along with most of my leader.  
     I thought changing a leader was a good enough reason to wander over to the bank-sitter and ask him about the fishing. So, 
that’s what I did. "How’s the fishing been?" I asked. Instead of simply, How’s the fishing? See,"been" is the key word because 
I still wasn’ t sure if he was trying to fake us out, or not.  
     "Just waiting for the river to come down," he answered. He didn’ t really answer my question, but I guess the implication 
was he hadn’ t fished yet. Um, here’s where it got sticky. I think I mentioned this was my first time fishing the Deerfield. I 
knew a dam controlled the water flow, but I didn’ t realize the river was up. It wasn’ t over the banks or anything, so it seemed 
okay to me. Then he went on to explain how many fish would be rising, if the river came down.  
Not wanting to look like a yuppie tourist, I quickly changed the subject. "Man!" I said. That was a steep hill we came down."  
"Next time," he said, making an upstream motion with his fly rod. " See the bend in the river." Several hundred yards upstream 
the river took a sharp bend to the right and disappeared. "The road goes right by there. Park there. Then follow the path across 
the field to the river."  
     I wanted to make an excuse. " Well, we’re members of the Huff and Puff Mountaineers and do everything the hard way. 
You know, to stay in shape." But I think I had new guy on the river written all over me. So, I said,"Thanks," instead.  
     Anyway, we talked a while longer, and I finished replacing my leader and fly. Then we exchanged the obligatory,"Nice 
talking to you - same here," and I went back to fishing. And he went back to bank sitting. Well, actually he never did stop, 
sitting on the bank, I mean. Personally, I was never much for hanging around waiting for the trout to rise - by now I was 
convinced that was what he was doing. I understand you can get some serious thinking done, or work through a fantasy or two. 
But we were there to fish, whether the river was up or down, whether the fish were rising or not. I mean we traveled for a 
couple of hours, got lost twice, bought an expensive fishing license, so hell or high water (sorry), we’re going to fish, right?  
 
(Continued on the bottom of page 4) 
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My Benefactors 
By John Springer 

 
     Fifteen years ago, I started teaching kids at Norwich Fish and Game how to tie flies and how to fly fish, five years later I started 
doing the same thing at the American School for the Deaf.  Both programs would never have gotten off the ground and lasted this 
long had it not been for the help of many people.  People I met at CFFA and TU were the backbone for keeping the programs going 
both as volunteers and in funding for supplies.  I also had people that I met through different channels donate equipment that we 
use.  A priceless gift that anyone ever gave was thier time, something there is not much of these days, as we all know.  I want to tell 
you about three people that are members of CFFA that you should be very proud of. They have gone on to do more than I could 
ever expect.  Dominic La Rosa has been coming up to ASD for many years, as have several of the people that come.  What sets 
him apart from most people is that Dominic has more patience than a saint does.  He works with the kids that are not only deaf but 
have other problems, and let me tell you it can be tough at times and I really think anyone else would want to step aside and take a 
breath.  Dominic thrives on those kids and I must tell you they love him for it, I do not know what I would do without him.  He is 
an inspiration to all of us. 
     Our President John Baracchi came up last spring to see what the program is all about.  He never missed a night and took a day 
off when we took the kids fishing during the week to help.  Sometimes it takes awhile to get to know someone or they can do 
something right off the bat that tells you what kind of person they are.  On John’s first night, he told me I had his full support and if 
I needed anything at all to let him know. I was flabbergasted by this gesture.  Over the years some people were not supportive of 
my activates with kids and I had to find other ways to pay for the program and our day of fishing.  After one night, John stepped up 
to the plate, so I took him up on his offer right away.  The box I had been using to carry around all the tools was about 80 years old. 
It belonged to a long gone Railroad Engineer who ran steam engines. He carried his lunch, and books that he needed to do his job 
in this box.  I told John I would like a new box. The following week I had one. He told me that money was set aside in the club 
budget to pay for anything else I might need.  In my eyes, John Baracchi is a class act and I am very lucky to have him as a friend.  
Because of my hours at work, I cannot get to the meetings but I really enjoy his message each month and look forward to him 
helping me again next spring.  CFFA is very lucky to have him as president. 
     We have a member who I never knew when I came to the meetings but Teddy Rzepski, who has helped me greatly by getting 
some people to come to ASD to help brought John Shimeld up 2 years ago. John came each time we met at ASD and worked with 
some kids but never said much.  It was hard to know if he enjoyed it or not.  Last year was his second year and I found out just 
what he thought of the program.  John’s company had a matching fund program for donating money for a good cause.  John asked 
how much the cost was for one year for fly tying supplies and taking the kids fishing and I told him.  He donated that amount out of 
his pocket and his company could match it or do better.  They did better and gave me a large sum to use as I wish.  As I write this, I 
have 11 new five weight rods, reels, and new fly lines coming to replace the 7-9 weight’s we have been using. The balance of the 
money will be spent on a large order of fly tying materials so we will have enough for many years to come.  I cannot thank these 
three men as well as all the people in both organizations for all their help in the past and for all the help I will need in the future to 
keep both of these worthwhile programs going.  
 

A FISHING TRIP by Charlie Place – CONTINUED FROM PAGE 3) 
 
     The break had done some good. When I got back to my fishing spot, a single fish had started rising. The lone trout was gently sipping some bugs 
floating in a foam line in the middle of the river. "Spinners," I thought. I studied the situation and concluded I needed to make a roll cast, with plenty 
of slack in the line because of the varying current speeds. After about three tries, I got a drift I liked, and the patient fish took. The water directly in 
front of me was too deep for me to step in and play the fish, so I walked along the bank and worked the trout downstream, into some quiet water, and 
tired him out there. In the meantime, Larry had noticed the action and walked down to watch me land the fish. It was a nice, fat, seventeen-inch, 
Deerfield River, brown trout. Bigger than I had thought, but what I had come for. The Deerfield has a reputation for big trout.  
     "Nice fish," Larry said. "What did you get him on?"  
     "Number twenty rusty spinner," I answered.  
     "Boy look at all the poison ivy," Larry said.  
     "What do you mean poison ivy!" I exclaimed. By now Ed had worked his way down to us and Ed was agreeing with Larry.  

 
     Yeah it’s poison ivy," Ed said. "See the shiny leaves and the smooth edges."  
Remember me saying I had had more than one back cast in the bushes? Well, now I knew the name of the plant I was fooling with. I put my fly rod 
down, knelt down beside the river, and began to wash my hands, vigorously. I wasn’ t worried so much about catching poison ivy on my hands. What I 
was alarmed about was I had already been in the woods three times - too much coffee. I mean there are places that you can catch poison ivy that are 
just more or less a nuisance. Then again, there are those areas you don’ t even want to think about. Anyway, I don’ t want to talk about it anymore. It 
turned out both Larry and Ed had landed a trout, which was a good deal, because fishing trips are much more fun when everybody catches fish.  
     My friend Ernie and I were on a fishing trip in Alaska a few years ago and the guide brought us to a place on the river called the "Honey Hole." It 
was a small pool with only a couple of places that held fish. That particular day the salmon were holding where the fast water abutted a small, but 
deep, back eddy. It only had room enough for one angler. Ernie and I just rotated through the sweet spot. He would hook a silver salmon and then play 
it into the back eddy. (CONTINUED – on bottom of page 6) 
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VEST OF THE PRESIDENT – Continued from the front page 
 
were both a success thanks to all of you.   
     Our classes were once again excellent and full, thanks to the efforts of Gary, Ted and staff. Thanks to those that taught and 
volunteered to help out and those that attended. Great job! 
      A special thanks to Dave and Mark Casali who work so hard getting the newsletter together and printed in time every month. 
Great job! Remember to let us know if you are moving or changing your email address so that you can continue to receive your 
newsletter. 
     Thanks also to Mike Lynch and Mary Edwards for brewing the coffee at the board meetings and regular meetings. 
     Thanks to Cindy DelGrosso and Donna Girouard for the baking and juice for the kids at the meetings. 
     Thanks to Stanley Calabrese for all of his hard work with the state and stocking and moving bridges on the “Willi”  and all of 
the cleanup and landscaping of the paths to get to the river.  
     Thanks to all of the fly tiers that tie before our meetings. 
     Thanks to the officers and the board of the CFFA I couldn’ t do my job without you guys and gals and I appreciate you all more 
than you know. Thank you. 
    Thanks to my advisory board, Gary Bogli, Charlie Place, and Ray Riley. I rely on your advice and experience to point me in the 
right direction from time to time. 
    Thanks also to anyone that I left out, I don’ t do it intentionally but I always seem to leave someone out and I apologize in 
advance. 
     Most of all, thanks to all of you, the members, without you there would be no CFFA. Thank you, all of you.  
 It’s time now to get out the rods and reels clean and stretch the flylines and tidy up our flyboxes. By now you should have a full 
arsenal of flies to fish with. Most of us have already been fishing and we are off and running.  
     Don’ t forget the Roscoe trip is June 9th and 10th the cost is $100 and you will be staying at the Baxter House. You need to 
contact Bob Winot if you are interested in making the trip. Don’ t forget to contact Ray Riley if you would like in on the June cape 
trips although they usually fill up fast and Ray will probably have a waiting list, he usually does, so if you want to go you need to 
hurry. 
     Please, wherever you go this summer play it safe. Please make safety your main concern, be very careful out there. I want to 
see all of you again in September. Make safety a habit not a job. 
     On behalf of the officers and board of directors, I would like to wish all of you a wonderful and safe summer. I am looking 
forward to seeing you all at the September meeting.  
     Please remember to support our sponsors, as they are kind enough to support us.  
     Try not to miss our May meeting, Jack Smola will be our guest speaker. Jack is one of our premier guides and also a valued 
member and friend to the CFFA, so you won’ t want to miss Jack’s program he is not only an accomplished flyfisherman but he is 
also a very entertaining speaker.   
                                                            
 See you at the meeting, bring a friend: Tight Lines: John 
 

A FISHING TRIP by Charlie Place – Continued from page 5 
      
Then I would step in, hook a salmon, and play it into the back eddy. Then Ernie would step in, and so on. We caught several Coho each and had a 
great time. The sad part of this story is that the guide told us he had never seen anybody share a fishing hole like that before. The other thing I 
remember about the "Honey Hole" is the guide gave me a five-inch long, pink, bunny fly to try, and on the first cast, a fish, probably a huge rainbow, 
according to the guide, ripped the fly off my leader. One of those hits that haunts your memories.  
     It was getting dark so Larry, Ed and I decided to walk along the river bank to see if we could find the path through the field the bank-sitter had 
told me about. By the way, he was long gone. I never saw him make a cast. I don’ t know what to say about that. Only I have heard of fishermen who 
drive to the river, hang around for a while waiting for a hatch, and if nothing happens they go home without opening a rod case. Isn’ t that what 
Woolly Buggers are for? When there’s no hatch, I mean”. 
The decision to walk along the bank as it turned out, was not exactly a shining moment of brilliance. It was strewn with blow downs and lots of very 
large boulders. Consequently, negotiating it took us much longer than we thought it would. Short version - we were lost in the dark without a light. 
Somehow, we got separated in some extremely tall weeds. I got through the giant weeds first, found the road, and sat on the cable between two 
wooden guardrail posts. Soon I could hear somebody else coming through the gargantuan greenery. "Who’s that?" I asked.  
     "Jungle Ed." Ed answered, sarcastically. Larry showed up a couple of minutes later, decorated with a few leaves from the monster weeds. Of 
course, we came out to the road about a half-mile down hill from the car. So, that made it an alpine walk back. Walking back to the car, I silently 
concluded fishing the Deerfield was similar to fishing in Montana. There’s way more uphill than there is downhill. By the time we H. and P. 
Mountaineers stumbled back to the car, we were overheated and soaked with perspiration. Larry stuck the key in the ignition, started the car, and 
then turned and looked at me.  
     "Sweat spreads poison ivy you know," he said.  
     Jungle Ed piped in,"Yeah. Makes it twice as bad," he added.  
     "Thanks guys," I answered. ~ Charlie Place 
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SMOLA’S 
  BLUE RIBBON GUIDE SERVICES 

TROUT GUARANTEED 
DEERFIELD ····  FARMINGTON ····  WESTFIELD ····  SWIFT 

BLACK & HOUSATONIC RIVERS 

860-763-1856 
JACK SMOLA 

483 HAZARD AVE, ENFIELD, CT 06082 
WWW.jacksmola.com 

E-mail: info@jacksmola.com 

 

Redington Endorsed 
Fly-Fishing Guide and Instructor 

Swift �  Westfield �  Deerfield �  Farmington Rivers 

Private/Group 
Lessons 
Gift Certificates (413) 583-5141 

Web: marlablair.com 

Email:  
marlablair@yahoo.com 

May 2006 
 

LINES AND LEADERS, PAGE 7 

“ THE FISH CONNECTION”  
Fresh & Salt Water Bait & Tackle 

Fly Tying Materials & Fly Fishing Asscessories 
Fresh & Salt Water Guide Service 

127 Route 12 
Preston, CT 06365 

(860) 885-1739 

LOCATED ON THE THAMES RIVER 

�

Quality 
Spor ting Goods 

ORVIS 

Fine Fly Fishing Equipment 
& Sporting Shotguns 

Char les A. Connell, Jr . 
431 Fitch Road 

Bozrah, CT 06334 
860-889-4901 

� � ��� � ��� � ��� � �� � �� ��� 	 � 
� �� �� ��� 	 � 
� �� �� ��� 	 � 
� �� �� ��� 	 � 
� � ����

�

TRI-MAR PRINTERS
Bruce and Rosemary  

Marino 
 

(860) 528-9256 or (860) 528-3045 
Fax: (860) 282-9040 

Email: trimarprinters@aol.com 
 
 

524 SULLIVAN AVENUE 
SOUTH WINDSOR, CT 06074 

BUS. HOURS 
MON. THRU FRI. 
7AM – 4:30PM 

Hartford Club Spor t Center  
“ Fishing and Outdoor Specialists Since 1979”  

554 Wethersfield Avenue – Har tford, CT 06114 

Gary L. Brummett 
(860) 296-0110 
Mobile: (860) 539-3067 

Outdoor  Enterpr ises, LLC 
www. ct-outfitters.com 

EST 1959 

157 Meriden Road, Rt. 66 
Middlefield, CT 06455 
203-347-4353 
1-888-400-4868 FULL LINE DEALER 

WWW. CUBETA’S.COM 
OPEN 7 DAYS 
·  Largest Outfitter in CT 
·  Over 2500 Sporting &                   
  Collectible Firearms 

PRICE-SERVICE-SELECTION 

 

 

Cedar  House 
Custom Picture Framing 

·  Shadow Boxes ·  Custom Mirrors 

By Appointment:  

(860) 747-3324 

Roger Plourde 
146 New Britain Ave (Rt. 372) 

Rear Building 
Plainville, CT 06062 

 ON THE RIVER 
Fly Fishing Instruction with Charlie Place 

 

Learn where trout hide, what their habits are, and how to catch 
them using nymphs, streamers, and dry flies.  

 

Send for  a free electronic brochure to learn more about this 
unique fly fishing teaching service.  Send to:  

onther iver@snet.net 

Over  25 years fly fishing exper ience 



 
C F F A    B O A R D    OF    D I  R E C T O R S 

  HOME WORK 
PRESIDENT John Baracchi 895-1181  

ENVIRONMENT  VP Stan Calabrese 569-2923  

PROMOTIONS VP Sam Dupuis 745-6206 763-5030 

RECORDING SECRETARY Dick Heffernon  632-0356  

LEGAL SECRETARY Mark Barbieri 623-8187  

TREASURER  Lou Fabrizio 793-0547 571-5190 

ADVISORY BOARD Larry Johnson 246-0728  

ADVISORY BOARD Gary Bogli 649-4227  

ADVISORY BOARD Charles Place 623-9912 565-7841 

ADVISORY BOARD Ken Parkany 871-1123 557-2359 

ADVISORY BOARD Ray Riley   

CONSERVATION CHRMN Kurt Jagielow 649-3681 649-3681 

EDUCATION CHAIRMAN Gary Steinmiller 563-0040 280-2500 

INDOOR FACIL.  CHRMN. Steve Sawczuk 747-5852  

LEGISLATIVE CHAIRMAN Vin Ringrose 828-4642  

MEMBERSHIP CHAIRMAN Phil McCormick 871-8703 327-0010 

NEWSLETTER EDITORS Dave & Mark Casali 633-7902  

PROGRAM CHAIRMAN Roger Plourde 747-4297 747-3324 

PUBLICITY CHAIRMAN Mary Edwards   

WEBMASTER Lou Fabrizio 793-0547 571-5190 

FEATURING: ALBRIGHT, SAGE, G.LOOMIS, 
T&T, ST. CROIX, SA MASTERY DEALER,  
TIBOR, REGAL, RENZETTI, SIMMS, ROSS, 
HODGMAN, BAUER, AIR FLO, VAN STAAL, 
WULFF, WATERWORKS,  PATAGONIA, EX 
OFFICIO, COLUMBIA, & MORE! 

Fly Rod Rentals ·  Tying Materials ·  Tying Classes ·  Fly Fishing 
Schools ·  Local Information ·  FFF Certified Instruction 

75 Main St. ····  Old Saybrook, CT ····  (860) 388-6585 

OPEN 
DAILY: 
M-F 10-8 
SAT 9-6 

SUN 12-5 
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P.O. Box 380268 
East Har tford, CT 06138-0268 

Vist the CFFA website at 
“ www.ctflyfish.org”  

Use the message board to share your fishing experiences, get the 
latest reports, write stories and meet a friend! 

 


