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 “Study nature, love nature, stay close to nature.  

It will never fail you.”  ~Frank Lloyd Wright 

 

In the fall of 2006 a group of Lock Haven University faculty and 

administrators began discussing ways to make the natural world a 

bigger part of the university’s identity.  Eventually, this 

Environmental Focus Group (EFG) defined their mission as an 

effort to promote and support activities, experiences, and structures 

that encourage students, faculty, and staff to develop a stronger 

sense of place for Lock Haven University and central Pennsylvania.  

To fulfill this mission the EFG developed LHU’s first 

Environmental Studies minor as well as an Associates Degree in 

Sustainability. 

 

In March 2008 the EFG launched the online journal The Hemlock.  

Since then 35 issues have been published, containing over 260 

articles, poetry, book reviews, and photographs by faculty, staff, 

students, administrators, and members of the community.  To mark 

our tenth anniversary, the EFG decided to publish a 

commemorative issue representing the best of The Hemlock.  The 

selections are arranged chronologically, and reflect the three goals 

of the EFG: stewardship of natural resources (environmentalism), 

meaningful outdoor experiences, and appreciation for the heritage 

of the region. 

 

As editor of The Hemlock, I am grateful to the talented writers who 

make each issue possible.  I’d also like to thank Dr. Stephen Neun, 

Dean of the Poorman College of Business Information Systems and 

Human Services; Dr. Susan Rimby, Dean of the College of Liberal 

Arts and Education; and Keith Roush, Director of Facilities for 

providing the funding for this special issue.   

 

If you’re interested in contributing to The Hemlock, or if you’d like to 

be added to our mailing list, please contact Professor Bob Myers 

(rmyers3@lhup.edu).  Current and back issues can be found at 

www.lockhaven.edu/hemlock. 
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What is a "Sense of Place"? (March 2008) 

~Jeff Walsh (LHU Recreation Management Professor)  

 

If you were asked to describe your home town, what would 

you say about it? If Lock Haven is not your home town and 

you were asked to describe it, what would you say about 

Lock Haven? Would those two place descriptions differ from 

one another? Do you have stronger feeling towards one than 

you do the other? Do you know the place you feel stronger 

about to better than you know the other place? Do you think 

your descriptions of these two places would differ from other 

individuals’ descriptions of the same places? Would there be 

similarities in the descriptions? Thinking about your answers 

to these questions and others, helps one to better understand 

the sense of place concept.  

 

Over the years, 

the sense of place 

concept has been 

an area of inquiry 

and research for 

human 

geographers, 

environmental 

psychologists, 

sociologists, social ecologists, historians, urban planners, and 

even those examining campus ecology.  Researchers in these 

fields, and others, have often explored the relationships 

between place, setting, or environment and the human 

behaviors that occur in those settings. Results from this line of 

research have, among other things, suggested that it is 

common for individuals to develop a “sense of a place” as a 
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direct result of their interaction(s) and experience(s) of a place 

and its unique combination of characteristics or attributes.  

 

Although some critics of the sense of place concept refer to it 

as nebulous and therefore of limited research value, others 

have investigated the concept in an attempt to better 

understand how people feel, behave, and interact in particular 

settings. Thus over the years, sense of place has evolved from 

simply meaning “the general feeling people have about a 

specific place” to becoming a more sophisticated umbrella 

term for other place-related concepts such as place 

attachment, place identity, and place dependence.  

 

Many researchers investigating the sense or meaning of place 

believe that individuals, through interacting with a place, 

often become “attached” to that place. Place attachment 

research has generally conceptualized this attachment as 

consisting of two distinctly different components: place 

identity- the emotional attachment to a place as a form of self-

identity or “this place, in some way, represents who I am; and 

place dependence- a valuing a place for its activity-related 

attributes or as a setting for action (i.e. you become attached 

to a place because of its usefulness for satisfying your needs 

and goals).  

 

Sense of place research has also uncovered a communality of 

place where a place embodies shared meanings as a symbol of 

cultural significance. This communality of place or the “social 

imageability” of place can become a rallying point for 

community action. Locally, the community action, the 

debates, and the unrest sparked by the dike levee project or 

the Drake dump site in Lock Haven was quite likely due to 

the fact that some people’s sense of Lock Haven was 
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threatened by either, or both, projects. It is this potential 

power of sense of place that makes it so alluring. For it seems 

intuitive that if one could increase the tangibility of a sense of 

place to the point where other community members shared a 

communal sense of place, many issues such as sustainability, 

global warming, pollution, environmental justice, and quality 

of life would seem to be far less formidable.   

 

The West Branch of the Susquehanna (April 2008) 

~Md. Khalequzzaman (LHU Geology Professor)  

 

Not enough can be said about the role that water plays in our 

life. Water is life, and rivers are the lifelines that connect 

communities. Since the amount of water is not increasing, but 

the population that relies on that water is growing fast, 

humans are putting increasing pressure on this limited 

resource. Accordingly, water has become a major source of 

conflict, and some believe that the next world war will not be 

fought over land, but over water. In many parts of the world 

both the availability and the quality of water are steadily 

declining. Developmental pressure, changes in the land-use 

practices, and climate change are contributing to deterioration 

of the quality of water in the world, including the water in our 

own backyard – Pennsylvania.  

 

Here in the heartland of Pennsylvania we are blessed with a 

fair amount of surface water and groundwater. The major 

source of our water in central Pennsylvania is the West 

Branch of Susquehanna River and its numerous tributaries. 

Water in the West Branch drains parts of 12 counties and is 

the thread that connects over half a million people living 

within its 3,345 sq. miles of watershed. The West Branch also 

connects our two campuses at Lock Haven and Clearfield. In 
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2005, in recognition of her breathtaking beauty, the West 

Branch of Susquehanna River was named the “River of the 

Year” by the Commonwealth of Pennsylvania. Unfortunately, 

in the same year, the Susquehanna River was also named 

“America’s Most Endangered River” by American Rivers, a 

national conservation organization. How can the “River of the 

Year” be the “Most Endangered River” in the same year? The 

truth is that our beautiful river is seriously ill. We need to 

work tirelessly to cure her ill so that she can serve us well in 

years to come. While we have enough water to meet the needs 

of our current population and projected population growth in 

the immediate future, we face serious challenges in terms of 

the quality of that water.  

 

One major source of pollution is acid mine drainage (AMD) 

that discharges over six tons of toxic metals annually into the 

West Branch and 

ultimately the Chesapeake 

Bay. AMD is the legacy of 

unregulated coal mining 

activities in Pennsylvania, 

and it renders the water 

unsuitable for aquatic life. 

Millions of dollars have 

been spent over the last 

few decades for various 

types of AMD treatment facilities, but the end is not in sight. 

The total cost for treatment of the acid drainage will exceed 

$16 billion and will take several decades. Once the river and 

its tributary streams are restored there is tremendous 

potential for tourism dollars through recreational fishing.  
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Another serious problem is nutrient and sediment pollution 

from agricultural and urban run-off as well as wastewater 

discharge. Since the mid 1980s, the federal government and 

the six states that form the Chesapeake Bay watershed (NY, 

PA, MD, DE, VA, and WV) have taken initiatives to clean up 

the bay. The latest initiative is termed as the Chesapeake 2000 

Agreement. Under this agreement, Pennsylvania's goal is to 

reduce the amount of nitrogen in its rivers from 112 million 

pounds to 72 million pounds, and the amount of phosphorus 

from 3.5 million pounds to 2.3 million pounds. Seven years 

into the agreement, the goal is far from fulfilled. It is unlikely 

that Pennsylvania and other states involved will be able to 

accomplish the goals set for 2010. The main obstacles to the 

cleanup efforts include lack of coordination and commitments 

in Washington, lack of federal and state funds required to 

improve the outdated sewage treatment facilities (123 in PA), 

and conflict among the various groups involved in the 

cleanup. For example, although agriculture remains the major 

contributor of sediment and nutrient pollutions, local sewage 

treatment plants face a state and federal mandate to upgrade 

the existing facilities. Since few funds have been provided, 

many local governments and municipalities feel that they are 

being targeted unfairly and have filed a lawsuit against the 

state government challenging this mandate.  

 

Should the Chesapeake Bay cleanup be a priority issue for the 

people living in the West Branch of Susquehanna River 

watershed? The answer is yes, absolutely. The Chesapeake 

Bay is a true national treasure and a unique ecosystem. 

Furthermore, many businesses in central Pennsylvania are 

dependent on the crabs and fishes from the bay, and many 

Pennsylvanians enjoy recreational opportunities available in 

and around the bay. A large share of pollutants that impair 
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the bay originates in our own backyards, and it is our moral 

obligation to do our part. But we also need to clean our rivers 

to improve the quality of life and the economy of our region. 

It is only through a cleaner environment that we will be able 

to reclaim the true glory of the sparking river that nestles in 

the heartland of Pennsylvania. Together we can transform the 

West Branch of Susquehanna River from being an impaired 

body of lifeless water into a true gem that bustles with life. 

 

Rails to Trails (April 2008) 

~Lenny Long (LHU Recreation Professor)  

 

At its peak in 1920, the U.S. railroad system had 300,000 miles 

of track. However, the increasing popularity of the 

automobile and the airplane led to 

a significant drop in railroad 

travel. Today, only half of the 

original rail network is still in 

place, and each year the railroads 

abandon an additional l2,000 

miles of track.  As rails were 

removed, hikers and bicyclists 

discovered the opportunity to be 

immersed in nature by traversing 

these rail corridors. The 

abandoned rail beds are flat and 

gently curved, and they bordered 

formerly unreachable scenic destinations, connecting 

communities to the countryside. The strong interest in these 

abandoned railways served as a catalyst for support 

organizations to formally address the various issues 

associated with the conversion efforts. As a result, the Rails-

to-Trails Conservancy (RTC) was founded in1986, “as non-
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profit organization working with communities to preserve 

unused rail corridors by transforming them into trails, 

enhancing the health of America’s environment, economy, 

neighborhoods and people.” The RTC cites that there are well 

over 1,000 trails extending more that 14,000 miles throughout 

the US. Furthermore, there are an additional 1,200 projects 

underway that will add approximately 18,000 more miles to 

this extensive system.  

 

The RTC has documented many benefits of this trails 

conversion program. They include 1) the promotion of 

tourism and economic development, 2) the preservation of the 

nation’s industrial heritage, 3) the provision of a safe place to 

walk or bike, 4) the cleaning of abandoned industrial sites, 5) 

the encouragement of alternative transportation routes, and 6) 

the preservation of natural corridors and native species.  

 

One local Rail-to-Trails project, the Pine Creek Trail, was 

recently voted by USA Today as one of the “10 great places to 

take a bike tour.” This 60-mile long trail travels through the 

Pine Creek Gorge. The Jersey Shore end of the trail is only 12 

miles from Lock Haven University and provides the outdoor 

enthusiast with endless vistas, frequent glimpses wildlife, and 

a nature bonding experience that will increase the user’s 

attachment to central Pennsylvania.  

 

A new Rails-to-Trails initiative would like to develop a 12-14 

mile connector trail from Castanea Township to the current 

trail head in Jersey Shore, bringing the trail even closer to 

campus. This projected adjunct will provide hikers and biking 

enthusiasts with significant historical and heritage 

interpretations, beginning with the renovated rail station in 

Castanea. There are also plans to include a number of fitness 
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stations and a variety of supporting amenities (benches, bike 

racks, and picnic tables) to enhance the outdoor enthusiast’s 

experience.  

 

This Rails-to-Trails system is a terrific opportunity to 

experience the natural wonders of Central Pennsylvania. Get 

out and bike or hike and experience central Pennsylvania.  

 

Our Relationship with the Environment (September 2008) 

~Joan Whitman Hoff (LHU Philosophy Professor)  

 

When we think of relationships, we often think of the people 

in our lives and the different types of bonds we have with 

each of them. Whether we are children or parents, teachers or 

students, buyers or sellers, our relationships play significant 

roles in our lives and, perhaps, help us to define us. In many 

ways, the people in our lives help us to live and grow in the 

world. Often, respect for the "other" in those relationships is 

one of the basic values we hold – or know we should hold. 

We often assume that people have "integrity" as humans and 

deserve to be treated in a particular way. We may give thanks 

for them, and to them, throughout our lives, though 

sometimes only after something awakens us and reminds us 

not to take them for granted.  

 

 In a similar manner, it might be helpful for us to think about 

the kind of relationship we have with the environment. Of 

course, we can think about the different ways in which the 

environment manifests itself: culturally, socially, biologically, 

etc., and each of these may hold their own special meaning for 

us. It is also possible, and necessary, to consider how we 

interact with the environment itself and how we see ourselves 

in relation to it. Sometimes, we may take the environment for 
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granted and not be as respectful as we should be. Sometimes, 

it may be invisible to us as we move through our busy lives.  

 

 The word ‘relationship’ refers to a connection or alliance … a 

common origin. Surely, we share much with the environment; 

yet, perhaps because it remains in the ‘background’, or at least 

we think it does, we don’t often see it as we should, nor treat 

it as we should. We may take it for granted and view it only 

in terms of what it can do for us. Or, it may remain invisible 

to us as we move through the day with tunnel vision, trying 

to satisfy our own needs.  

 

 For some, the anthropocentric (human-centered) view is used 

to legitimate the use, and abuse, of the environment. Even 

though people, arguably, are the most important entities in 

our relationships, we may not think about the impact our 

actions toward the environment might have on those we love. 

For others, like Eagle Man, “We are all related,” and we 

cannot separate who we are or what we do, and the human 

relationships we have, fully from the environment. We are 

because it is. This non-anthropocentric view requires us to 

recognize what ‘mother earth’ has given us, and it reminds us 

that we should give thanks to it and for it.  

 

 Environmental slogans such as, “Love your mother” and 

“Hug a tree” might seem silly to some, but they surely can 

serve as reminders that we owe much to the environment and 

the world around us as we do to those with whom we share 

our lives. These reminders can wake us up and help us to 

recognize that our tunnel vision may leave us with an 

incomplete view of the world, and no trees left to hug.  
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Just as a neglected human relationship often results in a 

breakup, and lots of shouting and screaming along the way, a 

neglected relationship with the environment may lead to the 

environment shouting at us in a different manner. As Eagle 

Man says, Mother Earth is showing signs of being weary from 

our lack of respect. Its resources are being exploited, it water 

begin wasted, and its air being polluted. We cannot continue 

to take without giving something back in return; we cannot 

continue to be cared for and not care in return.  

 

 John Locke (17th 

century) told us that 

we should be mindful 

that the things of the 

world are not ours to 

abuse; rather, they are 

gifts. We need to be 

mindful that they are 

to be used 

respectfully, keeping 

in mind that others have needs for these things, too. This 

requires us to at least consider the value of all things in the 

world, and not just us.  

 

 Any relationship requires give and take. One that only takes 

will soon surely see its demise. The earth is shouting to us in a 

variety of ways, asking us to wake up, see its beauty, take care 

of it, and give it a little respect. If we choose not to do so, there 

may be nothing, and no one, left to hug, nothing and no one 

to whom we can relate.  

 

 Maybe it’s time to give your Mother a call. 
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Fall Perspective (November 2008) 

~Nathan Fought (LHU Alum) 

 

 
 

Lock Haven History (November 2008) 

~Danielle Tolton (LHU Alum)  

 

One of the goals of the Environmental Focus Group is to 

develop an awareness of the history of central Pennsylvania. 

A good place to start is the city of Lock Haven itself, which is 

celebrating its 175th year anniversary. In the eighteenth 

century, Iroquois and Lenni-Lenape (or Delaware) Indians 

lived throughout this region. In the late 1700’s, the city 

became settled by European loggers and traders. During this 

time one of the earliest frontier forts was established along the 

Susquehanna River, near the Jay Street Bridge. Fort Reed, as it 

was known, became a frequented traveler’s stop. In 1833 

Jeremiah Church and his brother Willard saw the potential of 

the area for logging and trading, so they formally founded the 

town, naming it Lock Haven for the canal locks (a way of 

moving boats from level to level) and because it was an ideal 

resting place for travelers. By 1859, the railroad had reached 
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Lock Haven, further boosting its population. In 1870 Central 

State Normal School was founded by Albert N. Raub, and in 

1983 this college became Lock Haven University.  

 

By the end of the nineteenth century the timber resources 

were being depleted, and Lock Haven turned to 

manufacturing. In the 1930’s, the Piper Aircraft Corporation 

began producing small planes, eventually becoming the 

leading employer of the area for the next fifty years. The 

company relocated to Florida in the 1980s, devastating the 

economy and bumping the unemployment rate up to 20%. 

Although the economy eventually recovered, the economic 

loss during that time was felt strongly by the citizens and 

inhabitants. The aircraft plant was purchased soon after and 

The Piper Aviation Museum was set up in memory of the 

airplane industry.  

 

Throughout its history, a major problem for Lock Haven has 

been flooding from the Susquehanna River. After a major 

flood damaged the city in 1972, the town finally built a 6.5 

mile levee. Completed in 1994, the levee provides 

opportunities for exercise and appreciation of the beauty of 

Lock Haven. Lock Haven currently has 9, 149 residents. 

Famous people from Lock Haven include Alison Bechdel 

(cartoonist), Robbie Gould (NFL kicker for the Patriots, 

Ravens, & Bears), and John French Sloan (artist). 

 

Rover of the River (February 2009) 

~Horace F. "Buck" Hanna, Jr. (Retired Lock Haven High 

School History Teacher)  

 

Back in the old days, we Hanna boys of West Main Street had 

a canoe; a holdover from the dissolution of the Hanna-Tidlow 
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Canoe rental business. Our dad, Horace F. Hanna, regularly 

competed in canoe races on the Susquehanna River. He kept 

one beautiful “Old Town” eighteen footer canoe that we kids 

used regularly on the river. We were always warned by our 

parents to stay on the North side of Boom Island. This was 

because of the infusion of sewage on the Lock Haven side 

(fortunately, this problem has since been corrected).  

 

During our various and sundry canoeing excursions we were 

adopted by an unusual dog; a mongrel really. He had the 

body of a sheepdog but the short legs of a beagle. He handled 

his unusual make-up with serene dignity. We Hanna Boys 

had no choice in the matter; this convivial canine adopted us. 

We loved him! We named him “Rover” (ok, so we weren't 

very original).  

 

Rover was with us in all of our fun times at Boom Island. But 

he completely ignored us while he was savagely pursuing 

rabbits. He never caught any of these rabbits, but, he was 

relentless in the chase.  

 

Rover’s love life was unique. He somehow found a partner 

upriver in Queen’s Run (5 miles upriver). Sensing that it was 

romance time through some weird clairvoyance, he’d go up 

the Renovo Road, clamber down the bank and swim to his 

lady love’s place. We’d learn of his amorous advances when 

we’d get a phone call informing us: “He’s up here again.” So, 

one of us would have to drive up and retrieve Lothario.  

 

Despite this (or perhaps because of it) Rover had strong 

religious commitments. Every Sunday he’d walk the three 

blocks to meet and greet arriving parishioners at I. C. Church 

with much tail-wagging fawning. He became a fixture and 
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many worshippers knew him by name. Rover managed the 

attention with great aplomb.  

 

Years rolled by and we grew up. Our old faithful canoe went 

the way of the Titanic. Different, more exciting activities 

demanded our attentions. Rover moved away, and we didn't 

see him anymore.  Many years later whilst quaffing a 

brewskie in the old Grove Street Mohawk Grill (currently, The 

Saloon), an elderly gent I knew named Harry Ryan asked me, 

“Do you remember a dog named Rover?”  

 

“Yes, I certainly do,” I replied. “Well” says Harry, “If you 

want to see him once again come over to my place. Rover’s 

lying in the gutter, and we’ve got barricades around him. He 

can’t move. He’s going to die; soon.”  

 

I thanked Harry and the next morning drove over. There he 

was…Rover of the river, the dog of my boyhood, lying in the 

gutter, unmoving. I knelt and talked to him for a while, 

shedding a few tears in memory of sunshiny days of 

yesteryear. Final goodbyes hurt.  

 

Farewell…Old Rover…Long may you swim the river and 

roam the skies. 

 

Natural Gas in the State Forest (March 2009) 

~Butch Davey (Retired Sproul State Forest Forester)  

 

In 1955 the Pennsylvania Legislature enacted legislation 

which authorized leasing of oil and gas rights on State Forest 

land. As a District Forester, I've seen first-hand the 

consequences of this drilling on our public lands, and I'm 

deeply concerned about the drilling in the Marcellus Shale.  
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In the 1950s the 

Leidy field 

produced natural 

gas on both private 

land and state 

forest land. On 

state forest land the 

leasing and 

production was 

managed from the 

Central Office in 

Harrisburg. The local forest districts had no input on well 

location, road construction, or pipeline construction. The 

District Forester was notified of gas well development after 

the fact. Foresters were dispatched to the well sites to mark 

the trees which had already been cut and piled like 

jackstraws. The access roads to well sites invariably were too 

steep and not drained properly. Once drilling of a gas well 

started there was no mechanism or authority for the District 

Forester to halt drilling activities because of adverse weather 

conditions. As a result, many state forest roads were torn 

apart by heavy hauling during rain periods and during spring 

thaw. In 1955 the legislators created the Oil and Gas Fund for 

conservation to expand public forests and parks and lessen 

the impact of oil and gas development.  

 

In the late 1960s a massive fish kill occurred from a well being 

drilled in the Susquehannock State Forest, upstream from 

Cross Fork. The breastwork of the sludge pit containing 

drilling fluids failed, and the contents flowed down the 

mountainside to the creek and killed thousands of fish and 

destroyed the macroinvertebrates that were food for the fish.  
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The natural gas storage facility at Tamarack uses abandoned 

wells for storage of natural gas. Many of the storage wells are 

located in Sproul State Forest and the Susquehannock State 

Forest, and they are connected by major interstate 

transmission pipelines and smaller in-field pipelines. The 

facilities are plainly visible from the air as a fragmentation of 

a large block of forest.  

 

In the early 1970s there was a major natural gas well fire on 

Rager Mountain in Cambria County, near the Gallitzin State 

Forest. The fireball burned for several weeks before it was 

extinguished (another major fire occurred in Clinton County 

in September 2008). In the 1970s many Americans became 

more aware of the environmental problems facing the nation. 

Protests led to legislation, and in 1973 the Department of 

Environmental Resources was created, and soil erosion and 

sedimentation laws and regulations were established. 

Pollution of exceptional value streams in northwestern 

Pennsylvania from improper oil and gas exploration led to the 

birth of the Bureau of Oil and Gas within the Department of 

Environmental Resources. Regulations required permits that 

included the location of the well, a soil erosion and 

sedimentation plan, and permits for stream crossings.  

 

In the 1980s, the Sproul State Forest was the scene of another 

extensive natural gas play. In July 1982 a shallow gas well was 

drilled by Eastern States Exploration Company on state forest 

land near the Marsh Creek Trail in Centre County. The well 

was very successful and started the Council Run Field. 

Muddy ruts and a churned-up well site enabled the Sproul 

staff to convince the central office that district oversight was 

desperately needed. There were many confrontations with 
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Eastern States concerning the company’s field operations and 

the roughshod treatment of the precious public forest 

environment. Nearly all of the gas wells drilled by Eastern 

States were drilled with private investor money, and wells of 

marginal production went on line to keep investors interested. 

There was no substantial bond requirement for plugging 

unproductive wells, so many of them were just abandoned. 

Eventually, Eastern States added staff which understood the 

problems and cooperated with Sproul staff to improve field 

operations. Other gas companies also drilled wells, and each 

of these companies went through the same environmental 

learning process.  

 

During this time, many thousands of acres of State Forest 

were fragmented into 40 acre woodlots by the well sites, 

pipelines, and access roads. The well site areas and pipelines 

were seeded to grasses and shrubs. But no follow-up 

maintenance is required, and over time these sites become 

barren. The access roads are gated for security of the well, but 

off-road vehicles can gain access and accelerate soil erosion 

and sedimentation. Forest fragmentation also invites the 

establishment of invasive plant and animal species, which are 

adverse to sustainability of forest ecosystems.  

 

Since 1982 four different gas companies have operated the 

leases within the Council Run Gas Field, which is not an 

unusual situation. A well starts out with excellent production, 

but then productivity falls off as the reserves are depleted. 

Companies are anxious to sell these leases, and often the next 

owner has fewer financial resources to operate the leases. 

These “po boy” operators cannot maintain operations and 

will sell to a company lower in the food chain until the wells 

are abandoned. Pennsylvania is dotted with over a thousand 
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of these "orphan wells" which are not plugged and become 

environmental hazards. This scenario is similar to the 

situation that followed the cutting of the original forests and 

the extraction of coal.  

 

There is great excitement by many for the opportunity to 

make it big with the Marcellus Shale Gas exploration effort, 

but the pitfalls are many and could leave our children’s 

children with a degraded place to live.  

 

Extraction of natural gas from Marcellus Shale requires well 

sites at least four times the area of the shallow gas wells of the 

Council Run Field. As much as nine million gallons of water 

per well is needed to stimulate the flow of gas. To haul the 

water from rivers or major streams to the tops of the 

mountains, thousands of tankers will use township, private 

and state forest roads, which are not engineered for this 

continuous pounding. Many bridges on these routes have low 

weight limits creating a safety hazard. The fluids from 

“fracking” the wells must be treated at a sewage treatment 

plant before being discharged into waters of the 

Commonwealth, which will mean more sewage plant 

construction and added costs. With thousands of potential gas 

wells in northcentral and northeastern Pennsylvania, much of 

the vast forest area will be fragmented permanently. The earth 

moving construction could cause massive soil erosion and 

sedimentation, and these areas will become breeding grounds 

for invasive species.  

 

During the life of the Marcellus Gas play there will be 

numerous gas companies, lease farm outs, lease transfers, and 

a proliferation of “Po boy” operations resulting in orphan 

wells. Private landowners will essentially give up their 
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surface rights since the mineral owner has the right to extract 

minerals including gas and oil. Some leases are so vague that 

once they are signed, anything goes. The Department of 

Environmental Protection Bureau of Oil and Gas is primarily 

a permitting agency and has an insufficient staff to enforce the 

regulations relating to environmental protection and protect 

the environment against these threats.  

 

Reading the children’s book The Lorax by Dr. Seuss to my 

grandchildren brings home the lesson that we need to 

carefully conserve the natural resources of Pennsylvania on 

both private and public land. It is up to us to start living in a 

sustainable way so that future generations won’t be saddled 

with mistakes we made because of a myopic view of natural 

resource limitations or outright greed. We must look at past 

oil and gas practices, learn from mistakes and provide 

protection for private landowners and public lands so that 

future generations will be able to enjoy living and working in 

Penn’s Woods. 

   

 Gas Development: A Landowner's Perspective (March 2009) 

~Jamie Walker (LHU Distributed Systems Specialist)  

 

A story that I have not seen told in the newspapers or 

television news reports concerns the effects of gas exploration 

from a private property owner’s viewpoint. I have had 

personal experience of shallow gas well development on my 

family’s property (the Elk Sands formation not the Marcellus 

Shale). My experiences have not been pleasant—aggravating 

and disheartening would be a more accurate way to describe 

them. I am concerned that many more landowners will share 

my viewpoint as the Marcellus Shale is developed.  
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We purchased the property in 1999 for recreational purposes: 

hunting, fishing, cross country skiing, and camping. The 

property sits in the headwaters of the Baker Run Watershed in 

Clinton County. Baker Run has a reproducing population of 

wild brook trout and the lower sections of the stream are 

stocked by the Pennsylvania Fish and Boat Commission. 

Route 120 is the only paved road in the watershed and it 

crosses the main stem approximately 100 yards upstream 

from its confluence with the West Branch of the Susquehanna 

River. The majority of the watershed is covered by the Sproul 

State Forest with some private property in the headwaters. 

We bought the “surface rights,” which translates to the right 

to pay taxes and use the surface for recreation. The “timber 

rights” and “mineral rights” had been separated from the real 

estate and sold several decades ago. There were not any 

existing gas wells on the property, and when we asked the 

realtor about gas development, he replied, “They haven’t 

drilled in 20 years and they probably won’t drill in the 

future.” As it turns out, this statement was a blatant lie or 

huge misconception because within five years, two wells were 

drilled on our property: one in 2004 and the next in 2005, by 

Texas Keystone Incorporated (TKI) of Pittsburgh. By not 

owning the mineral rights, we are entitled to zero royalties, 

but are fully entitled to the impacts of gas well development 

including loss of timber, destruction of access roads, increased 

sedimentation of our streams, deforestation, and habitat 

fragmentation. My favorite impacts are the 24-hour serenades 

of Caterpillar bulldozers and drilling rigs. The sounds carry 

great distances in the cool evening air. We also experience the 

regular disruption of well tenders checking the wells.  

 

Some of the impacts that occurred on our property during 

well development were large pieces of construction 
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equipment blocking access to our camp, dozens of people 

without identification walking around our property, and 

littering by the construction crews. We've had the experience 

of watching equipment operators dredge an exceptional value 

wetland, and we've watched a wild trout stream become so 

polluted with sediment that it looked like chocolate Yoo-hoo. 

When we followed that stream upslope to an artesian spring 

that we used to drink from, we saw it bubble and boil and 

spew sediment for 72 hours.  

 

Enforcement by the DEP's Department of Oil and Gas was 

rather lackadaisical. The wetland was at the base of a steep 

slope and part of a complex of wetlands that feed the 

headwaters of Tarkiln Branch of Baker Run. The DEP 

inspector from the Meadville office looked at the dredged 

wetland and said “that doesn’t look too bad.” I pointed out 

that TKI didn't have a permit to impact the wetland. He still 

insisted that the impact was minor and that no action was 

necessary even though a law had been broken (PA Code 25 § 

105.17 and 18a). I followed up with a complaint to the Army 

Corps of Engineers, which resulted in a citation of TKI for 

violating the Federal Cleanwater Act section 404. TKI was 

forced to restore the wetland.  

 

An additional water quality violation occurred when the 

second well was drilled. The drilling bit punctured the aquifer 

that fed an artesian spring. The sediment flowed from the 

aquifer to the spring and into the stream so that you could not 

see the bottom of the stream. There was not a direct fish kill 

that we observed, but the pollution did occur in the fall when 

brook trout spawn. The stream was polluted for 72 hours, and 

an unmeasured load of sediment was dumped into an 

exceptional value stream. I contacted the North Central DEP 



25 

 

office, and they dispatched a staff person. The drilling 

operations were supposed to be suspended for a period of 

time so that concrete could be pumped down the borehole to 

seal it from the aquifer. The driller was fined $5000 dollars 

and allowed to continue. The fine might seem significant, but 

the well will produce hundreds of thousands of dollars in 

profit. So the fine is really just a cost of doing business. In 

both of these incidents, the take home message is: if the 

violation would not have been reported by the property 

owner it would have been overlooked by the DEP gas 

inspector. DEP cannot possibly monitor all of the well sites it 

has issued permits for, so citizens should assist with the 

enforcement by reporting violations.  

 

The purpose of the article is to give first-hand examples of the 

reality of gas well drilling and bring attention to the hazards 

of gas exploration and development in central Pennsylvania. 

The events occurred in an exceptional value watershed, a gem 

in the crown of the PA Wilds. If the impacts are allowed to 

occur in the “best of the best” watersheds, what will happen 

in the rest of the West Branch of the Susquehanna River 

watershed? What will the PA Wilds look like in 50 years if 

drilling is not closely monitored? What will the PA Wilds look 

like if monies are not collected to restore abandoned wells and 

well sites at the beginning of the drilling boom when the wells 

are very profitable? We can compare the effects of timber 

extraction and coal extraction and then draw parallels. I think 

we will see impacted streams, severely fragmented forests, 

and thousands of abandoned well sites. This just doesn’t seem 

like the way to protect and preserve a “wild” place. 
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Wood Frogs and Vernal Pools (April 2009) 

~Mark Smith 

 

Vernal pools are crucibles of creation this time of year, 

temporary wetlands vital for the survival of frogs, 

salamanders, newts, and toads. They are fragile habitats, 

easily disturbed, but because they dry out there are no fish to 

prey upon the young. A safe haven, in other words, but it can 

be a race against time for amphibians to reproduce before the 

pools dry up for the summer months.  

 

I’ve been visiting a vernal 

pool these past weeks, just 

to see what quickens and 

when. I follow the 

Kammerdiner Run out of 

Castanea up to its source 

between two ancient folds 

of Bald Eagle Mountain, and 

then beyond where the pool sits like a green navel in the high 

plateau of the forest. Each time I take this walk, somewhere 

along that gently climbing trail, these words of John 

Burroughs have come to mind: “the place to observe nature is 

where you are; the walk to take to-day is the walk you took 

yesterday. You will not find just the same things: both the 

observed and the observer have changed; the ship is on 

another tack in both cases.”  

 

Vernal pools take some pretty wild tacks this time of year. 

Five weeks ago we had a low of nine degrees and the pool 

was locked in ice. Three weeks ago we hit sixty and the wood 

frogs suddenly arrived. Wood frogs are among the first to 

announce the coming of spring. They are extremely hardy, the 
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only American frog that lives above the Arctic Circle, and 

they have the incredible ability to survive winter under leaf 

litter by simply freezing. They cease breathing, and as much 

as 35-45% of their bodies can freeze solid. When the weather 

thaws so do they, and then it’s time to head to the pools.  

 

The call of a single wood frog is often described as a chuckle 

or a quack but join 5000 or more together and from a distance 

you have something that sounds rather like a factory running 

overtime. At the sound, my pace quickened and a smile 

spread across my face.   I arrived to a wild throng of frogs, 

heads and eyes poking above the water, throat sacs swelling. 

Wood frogs are daytime creatures (diurnal) and hundreds 

more were arriving on all sides through the sunny woods, 

converging in groups of three or four, leapfrogging through 

the leaf litter to get to the pool. The southern third of the pool, 

more shaded by the bare trees, was still covered in ice, and 

the frogs on that side hopped bravely across the white 

expanse to reach open water. All stared intently forward, 

drawn to the pool by the overpowering chorus, and by 

something less tangible to us humans, some complex aroma 

of home, perhaps.  

 

I sat leaning against a tree, and as frogs passed by I picked 

them up to look at them. They cowered in my hand, yes, but 

what struck me most was some ancient, unperturbed calm 

reflected in the eyes. These frogs were in it for the ages. These 

frogs could sit in my hand and wait me out. One pair arrived 

already locked in amplexus, that implacable union of male 

and female frog. I picked them up and the male, adjusting his 

Heimlich grip around the female, seemed about to squeeze 

the breath and the eggs right out of his mate. The male was 

smaller and darker, while the female was fat with eggs and 
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covered in brighter shades of pink and tan and green. I looked 

at the golden iris, the calm black pupil, and these frogs looked 

right through me, right past my species altogether. They were 

primordial and holy. I intercepted them as they passed, felt 

the warmth of my hand bleed into their cold bellies, then 

released them to their humble, necessary destinies.  

 

One week later I returned to the vernal pool, the forest navel. 

As I approached I listened for the frogs but there was nothing. 

I met instead an eerie, high-ground silence and found that the 

wood frogs—every last one of them—had vanished, 

dispersed for another year into the surrounding woods. Their 

part in the creation was done, and all that remained were the 

eggs: globs of eggs big as softballs, all clumped in a single mat 

maybe five by twenty-five feet. Red-spotted newts had taken 

the frogs’ place, and I found them paired off as well, clasped 

together in the midst of the jelly.  

 

I grabbed a handful of slick eggs and examined them in the 

sun. There was no definition to the embryos yet, but they 

were not spherical either, not like black peppercorns, though 

they were about that size. They were headstrong, blunt 

commas with the makings of head and tail. They had 

direction and purpose. A hundred sharp, black possibilities 

developing quickly in the palm of my hand and heading into 

another spring, another quickened round of beautiful life. 

 

Toadstools and Other Mushroom-like Fungi (April 2009) 

~Dr. Barrie E. Overton (LHU Biology Professor)  

 

Early spring is one of my favorite times of the year. 

Mushrooms are blooming, the deer and turkey are active, the 

temperature is cool, and the bug population is just starting to 
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heat up. It is also the time of year I am often asked, what is the 

difference between a mushroom and a toadstool.  

 

In the loosest possible terms a mushroom has a fruit-body like 

an apple that is the site of meiosis or gamete formation (think 

sperm and eggs). Mushrooms do not have seeds like an apple, 

but they produce spores, which are spread like seeds. 

Mushrooms (like the ones we eat on pizza) produce their 

spores on clubs called basidia, usually located on the gill 

portion of a fruit-body which is called a basidiocarp. 

Mushrooms are different from other fungi, such as those 

which produce their spores in sacs, called asci, found in 

folded regions of the fruit-body, which is called an ascocarp. 

A prime example of this type of fungus is the “morel” 

(pictured to the left), which should start popping up in 

several weeks in mass in Pennsylvania. There are many 

“morel” festivals held at the end of April, beginning of May 

throughout the Northeast and Midwest, complete with wine 

tasting and music. In fact, this is the only mushroom-like 

fungus that has caused fist fights among collectors. The 

problem is that the word "mushroom" is often used--

incorrectly--by non-scientists and scientists as an umbrella 

term to cover fungi in both groups.  

 

The term "toadstool" has a completely different origin. The 

word "toadstool" first appeared in printed form in 1495. A 

physician, Bartholomeus Angelicus in the thirteenth century 

compiled a nineteen-volume encyclopedia in Latin entitled De 

Proprietatibus Rerum (“On the Properties of Things”), which 

when translated included in its text the term "tadstoles." 

Bartholomeus Angelicus did not view fungi with great 

regard; and elsewhere referred to them as venomous mutes 

("mute" meant bird excrement). Bartholomeus had a strictly 
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mycophobic, or mushroom hating, interpretation of fungi, 

and consequently the term toadstool, then and now, typically 

refers to poisonous mushrooms. Nothing illustrates this better 

than the following poem from the Grete Herball, published in 

1526: "Fungi ben musheroms; there be two manners of them, 

one manner is deedly and slayeth them that eateth them and 

be called tode stoles, and the other doeth not."  

 

Despite the slanders of Angelicus, Herball, and other 

mycophobes, mushrooms have been consumed for a long 

time. Martial (A.D. 40-A.D. I02) writes in his Satires: 

“Argentum atque aurum facile est, laenam togamque miltere; 

Boletus miltere difficile est," or “it is easy to despise gold and 

silver but very hard to leave a plate of mushrooms 

untouched.” My favorite edible fungus can be found in the 

supermarket and is called Lentinula edodes, the shiitake. It is 

great chopped into small pieces and fried in a pan with garlic 

and butter, in soups, and cooked on the grill. Mushrooms also 

have health benefits. A polysaccaride called lentinan 

derivived from extracts of Lentinula edodes has been shown 

in clinical trials to reduce tumors in mice. For more 

information on the medicinal and toxic nature of fungal 

metabolites, I recommend the book, Mushrooms Poisons and 

Panaceas (Benjamin, 1995).  

 

So as a beginning “mycophile” (mushroom lover), what do 

you need to get started? The first step is to get your hands on 

field guides and introductory mycology textbooks. My 

favorite textbook is Introductory Mycology (Alexopoulos, Mims 

and Blackwell, 1996). There are generally two types of field 

guides, those with mainly pictures, and those with pictures 

and text. My favorite picture guide is Mushrooms of North 

America (Phillips, 1991). My favorite text and picture guide is 
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Mushrooms Demystified (Aurora, 1986). Another excellent and 

inexpensive field guide is The Audubon Society Field Guide to 

North American Mushrooms (Lincoff, 1981).  

 

A text and picture guide provides keys and references to 

additional information. Keys are short descriptions provided 

in series requiring you to make a decision about the fungus, 

thereby leading you to a specific species. I recommend that 

you become familiar with keys as they help you learn 

characteristics of fungi. If you purchased these books, you 

would be well on your way to understanding fungi and 

recognizing many of the fungi you will find on forays.  

 

The second step as you may have already guessed is actually 

collecting fungi on a foray, which is an event consisting on 

average of about 40 people, professional and amateur, that get 

together for several days, usually over a weekend for the 

collection and identification of fungi. As with any activity, 

forays draw people with a diversity of backgrounds from the 

beginner to the professional. I try to attend at least two forays 

a year and I would guess that about 80% of the fungi I 

recognize, I learned at forays from amateur and professional 

mycologists. It is not uncommon for me to be at a foray and to 

learn from an amateur mycologist a species I previously could 

not recognize. Both professional and self-taught mycologists 

will be in attendance so it is a great chance to network with 

others studying fungi. In our area, the Western PA Mushroom 

Club has weekly collections trips and all are welcome.  

 

The final step is to take good notes when collecting. For each 

mushroom you collect, record the date, location, and habitat 

where you were collecting. Pay particular attention to the 

color of the gills, whether the mushroom bruised when you 
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picked it up, what it smells like, the type of tree the 

mushroom was growing near, and anything else you can 

think of. Treat each collection like it was gold, take notes on it, 

and place it into its own collection bag (brown lunch bags 

work nicely).  

 

If you decide to cook and eat wild mushrooms, remember this 

saying, “There are old mycologists and bold mycologists, but 

there are no old, bold mycologists.” Unfortunately, it's true 

some toadstools--sorry I mean mushrooms--are extremely 

poisonous, so you have to be certain of what you are eating.  

 

Old Farm (October 2009) 

~Zach Fishel (LHU Alum)  

 

Once a year my family gathers at the old farm. I count the 

days down like a child waiting for Santa. The farm has been 

everything to me. We were raised up like the corn stalks on 

the very same soil, most of which is still deep in the fingers of 

our souls. The dirt road up to the farm from the highway is 

nothing more than an old forgotten path, but we like it that 

way. I can smell that last covering of manure on the fields 

mixing with the dying leaves as I get to where I need to be. I 

think time stops when I shut off the engine. I look at my 

memories come to life: the pole I ran into playing tag in the 

dark, the old porch swing where I kissed my first girlfriend, 

and the apple trees. I love those trees.  

 

Eventually everyone in my family makes it up the path. 

Family is a funny thing: no matter how much time passes or 

where we travel, we always come back to where we left off. 

My god son is getting big, walking now and we joke about 
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how our kids will grow up together and do the same things 

we did. I hope that this tradition will continue with my kids.  

 

The apple trees on the farm produce the greatest apple cider 

that has ever graced the planet. For as long as I can remember, 

I have been part of cider making. The magic lies beneath my 

feet though, and I have to pay homage. The soil is black and 

strong, just like the coffee we all down the morning we begin 

picking the apples. I love that burnt smell as it percolates on 

the rusty stove top. Dirt is the most underappreciated thing in 

the world. It has been crucial in my survival as a child. Poison 

ivy, bee stings, cuts; all have been cured over with a good 

coating of mud. I have probably eaten half my body weight in 

its crunchy grandeur due to backyard superbowls and miles 

of kicked up four wheeler dust. It has settled into my lungs 

often enough to keep my nose plugged through baseball 

games and picnics, but it just makes me stronger. The soil 

here brings life, and that is why we have been able to keep the 

farm for so long. We haven’t ever had a season that didn’t 

clear us financially for the year. It raises the crops faithfully 

and we till it and turn it without ceasing. Our bodies work in 

a similar fashion, constantly moving and producing results. 

All of this just to survive.  

 

I can’t help but wonder why I feel so connected when I come 

back to this place. I know it lies deeper than family and 

memories. Something in the spirit of this old farm pulls me in, 

and I can’t escape it. I know that when I am called home I 

want to be brought back and put in this soil. The daisies will 

look pretty blooming by my stone, a reminder that life will 

continue long after I’m gone. This assurance is what brings 

me to the farm. I guess God knew what he was doing when 

he made us from the dust and clay. 
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Walking, Birding, Becoming (December 2009) 

~Lynn A. Bruner (LHU Assistant Professor of Psychology)  

 

From 1997 until 2002, I worked in the Counseling Center at 

the School of the Art Institute of Chicago (SAIC), trundling 

back and forth daily on the elevated trains between my 

apartment in Evanston and my office in the Chicago Loop. 

After only a few weeks of work at SAIC, I realized that many 

of my art student clients were struggling with a sense of 

groundlessness. One painter complained that she felt 

smothered by the city. “The buildings press in on me from 

one side, and the lake presses in on the other side…I know 

that I should find Lake Michigan comforting but it is 

oppressive. I can’t breathe.” I realized that at home she was 

accustomed to spending great amounts of time outdoors: she 

was a hiker, a gardener, and a birdwatcher. In Chicago, she 

was literally cut off from the earth. In our second session, we 

went for a walk across Michigan Avenue to Grant Park. We 

took off our shoes and sat in the still-warm September grass. 

We listened to the moving leaves and to the songs of 

migrating birds. We breathed in the earth; we picked up grass 

and crushed it in our hands, smelling sharp sweetness. It was 

a refresher course in being grounded, for both of us. Having 

recently moved to Chicago from central Pennsylvania, I was 

also feeling disconnected. In fact, my search for home brought 

me back to Pennsylvania five years later. Home, to me, has 

always meant green and curving hills, trees full of birds, and a 

kind of grounding in the life of the earth that I could not find 

on city streets.  

 

Lately, the field of psychology has been increasingly tuned 

into issues of climate change, sustainability, and conservation. 
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In March 2008, the Monitor of Psychology, the monthly 

magazine of the American Psychological Association, 

included a number of articles on using the knowledge and 

techniques of psychology to help people change their 

behavior, thinking, and habits regarding the environment. It’s 

a recognition that in order for people to change their 

behaviors toward the planet, they are going to have to change 

their attitudes and emotions. They are going to have to feel a 

sense of personal responsibility and personal connection to 

the ecosystem, something that ecopsychologist M. Price calls a 

“positive, self-inclusive attitude toward nature.”  The interest 

of ecopsychology, then, is how to help overly urbanized, 

technologically dependent, ungrounded people to regain their 

connection to the earth.  

 

Richard Louv, author of Last Child in the Woods: Saving our 

Children from Nature Deficit-Disorder (2005), emphasizes that 

connecting to the earth is an issue of healthy psychological 

development. “Beyond the health and cognitive benefits 

children may gain from free and unstructured play outdoors, 

nature also provides them with a sense of wonder and a 

deeper understanding of our responsibility to take care of the 

Earth.” In the last twenty years, overdevelopment of open 

lands, increased parental and school-based structuring of 

children’s lives, and the enormous availability of video games 

and DVDs have pushed children indoors. But Wells found 

that children who spend more time playing outdoors actually 

show improved cognitive skills; another study by Wells and 

Evans found that access to nature and green spaces can help 

increase children’s resilience, or their ability to “bounce back” 

from stressful situations. In a 2004 study by Kuo and Taylor, 

researchers found that children with attention-deficit 

hyperactivity disorder showed significantly fewer symptoms 



36 

 

when they engaged in outdoor activities rather than indoor 

ones, even when they seemed to be expending a similar 

amount of energy. Because of these findings and others, Louv 

cofounded the Children and Nature Network, a national 

organization devoted to helping children reconnect with 

nature.  

 

Adults need to reconnect as well, and it doesn’t have to mean 

a trip to Yellowstone, a degree in environmental science, or 

the purchase of a kayak or an expensive pair of hiking boots. 

Spending time outdoors and paying attention may be enough 

to spur increased psychological well-being. Two summers 

ago, I was doing some off-duty counseling with my eight-

year-old niece. She had become increasingly fearful about 

thunderstorms, to the degree that she sometimes refused to go 

outdoors on overcast summer days. I helped her learn the 

names of cloud formations, encouraging her to learn to read 

the skies – to recognize stratocumulus and to understand just 

what was going on in those loud thundery explosions. At the 

same time, I helped her to connect to ways that she could 

calm herself by breathing deeply, grounding her feet, and 

calming her thoughts, so that she could feel more relaxed 

even on the truly stormy days. I was surprised to hear my 

sister say, “Until this worry about thunderstorms, I didn’t 

really notice clouds.” I realized that I often didn’t notice 

either: how often did I look up, on a given day, except to 

check whether I needed an umbrella? How often did I place 

my feet on the earth, rather than on streets and sidewalks? 

When was the last time I had explored my own back yard? 

And how did all of that contribute to my own level of stress?  

 

In a recently published book, Ecotherapy: Healing with Nature 

in Mind by Buzzell and Chalquist, psychotherapists are 
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encouraged to consider these issues when working with 

depressed and anxious clients. When clients keep a log of time 

spent outdoors, many are surprised to find that their average 

outdoor time may be as little as 15 minutes a day, walking 

between buildings and cars. Increasing environmental 

engagement can be a way to help people become more 

centered in themselves and connected to others; gardening, 

hiking, bird-watching, caring for pets, and becoming active in 

environmental conservation can all have healing value. 

Ecopsychology emphasizes that we must learn that we are a 

part of the greater world, lest we become trapped in the 

endlessly self-reflective worlds of our own making. Just a 

simple increase of outdoor time can help us understand this.  

 

How does this translate to everyday life? It doesn’t take much 

energy or time for me to stand still for a moment before 

getting into my car: to look up at the color of the sky, to feel 

the sun’s weight on my hair, to notice the juncos in the shrubs 

by the parking lot. I’ve been walking in my neighborhood 

more often, feeling the hills under my feet. And lately I’ve 

been taking a quiet moment every evening when I bring in 

my bird feeder, as I try to protect it from the predations of 

bears, raccoons, and the occasional enterprising possum. 

Some nights I can see the Milky Way, if I take my time, and 

don’t look at it directly. Why? Turns out that the rods in my 

eye, which are better than cones at seeing faint light, take a 

little while to fully activate (which is why it takes time for our 

eyes to adjust to a dark room). Also, there are more rods 

involved in peripheral vision. So if I take my time outdoors in 

the dark, and am willing to gaze off into the distance, I’ll see 

the Milky Way and better experience the great depth of the 

night sky. I breathe in the night air in brightening starlight: 

wood smoke and oncoming frost. I plant my feet. I look. 
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When I come back into the artificial light of my house, I 

always feel a little more human. More of a thinking, sensing, 

noticing, temporary resident of the planet. Just like you. 
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A Woolrich Expedition (February 2010) 

~Alyssa Davis (LHU Alumna)  

 

I’m driving on Route 220 a mere five miles from Lock Haven 

on a very brisk Pennsylvania afternoon. As I veer onto the 

McElhattan/Woolrich exit, I know I'm almost there—only a 

few minutes left of my road trip to The Woolrich Company 

Store in Woolrich, PA.  
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Founded in 1830 by 

John Rich and Daniel 

McCormick, Woolrich 

has a rich history. The 

company began by 

making wool army 

blankets during the 

Civil War. Later 

Woolrich clothing 

became a popular staple of American outdoor life, and now it 

is an integral part of the “Heritage Chic” fashion trend which 

celebrates nostalgic Americana fashion. But for me, Woolrich 

also holds a personal history. I have fond childhood memories 

of my trips to the outlet. I used to fantasize about an extensive 

Woolrich wardrobe filled with cozy sweaters, smart wool 

vests, fuzzy flap hats, and enough Buffalo Check to make one 

dizzy. In my dream, I would sport all of this gear while 

staring out the giant window of my custom- built log home, 

outfitted with—of course—the Woolrich Home line. I’d sip 

my hot cocoa and sit in my favorite piece of furniture-- the 

overstuffed, pine cone-printed chair that resides in the living 

room.  

 

Given childhood dreams like that, you can imagine my 

excitement when I won Woolrich's Holiday Giveaway. I 

wanted to do much of my holiday shopping at Woolrich 

anyway, but when I got that stocking full of Woolrich 

products in the mail, I was even more eager to make the trip 

to the store. For those unfortunates who do not share our 

good luck of being close to the original Woolrich store, 

Woolrich.com has an extensive selection of their products for 

sale. But nothing compares to the experience of driving 



40 

 

through the village of Woolrich to get to the company store. 

The old Woolrich Mill, now the Old Mill Shoppe, is on the left 

as you enter the town. The evergreen trees that line Park 

Avenue greet you like a line of soldiers at attention, and a 

lovely park with a log cabin sits to the side of the road in a 

picturesque scene. As you draw close to the store, you're 

actually on the Mid State Trail (note the orange blazes on the 

telephone poles). With a quaint, relaxing atmosphere 

surrounded by the natural beauty of the outdoors, the drive 

itself is an experience.  

 

As soon as I’m inside the store I indulge my senses. I smell the 

soy candles and the potpourri, sample their dips and salsas 

displayed during major holidays (my favorites are the BLT 

dip and the Mango-lime salsa), and then browse for gifts for 

my family. I admit my biggest dilemma is whether to shop for 

myself or for others. I make my way around the wooden 

plank paths browsing clothes. I pick up some wool hiking 

socks which I give as a gift every year, a sweater that my 

mothers has been eyeing, and—ok, shamefully-- a hat for 

myself that matches the coat I bought a few weeks ago. On 

my way to the back room which holds all the bargains, I pass 

the waiting area with all the husbands and less-eager 

shoppers, who wait with a cup of complimentary coffee in 

hand. If I'm hungry, the Woolrich Cafe is in the back of the 

store. I’m so immersed in the entire Woolrich experience that 

time gets away from me. Finally, I hear the announcement 

that the store will close in fifteen minutes, and I make my way 

toward the men's section and pick up my final item: a deep 

blue fleece pullover that my brother will love.  

 

The only disappointment of the whole experience? Because of 

the competition of overseas manufacturing, the inside label no 
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longer reads “Made in USA.” Nevertheless, I take my 

selections toward the register pleased with the gifts I got for 

everyone on my list. As I walk outside into the chilled 

darkness, I make a note to myself: Get here a bit earlier next 

time! 

 

Oceanus (December 2011) 

~Lee Putt (LHU Biology Major)  

 

It would seem fit to name our planet Oceanus (oh--see-uh-

nuhs) given that this vast ecosystem covers 71 percent of the 

globe. It is so massive that it drives our weather, our 

ecosystem, and the Earth’s axis. It is so vast that the tallest 

mountain peaks would sink well below the surface. It 

provides us with 80 percent of all species, most of Earth’s 

oxygen, and immeasurable amounts of service. Without it, life 

on Earth could not exist. And it’s dying.  

 

This vast wonder of our planet has apocalyptic size problems 

that need to be addressed in order to prevent an ecological 

collapse. Climate change, overfishing, and wasteful fishing 

practices are three problems that have led to the degradation 

of the ocean. Centuries of pollution and carelessness have left 

this magnificent ecosystem in ruin. If drastic solutions are not 

put into place, we may lose the one thing that we most 

depend on for survival.  

 

The first major problem that our oceans face is climate change. 

Anthropogenic climate change is caused due to the 

greenhouse effect which warms our planet as an excess 

amount of CO2 is polluted into the atmosphere by the 

burning of fossil fuels. For the past 500,000 years, CO2 

concentrations in the atmosphere have fluctuated from 180 
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ppmv to 260 ppmv. Due to the start of the Industrial 

Revolution, CO2 concentrations have risen, and today 

concentration levels are currently at 380 ppmv. Because 

climatologists have shown that CO2 concentrations in the 

atmosphere are related to temperature, it paints a very bleak 

picture for Earth if fossil fuel burning is not controlled, 

limited, and ultimately terminated.  

 

One of the most obvious problems facing the ocean due to 

climate change is the melting of the polar ice caps. Water that 

has been locked in ice for millennia has suddenly begun to 

melt at an alarming rate. As billions of gallons of freshwater 

are melted into the ocean, sea levels begin to rise. In 2006, the 

island of Lohachara, home to 10,000 people, sank beneath the 

surface in the Bay of Bengal. But this rise is only minimal 

compared to the five- to six-foot rise scientists have predicted 

for the near future. If fossil fuel burning continues at the 

present rate, such a rise is only seven decades away. Millions 

of species would become extinct due to habitat loss, as well as 

3,000,000,000 people becoming displaced.  

 

One of the dangers of an ocean with an extra six feet of water 

is the impact on climate. The Ocean Circulation System (OCS) 

is a global climactic current that drives weather patterns as it 

provides both warm and cold water to specific areas on Earth. 

The OCS can only work when the salinity levels and 

temperature are just right. But the melting of the polar ice 

caps hinders the OCS’s ability to move the water currents. All 

the freshwater that used to be ice dilutes the ocean and shuts 

down the OCS. And this sequentially causes a spiraling 

downward effect of the marine food chain and world’s 

climate.  
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Ocean acidification is another problem associated with 

climate change. As carbon dioxide levels increase in the 

atmosphere, so does the carbon dioxide concentrations in the 

ocean. As CO2 increases in concentration, the pH of the ocean, 

usually very basic at 8.2, drops in pH becoming more acidic. 

This causes problems for ecosystems like coral reefs, which 

rely on calcium carbonate to build its structures, an element 

that is missing in an acidic ocean. When these organisms can 

no longer survive, it constricts the marine food chain, a highly 

interconnected hierarchy that has been perfected over 

evolutionary history. When keystone species are removed 

from the bottom of the food chain, such as phytoplankton or 

coral reefs, it throws the system off balance. When the corals 

die, the small fish which relied on the coral for food die and 

the larger fish, such as jacks, groupers, and sharks, die or 

leave due to a lack of food. So an ecosystem that was once an 

ecological hot spot is now an ocean desert as a result of ocean 

acidification.  

 

Overfishing is the second cataclysmic problem that must be 

addressed now in order to prevent a complete and utter 

collapse of world fisheries. It has been estimated that 

upwards of 75 percent of all fisheries are being overfished at 

unsustainable levels. The marine food chain is a highly 

interconnected hierarchy. When keystone species, such as 

sharks or tuna are removed from the top of the food chain, it 

throws the entire chain off balance. Smaller species of fish 

whose populations were kept in check by larger, predatory 

animals, suddenly jump in population size and can wreak 

havoc on an ecosystem by eating more of a certain species that 

are important to the environment.  
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One of the direst examples of overfishing was the collapse of 

the cod industry in Canada in 1992. After decades of 

overfishing, the once thriving cod population collapsed 

leaving fishing boats empty, thousands unemployed, and the 

North Atlantic ecosystem in turmoil. Today, cod populations 

have rebounded, but so slowly that it will take decades for the 

ecosystem to fully recover.  

 

Currently, fishing rates of bluefin tuna are on track to mimic 

the North Atlantic cod population. Atlantic bluefin tuna have 

been reduced by 82 percent and it is estimated that only 

25,000 mature individuals remain. The International 

Commission for the Conservation of Atlantic Tunas (ICCAT) 

found that an immediate reduction in tuna quotas should be 

reduced to prevent an “imminent collapse.” Yet, yielding to 

pressure from the European Union, Turkey, and Libya, the 

ICCAT actually increased the quota by 40%, ignoring their 

own scientists.  

 

The third problem facing the ocean is wasteful fishing 

practices. Shark finning is the practice of slicing off the fins 

from the living organism. Then the remaining, butchered 

shark is dumped into the ocean dead or dying. The fins are 

sold in Asia and the Mid-East as shark fin soup; a tasteless 

broth. Upwards of 100 million sharks per year are slaughtered 

for the finning industry. By-catch refers to any living 

organism that is unwanted after being caught by large nets. 

Each year millions of tons of fish, birds, and mammals are 

killed, and then dumped overboard as waste. By-catch is a 

result of fishing practices such as long lining and bottom 

trawling. Long lining utilizes baited hooks attached to fishing 

line, while bottom trawling uses a system of nets, weights, 

and cables to catch fish in mass quantities. Worldwide, one 
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out of every four fish caught is discarded dead or dying as by-

catch. Worldwide regulation of the fishing industry is weak or 

non-existent.  

 

The ocean truly is the last frontier on Earth. Climate change, 

overfishing, and wasteful fishing practices are three problems 

that have led to the degradation of the ocean. Throughout 

evolutionary history, life on Earth has depended on the 

overall health of the ocean. Systems vital for our survival, are 

driven by the ocean. Without it, life on Earth cannot exist. 

Centuries of pollution and carelessness have left this 

magnificent ecosystem in ruin. A number of solutions are 

ready to meet these problems in order to preserve and protect 

this wonder of the world from total destruction. People can 

change for the better. It all depends on everyone’s 

involvement. If something is not done however to meet these 

challenges, humans will certainly end up like the dinosaurs: 

extinct. 

  

A Tribute to Environmentalist John Way (March 2012) 

~Md. Khalequzzaman (LHU Geology Professor)  

 

John H. Way, Ph.D., P.G., passed away on February 21, 2012. 

He taught at LHU for about 20 years. John retired as a 

professor of geology at LHU in 2004. He played a vital role in 

formulating the curriculum for a strong geology program. 

Before joining the LHU as a faculty member, John served the 

Commonwealth as a professional geologist at the 

Pennsylvania Geological Survey. As one of his former 

students, Phil Rider, writes, “It is a struggle to write the word 

“John” and “was” in the same sentence.” He was only 68 

years of age.  
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With John’s sudden demise, our community lost a great 

teacher, scientist, environmentalist, mentor, community 

leader, and, above all, a great human being. I met John in fall 

of 1997 when I first joined the LHU family. His warm 

personality and deep 

knowledge of local geology 

attracted me immediately. 

Over the years, I got to know 

John more closely as a 

colleague, as a mentor, as a 

life-long friend, and as a 

collaborator in all my 

community-based research 

projects that involve water-related environmental issues in 

central Pennsylvania. Through his sage-like personality and 

philosopher-like approach to teaching, John gained a 

legendary reputation among his students and among his 

friends. He left an indelible mark on the hearts and minds of 

the thousands of lives he touched.  

 

John had a vast knowledge of Pennsylvania geology. Most of 

what I know about the geology of central PA, I learned from 

him through numerous conversations and field trips that he 

organized for his students and various community 

organizations. His scholarly writings on local geology and the 

numerous field guidebooks he prepared will serve as a 

knowledge-depository for geology students and scholars in 

the future. His endless inquisitiveness about the natural 

world and the environment that surround us made him a 

great geoscientist.  

 

John was always concerned about the quality of scientific data 

he gathered. He was of the opinion that it is very important to 
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maintain objectivity in analyzing the data one gathers through 

field work and laboratory analyses. He always emphasized 

the importance of establishing the credibility of scientific 

findings among his peers and the community at large. He was 

of the view that it is relatively hard to earn credibility in the 

world of science, and it takes only one mistake to lose that 

credibility. Any scientist can benefit from John’s way (pun 

intended) of doing science.  

 

John Way was not only a researcher, but was also a great 

community leader. He organized numerous workshops and 

field trips for various community organizations, school 

children, summer camps, geology majors, and professional 

geologists to highlight the various environmental challenges 

that we face in central Pennsylvania. With the help of one of 

our geology majors, John studied and documented a 

comprehensive list of potential environmental problems that 

exist in Clinton County. This work laid the foundation for 

several community-based research projects that are still 

ongoing in the geology program at LHU. He was a 

collaborator of several long-term research projects that 

involve study of the role that agriculture plays in surface 

water quality in central Pennsylvania and its contribution to 

the Chesapeake Bay cleanup efforts; impacts of acid mine 

drainage on water and soil in Beech Creek watershed in 

Clinton and Centre Counties; the impact of Marcellus Shale 

gas-well drillings in the Beech Creek watershed; and baseline 

of water-quality parameters in the Hall Run watershed that 

supplies drinking water to more than 500 residents in South 

Renovo Borough. John served on the Clinton County 

Marcellus Shale Gas Task Force from its inception. He played 

a vital role in the Susquehanna Heartland Coalition for 

Environmental Studies, a.k.a. the River Group, which is a 
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coalition of faculty members from six universities in central 

Pennsylvania who are involved in environmental research. 

He attended monthly meeting of the River Group for the last 

seven years. John presented a paper on geology of the 

Marcellus Shale at a conference held at Lycoming College in 

January of 2010 that was attended by more than 500 people.  

 

John was always a hopeful person, yet he was concerned 

about the future of our planet. He recognized that our 

consumer-oriented life style and the exponential population 

growth are the root causes of most of the environmental 

problems that humanity faces today. He believed that for 

humanity to have a sustainable future, we will have to put 

more emphasis on a science-based education and knowledge-

based policy making process.  

 

John always exercised simple living. He was a “down to 

earth” kind of a person and always practiced what he 

preached. He always put his cause above his personal life. In 

a message before he left us for a place of eternal peace, John 

asked his friends to not bring any flowers to his funeral, but to 

donate the money to the charities he supported while he was 

alive. He was a perfect gentleman in every sense of the word. 

His vision of a sustainable earth included a simple living. The 

earth would be a better place to live if we had more people 

like John. Although it will be difficult to fill the void that John 

left in our lives, we can keep his legacy alive through 

adoption of the simple living he practiced. John, I will miss 

you every time I go out in the field to collect a water or soil 

sample. I already miss you. You were a constant in my life, 

and will always act as a lighthouse for me as I navigate 

through the ocean of knowledge that you left behind for us. I 
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salute my friend of the environment --John Way. Let’s keep 

his legacy alive. 

 

The CCC in Clinton County (Spring 2013) 

~Rich Wykoff (LHU Alum & Retired High School Teacher)  

 

With the song "Happy Days Are Here Again" still ringing in 

their ears, citizens across the United States tuned in their 

radios on March 4, 1933 to listen to newly elected President 

Franklin D. Roosevelt deliver his famous "The Only Thing We 

Have to Fear Is Fear Itself" inauguration speech. The Great 

Depression had just peaked with one in four people 

unemployed, thousands of homeless families camped in 

Central Park, and the average family income having fallen 

from $2300 to $1500 per year. Factory workers earned about 

$17 per week. The country was in dire straits and hopes of 

climbing out of the financial morass were placed squarely on 

the shoulders of the new president.  

 

FDR quickly proved himself ready for the task of handling the 

worst financial disaster in the nation's history, as 43 agencies 

were created to stem the rising tide of poverty and stimulate 

job growth around the country. Acronyms like SEC, CCC, 

WPA, NRA, FERA, AAA, NLRA, and SSA became known as 

Roosevelt's "Alphabet Soup." Many of these programs have 

remained in effect for nearly 80 years. One of the most 

effective of the programs, with perhaps the shortest life span 

(about nine years), was the Civilian Conservation Corps 

(CCC). On March 31, 1933, twelve days after his inauguration, 

President Roosevelt signed the Federal Unemployment Relief 

Act into law, and the CCC was born.  
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The CCC was slated to become one of the largest "jobs 

programs" ever created by the federal government and was 

met with great skepticism and opposition by political 

opponents and labor organizations. FDR's plan was to 

combine the resources of the War Department, the 

Department of Labor, the Interior Department, and the 

Department of Agriculture. Roosevelt put Robert Fechner, 

former vice president of the American Machinists Union, in 

charge as director, and the Army took charge of running the 

camps. The federal services developed the projects and 

supervised the CCC workers when they were on the job. 

Enrollment in this program was limited to unmarried and 

unemployed young men 17 to 25 years of age. Enrollees were 

paid a dollar a day and enjoyed a routine similar to an Army 

enlistee. Each month $25 was sent home to the enrollee's 

family.  

 

To say the CCC program was a well-oiled system would be an 

understatement. Within five days of the law's enactment, 

25,000 young men from sixteen cities were enrolled. On April 

17, 1933, the first CCC camp, Camp Roosevelt, was opened in 

the George Washington National Forest in Virginia. 

Pennsylvania had 97 camps with 19,400 men. At the 

beginning of May 1933 the first supplies and materials for 

building CCC camps in Clinton County arrived at North Bend 

and other train stations in Mill Hall, Lock Haven, and Jersey 

Shore. In all, there were ten CCC camps operating in Clinton 

County from 1933 through 1941 employing approximately 200 

men each. The Clinton County camps were: S-66 Loganton 

(Long Run), S-75 Hyner, S-77 Shingle-Branch (North Bend), S-

114 Tea Springs, S-122 Two-Mile (sometimes referred to as 

Westport), S-133 Hammersley Fork, S-78 Cooks Run 

(sometimes referred to as Keating Camp), S-66 State Camp, S-
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127 Pine Camp (Rauchtown), and S-120 Farrandsville (which 

was made up of all unemployed WWI veterans).  

 

Projects ranged from building fire trails and roads to local 

state parks and dams. Farrandsville CCC camp built the 

Hazard and Carrier roads. Two Mile CCC camp built the 

Kettle Creek State Park, including a dam that is still used 80 

years later. Loganton worked on several projects including 

the Loganton fire tower and cabin. Hyner built the road to 

Hyner View. Millions of trees were planted throughout the 

county by "Roosevelt's Tree Army" and can be easily seen 

today as tall pine plantations lining roadways. Camps were 

called into action to fight wildfires that were a common threat 

in fall and spring. When the flood of 1936 ravaged Lock 

Haven, Renovo, and surrounding communities, CCC camps 

aided in cleanup and removal of debris and garbage.  

 

Much of the local history of the camps is documented in the 

archives of the Renovo Record, Lock Haven Express, and Grit. 

The camps also had newsletters that were printed 

periodically. The CCC program also published a few issues of 

camp yearbooks with images and information about camps. 

Some of the most interesting and undocumented information 

about the camps in Clinton County and elsewhere rests in the 

memories of the enrollees, their families, friends, and the 

people who interacted with the CCC boys when they came to 

town on weekends to dance, meet girls, see a movie, or have a 

beer. Communities came out to watch the baseball games 

played between camps at North Bend field, Farrandsville, 

South Renovo, and Monument, to name a few. Ask a CCC vet 

about the camp teams, and they will talk about great ball 

players who had talent worthy of the major leagues.  
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Enrollees came from all over the United States. Many of them 

married and stayed in the area. Red Franklin, currently mayor 

of South Renovo, came from Alabama to the Cooks Run 

camp. He married a girl from Bitumen and stayed in the 

Renovo area. Red was an outstanding baseball player who 

had a shot at playing in the major leagues. Clyde Haupt was a 

licensed ham radio operator who sent regular reports from 

Cooks Run and other camps to Washington, D.C. using Morse 

Code. He was an accomplished musician and played in local 

big bands. Buck Hanna, retired teacher in Lock Haven, knew 

a CCC Boy who decided to stay in Lock Haven after his 

enrollment ended at the Farrandsville camp. Buck and his 

family enjoyed frequent visits to a restaurant this young man 

established in downtown Lock Haven--The Town Tavern. 

Frank Bobanick was the engineer for the Kettle Creek State 

Park and dam project at the Two-Mile camp. He married a 

local girl and raised a family in Bitumen. Leonard Parucha 

was the newsletter editor for the Shingle-Branch camp near 

North Bend. His stories are priceless. Leonard spent much of 

his time writing about the camps and was our local expert on 

Clinton County CCCs. In his 70s, he received a journalism 

degree from Lock Haven University and wrote a retrospective 

on his life entitled "Retiremeniscing." These are the stories we 

desperately need to collect and add to the record of the CCC 

experience in Clinton County. Unfortunately, our local CCC 

Boys are now in their 90s. In another 5 years we may have to 

face the finality of our personal connection to their era. 

 

For the past five years the historical and heritage groups in 

Clinton County have been working together to collect and 

preserve the physical and personal evidence that remains to 

tell the stories of the ten camps. To showcase the legacy of the 

camps and the impact of the CCC program in Clinton County, 
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we have developed a three point plan for commemorating the 

camps. A site is being developed in Heritage Park in Renovo 

as a permanent location to gather and learn about the camps. 

The main feature of the site is a 30 ft. by 40 ft. CCC style 

pavilion with appropriate interpretive signage, a map of the 

locations of the camps, three life-size black walnut statues of 

CCC boys, a performance stage, and CCC camp style 

archway. The statues, created by local artist Kraig Brady, are 

finished and currently on display at the Clinton County 

Courthouse, the Garden Building, and the Clinton County 

Economic Partnership. We begin work on the pavilion this 

summer. Our research continues to provide us with new 

material for presentations given to area organizations and 

schools. That research includes collecting oral histories from 

CCC veterans and community members, scouring library 

archives, and visiting with those who have collections of CCC 

memorabilia. During the 2013 80th Anniversary celebration 

we will place a stone marker near the location of the flagpole 

at each of the CCC camps.  

 

Levi J. Ulmer, Nature Study, and the Nature Trail (Fall 2013) 

~Joby Topper (Director of Library and Information Services)  

 

A few months ago, I wrote a short essay for the Spring 2013 

issue of The Hemlock called “Campus History as a Lesson in 

Stewardship.” I included a few sentences about Levi J. Ulmer, 

professor of science and geography from 1918 to 1942, who, in 

1923, founded our school’s Naturalist Club and served as its 

first faculty advisor. I mentioned that Ulmer and the 

Naturalist Club blazed a “Nature Trail” through the woods 

on campus during the 1930s; and I referred to President 

Parsons’ decree in December 1942, just a few weeks after 

Ulmer had died, that the woods around the Nature Trail 
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would henceforth be known as “Ulmer Memorial Forest.”  

Today, few people are aware that these woods were ever 

called by that name. As a member of the Environmental Focus 

Group, I’ve hiked what is left of the Nature Trail, and I’ve 

seen the ruins of the old Club Cabin near the Jewish 

Cemetery. We want to restore the Nature Trail to its former 

glory. But this is a big project, and we need support. I’m 

hoping that this essay on Levi J. Ulmer as a teacher and 

naturalist will pique your interest in restoring the Trail that he 

and his students did so much to build and maintain.  

 

Born on April 27, 

1875, about six 

miles from 

Williamsport, 

Ulmer was trained 

as an elementary 

school teacher at 

Muncy Normal 

School and began 

his career in 1893 in 

the rural schools of Lycoming County. In 1903, shortly after 

earning his A.B. at Bucknell, he was hired to teach science at 

Williamsport High School.  Ulmer was part of a Progressive 

movement in public education called “Nature Study.” Nature 

Study was a blend of science, art, and conservationism. It was 

first and foremost a hands-on learning theory in the spirit of 

Louis Agassiz and John Dewey. Ulmer led his students out of 

the classroom and into the great outdoors as often as possible. 

He would ask his students to plant flowers and vegetable 

gardens on the school grounds in order to beautify school 

property, to teach the phases of plant growth, and, more 

importantly, to foster a sense of stewardship in the students, 
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who were expected to nurture and protect their gardens after 

the initial planting. Ulmer would often lead field trips to 

nearby farms or into the hills, where he and his students 

would plant trees and observe and record the behaviors of 

animals  

 

Ulmer wanted his students to approach the study of nature 

scientifically and sympathetically. This balance of science and 

sympathy is a signature element of the Nature Study 

movement. It was not enough to simply go outdoors, apply 

the scientific method, and acquire new knowledge. Ulmer 

encouraged his students to use their imaginations as they 

looked at nature. “What is called the scientific method,” wrote 

L. H. Bailey, a pioneer of the Nature Study movement, “is 

only imagination trained and set within bounds." Ulmer 

would often read nature poetry and nature essays to his 

students, before and during their field trips, from the works of 

writers such as Henry Van Dyke and John Burroughs. Ulmer 

wanted his students not just to be informed by nature, but to 

be inspired by nature. He hoped to instill a genuine love for 

nature in his students, the theory being that a person 

conditioned to love nature as a child would protect nature as 

an adult. This was the link between Nature Study teachers 

like Ulmer and prominent conservationists like John Muir, 

Gifford Pinchot, and Theodore Roosevelt. A diehard 

Progressive, Ulmer believed wholeheartedly that public 

education was the key to the success of America’s 

conservation efforts.  

 

By 1910, while Ulmer was still teaching at Williamsport High 

School, some prominent educators who had once supported 

Nature Study as an educational theory—men like Harvard 

President Charles Eliot—began to publicly question its 
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effectiveness in actual practice. “The real reason for the 

unsatisfactory condition of nature-study in American 

schools,” said Eliot, “is that it is practically impossible in 

many places to find teachers who are competent to direct the 

study in an intelligent manner.”  

 

Ulmer’s response to this critique speaks volumes about his 

commitment to Nature Study and conservation education. 

Rather than confine himself to Williamsport and watch from a 

distance as Nature Study faded into oblivion, Ulmer 

volunteered to lead Nature Study Round Table discussions 

and present Nature Study lectures at the annual conferences 

of the Pennsylvania State Education Association (PSEA). He 

spoke at community club meetings and presented slide shows 

at local elementary schools. In 1916, to stimulate and improve 

his own work, he completed a graduate course in Nature 

Study in the College of Agriculture at Cornell, where he 

studied under Anna Botsford Comstock, one of the great 

pioneers in the field.  

 

It seems likely that his move to the Central State Normal 

School (CSNS) in Lock Haven in August 1918 was yet another 

step in his effort to improve the teaching of Nature Study. The 

students he taught at Williamsport High School were bound 

for many different careers; but nearly all of the students he 

would teach at a Normal School were set on careers in public 

education. By accepting the job at Lock Haven, Ulmer was in 

a good position from which to extend and improve the 

teaching of Nature Study in Pennsylvania.  

 

In March 1923, Ulmer did something that his predecessors 

had left undone—he founded the school’s first “Naturalist 

Club.” He had formed a similar student club at Williamsport 
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High School about fifteen years earlier, and he still believed in 

its value as an extracurricular supplement to his Nature Study 

course. It was also a way for Ulmer to show his teachers-in-

training how to form and guide such a club at the schools 

where they would someday teach.  

 

Ulmer also ensured that Nature Study at the CSNS would 

remain focused on conservation. Before taking his class on a 

field trip to the sawmills between Lock Haven and 

Flemington, he showed his students a series of “lantern 

slides” comparing the forests and lumbering methods of 

Germany, India, Japan, and China with those of the United 

States. “The class is certainly better prepared,” wrote one of 

his students in the school newspaper, “to teach the lumbering 

industry and the conservation of forests after seeing the real 

conditions of the U.S. forests.”  

 

A big fan of Arbor Day, Ulmer organized many tree plantings 

on campus. For this alone, we owe him a tremendous debt of 

gratitude. It was said, probably with little exaggeration, that, 

before Ulmer arrived in Lock Haven, the hillside behind 

Robinson Hall was “treeless.” It is a sad fact that, during the 

late-19th and early-20th centuries, lumber companies tended 

to strip rather than selectively cut the woodlands of this part 

of Pennsylvania. Ulmer and his students planted thousands of 

trees on campus during the 1920s and 30s. “Won’t it be 

wonderful,” wrote a member of the Naturalist Club in 1928, 

“to come back for the 25th anniversary of your graduation 

and hold your reunion under the trees you helped to plant?”  

 

Ulmer’s students created a special column in the school 

newspaper called “Our Nature Corner.” The column was 

“meant to be especially useful to those of our friends who are 
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now teaching.” It included a list of observations on a given 

topic and invited teachers to use these basic observations to 

frame their Nature Study assignments. For example—

“Worms that turn into moths spin cocoons; those that turn 

into butterflies spin chrysalids. Watch this change. What 

happens to yours?” Teachers were asked to send the best of 

their students’ written observations to “the Nature Study 

Department of the CSNS” so that they could be reprinted in 

“Our Nature Corner.”  

 

Ulmer occasionally led his students on field trips off 

campus—to McElhattan, Woolrich, Farrandsville, and 

Wellsboro, for example—but he more often led his classes into 

the hills around campus. One of the usual hikes was “up the 

Boys’ Glen and over the old road to the reservoir,” where they 

would stop to enjoy a picnic. The “boys’ glen” is the small 

valley through which Glen Road runs. (The “girls’ glen” was 

the Lusk Run valley that started behind what is now Thomas 

Fieldhouse and continued up through the area around Jack 

Stadium. ) The “old road to the reservoir” was one of the 

narrow access roads that now connect Glen Road to McEntire 

Hall. The “old reservoir,” built in 1893 and filled-in in 

November 1968, was at the top of the hill next to what is now 

McEntire Hall.  

 

In 1929 and 1930, workers excavated the hill on the north side 

of Lusk Run in order to create a large level space for the 

athletic field (this is the hill adjacent to what is now Zimmerli 

Hall).  It is possible, though far from certain, that members of 

the Naturalist Club saw the excavation of the Lusk Run valley 

as an encroachment on campus wilderness. With that said, it 

may indeed be mere coincidence that the plan to blaze a 

Nature Trail was announced just a few months after the 
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Training School and field were completed: “The Naturalist 

Club is this year undertaking a project—a nature trail—

which, when completed, will make for the enjoyment and 

advantage of the entire student body.”  

 

It was an ambitious project. Guided by Ulmer, the students 

labeled “most of the trees, shrubs, flowers, mosses, and other 

growths so that one not trained in the facts of nature will 

learn to recognize them.” They believed that “more students 

would become acquainted with the ways of nature if they had 

a special hill where they could loiter after the day’s classes are 

over.” The Club also built "rustic chairs and benches for the 

weary hikers" and posted signs along the trail "bearing 

quotations of famous Naturalists." Construction of the Trail 

and the addition of signs and benches took several years.  

 

In 1940, the Club acquired a cabin that stood on Baker’s Run 

between Lock Haven and Renovo. Members of the Club, with 

help from the local chapter of the National Youth 

Administration (NYA), carefully took the cabin apart, hauled 

all of its pieces to campus, and reconstructed it on the Nature 

Trail, next to the Jewish Cemetery. On April 26, 1941, at the 

Naturalist Club’s homecoming event, the cabin was dedicated 

to Ulmer and club co-advisor Lillian Russell.  

 

Ulmer retired exactly one year later, in April 1942, having 

taught for 48 years, the last 22 here at Lock Haven. At their 

homecoming picnic, the Naturalist Club presented him with a 

pair of acorn bookends, “a symbol of his love for trees and 

books.”  Just six months later, on November 25, 1942, Ulmer 

died suddenly of a heart attack at his home on Susquehanna 

Avenue. He was 67. President Parsons named the campus 

woodlands “Ulmer Memorial Forest” in his honor on 
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December 1st. In the 1943 yearbook, Ulmer’s former students 

wrote a touching eulogy. “Mr. Ulmer has left his work in Lock 

Haven State Teachers College. New students and visitors 

invariably are impressed by the warm, friendly spirit that 

they find at Lock Haven. It has been personalities like Mr. 

Ulmer’s that have helped to build up that spirit. And to all of 

us who were fortunate enough to be associated with him in 

the Naturalist Club he has left a part of himself—a living, 

growing appreciation for the beauties and mysteries of nature. 

We only hope that we will be able to pass that deep 

appreciation on to others in the same enthusiastic radiating 

way it was given to us.”  

 

The Naturalist Club remained active in the years immediately 

following Ulmer’s death thanks mainly to Lillian Russell. But 

after she retired in 1945, the Club gradually became less 

active. The Club dissolved in 1958; and by the early 1960s, the 

Club Cabin was little more than a chimney.  During the 

summer of 1977, the college maintenance department restored 

portions of the old Nature Trail. Without their work, I doubt 

that we would be able to see any traces of the old trail today.  

 

I believe it’s time to restore the Nature Trail to show our 

respect to Ulmer and the hundreds of Naturalist Club alumni, 

living and dead, who worked so hard to preserve the natural 

beauty of this campus. This campus belongs to all of us, and 

someday it will belong to our descendants. Like Ulmer did for 

us, let’s pass on a legacy of good stewardship to posterity. 
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Hike: The LHU Nature Trail (Fall 2014) 

~Bob Myers (LHU Director of Environmental Studies) 

 

It was an easy choice for this issue’s hike: The LHU Nature 

Trail was rededicated just this past spring, on April 22, and 

since then it has received a lot of use from students, faculty, 

and staff.  The trail itself was built by the LHU Naturalist 

Club in the 1930s, but it had fallen into disrepair until the 

Environmental Focus Group restored it. 

 

The beginning of the 

trail is in front of 

Robinson, on the 

Akeley side, where 

you’ll see a plaque.  

The trail forms a 1.5 

mile loop over fairly 

even surfaces.  The 

steepest climb (about 

800 feet) is at the 

beginning—after that 

it’s all level or downhill.  The trail is blazed in red, and you 

can go either way, but for this hike we will go clockwise. 

 

Follow the sidewalk to the right of Robinson and go towards 

the rear of the building (try to ignore the large AC units).  

Continue up the stairs towards McEntire; at the top, turn left 

and follow the guard rail to the second plaque: Normal Hill.  

This plaque was paid for by Joby Topper, Director of LHU’s 

Library, in honor of his great grandmother, Laura Hassinger 

Barnes (Class of 1891).   
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After you’ve read the plaque, continue into Ulmer Woods, 

following the trail.  This part of the woods consists of mostly 

red and white oaks.  You’ll pass a water tower and cell phone 

tower on your left, and you’ll be able to see the athletic fields 

on your right.  After about 5 minutes, you’ll reach the third 

plaque: Birds.  This plaque was paid for by Professor Lynn 

Bruner, in honor of her father, Edward R. Bruner.  Depending 

on the season, you might well see all of the birds mentioned. 

 

Continue on the trail.  You’ll soon pass a 4-way intersection.  

To the right, the trail descends steeply to the football field.  If 

you go left, you can reach the top of the hill.  The Nature Trail 

continues straight, through my favorite part of the trail.  

You’ll see more white pines mixed in with the oaks, and if 

you look carefully, you might see an old tin can bottom nailed 

to a tree on the left—it’s my theory that this was a tree 

identification plaque made by the original Naturalist Club.  

Eventually, you’ll reach the 4th plaque: Mixed Hardwood 

Forest.  This plaque was paid for by the LHU Recreation 

Management Society, and describes some of the most 

common trees you can see on the trail.  In fact, from the 

plaque, you can see all four of the trees mentioned. 

 

The trail curves left (south) and soon you reach an 

intersection.  A sign indicates that the Nature Trail goes right, 

but continue straight for 75 yards, and you’ll reach the site of 

the Naturalist Cabin.  In the early 1940s the Naturalist Club 

purchased a cabin and had it moved to this site. It was 

dedicated in 1941 and for years the club had events at the 

cabin (see Joby Topper’s article above).  The cabin fell into 

disrepair in the 1960s, and today all that’s left is the chimney 

and the brick floor.  A group of Recreation Management 
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students is currently working on a plan to build a new cabin 

on the site, but we need donors.   

 

After you’ve finished inspecting the cabin, return to the tree 

with the sign and go left down the hill.  The trail descends 

quickly before reaching an old road.  Unfortunately, this is the 

least scenic part of the trail because of the private truck/trailer 

loaded with garbage (the same group of Rec Management 

students is working on rerouting the trail to avoid this 

eyesore).  Turn right onto the road, which has an interesting 

history:  it is the old Lusk Run Road, which used to run from 

where you are standing, through campus, and then on to 

Fairview Street.  In 1932 the road was rerouted to Hill Street 

in order to protect the young children who were attending the 

model school housed in Akeley.   

 

Continue on the road, noticing Lusk Run to your left, until 

you reach the football locker room.  Stay to the right, on the 

path beside the trees.  Go down the stairs to the paved road, 

and notice the plaque to your left.  This plaque was paid for 

by the John Way Memorial Fund, and discusses the geology 

of the region.  A few hundred yards down the road is another 

plaque, also paid for by the John Way Fund.  Back by the 

locker room, Lusk Run disappears into a pipe that runs under 

the football and softball fields (it was “buried” in 1929).  It 

resurfaces briefly here and forms a nice wetland, before going 

into another pipe that runs under the athletic field and ends 

up at the river.  Follow the red blazes back to the first plaque, 

passing to the right of Akeley.  Our hope is to paint a mural in 

the concrete canyon at the end of the trail. 
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Ice and Ides (Spring 2015) 

~Bob Myers (LHU Director of Environmental Studies) 

 

Late in the afternoon on Sunday, March 15th, I saw a Facebook 

post announcing that the ice on the Susquehanna River had 

broken. I grew up on Water Street, but I can only recall seeing 

the ice break once: 

four years ago, on 

February 19th (my 

birthday).  This 

winter the river 

seemed to freeze 

early, and it seemed 

unlikely that it would 

ever thaw, so I was anxious to see the ice leave.  Accordingly, 

my wife and I quickly drove to the Woodward Township Boat 

Park and joined the crowd of people who were watching the 

symbolic end of a long, difficult winter.   

 

The river itself was visible in narrow, muddy brown channels 

along the bank.   In between was a jumble of large slabs of 

broken ice that were rushing past at a surprising speed (I later 

clocked them at about 5 mph).  Scattered among the slabs 

were limbs of large trees that had been snapped off by the 

power of the ice and water.  On both sides of the river a wall 

of ice formed; remnants of that wall are still evident two 

weeks later.   

 

We walked onto Jay Street Bridge for a different perspective.  

Looking down at the ice was disorienting—it almost made 

you feel as if you were falling into the river.  I suspect that this 

is the feeling of the “sublime” that early 19th-century nature 

writers described:  the feeling of awe at the power of 
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nature/God.  And there was no mistaking the power.  I’ve 

seen pictures of the ice floods, when glacier-like sheets of ice 

were thrown onto Water Street, destroying everything in their 

path.   

 

I was surprised by the number of people that had gathered to 

watch the breakup.  I felt that such an event should be 

celebrated with alcohol and large fires on the banks.  Had 

such arrangements existed, I probably would have stayed all 

night, but it was cold, so after about a half an hour we left. 

 

Later that night I realized that the ice had broken on the Ides 

of March.  As an English professor, I knew that the Ides had 

something to do with Shakespeare’s Julius Caesar, but I didn’t 

know much other than that one should be wary of it.  A quick 

internet search revealed that the Ides of March was an ancient 

Roman holiday that marked the Roman new year and 

involved such renewal festivities as picnics, drinking, and 

revelry.  The Ides also became linked to the Roman 

Mamuralia, a festival marking the new year.  One of the main 

events of the Mamuralia involved dressing an old man in 

animal skins and then beating him with white sticks and 

perhaps driving him from the city (the sources disagree on this 

aspect of the ritual, but my guess is that few would remain 

after such treatment).   

 

I doubt that today we could get away with involving any of 

our seniors in Mamuralia festivities.  But I still feel that the 

end of the winter should be celebrated.  I certainly don’t hate 

winter and I make a point to get out as much as possible, but 

there’s just no question that the return of the warm 

temperatures is welcomed by all of us.  So happy spring, 

Mamuralia, Ides to all of you! 
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Apples and Doughnuts (Spring 2016) 

~John Reid (LHU Physics Professor) 

 

Every season has its rewards.  Around September, when it’s 

clear fall is on the way, my wife and I start looking forward to 

a drive over to Lavonia for apples.  The place we go to is 

Macneal’s.  We came across it one day while riding around 

enjoying the foliage on a crisp sunny Sunday in October.  We 

pulled in on a whim and have gone back every year since, 

usually two or three times during September and October.   

 

Livonia is hard to find and easy to miss. Macneal’s has a small 

sign on the side of the road right before you come to their 

little wood building.  It’s a modest dark brown structure with 

a small cupola on top.     There’s a large chalkboard on the 

outside wall by the entrance that lists what is currently 

available.  As you walk through the wide entrance you find 

piles of crates loaded with, of course, apples. Off to the side is 

an apple polishing machine.  If it’s chilly outside then it’s 

chilly inside here – as it should be for such a place.  Ben 

Macneal is the 

proprietor.  A low 

key sort.  We quickly 

got the sense of a 

man that is quietly 

caring and proud of 

his domain.   If there 

were such a creature 

as a hard-sell apple 

salesman, then Ben 

is the opposite of 

this.  He’ll politely invite you to sample any and all of the 
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varieties available.  We never knew there were so many.  

Some are common to us (Macintosh, Cortland, Gala, 

Winesap), but it has been fun to discover more (Primo, Sir 

Prize, Red Spy, Tydeman Red).    Sampling is sort of like wine 

tasting.  As we try each one, Ben tries to describe the flavor, 

and explains the subtleties of this year’s crop.  We taste and 

nod as if we understand, and we think we do.  “Yes, yes, I see.  

A mellow hint of flower with a wisp of honey, soft in its 

approach with an understated finish”.  After deciding what 

we want, factoring in plans for pies, we usually get a peck’s 

worth of a mix.  Ben carefully loads up the bag, while we 

decide on cider and syrup.  There is no better cider than fresh 

cider in the fall and no better time to drink it.   If he has it we 

get it.  We also make sure to keep their syrup in stock all year.  

Before leaving we grab one of their schedules.  It gives a 

rough idea of what apples will be available when.  We then 

form loose plans for coming back over. 

 

Second to our main goal of just getting out for a ride, going to 

Macneal’s was often our only stated objective.  Then we heard 

about Nan’s doughnuts.  One day a friend of mine was tasked 

with bringing doughnuts to a community clean up with 

Clinton County CleansScapes.  He proudly took on this task 

and shunned the idea of using a major chain.  He brought us 

doughnuts from “the doughnut lady” in Eastville.  The 

doughnuts were delicious, of course, and my wife and I 

decided to find this place.  My friend told us she has a sign 

out front.  It didn’t take long to find a house with a small but 

easy-to-read handwritten sign; “Fresh Doughnuts, Open on 

Saturdays.”  You enter a home with a large kitchen area.  A 

long table is before you, covered with boxes and boxes of 

doughnuts.  Calm on the outside, inside you’re a little kid 

again, “I can have anything I want?” 
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Once we walked in and waited behind a wall of three jolly 

men.  They were middle-aged, their heads scraped the ceiling 

and they looked like they might’ve played football when they 

were younger.  Their athletic bodies were now delegated to 

memory, but their appetites were still going strong.  They 

were joking and laughing as they picked out two dozen 

doughnuts each.  When they left, we stepped forward and, 

feeling a little embarrassed, asked for only a half-dozen for 

the both of us. 

 

Macneal’s apples can be seen growing in the orchard as you 

cross over the last set of hills on the way there – if you go the 

way we do.  You can get to Lavonia a number ways, but the 

only way to get there, in my mind, is a nice leisurely drive.  If 

you’re in a hurry, there’s probably nothing there for you 

anyway.  If we’re just going to Macneal’s, we take Rt. 477, (off 

Rt. 220) all the way to Lavonia.  If you do this, you’ll pass 

through Salona, go up the mountain along Long Run to 

Rosecrans, pass under Rt. 80, head down into Sugar Valley to 

Loganton, cross over the next mountain on Bull Run Rd., 

where you’ll go past the apple orchard.  We get a kick out of 

seeing the orchard right before going to the apple stand.  

Makes us feel a little more connected to them, maybe.  Then 

the road descends into Brush Valley where Rt. 477 intersects 

with Rt. 192.  This is Lavonia.  Turn right on Rt. 192 and the 

apple stand is about ¼ mile on the left. They’re open Friday’s 

noon to 6PM, Sat & Sun 9AM to 6PM from Labor Day 

Weekend to December. 

 

Sometimes we hit both places.  After passing through 

Loganton, about a mile down the road, Rt. 477 takes a sharp 

right turn.  There’s a sign there telling you Eastville is five 
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miles if you turn left onto Winter Rd, SR202.  When you come 

to an undeniable cluster of houses, and a right turn for McCall 

Dam Rd, you’re in Eastville.  Make the right turn on to McCall 

Dam Rd.  Nan’s is several houses ahead on the right just as 

the road begins to rise for the pass.  After picking up 

doughnuts, we head up the road and usually stop at a picnic 

area on White Deer Cr.  It’s not that far, but it seems far when 

you have a box of fresh doughnuts on the car seat.  We 

usually enjoy them while sitting at a picnic table watching 

trout rise in the stream.  If you haven’t eaten too many 

doughnuts, or maybe because you’ve eaten too many 

doughnuts, this is nice place for a walk.  There’s a good trail 

that takes you along the stream in either direction.  The road 

takes you down to Rt. 192 where you’ll find R.B. Winter State 

Park.  In fact, just before descending there’s a nice parking 

area on the left with a beautiful vista.  There’s also several 

trails in and around the park.  If you’re ready for apples then 

turn right on Rt. 192 and head about five miles west to 

Lavonia and Macneal’s. 

 

There’s plenty to enjoy along the way.  Several other small 

towns to pass through.  Plenty of farms, many with fields 

being worked by the Amish.  Take care to watch out for the 

buggies, especially on the blind turns in the hills.  Farms 

stands are here and there.  Some years it’s out here we get our 

pumpkins to carve for Halloween.  You’re likely to pass a 

number of businesses selling such things as furniture, boots, 

honey, etc.  We find it all very charming and welcoming, and 

filled with hidden treasures. 
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An Outdoorsman’s Playground (Spring 2016) 

~PA Rep. Mike Hanna (LHU Alum) 

 

As leaves start to change and we begin to experience cooler 

evenings and shorter days, we know fall is upon us.  For 

many, that means cozy sweaters and warm fires, but for 

nearly one million licensed hunters in Pennsylvania, that 

means camo and tree stands.  For the hunter, October brings 

archery hunting of deer, squirrels, grouse, duck, goose, 

pheasant and rabbit.  And you can’t forget about fall fishing 

too.  Are you new to the area?  Just starting your first semester 

at LHU?  For those of us who have lived here all our lives, we 

know that the fall can boast some remarkable hunting 

conditions throughout our region.  

 

In Pennsylvania, the State Game Lands system includes more 

than 1.5 million acres.  State Forests account for about 2 

million acres.  Enthusiasts can also enjoy hunting on private 

lands throughout Pennsylvania.  On October 1, 2015, 

Governor Tom Wolf announced that hunters heading to 

Pennsylvania’s state-owned woodlands will find additional 

roads opened by the Department of Conservation and Natural 

Resources in 18 of the 20 state forest districts.  That means that 

536 miles of state forest roads normally open only for 

administrative use will be available to hunters and others 

visiting state forestlands.  The roadways will continue to stay 

open through January, 2016. 

 

Finally, hunting safety should be taken extremely seriously.  It 

is important to know and understand Pennsylvania hunting 

laws and to adhere to them accordingly.  Happy hunting! 
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Our Intimate Connection with Trees (Spring 2016) 

~Melissa Eldridge (LHU Alum, Nature Center Educator) 

 

Most of us are well aware of the benefits that trees provide to 

humans: benefits to the community, environment, and 

economy. Trees are planted in parks and residential areas to 

provide shade and increase property value. Trees provide 

oxygen, conserve water, reduce runoff, and provide a home 

for wildlife, improving the environment we live in. Trees are 

used as fuel for fire, provide timber for construction, and 

grow many of the fruits we eat. So it is no surprise that people 

have come to understand the beauty, benefits, and value of 

trees throughout the ages. Now, it is time to awaken and truly 

understand our deeply-rooted connection to trees, relating to 

our well-being. 

 

Unpleasant or 

uncomfortable 

environments can have 

negative effects on our 

bodies. When we 

encounter these 

negative environments 

or situations, our 

bodies become 

stressed; our blood pressure, heart rate, and muscle tension is 

elevated; and our immune system is suppressed. Surrounding 

yourself with trees, flowers, plants, and wildlife can positively 

affect your well-being by reducing blood pressure, heart rate, 

muscle tension, and the production of stress hormones. 

Therapeutic gardens have been established due to the positive 

result trees and other forms of nature have on our physical 

health.  
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Similar to our physical connection to trees is our emotional 

connection: unpleasant environments or situations can have 

negative effects on our emotions as well. The stress from an 

unpleasant environment or situation can leave one feeling 

anxious, sad, helpless, angry, or uncomfortable. Spending 

time in natural, pleasing environments reverses those feelings, 

resulting in a calm and relaxed state. Some seek relief from 

stressful situations through hiking and other forms of outdoor 

exploration, especially after a long work week. 

 

Trees have an amazing ability to create a state of mindfulness 

and awareness to those nearby. It seems that one cannot help 

but become observant, attentive, and curious while walking 

on a trail surrounded by trees, allowing them to feel a 

connectedness to nature and the world around them. Some of 

the earliest cultures on Earth and some cultures of today are 

well aware of the interconnectedness between humans and 

trees and view them as powerful symbols relating to their 

lives. Many early cultures viewed trees as symbols of growth, 

decay, resurrection, strength, and fertility.  

 

When you think back to your childhood, you may begin to 

realize that you have a number of memories involving trees: 

playing in your friend’s treehouse, climbing the tree in your 

backyard, or observing the woodpeckers pecking at a tree in a 

nearby park. Exploring trees throughout our lifetime creates a 

feeling of connectedness to the places around us, helping us 

understand the interconnectedness between ourselves and the 

world around us. 
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I am a Conservation Officer (Spring 2016) 

~Michael J. McSkimming (LHU Criminal Justice Professor) 

 

I am a conservation officer.  You may not know me and you 

may never see me, but I am there.  I am not just a “game 

warden,” “fish fuzz,” or “carp cop.” I am a specialized law 

enforcement officer who has gone through extensive training 

in order to preserve, enhance, and protect the wilds that you 

enjoy so much.  I bet you did not know this, but according to 

research, I am much more likely to be assaulted than an inner-

city police officer.  Furthermore, researchers suggest that the 

summer months between 4:00 pm and midnight are especially 

dangerous for conservation officers.   

 

I normally patrol alone, late at night, and in remote locations.  

I go places that normal police officers would not dare to 

venture.  In many instances, I am in environments that are too 

dark to see without some form of artificial light, and cell 

phone reception is non-existent. I go to these places because 

that is where the criminal elements lurk.  You know them: the 

poachers, the litterers, and those who are creating their own 

special brand of “high.”  I am often alone, in the dark, and 

unable to communicate with anyone if the situation turns for 

the worst.  Even in the event I am able to make a connection 

to the outside world, help could be hours away.  So I have to 

go it alone and trust my instincts and training. 

 

My state allows the carrying of firearms, both openly and 

concealed. The majority of those I encounter either have a 

knife on them or some form of firearm.  Often it is very 

difficult to determine who is dangerous and who is not. I have 

been trained for such situations, but even the best of training 
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cannot cover every scenario that I 

may face while on the job.  I often 

work in difficult terrain and 

alongside unpredictable creatures. 

Ever try to chase a person in the 

dark in an area they know much 

better than you?  They know every 

rock, crevice, and natural made trap 

in the area. One wrong step or 

misguided turn may result in injury 

to myself.  Add the fact that many 

areas contain poisonous snakes who 

will not hesitate to bite you if you 

happen to step on them.  Not to 

mention wild dogs, coyotes, and over-protective bears.  There 

is no accounting for how they will react to my intrusion; this 

is their home.     

 

Another problem I face is alcohol consumption.  Research 

suggests that drunk boaters pose a serious risk to 

conservation officers.  After a long day on the water, 

absorbing the sun, and enduring the waves, the last person 

these folks want to see is me.  

 

A final variable that contributes to my alarming assault rate 

relates to the fact that I regularly assist other law enforcement 

agencies.  Thus, I am more likely to be put into dangerous 

situations that I may not be trained to handle.  Nevertheless, 

to most people, I am a game warden and not a cop.  This 

public perception really puts me into a difficult position. 

 

I am a conservation officer.  I do not wear a cape or a special 

mask.  The vehicle I drive does not have the ability to move at 



75 

 

warp speed nor do I have specialized weapons that 

disintegrate those who are determined to do what they please.  

No, my “special” weapon is discretion and I try to give more 

verbal warnings than citations.  After all, I am human and I 

prefer polite conversation over verbal and physical warfare.  I 

just want to go home safely after my watch is over.  So the 

next time you are enjoying all that nature has provided us, 

please keep in mind that someone, somewhere, is watching 

over it for you. 

 

Hollyhock Ballet Troupe (Fall 2016) 

~Guy Graybill (Photographer/Editor) 
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West Branch Beaver Creek (Fall 2016) 

~Susan Rimby (LHU Dean) 

 

Sentry on the campus edge    

I catalogued her moods.    

When lonely, she found    

Comfort in the company    

Of joggers.  On trying days   

She walked until she shed    

Her mood like snakeskin.    

As she settled in, she came to see   

My many wonders. She sauntered  

Past the art students sketching    

Autumn’s palette.  Gazed with    

Awe at flight maps of bald    

Eagle parents.  Introduced    

Two frisky dogs to lounging   

College students.  Photographed   

The seasons with her lover.   

Drove the rented Chevy to    

My levee.  And now she    

Grieves at river’s edge    

With leaving on her mind.     

“Take solace, friend, for where   

You go, we share the same river.”   

Flowing past her house  

I see her pausing on the deck. 

Wistfully she conjures up 

The memory of colleagues past 

Who walked upon your levee bank  

Or pushed a jogging stroller.   

Her mood as soft as twilight’s fall 

She drinks it in, the neighborhood 
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And sees my many wonders.   

Children playing on the swings, 

Flaming leaves at creekside’s edge, 

A heron gliding overhead,  

Empty nester sparrow parents. 

The Boston Terrier nudges her, 

Smells and wants the evening meal  

Simmering with her lover. 

And still she wishes she could wander 

One more time upon your levee,    

Basking at the river’s edge.    

“Come walk along this creek, my friend, 

Look north and know that in this place 

We share the same river.” 

 

 
 

 

 

 


