


White Bird 
There are times while watching hummingbirds that 

I am amazed that something so small and fragile can 
turn so territorially vicious when other hummingbirds 
show up to the feeder. Discussing this one day with our 
neighbor, Ann, she mentioned that she had seen a small 
bird at her feeder that she didn't recognize and couldn't 
find in her bird books. It was all white or very light gray 
with no other visible markings. She asked if I happened 
to see it to let her know if I could identify it. 

As luck would have it, we didn't 
have to wait long. The following 
evening as my wife and I sat 
in the kitchen watching three 
humming birds engaged in aerial 
combat to determine who had 
legal claim to the feeder, a flash 
of white flew by the windows and 
onto the thistle seed feeder. It 
was the bird our neighbor had 
described! I grabbed my camera, 
but at that moment something 
spooked all the birds and off 
they flew. Unfortunately for the 
small white bird, it chose an es
cape route that led right through 
an opening in our blueberry 
netting. Now it was trapped. I 
went out and snapped off a few 
pictures before it could find its way out. 

As I made my way around to guide the bird toward the 
opening, a chickadee dropped down from a nearby tree, 
perched on the netting frame, and began calling its trade 
mark "chick-a-dee-dee-dee" call. To my surprise, the 
small white bird returned the exact same call! I looked 
over at my wife and exclaimed, "It's a Chickadee!" Both 
birds were now calling frantically, leading me to assume 
the two were mates, or that one was the offspring of 
the other. The bird on the outside completely ignored 
my presence even though it was no more than four feet 
from me. Its only interest was the bird on the other side 
of the net. Eventually I guided the trapped bird to the 
opening and it finally made good it's escape. 

Back indoors I googled "albino chickadee" and found 
several articles on the subject. Interestingly enough, 
this chickadee is not a true albino, which would have 
no melanin pigment and be completely white with pink 
eyes and legs. This bird has neither pink eyes nor legs 
and has a very faint color outline where the black cap 
should be. This makes the bird an example of leucism, 
a condition where there is a reduction (partial absence) 
of all pigments. I am happy to report that the same pair 
of chickadees have returned to our feeder and don't 
seem to have suffered any lasting trauma from the 
netting incident. 

- Dana Hilliard 
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Editorial 

Getting Along 

with BEARS 
With the possible exception of the ap

pearance of Great White Sharks off the 
beaches of Cape Cod, bears generate 
more interest and excitement on the 
part of most of our citizens than any 
other wild animal found in the state. 
This is due in large part to the size and 
character of the animals themselves, but 
also because people do not expect them 
to be here. Most people living in eastern 
Massachusetts are surprised to learn 
that there is a large and growing black 
bear population in the Commonwealth. 

Prior to European settlement, black 
bears were common throughout most of 
Massachusetts. By the 1860s, however, 
with most of their forest habitat lost to 
clearing and no laws to conserve them 
(people typically shot them on sight 
whenever they appeared) they had be
come extremely rare in the state, reaching 
a low point of about a dozen or less in 
the mid-1880s. Most of these remnant 
animals were in the hill towns of northern 
Berkshire and Franklin counties. 

In comparison to that time, today's 
Massachusetts landscape is very differ
ent. Starting in the 1850s, hundreds of 
thousands of acres of cleared farmlands 
were abandoned as farming shifted to the 
more fertile soils of the Midwest and West. 
As the abandoned farmlands reverted to 
forest , the black bear population began 
increasing, and the animals have been 
slowly recolonizing their historic range 
ever since. 

The first bear regulations and bear 
hunting season were set by the Massa
chusetts Fish & Wildlife Board in 1970, 
finally lifting this magnificent game 
animal from the ranks of "varmints" 
that could be shot in any quantity at 
any time of the year. By the mid-1970s, 
there were about 100 black bears in the 
state, but from there on the bears never 
looked back. 
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By 1990 there were about 1 000 black 
bears in Massachusetts , most of which 
were in a 400-square-mile area west of 
the Connecticut River and north of the 
Massachusetts Turnpike. Since then the 
Commonwealth's black bear population 
has grown to more than 4,000, and bears 
have become common throughout a ll of 
Berkshire and Franklin counties as well 
as portions of Hampden, Hampshire, and 
Worcester counties. 

Today, adult female bears have estab
lished territories and are raising cubs 
just north and west of Worcester. Occa
sionally a young male bear will wander 
east of 1~495. These young males are the 
front-runners of the continuing eastward 
expansion of the black bear, and female 
black bears are not far behind. This past 
spring, a young male that had moved east 
into Middleborough last year, wandered 
the full length of Cape Cod. Once this 
bear swam across the Cape Cod Canal, 
it became the focus of an ever-increas
ing amount of media (and hence public) 
attention. This bear was nocturnal in his 
habits, and most sightings occurred in 
the evening or early morning. 

As with most of our bears, the animal 
avoided people and spent much of the 
day in isolated wooded areas. In a 12-day 
period it traveled all the way from the 
canal to Provincetown. By the evening 
of July 8th , it was at the Pilgrim Monu
ment in Provincetown. It then began to 
retrace its journey, and, two days later, 
back in Wellfleet, it was immobilized by 
the Environmental Police and moved 
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off the Cape to central Massachusetts. 
A week later it had moved back east to 
Brookline, illustrating that, with a con
tinually growing bear population, the 
capture and transport back to western 
Massachusetts of bears moving into 
eastern Massachusetts is like shoveling 
sand against the tide. It is inevitable that 
bears will move eastward, as there is only 
a finite amount of habitat for the bears 
in western Massachusetts. 

In comprehending the futility of moving 
bears back to western Massachusetts, 
it is informative to understand the pop
ulation dynamics of black bears in the 
Commonwealth. Our females give birth 
during winter hibernation, with most 
cubs being born in mid-to-late January. 
Litter sizes range from 1 to 4 cubs, with 
most litters being 2 or 3. The mother and 
cubs leave the den in April and the cubs 
remain with her for 17 months, at which 
time she comes into estrus and drives the 
yearling cubs away. Female territories are 
overlapping, whereas males are less likely 
to share a territory, and large males will 
attack and drive out other males. Young 
females generally establish territories 
overlapping their mother's, while young 
males disperse many miles. Hence, the 
appearance of young males precedes 
the appearance of females when a bear 
population is expanding. 

Clearly the public needs to understand 
that the bears are coming into eastern 
Massachusetts because there isn't room 
for them in rural western Massachusetts. 
It has been our experience that when 
bears first appear in a community, the 
reaction of local officials and the public 
can border on hysteria. In suburban 
communities, students have been kept 
inside their school during recess because 
a bear was seen somewhere in the town. 
Local authorities and officials call for 
the removal vf the animal (if or when it 
is located) which is a further catalyst for 
the public's unease. 

Northampton provides an excellent 
example of the ability of Massachusetts 
bears to live in non-rural communities. 
A medium-sized city 15 miles north of 
Springfield, Northampton has a subur
ban landscape similar to that of much of 
eastern Massachusetts. For the past 25 
years, the Division of Fisheries & Wildlife 
(DFW) has been using telemetry to study 

the movement, behavior, and actions of 
radio-collared bears in the Northamp
ton area. We have learned that our wild 
bears are not aggressive and are adept at 
avoiding people. However, if people feed 
the bears they may become habituated 
to people and lose their natural fear. 
For this reason the City of Northampton 
has recently established an ordinance 
prohibiting the feeding of bears. 

Bears have proven to be very adapt
able to living in Northampton and the 
residents of Northampton have become 
tolerant of having bears as neighbors. 
Extrapolation of the Northampton bear 
study suggests that residents of east
ern Massachusetts are going to have to 
learn to tolerate the presence of bears 
in their communities. In anticipation of 
the likely bear recolonization of eastern 
Massachusetts, the DFW is undertaking 
(in partnership with the University of 
Massachusetts Cooperative Wildlife and 
Fisheries Research Unit) a telemetry 
study of bears as they are moving into 
the eastern parts of the state. This will 
provide solid data on the bear's ability 
to adapt to eastern Massachusetts and 
the tolerance or intolerance of eastern 
Massachusetts residents to bears. The 
growing bear population is a classic ex
ample of the management challenges that 
wildlife managers face in our increasingly 
urbanized society. 

~F.~t:-m~ 
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FRO the MOUT S or 
by Olav Grinde with Shelah Horvitz 

A gifted Massachusetts artist, determined to invoke our ancient physical 
and spiritual kinship with wildlife so we will question our culture's cur
rent value system, has developed a unique artistic style that combines 
the masterful work of paleolithic cave artists and Inuit carvers with the 
best of modern and contemporary illustrative art. 

In November 2012, Shelah Horvitz will 
exhibit Feral, a body of conservationist 
artwork at Boston gallery Galatea Fine 
Art. Most contemporary art does not con
cern itself with conservationist causes. I 
spoke to Shelah about the series. 

Q: What are you trying to accom
plish with this body of work? 

ft: Ah, that's an interesting question. 
It really comes down to why bother to do 
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the work at all, why put in the time and 
money to make art when you could be, so 
to speak, out playing with the other kids. 

I have been wrestling for a number of 
years with the quandary of what can I do 
to help heal the world. And this sounds 
really trite, but I think we all have an 
obligation to do what we can. I am an 
artist, I have these skills, this is the arena 
in which I can be most effective. For a 
while I did political work, I did paintings 
about war and various social issues. After 
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giving it a lot of thought,. though, I've 
decided that the environmental issues 
trump all others. 
ft. . U. And why IS that? 

~: Because most wars and social 
issues are about competition over re
sources. If we destroy the natural world, 
if we kill off the animals and poison the 
earth, the competition will simply inten
sify. But it goes deeper than that. If you 
look at Native American thought, there 
is a premise that we humans are of the 
earth, part of a greater natural system so 
to speak, and that the animals we share it 
with are other kinds of people. There's a 
sense of equality. There is also a system 
of sharing, a culture of giving to others, 
a sense of responsibility fpr each other, 
that is lacking in our modern society. 

In an early creation myth, humans de
stroy the world by treating it as something 
expendable, and the Natives learned from 
that. Today, we have a very different value 
system, based on dominance and domin
ion, and it is so deeply entrenched that 
you don't even recognize it's there unless 
you look at cultures that don't have that 
point of view. In this culture of dominance 
there is an implicit objectification of The 
Other. I have dominion over you, so you 
must be lesser - and because you are 
lesser, I don't respect you and I certainly 
see no reason to take care of you. That 
objectification, that lack of respect, is 
the same mindset that gives us war and 
that allows us to poison our oceans 
and shoot our wolves from helicopters. 
We war against each other and we war 
against the earth. And a war against the 
earth is just crazy; it will destroy us all. 

So I have been thinking for years, how 
do I get people to question this value 
system. I don't want to tell people what 
to think - I don't have the right - but we 

are barraged with indoctrination and I 
simply want people to wake up and start 
asking questions. That's a first step. 

Q: OK, so they're asking questions, 
what then? 

~: Well, then it's up to them. An artist 
is the storm trooper of social change. 
People are not open to logical argument 
until they have been emotionally swayed. 
An artist can go in and appeal to some
one on an emotional level, a nonverbal 
level that is deeper than a logical level. 
An artist's job is to open up how people 
see. After that, the pundits with their 
logical arguments can make a dent, but 
not before. So that is the assignment 
I've given myself: to create an emotional 
response that opens people up. 

Q: And how do you propose to do 
that? 

~: Ah, well, that's very difficult. In 
this series I'm trying a number of tech
niques. For instance, the drawings are 
very large. So when you stand next to 
them, the animal is roughly your size. 
Maybe larger, maybe a little smaller, but 
because they are in your physical space 
you have to deal with them. 

And then there is the technique of 
conflict. You see this in literature: A plot 
grabs you because you have sympathy 
for a protagonist, but they're in trouble 
and you want to see how it turns out. In 
these pieces, you are the protagonist. 
You are in the presence of this animal 
and you're pulled in a couple of different 
directions. Everyone of these animals 
is beautiful. You are seduced by their 
beauty. But there's an edge; the animal 
may be scary, like the bear or the snake, 
or repulsive, like the fly. And you have to 
deal with the way you're torn - do you 
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accept that the animal is simultaneously 
ravishing and repulsive? 

And there is a deeper question, be
cause that is what we are, too : Am I able 
to accept that I, as a human being, am 
simultaneously ravishing and repulsive? 

And once we have established that com
monality, then we move to the animal's 
point of view. Because we are head-on 
with all these animals. I don't look down 
at them. In my works I invite you to look 
at them eye-to-eye as equals. I invite you 

to think about what the animal is thinking 
about, how it lives, and how you factor 
into that. And not least how the way you 
live factors into the way the animal lives. 

I am doing a subtle thing with putting 
the animal eye-to-eye with you. In our 
culture we have a pecking order, with 
us on top; it's a fundamental value, even 
running deeply through our religious 
teachings. I am challenging this value. 
Our science tells us that we are the most 
intelligent animal, and that is why we have 
dominion; but if we were so intelligent 
we would not be destroying the earth. I 
believe that each animal is perfect for its 
niche, perfect for its way of life. Humans 
have different types of intelligence - for 
instance, an athlete has a great physical 
intelligence, knowing exactly where the 
ball is going to be at the precise moment. 
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A computer geek, the kind of person 
who may do great on a math test, may 
have zero physical intelligence. A dog 
will have an intelligence about scents, 
a way of mapping the world through 
smell and interpreting from that, that we 
simply cannot imagine. I know a man 
who claims he can communicate with 
flies, get them to land on his finger so 
he can let them out the window. I don't 
believe animals are stupid, or that our 
dominion over them is justified. Science 
is just beginning to realize that apes can 

do math, and that we don't have a patent 
on the kinds of tricks that we associate 
with our very limited definition of intel
ligence. I am trying to open people up to 
the possibility that animals may be far 
more our peers than we think. 

Q: And what's the point of that? 

ft: I am trying to create connection. 
You can pour acid or herbicides into a 
stream if you don't recognize that you and 
the stream are part of the same system, 
and that you actually are interdependent. 
If enough streams die, you die. 

Q: OK, so let's talk some more about 
the artwork. In some of them, particu
larly the Paleolithic Bunny Hunt, the 
Lynx and the Monster, you quote from 



Paleolithic cave paintings. What's that 
all about? Are you trying to be a Pa
leolithic artist? Hasn't that been done? 

~: Yeah, it's been done. Elaine de 
Kooning painted copies of Lascaux hors
es; you might say what's the point. I am 
not talking about cave paintings. I am 
talking about the mindset they had back 
then. Yes, I did see Herzog's film on the 
Chauvet cave paintings, and what struck 
me in that film is how well the lions were 
drawn. Those artists understood them 

from the inside out. I thought about it 
for months, and realized that these early 
people had to understand the lions if they 
were to survive. Maybe the lions were 
prey and maybe the people were prey, 
but either way, it's a situation where the 
lions were worthy adversaries and they 
were respected. It's very evident from 
how they're drawn. 

The Chauvet cave paintings are con
sistent in style, even though they were 
painted and retouched by artists over a 
period of hundreds, maybe thousands, 
of years. I thought that was fascinating. 
It was obvious that the style of the Chau
vet paintings was a particular visual 
language. So I asked myself: What is our 
visual language, what do people respond 
to in our culture if they have not received 

a specialized art education? And the 
answer was photographs, movies, comic 
books, children's book illustrations. This 
is where people in our culture learn to 
read images. So in the Feral series, I make 
an effort to simplify my normal style, 
which is very influenced by 19TH century 
academic painters. I have made it more 
graphic and loose, because I am trying 
to come up with a modern equivalent of 
the way those Paleolithic painters would 
think. My goal was not to make a Paleo
lithic painting. It was to make a modern 

Ravens © Shelah Horvitz 

painting from a mindset close to nature, 
with a modern way of seeing. 

I was looking at the Lascaux and 
Chauvet cave paintings. I was looking at 
Inuit bear carvings and Native American 
masks from the Pacific Northwest. I was 
looking at the glass artist William Morris. 
And then I saw the animations that British 
artist Jamie Hewlett made for his work 
with the Gorillaz and I thought, look at 
that simplicity, that guy can really draw, 
he understands his anatomy and he has 
real graphic punch, but he uses devices 
that are not realistic, that we have learned 
to read as symbols because we are raised 
with comic books. So I took some of his 
devices and mixed them with the Chauvet 
cave paintings and my normal style to 
see what would come out. 
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Q: Why did you work in pastel? 

0: Well that was a new thing for me. 
I started in compressed charcoal and I 
was just shooting for atmospheric effects, 
like you get in a pinhole camera photo. 

Q: Why is that? 

0: It's primitive, it 's moody. There's 
a level of mystery. I wanted mystery. 

Q: SO then you started working with 
the pastels. 

0: Yeah, well, I started thinking about 
the cave walls, about the very raw, very 
direct act of applying pigment to the clay 
walls. They had red iron oxide, yellow 
ochre and black. They blew pigment onto 
the walls, probably through hollowed-out 
bones . I could have done that. But I 
started with the walls. I sponged them 
in with faux-finishing techniques and 
thought , well you could knock yourself 
out trying to make these walls realistic , 
you could make them look like real gran
ite, but that's not the point. You're not 
trying to do cave paintings, you're not 
trying to be a Paleolithic artist , you're 
trying to allude to Paleolithic paintings, 
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you're just quoting, as in literature. It 's 
enough that you use certain devices so 
people sense what you're alluding to. So 
I left the grounds alone. But I found that I 
needed more color than I could get from 
compressed charcoal alone. So I started 
with the colors from the cave paintings, 
the ochres and iron oxides and umbers 
and I got them with pastels, becaus~ 
that's very direct, you're drawing on 
the surface, it's primitive. You use your 
fingers . Powdered pigment gets all over 
the place and when you're done you have 
to wash your feet. It's primal. 

And then when I needed to do the Snake 
those colors from dirt weren't enough. i 
needed green. I put a lot of thought into 
that, and decided what the hell, what 
matters is that I wanted to get this sense 
that you're in a jungle and it's dim and 
you see this big honking snake and it 's 
just looking you over, cold, like the eyes 
o.f a corporate raider. I decided the expe
rIence of the viewer is more important 
than the proscription that we only use 
colors from dirt, so I pulled in the greens 
and the yellows. And then all bets were 
off, I could do anything, as long as I stuck 
to pastel on a watercolor ground. 





Q: So is the series done? 

0: Well, I had to complete a certain 
number of works for this show, but I don't 
know where this series will take me. You 
follow a series to a logical conclusion. I 
can see I'm going in a direction where 
color is getting more important, and 
when I have to pull in regular paints I will 
say the series is done and I'm starting a 
new series, probably acrylic on panels. 
But in this series, I'm really trying to dig 
down and pull up our zeitgeist's psychic 
shadow and pit it against beauty, truth, 
and possibility. I'm just getting started. I 
will see how people respond to this work. 
I know everyone will respond to this work 
in their own way, but as long as they get 
something I'll be happy. r-
Shelah Horvitz is a fine artist living 
in Massachusetts. She has exhibited in 
galleries and museums throughout the 
United States, and her work has appeared 
in Japan's Marie Claire magazine, Art in 
America, and on the BBC, and has been 
treated in scholarly books and monographs 
in the Us. and across Europe. She currently 
exhibits with Galatea Fine Arts in Boston's 
SO WA district and the avant-garde alterna
tive space Atlantic Works in East Boston. 

Olav Grinde is a Norwegian writer, trans
lator and copywriter. His own writings 
include The Magic of Fjord Norway and 
Snake (detail) © Shelah Horvitz 
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We couldn't do justice to the size 
and scope of this body of work. To 
view the originals, visit the exhibit: 

Galatea Fine Arts 
460B Harrison Avenue # B-6 

Boston, MA 02118 
617-542-1500 

Opening Reception: 
Friday, November 2, 2012, 

6-9 P.M. 

Exhibition: 
November 2-25, 2012 

Gallery Hours: 
W-F 12-6 Sat-Sun 12-5 , 

http://gaiateafineart.com 

Cruising Norwegian Waters. Trained as 
an artist at the University of California at 
Davis, Grinde has written and translated 
numerous exhibitions, exhibition catalogs, 
scholarly articles and art reviews. He is cur
rently translating the poems and journals 
of Olav H. Hauge, a major Norwegian poet, 
which will be published by White Pine Press. 



by Robert D. Deblinger 

While the vast majority of lobsters are harvested with the use of baited 
traps, the pursuit of these delectable crustaceans in their own element is 
a challenging sport that requires scuba-diving experience, quick hands, 
knowledge of their habits, and always a little luck. Don't forget the "tickler"! 

I had been on the ocean floor for about 
40 minutes, at 35 feet below the surface, 
when I checked my gauge to see how much 

compressed air was left in my tank. I had 
used about 65% of my air supply, so it 
was time to think about heading back to 
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the beach. I turned around and right in 
front of me was the largest lobster I had 
seen all season! Was it too big to keep, I 
wondered? Was it too dangerous to grab? 
How long would it take to wrestle it out of 
its rock cave and into my game bag? Did 
I have enough air left in my tank to land 
him and get back to the beach? These 
are the questions that challenge every 
lobster diver. 

A Taste for Challenge 
Like most wildlife biologists, I have 

a penchant for harvesting (Le., killing 
and consuming) fish and wildlife. In 
the 40 years that I have been involved 
in wildlife conservation, I have known 
"wild lifers" from all over the world who 
have harvested everything that can be 
legally fished, hunted, or trapped. At 
game dinners in Massachusetts I have 
eaten a great variety of game species 
harvested throughout the United States. 
These have included black bear, beaver, 
muskrat, pheasant, moose, elk, quail, 
Canada goose, mountain lion (sausage), 
crayfish, woodcock, and untold spe
cies of fresh water and saltwater fish. 
During summer in Massachusetts, the 
most popular saltwater fish are striped 
bass, fluke, and scup. But of all the 
species that can be legally harvested 
in the Commonwealth, I prefer Ameri
can lobsters (Homarus americanus) to 
everything else. 

Most people catch lobsters in traps, 
an activity regulated by the Massachu
setts Division of Marine Fisheries on a 
commercial and non-commercial basis. 
For those of us who pursue this as an 
avocation, a non-commercial lobster per
mit can be purchased for $40 annually, 
which allows either 10 traps or catching 
lobsters by hand while scuba diving. I 
prefer to dive. 

These two activities are as fundamen
tally different as terrestrial trapping and 
hunting. The former requires that baited 
traps be set in the right areas using a 
tried-and-true methodology that pro
duces the optimum outcome. One simply 
sets the traps, and then comes back to 
check them. The latter requires stealth 
and the right search image to find the 
prey, and then specialized techniques 
to actually acquire it. 

Unlike most fish and game in Massachu
setts, the American lobster possesses 
respectable weaponry with which to 
defend itself from capture, while the only 
"tools" the scuba diver is allowed to use 
are his/her hands and a three-foot alu
minum rod called a "tickle stick." These 
factors - plus the habits of the prey, 
the stringent regulations involving the 
activity, and of course the crucial issues 
inherentto breathing underwater- make 
lobster diving an exciting physical and 
mental challenge. But I am getting ahead 
of myself. 

While the American lobster prefers the 
cooler waters of the north Atlantic, its 
range is from the Gulf of St. Lawrence, 
Canada to offshore canyons east of North 
Carolina. Only a handful of states allow 
lobsters to be taken by scuba divers. 
These include Massachusetts, Rhode 
Island, Connecticut, New York, and New 
Jersey. Maine strictly forbids it. 

The non-commercial lobster permit is 
good for the entire year, but most lobster 
diving occurs in the summer. Lobster 
diving can be accomplished with scuba 
equipment or by free diving. Free divers 
wear snorkel gear and simply search 
shallow waters until they see a lobster. 
Then they hold their breath and dive, 
hoping to quickly snatch the lobster and 
come back to the surface. Conversely, 
scuba divers use heavy weight belts so 
that they can kneel on the ocean bottom 
while fighting with their prey. 

"Most lobster diving in 
Massachusetts occurs in coastal 
waters less than 50 feet deep." 

Scuba diving for lobsters starts with 
a scuba certification course. The initial 
Open Water Certification teaches the 
beginning diver the basics necessary 
to survive under water and return to 
the surface without damaging internal 
organs (due to decompression sickness 
or "the bends," as well as other problems 
associated with pressure). One needs to 
have a thorough understanding of the 
physics of breathing compressed air at 
depth, the maintenance and use of scuba 
equipment, and the strict rules that apply 
to diving and taking lobsters. 
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Lobsters cannot be harvested from 
Massachusetts waters unless they 
meet strict size requirements designed 
to conserve the resource, hence 
divers must carry a gauge with which 
to measure them. In addition, female 
lobsters cannot be harvested if they 
have eggs attached to the underside 
of their tails (above) or if one of their 
tail flippers has been "V-notched" 
(right) by a commercial lobsterman. 

Most lobster diving in Massachusetts 
occurs in coastal waters less than 50 feet 
deep. The deeper one dives, the shorter 
the air lasts in one's tank. At 30 feet, a 
diver should enjoy a dive that lasts from 
45 minutes to an hour depending on his 
or her rate of respiration. I have found 
as many as six "keeper" lobsters in one 
(I-hour) dive. 

What is a keeper lobster? In Massa
chusetts, lobsters must be of a certain 
size to keep, and divers use a special 
gauge designed to make sure lobsters 
are legal size. The coast of the state is 
divided into three lobster zones that 
have different rules. In the Gulf of Maine 
(northern zone) a keeper must have a 
14 

carapace (the shell from behind the eye 
socket along the back to the top of the 
tail) that measures between 3 J;,j inches 
and 5 inches. This roughly equates to a 
I-pound to 4-pound lobster. In the south
ern New England zone, the carapace must 
be between 33/8 inches and 5 inches. In 
the Outer Cape Cod zone, lobsters must 
only meet a minimum size restriction of 
33/8 inches; there is no maximum size 
restriction in this zone. 

In addition, no female lobster can be 
taken if she has eggs attached to her 
abdomen or if one of her tail flippers has 
been "V-notched" by a commercial lob
sterman. They cut a "V" into the flipper 



of an egg-bearing female so that she is 
protected thereafter. These conservation 
regulations must be strictly obeyed for 
the future of the resource. What it means 
for scuba divers is that they must take 
time underwater to measure each lobster 
with a gauge and look for eggs or a "v." 

After doing this for a half dozen dives, 
one gets the approximate size "search 
image" memorized so that valuable com
pressed air is not wasted fighting with 
either "short" or "too large" lobsters. It 
is still important to gauge each one, but 
you learn by experience to pass on the 
very small or very large ones (where an 
upper size limit applies). 

In Massachusetts, the best lobster hab
itat is in the Gloucester/Rockport area, 
but, in general, good lobstering can be 
found anywhere there is a decent rocky 
substrate. Scuba diving for lobster can 
occur from shore or off a boat. Shore 
diving can be quite exhausting because 
one must put on all the gear and then 

walk (usually in hot weather) to the 
ocean. Then there is usually a distance to 
traverse underwater before finding good 
lobster habitat. Some divers conserve 
their air supply by snorkeling to their 
favorite lobster area before diving down 
to begin the hunt. 

Relative to the amount of equipment 
that we wear in New England, our water 
is cold even in July and August, ranging 
from 55° to 70°F. To thwart the effects 
of exposure to these temperatures for 
an hour or more, most divers wear a 
thick, 7mm neoprene wetsuit with a 
hood, gloves, and boots. This insures 
that no skin remains unprotected from 
the cold water. In addition, we wear a 
substantial amount of lead weight, the 
amount depending on what the diver 
weighs. A 200-pound diver might wear 
30 pounds of lead weight to ensure that 
he/she can remain comfortably down 
on the ocean floor. The entire dive suit 
and tank (including flashlight and other 

Lobsters are largely nocturnal and tend to leave their lairs to forage only at night. 
Divers are only allowed to hunt them during daylight, however, and so must learn 
to find and extract them from their daytime hideouts. 
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like a camera) might weigh close to 100 
pounds. So walking 200 or 300 yards to 
the beach on a hot day with all of that 
equipment is difficult - but that cold water 
sure does feel good once you submerge! 

Even though it is a lot of work and tir
ing, I can say without reservation that 
the effort is worth it. This is true even 
when the hunt is not successful in terms 
of producing any legal lobsters. Scuba 
diving in New England waters is simply 
fascinating, and as with hunting from a 
tree stand in the deer woods, it is a rare 
day when you don't get to observe some 
of the local marine inhabitants doing 
things most people never have a chance 
to witness firsthand. 

First of all, with the proper equipment 
and training, one can have a thoroughly 
relaxing (Le., weightless) and enjoyable 
time on a dive just observing and explor
ing. Even though visibility is limited (less 
than 30 feet), it is amazing what you see. 
For example, one of the predators of lob
sters is the striped bass. (In fact, if you 

peruse the popular saltwater sport fish
ing literature from the first decades of the 
last century, before lobsters became an 
expensive culinary delicacy, you will find 
their tails were among the most highly 
recommended baits to use when fishing 
for stripers!) I never really thought of fish 
as being particularly smart, but some 
striped bass have clearly figured out 
the hunting methods that lobster divers 
use, and they literally follow us around 
looking to take advantage of any feeding 
opportunities we may provide. We often 
have fun trying to pet the stripers as 
they swim by. 

I have been shoulder deep in a rock 
cave, tugging on a lobster, when I get 
the sense that someone is watching me 
from behind. Sure enough, I pull out of 
the cave with the lobster,and there is a 
striped bass hovering there, waiting to 
see it! Many times when you try to put 
a "short" lobster back in its rock den, it 
panics and darts into the water column. 
GULP!! With one quick movement the 

Lobsters typically match the shades of the local habitat, hence it helps to develop 
a "search image" to spot them in cover. This handsome pair, caught by the author, 
are not only different in color, but one is "right-handed" while the other is a lefty. 
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Striped bass are intelligent enough to learn that if they shadow a lobster diver, 
opportunities to grab an easy meal will sometimes be presented. 

GULP!! With one quick movement the 
striper attacks and swallows the lobster 
with an audible "crunch" as it crushes 
the shell. 

Lobsters prefer to hide in rock dens. 
They are territorial animals and aggres
sively defend their dens. The best dens 
are occupied by the most dominant lob
sters. The bigger the lobster, the bigger 
the den. They do not construct these 
dens, which are normally just natural 
cavity features of the rock-jumbled bot
tom, but they do modify the entrance 
by excavating sand beneath the rocks. 
You may notice this sand and gravel 
operation, as well as the remains of dis
carded prey such as crab shells near the 
den entrance. While the lobster may be 
in view, often the only glimpse you get 
when shining your flashlight into a den 
is the red color of one antenna beyond 
your reach toward the rear of the cave. 

In one of my favorite spots, lobsters 
inhabit holes they have excavated them
selves in the substrate of an old salt 
marsh. In that area, the barrier beach has 
eroded and migrated inland so far that 

the ancient salt marsh peat is now the 
ocean floor. This soil is easy for them to 
excavate, so over a 3-acre area there are 
hundreds of lobster-sized holes for the 
diver to examine. Most are too deep to 
reach into, but it seems that every time I 
check, I can find a lobster or two resting 
near its entrance. 

Avoiding the Pinch 
The question often asked of lobster 

divers right after, "Do you see sharks?" 
(rarely, but we have seen Blue Sharks) is : 
"How do you catch the lobster without 
being hurt by the crusher claw?" 

There are several techniques. The key 
feature of each is to begin by stealthily 
approaching the lobster. Since they 
are nocturnal predators, lobsters are 
usually hiding during the day. (Night 
diving with bright lights is a great way 
to observe nocturnal sea life, but it is 
illegal to take lobsters after sunset.) If 
you are lucky enough to find one at the 
entrance to its rock den, you must try to 
approach it without disturbing it. This is 
difficult since lobsters possess multiple 

17 



tiny hairs) capable of sensing the tiniest 
change in water movement. 

My favorite technique is the "snatch and 
grab." Once you build up your courage, 
you very slowly approach the lobster at 
the entrance to its cave with its claws 
facing you. It is important not to touch its 
claws because they come off very easily. 
(It takes a lobster quite a while to grow 
a new one, and, remember, the lobster 
might not be a keeper.) The lobster cannot 
reach straight up vertically, so you kneel 
an arm's length away and strike quickly 
by darting your hand over it and down 
on its back, and then pulling it toward 
you and out of the cave. 

The other method is to be sneaky and 
try to move your tickle stick past it and 
behind, "tickling" its tail. In theory, the 
lobster is supposed to turn around to 
attack what is behind it. When that hap
pens, you can grab its tail. The problem 
is that lobsters are also smarter than you 
think and rarely fall for this trick. What's 
worse is that once the lobster figures out 
that you are there, it will back into its 
cave so deep that it is impossible to get 
it out. They also tend to dig their strong, 

muscular tail into the sand or tuck it 
under a rock, hence it takes quite a tug 
to get it "unstuck." 

The advanced lobster diver (Le., one 
who possesses a lot of experience and 
courage but has also lost fingernails due 
to the pressure exerted by a crusher claw) 
has the tough decision as to whether or 
not to spend a lot of time trying to grab 
a defensive lobster that is deep within a 
cave, but still reachable. This is a case
by-case decision, but I almost always err 
on the side of caution. 

There are two techniques that can be 
employed when this situation presents 
itself. One is to pin the crusher claw (the 
cutting claw with its serrated teeth can 
also do damage, but is not as severe 
as the damage the crusher can inflict) 
with your tickle stick, allowing you to 
grab the lobster's back from above the 
pinned claw. The other technique is to 
make quick darting movements in front of 
the crusher claw, waiting for the lobster 
to strike. When it does, you counter by 
pushing the crusher claw in the direction 
of the lobster's body while sliding your 
hand along the outside of the claw and 

The author comes ashore after a successful lobster dive. The extensive equipment 
(which must always include the dive flag for safety) and weight belts may have 
a total weight of 100 pounds or more, hence the walk to the water may require 
greater physical stamina than the dive itself! 
18 
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around to its back. In either case, I am 
always careful how long a fight lasts so 
as not to deplete too much air extracting 
anyone lobster. There is always another 
"easier catch" in your future. 

The huge lobster at the beginning of 
this article was a four pound male. The 
males have larger claws but smaller tails 
than females. With limited air left in my 
tank, I decided that I had to snatch and 
grab this big guy. It was going to have to 
be a quick strike that worked, or I would 
go home empty-handed. But I did not 
have enough air left for a long, drawn-out 
battle. I noticed that his crusher claw was 
on the right (lobsters can be right- or 
left-handed), and I am right-handed, so 
during the strike to grab him behind the 
head, I would focus on his crusher claw. It 
was so big that I knew if he grabbed a hold 
of me, he would clearly do damage. For 
whatever reason, the bigger the lobster, 
the less they fight. Maybe the old, large 
lobsters have not had anything to worry 
about for so long that they let down their 
defenses. I struck so fast that the big guy 
barely had time to react. In one quick 
motion I grabbed him and pulled him out 
of his cave and into the water column. 

As he flailed his claws helplessly in the 
water, I smiled and knew that I had the 
keeper of the season. When I put the gauge 
along his back, I discovered that he was 
a hair less than the five inch maximum 
legal limit. Into the game bag he went. I 
slowly made my way back to the beach 
watching my air gauge. One key to safe 
scuba diving is to always breathe slowly 
and remain relaxed. When I surfaced 
near the beach, I still had plenty of air 
left in the tank. 

But the best part of lobster diving is 
coming home with your bounty. I often 
say that when I bring home a deer, half 
the family loves me and half the family 
hates me - but when I bring home lob
sters, everybody loves me! 

Robert ("Rob") D. Deblinger, Ph.D., is the 
Deputy Director of Field Operations for 
the Division of Fisheries and Wildlife. An 
accomplished wildlife biologist and avid 
scuba diver, his articles on diving with 
whale sharks and urban angst in the face 
of rural living have appeared in previous 
issues. 
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by Peter G. Mirick 
with 

Lieutenant Anthony Wolski and Sergeant-Detective Mark Brighenti 

Determined investigative work, state-of-the-art forensics testing, and 
a little bit of luck were all involved in the successful prosecution of a 
recent bear poaching conspiracy, a case that marks one of the first uses 
of wildlife DNA evidence in a big-game investigation in Massachusetts. 

fj) ears can be very difficult animals 
• to hunt. In Massachusetts, it has 

• been illegal to bait them (set 
out food to attract them into a 
killing zone) since 1970, when 

the state Fisheries & Wildlife Board es
tablished the first comprehensive bear 
hunting regulations. Without the ability 
to bait, it takes a sportsman a great deal 
of knowledge, pre-season scouting, and a 
not a little luck to be in the right place, at 
the right time, to successfully harvest a 
bear. It makes the hunt that much more 
challenging, a true test of fair chase; and 
marks the successful hunter as a master 
of the sport (or, on occasion, simply an 
exceptionally lucky individual). 
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To others, unfortunately, the ease with 
which bait can sometimes bring in a bear 
is an invitation to cheat. And that is ex
actly what a 28-year-old poacher was up 

Poachers Beware: Massachusetts 
Environmental Police Officers Anthony 
E. Wolski (on left) and Mark Brighenti 
stand below a branch in the Royalston 
woods from which a poacher's bait 
bucket was suspended (above). Careful 
documentation of evidence associated 
with this site and the determination of 
these officers and their colleagues to 
pursue the case resulted in the successful 
prosecution of two individuals for 
illegally taking a black bear. 
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Sergeant Wolski was delighted to spot this photo posted on a refrigerator at 
the poacher's father's house during the execution of a search warrant. It shows 
the poacher with the bear (note street clothes and trigger lock) right where it 
succumbed to the rifle shot. Thanks to the surrounding vegetation (and particularly 
the bent hemlock), the Sergeant immediately recognized it as the exact location 
he and Officer Brighenti (right, pointing to sunflower seeds in the bear's final 
defecation) had identified as the kill site at the baited location. 

to when he climbed into his tree stand 
in Royalston one day in early September 
last year: cheating at bear hunting, giving 
himself better odds than other hunters 
by disregarding the regulations lawful 
sportsmen must follow. He and likely at 
least one accomplice had been "training" 
bears to come to a dangling plastic bucket 
full of sunflower seeds for some time. The 
bucket and the area around it had been 
carefully trimmed so that the shooter 
had a perfectly framed sight picture of 
the suspended bucket from his slightly 
elevated tree stand across an old power 
line cut. It was about a 35-yard shot, an 
easy one with his 7mm-08 scoped rifle. 
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We don't know exactly when the bear 
rose into the execution zone and stuck 
his head into the bucket of seeds - no 
one knows for sure except the poacher 
and his accomplice - but the evidence 
suggests the bear was standing upright 
when it was executed , with one or both 
paws on the rim of the bucket. It may 
have been shot on the morning of the 
13th as the poacher reported, or perhaps 
the evening before. 

The poacher had his picture taken 
with the bear right where it fell, still in 
the round (ungutted) , but in the photo 
his smiling presence is wearing street 



clothes rather then camouflage hunting 
apparel, and his gun is wearing a trigger 
lock. It is unlikely that even a bait hunter 
would be in street clothes while bear 
hunting, and no bear hunter would be 
foolish enough to put a trigger lock on 
his rifle before approaching a freshly 
downed bear. So it seems likely he shot 
it well before the photo was taken, and 
came back to retrieve it after changing 
into clothing that wouldn't attract any 
unnecessary attention from the public 
or the Law. 

After gutting the bear, tagging it with 
a legitimate bear permit, and dragging it 
out (again, probably with an accomplice) 
the poacher took it to the Central District 
Headquarters of the Division of Fisheries 
& Wildlife (DFW) in West Boylston, an 
official bear checking station, to have it 
legally tagged. Then he brought it to a 
butcher in Athol. 

As so often happens with important 
law enforcement investigations, this one 
began with an unrelated event: a report 
of rifle shots fired at dusk in Royalston 

on September 5, a Sunday evening when 
hunting would have been illegal. Sergeant 
(now Lieutenant) Anthony E. Wolski (in
variably known as "Tony" to his friends) of 
the Massachusetts Environmental Police 
(MEP) was familiar with the area, and in 
the days after the shots were reported to 
him, he conducted several foot patrols 
through various hunting locales around 
the town, looking for bear hunters and 
noting the locations of tree stands. He 
also contacted DFW staff at Central 
District Headquarters in West Boylston 
and requested that they notify him if 
anyone checked in a bear from Royalston. 
Perched in the glacier-riven hills of north 
Worcester County, this rugged, rural town 
is a popular bear hunting area. Sergeant 
Wolski continued to patrol it as time and 
circumstances permitted, but he had a 
large region to cover, and couldn't be 
there every day. 

On Tuesday, September 13, Sgt. Wolski 
received word from DFW Central District 
Office that a hunter had checked in a 
bear at about 3 P.M. The young man who 
brought it in told the checking staff that 
he had taken the animal with a rifle in the 
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hardwoods of Royalston that morning. 
He also told them where he was going 
to get it butchered. 

The bear was a respectable 196 pounds 
dressed, an adult male, and the staff had 
noted that they couldn't pry open its 
jaws to pull a tooth for aging because the 
carcass was so stiff. Based on the man's 
word, current hunting license, and valid 
bear permit, they had affixed a numbered 
tag to the carcass, congratulated the 
hunter on his success, and sent him on 
his way just as they would for any legal 
hunter. 

The poacher must have thought he was 
home free. 

The name of the hunter, as they say 
in the peculiar dialect of legal reports, 
"was known" to the Sergeant. He had 
dealt with the young man and one of his 
family members on a case involving an 
illegally-taken deer the previous year, and 
they had been evasive and uncooperative 
throughout the investigation. Now he had 
evidence of a very stiff bear, reports of 
suspicious shots fired a little over a week 
earlier in the same region, and a name 
already associated with the illegal taking 
of game. He decided it wouldn't hurt to 
at least go take a look at the bear and 
interview the hunter. 

Following up on what he knew so far, 
Sergeant Wolski checked in with DFW 
Central District Supervisor Bill Davis to 
see if it was biologically possible for a bear 
shot that morning to be so stiff its jaws 
couldn't be pried open in the afternoon. 
He was surprised to learn it was possible; 
the onset of rigor mortis could certainly 
occur within that time period and cause 
the tightly clamped jaws. The stiffness of 
the carcass, in this case, would not be a 
reliable forensic tool for determining time 
of death. The Sergeant went to visit the 
slaughterhouse the next day. 

He found the carcass as yet unskinned, 
but located an entry and exit wound in 
the front shoulder region. He asked the 
butcher when it was going to be skinned, 
and returned later in the afternoon to 
observe and photograph the process. It 
was now clear that a bullet had entered 
the bear on the left side of the chest, 
traveled straight through the chest cav
ity, and exited at the same height and 
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The bear's skinned carcass was 
photographed at the slaughterhouse 
and displays an entry wound just 
behind the right shoulder. The loca
tion of the entry and exit wounds 
convinced Sergeant Wolski that the 
shot had been fired from about the 
same elevation as the bear. 
angle on the right, causing damage to 
muscles near the top of the right leg. It 
was the Sergeant's opinion that the shot 
was fired from about the same elevation 
as the bear, and that the bear had likely 
had both of its front legs out in front of it 
when the bullet struck, or perhaps reach
ing upward if it was standing upright. 
He called the hunter and left a message 
to return his call, toll free, to the MEP 
radio room. 

Not having received a return call by 
the morning of Thursday, September 
15, Sergeant Wolski and Environmental 
Police Officer (EPO) MarkBrighenti (now 
Sergeant-Detective) went to the hunter's 
address to try to speak to him in person. 
He was standing in his garage when 
they pulled into the driveway, and he 
immediately called someone on his cell 



phone. The Sergeant explained that he 
had a few questions about the bear the 
hunter had tagged, and that he would 
like to be shown the location where the 
bear had been shot. 

The hunter asked if it was a law that 
he had to show the spot to the officers, 
and was read (and allowed to read) the 
law that, indeed, requires any hunter to 
show an MEP officer the location where 
an animal was taken to ensure it was a 
lawful taking. The hunter refused the re
quest, however, reporting that he had to 
go to work in the afternoon and had too 
much to do. He told the officers that his 
father knew where the bear was taken, 
and had helped him remove the bear from 
the woods where he shot it. The Sergeant 
asked if the father could show him the kill 
site, and the hunter called his father and 
put the Sergeant on the phone. 

The father was at first reluctant. He said 
that he and his son did "their homework" 
and didn't want others to know their 
hunting spots. The Sergeant assured him 
he would not tell any other bear hunters 
the locations of any hunting spots, and 
the father reported that the bear was 
shot off Falls Road, and that he and his 
son had carried it out whole and gutted 
it at his house. The Sergeant asked the 
father if he could show him the kill site 
within the hour. That was not possible 
due to his current location and work 
obligations, the father reported, but he 
agreed to meet the Sergeant at 4:00 P.M. 
and to take him to the site. 

After he hung up, the Sergeant ques
tioned the young hunter again, and again 
heard the same story: He and his father 
had carried the bear out of the woods 
and gutted it out at his father's house. 
The officers took their leave and agreed 
to meet again about an hour before the 
scheduled rendezvous with the father. 

Officer Brighenti had some interesting 
news for the Sergeant when they met 
up again at 3:15 P.M.: Following up on a 
complaint reported to the radio room, 
the officer had spoken to a woman in 
Royalston who reported that she and her 
sister, out for a walk in the woods to try 
to find a tree they had planted in memory 
of their father, had found what appeared 
to be animal entrails. The location was 
off Warwick Road. 

Falls Road runs off Warwick Road, and 
the entrails were located about 2 miles 
from where the hunter's father said his 
son had killed the bear. No other bear 
had been reported killed in Royalston. 
The Sergeant told Officer Brighenti to go 
and check out the site and then to stay 
out of sight. They planned to get together 
again later to compare results. 

The Sergeant met up with the hunter's 
father, 52, who was not happy to be kept 
waiting while the officer took an urgent 
call. It was from Officer Brighenti, who re
ported that the complainant had not only 
shown him what he believed was a bear's 
entrails, but that he had also located a 
baited hunting stand with a suspended 
bucket full of black sunflower seeds; the 
same seeds he had observed amongst the 
entrails. The Sergeant thanked him for 
the information and told him he would 
call back after his hike with the father 
off Falls Road. 

The father led the Sergeant into thick 
woods and showed him a trail camera 
with a picture of a bear from the same 
location on it. "See, see? Here's the bear, 
same woods!" The Sergeant agreed it was 
a bear. The father then led him approxi
mately 500 feet up a steep, uneven slope 
dotted with obstructing blow-downs, 
thickets, and a stone wall. At the top was 
a tree stand approximately 20 feet from 
the ground. 

The sergeant asked where the bear 
was located when it was shot, and was 
directed to a small clearing about 1 0 yards 
from the tree. He was told the son had 
made the downward shot from the stand, 
and that they had not gutted it in the 
woods because "we do our homework and 
do not want anyone to know our spots." 

Did the father still have the gut pile at 
his house? No, he had taken it up to New 
Hampshire, where he worked. He was 
evasive about exactly where that was. 
The Sergeant did not observe any drag 
marks, any blood, any bear fur, or any 
other sign that a bear had been shot, 
killed, and removed from the location. 
He also noted the extreme angle a bullet 
fired from the stand would have entered 
a bear shot at the location indicated. 
It would not have produced the nearly 
horizontal wound he had observed on 
the carcass. 
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As the two men descended the steep, 
difficult slope to return to their vehicles, 
the Sergeant thought it quite improbable 
that two people could have carried a bear 
weighing well over 200 pounds down what 
amounted to a 500-foot obstacle course. 
It would have taken almost superhuman 
strength. With no physical evidence that 
a bear had been shot at the location, the 
Sergeant concluded the father was not 
telling him the truth. He thanked the 
father for his time and headed over to 
meet Officer Brighenti. 

Officer Brighenti was excited about 
the crime scene he had discovered, and 
quickly led the Sergeant to it. Together 
the officers collected tissue samples 
from the maggot-infested gut pile, care
fully documented the evidence and their 
procedures in photographs, and located 
additional evidence, including a hidden 

field where vehicles had obviously been 
parking, concealed from the road. The 
Sergeant recalled that the father had 
mentioned that his brother was coming 
up from Connecticut for the coming 
weekend, and that they planned to go 
bear hunting. The officers decided to 
leave the bait site as they had found it 
(sans a few small tissue samples), and 
to keep it under surveillance in hopes 
of apprehending a poacher in the act. 

The officers cleared the area and agreed 
that, based on the evidence before them, 
the bear should be seized as evidence in 
a wildlife crime investigation. The Ser
geant immediately informed the butcher 
not to release the bear, and the butcher 
called the hunter to notify him that his 
bear would not be ready for Friday pick
up as originally promised. Instead, the 
Sergeant showed up on Friday, collected 
and documented tissue samples from 

The officers were meticulous in processing the crime scene and documenting 
their activities. Here Officer Brighenti holds a "chain of custody" bag containing 
biological evidence recovered at the scene. Ultimately, it was DNA evidence tying 
the bear to its gut pile that removed any shadow of doubt that the poachers were 
guilty. 
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the carcass, and duly tagged the frozen, 
quartered bear and its hide as evidence. 
The butcher agreed to keep it secured 
under lock until it could be taken to a 
secure freezer at DFW Central District 
Headquarters. 

On Saturday, Officer Brighenti and a 
DFW Technician with a great deal of 
hunting expertise visited the kill site to 
locate and collect more evidence. They 
immediately saw that the gut pile and bait 
bucket had been removed. There was still 
plenty of physical evidence remaining, 
however, and with careful examination 
of the ground, blood, hair, and vegeta
tion, the two investigators ascertained 
where the bear had been shot, the short 
path it had taken while dying, and the 
site where it expired. They also found 
clipped branches and decisive marks on 
two trees where tree stands had recently 
been taken down. They photographed 
and measured almost everything. 

A few days later an attorney repre
senting the hunter contacted Sergeant 
Wolski to report that the hunter's father 
had brought the gut pile back from New 
Hampshire and wanted it tested. Another 
attorney called to ask that the bear be 
returned to the hunter. The Sergeant told 
him that the case was ongoing, and that 
DNA and ballistics testing was planned. 
The hunter's father sent irate letters to 
the Governor's office, his senator's office, 
and various media outlets stating that 
"DNA and ballistics testing is unneces
sary" and should be "reserved for human 
cases where victims could benefit and the 
tax payer's monies are not wasted." He 
wanted someone to look into the "corrupt 
case" against his son, and demanded "a 
written apology for being treated like a 
criminal by Sgt. Wolski who made these 
false claims ... to justify his job." 

The hunter himself was interviewed 
by a staff writer at the Worcester Tele
gram & Gazette. His picture, with rifle 
and bear in the back of a pick-up, was 
printed along with the article. He retold 
his original hunting story, mentioned that 
he and his father had carried the bear 
out whole to avoid dragging damage, and 
strenuously proclaimed his innocence 
and complete mystification at having 
his trophy confiscated. "Everything I 
told them [the officers] is the truth," he 

A photo of the poacher with his bear 
in the back of a pick-up was printed 
in the local newspaper along with 
a passionate claim of complete in
nocence and mystification as to why 
his trophy had been confiscated. 

was quoted. ''I'm an avid hunter. I love to 
hunt. It's absurd. It makes me look awful 
in the community." 

In early October, Sgt. Wolski and Officer 
Brighenti had a meeting with Special 
Agents from the U.S. Fish & Wildlife Ser
vice to discuss possible violations of the 
Federal Lacey Act (which involves the 
transport of illegally-taken game across 
state lines). As a result of that meeting, 
the USFWS Special Agents took samples 
from the frozen bear carcass and the 
frozen tissue taken from the gut pile off 
Warwick Road, then sent the evidence 
to the National Wildlife Forensic Lab in 
Ashland, Oregon, for DNA testing. The. 
results came back in December: The gut 
pile and carcass samples had both come 
from the same animal. The bear claimed 
by the hunter had been shot and gutted 
at the baited site. The officers now had 
solid proof that the poacher had killed a 
bear over bait, had procured a bear tag 
under false pretenses, had intentionally 
misled the officers in the investigation 
of a crime, and had conspired with his 
father to conceal the crime. 
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Distinct markings 
on a tree trunk 
with a cleared view 
to the bait bucket 
were eventually 
matched to a 
tree stand found 
during a search 
of the defendants' 
properties. 

Sgt. Wolski knew 
from experience 
that poachers often 
kept journals, record 
books, photographs, 
and videos of their 
crimes. The USFWS 
Special Agents were 
also aware of this 
criminal habit, and 
believed there might be additional evi
dence to uncover involving violations of 
federal wildlife laws, particularly in view 
of the fact that parts of an illegally-taken 
animal had reportedly crossed a state 
line. The Sergeant had a meeting with 
several senior MEP officers to discuss the 
case, and it was decided to try to obtain 
search warrants for the properties of the 
poacher and his father. 

Search warrants are not issued lightly, 
but in this case, thanks to the painstaking 
collection and documentation of the evi
dence, there was ample cause for a judge 
to issue them, and on the morning of Jan
uary 17, 2012, two teams of MEP officers 
assisted by federal agents who would 
photograph and video the searches, went 
to serve them. One team, led by MEP Lieu
tenant John Pajak, went to the poacher's 
house in Orange; the other, led by MEP 
Lieutenant Charles Ziemba, went to the 
poacher's father's house in Royalston. 
Later, the defendants would complain 
that the number of officers involved was 
excessive, but serving a search warrant, 
especially to a suspect who (in the case 
of the father) has demonstrated hostility 
and belligerence, is potentially very dan
gerous. Officers were needed to search 
for, collect, and document evidence while 
others monitored the defendants. 

The officers collected paper and 
photographic evidence, numerous im
properly-stored firearms (one of which 
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- the scoped 7mm-08 rifle used to kill 
the bear - was laying under a bed with 
a loaded magazine) that resulted in 
further charges, tree stands that would 
later be documented to fit the marks left 
on the trees at the kill site, and trail and 
other cameras containing incriminating 
photos. Sergeant Wolski was elated to 
see a photo of the poacher, with bear 
and rifle, displayed on a refrigerator. He 
immediately recognized the location as 
the spot near the gut pile where the bear 
had expired. 

As the evidence was examined in the fol
lowing weeks, no further wildlife charges 
would emerge. While there was evidence 
previous wildlife crimes had been com
mitted, they were beyond the statute of 
limitations and were not admissible due 
to age. They did , however, indicate an 
ongoing pattern of wildlife violations and 
a disregard for the game laws. 

The cases went to Winchendon District 
Court in February. Not surprisingly, given 
the weight of the evidence (as Lt. Ziemba 
told a reporter: "There is little defense or 
wiggle room when facing DNA evidence") 
the defendants pleaded guilty after a plea 
bargain was worked out between the de
fendants' attorney, the Worcester District 
Attorney's Office, and the Environmental 
Police. The firearms and some related 
charges were dropped, and the poach
ers admitted to illegally killing the bear. 
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Judge Arthur F. Haley III pronounced the 
verdict, which assessed the two a total 
of $9,820.00 in fines , court costs, proba
tion and restitution fees; confiscated the 
rifle used to shoot the bear and the bait 
bucket that had enticed it; and placed 
both defendants on pretrial probation 
for 2 years. 

"We wanted them punished for what 
they had done," said Sgt. Wolski, "but 
we didn't see a need to destroy their 
livelihoods." He and Officer Brighenti had 
therefore mercifully agreed to drop the 
firearms felony charges that would likely 
have resulted in loss of either defendant's 
job or pension and the permanent loss 
of their firearms. "We thought the fines 
and loss of the rifle were adequate pun
ishment," said Officer Brighenti, "and 
we suggested a 3-year loss of hunting 
privileges as an additional penalty that 
would be fair and appropriate." 

The judge did not agree, and that was 
the only part of the plea bargain he 
altered. "Quite frankly, they shouldn't 
be allowed to hunt again," he said, and 
suspended their hunting privileges for 5 
years, the maximum allowed for a first 
offense. Assistant District Attorney Brian 
D'Andrea commended Sgt. Wolski and 
Officer Brighenti to the judge for their 
exceptional efforts in bringing the pair 
to justice, made note in the court record 
of the MEP's professional handling of 
the entire investigation, and the case 
was closed. 

Officer Brighenti, with new responsi
bilities thanks to his recent promotion 
to Sergeant-Detective, has returned to 
his enforcement routines in the woods 
and waters of his patrol region, a job 
he loves. He acknowledges that it was 
teamwork and all those involved with the 
investigation that brought the case to its 
successful conclusion, but he gives par
ticular credit to the special relationship 
that developed between himself and Ser
geant Wolski. "We just meshed together 
perfectly right from the start," he says, 
"and if one of us might have missed a clue, 
or if one started feeling down because of 
the processing delays or the interest we 
were getting from Internal Affairs [due 
to the poacher's written complaints], the 
other was always there to keep the focus 
on the goal and moving forward. We just 
worked off each otherverywell, and kept 
each other's spirits up no matter what." 

Sergeant Wolski was promoted to 
Lieutenant this year, and has even more 
responsibilities (and more dreaded "desk 
duty") than he had as a Sergeant. He looks 
back on the case as one of the more diffi
cult and rewarding ones he ever investi
gated. "An after-the-fact investigation like 
this one is always exhausting and time 
consuming," he says. It's worth it in the 
end, but I'd much rather catch a violator 
in the act. Then it's open and shut, and 
a whole lot less stress and aggravation." 
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Fall Striper Flies 
for Cape Cod 

by Jim Malo 
As all longtime surfcasters know, fall is 

the best time to target big cow stripers 
along the New England coast. If you have 
your sights set on a trophy or you're just 
looking for shoreline action, September 
and October always beckon. There is 
nothing so relaxing - or exciting -- as 
trekking the shores of "The Ditch" (a.k.a. 
the Cape Cod Canal) , leaping from rock 
to rock to the end of a long jetty on the 
east or south side of the Cape, or making 
the journey to any of the islands' fabled 
striper points while clutching a fly rod 
and the anticipation of casting to striped 
bass, bluefish, or even bonito. 

Cape Cod is truly enjoyable in the fall, as 
most of the summer visitors have left and 
you can easily walk to (and park near!) 
spots that were crowded with people just 
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a month or two earlier. Beaches are open, 
leaving you with your pick of spots from 
which to cast a fly. Weather is excellent, 
with cool breezes from the ocean making 
for great sleeping every night. So enjoy 
your morning coffee and start planning a 
visit for next fall when striper fishing is at 
its peak. Fall and fishing go together like 
fall and hunting, making the season one 
of fun, frenzy, and difficult decisions for 
any a sportsman or -woman who pursues 
both paths to recreation and dinner. 

At most fishing locations, the best time 
to fish is on the early-to-mid-outgoing 
tide, but on the Canal, it's best to remem
ber to fish the slack periods of the tide. 
It's hard enough to hook and land a good 
striper, but trying to do so with a fly rod 
in the canal's roaring current is all but 



impossible. No boat fishing is allowed on 
the Canal, but shore fishing is frequently 
outstanding, hence its popularity. The 
majority of anglers use spinning equip
ment to throw plugs, lures, and bait, but 
for those with the right equipment and 
finesse, flies will provide great action -
sometimes more action than anything 
else -- not to mention memories that last 
a lifetime. 

Landing a 38-inch striper on a fly will 
test anyone's skill. Such potent battles 
can last over 30 minutes, leaving the rod 
wielder happy but exhausted, sometimes 
with a fish, sometimes with a shortened 
leader or a clean or straightened hook. 
Either way, the controlled anxiety and 
the rush of adrenaline that rule any battle 
with a commendable fish are always well 
worth the effort! 

The question of which fly to use (the 
daily or hourly conundrum over which 
trout anglers famously agonize) is also an 
issue for striper hunters. Hours of prepa
ration at the vise have created worm 
hatch duplicates to entice summer-weary 
stripers and blues, and most flies are 
designed to mimic real bait. Yet some 
flies that produce great action are pretty 
fanciful, and it never hurts to experiment. 
I am always playing with new patterns 
to bring smiles and nice evening meals 
to our campfire, but I also tie plenty of 
old reliables that never fail if the fish are 
present. If people around you are taking 
fish on patterns similar to yours, the issue 
is often a failure to reach adequate depth. 
Try using a sinking-tip line to take your 

Author recommends 
the Horse's Arse for 
early morning and 
early evening fishing. It 
resembles a Sand Eel, 
one of the most crucial 
baitfish resources in the 
Atlantic pursued by fish 
and whales. 

flies into striper heaven. 
This brings the fly to the 
fish, which will make you 
smile more often. 

The rod of choice for 
this fishing seems to be 
a 9-foot model, available 

in several materials, multiple actions, 
and at various prices. My best advice is 
to visit a custom shop where you can get 
expert advice and try several examples 
to find the one that best suits your needs 
and casting style. Prices tend to be a 
little higher than you will find in the big 
outdoor outlets and online catalogs, but 
are not unreasonable considering that 
you will be getting a custom-made rod 
rather than a "one size fits all." 

Make sure the reel is equipped with at 
least 250 yards of backing. This may seem 
like overkill, but blues will chew this up 
quickly, bonito even faster, and you just 
have to accept there will be plenty of reel 
cranking as you take up the expended line 
and get the tired fish to shore. An extra 
line and, of course, leaders, must always 
be a part of your equipment so you are 
prepared for the unexpected. A small tuna 
or false albacore, hooked unexpectedly, 
can easily strip it all off and break your 
line in less time than it took you to read 
this paragraph, so it pays to remember 
the scout's motto: "Be Prepared"! 

The fly patterns I'm offering here are 
selections based on over four decades of 
fishing expertise and will produce excel
lent results on both stripers and blues. We 
never leave home without these flies as 
part of our fishing gear. You can usually 
find at least some of these creations in 
local fly shops, but it's sometimes difficult 
or impossible, especially on the Cape, 
to find them in the tackle stores, most 
of which cater to the casting/spinning 
set and are not geared to fly fishing. Tie 
your own and you never have to worry. 
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Hook: 
Tail: 

Rib: 

Body: 
Head: 

Hook: 
Tail: 

Rib: 

Body: 
Head: 

Hook: 
Tail: 

Body: 
Head: 

Hook: 
Tail: 

Body: 
Wing: 

Head: 

Cinder Worm 
#1/0 - #2 
Red Kip with red 
Krystal Flash topping 
Orange grizzly hackle/ 
palmered 
Red chenille 
Black Krystal chenille 

Light Worm 
# 1/0 - # 2 
Orange Kip tail/ 
chartreuse topping 
Orange grizzly hackle / 
palmered 
Orange / Tan chenille 
Red crystal chenille 

Sand Eel 
# 2/0 - # 1/0 
White Kip tail with 
White topping - Pearl 
Krystal flash 
Pearl 
Red or Orange 

Horse's Arse 
4 to 1/0 
White Bucktail with 
Krystal flash 
flat silver tinsel 
White hackle on both 
sides 
White 

(Best in early morning and early evening) 
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Hook: 
Tail: 
Body: 
Topping: 
Throat: 
Eyes: 
Head: 

Mackerel 

#6 to #2 
Black fiber sparce 
White Angel Hair 
Black Fibers 
Red Krystal Flash 
Stick-on Silver 
Black 

(Excellent for Stripers or Blues -
overall, my second choice) 

Hook: 
Tail: 

Body: 
Hackel: 

Head: 

Brown Worm 

#4 to 1/0 
Orange Squirrel -
sparce with Krystal 
flash 
Orange Chenille 
Brown - palmered 
Orange 

(Good near the bottom when a hatch 
is on) 
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Hook: 
Body: 
Head: 

Red Worm 
#2 to 1/0 
Red Chenille 
Black Estaz 

Tied Tandem: Try a #2 in front and 
#6 in back 

(Early hatches and near the bottom) 

Hook: 
Tail: 

Body: 

Head: 

Chartreuse Bunny 

#6 to #2 
Chartreuse Krystal 
flash 
Cross Cut Chartreuse 
Rabbit - palmered 
forward 
Orange 

(My first choice and a great producer 
on Cape Cod) 

Hook: 
Tail: 

Deceiver 
#4 to #2/0 
Chartreuse Bucktail-
sparce 

Wing: Chartreuse Hackle - 2 

Throat: 
Head: 

on each side - Silver Krystal 
flash 
Red Krystal flash 
Black 

(My third choice overall - and an 
especially great pick for the Vineyard) 

I haven't provided detailed tying in
structions for these patterns, but if you 
need them, you can look up most of 
these flies online and download videos 
that show how to tie them step-by-step. 
As a final note, keep in mind that when 
blues are around, a fine wire leader is a 
necessity or you will lose a lot of flies to 
the scissor-like teeth of these spectacular 
fighters . ("" 

Jim Malo is an expert fiy-tier, shooting 
instructor, book author, former Hunter Ed
ucation instructor, and life long hunter and 
fisherman. He lives in Worcester and has 
written many articles on flies and fiy-tying 
that have appeared on our pages. For all 
who tie flies, he wants you to know he uses 
Lavender Oil from Kettle Care to protect 
his tying materials from moths and other 
insects. His advice is to spray the oil on 
patches of paper towel and place directly 
in the containers holding your feathers and 
skins. He does this twice a year, in June 
and December. 
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Smallesf Turfle iD fhe Wcrld 
While most people equate spring with baby wildlife, for reptiles, late sum

mer and early autumn is the time of birth or hatching. Unknown to most, the 
freshwater habitats of Massachusetts are home to the smallest baby turtle on 
earth, the Stinkpot or Musk Turtle (Sternotherus odoratus). While adult Stink
pots may reach a shell length of nearly 5 Y2 inches, making them larger than 
several species of adult turtles worldwide (including our native Bog Turtle, the 
smallest adult turtle in the U.S., with a maximum shell length of 4 Y2 inches) 
hatchling Stinkpots are currently documented to be the tiniest of the tiny, 
with some specimens smaller than the diameter of a penny! The little fellow 
(or gal) pictured left, found at the edge of the Ipswich River late this Septem
ber by turtle researcher Bruce Ericson, is probably less than a week old and 
certainly serves as a prime example. Most specimens look pretty much solid 
black to the naked eye at this size, but the flash of the camera brings out the 
light highlights around the margin of the shell, as well as the more distinctive 
stripes on the head. If it is very fortunate, it may survive to reach adulthood in 
several years, becoming a strong-jawed, tank-like adult like the one pictured 
below. (Most wild adults, unlike this one, are covered with algae.) The species 
is common, but because it is thoroughly aquatic in its habits, nocturnal by na
ture, lays its jelly bean-size eggs close to shore (unlike many species that make 
long overland treks to find nesting sites), and spends most of its time walking 
around on the bottom of lakes, ponds, and slow-moving rivers searching out 
snails, insects, crayfish, and carrion, few people ever notice or observe them. 
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··CDrre5p-Dn~enL5·· 
Dear Mass Wildlife: I am writing in response 
to the "My Neighbor Crows" article in the 
No.2, 2012 issue. In his article, John Stanbury 
stated that he "does not know anybody who 
has ever eaten crow." I am writing to let you 
know that crow is indeed edible and very 
tasty. My road to eating crow began last 
spring. Due to the mild winter, we had a 
terrible goose season, so one of my hunting 
buddies recommending we try crow hunt
ing. I personally don't like to harvest any
thing that I can't eat or use in some way, so 
I told him that I'd go crow hunting, but we 
would have to cook the crows. My buddy 
responded "yeah, sure," not really expect
ing me to follow through. Long story short, 
we had a great time crow hunting (they are 
much more challenging to hunt than you 
would expect), and when we got home I 
said: "Okay, time to clean these things." 
As you can imagine, my buddy was sur

prised. "Are you really going to cook these 
nasty things?" he asked. "Of course," I said, 
"I'll make them into something for the an
nual game supper. We then proceeded to 
clean the crows. At first we were both a lit
tle apprehensive, thinking the meat would 
be gross or smelly. But we quickly realized 
the crow meat looked very nice, similar to 
duck in texture & color, with virtually no 
smell at all. Given the size of a crow, you'd 
think there would be a significant amount of 
meat, but crows are really all feathers, skin, 
bones with a small amount of breast meat. 
Once we were done, we had a nice pile of 
crow breast medallions. 

Now came the real challenge, deciding 
how to cook them. I have to admit, I first 
checked the Internet for any information 
about any potential illnesses from eating 
crow. Fortunately, I didn't find anything, 
but still decided I'd make sure the meat was 
cooked "well done". Surprisingly, there are a 
number of web sites that have crow recipes, 
but not finding any I really liked, I decided 
I'd use them like chicken and make "black 
bandit enchiladas". The idea of calling crow 
"black bandit" came from one website that 
suggested not calling the dish "crow" to 
make it more palatable to your friends. 
After a number of "are you kidding me?" 

looks from my girlfriend, I whipped up a 
batch of black bandit enchiladas. I brought 
two trays of them to the game supper and 
they were a big hit. Lots of folks had sec
onds and one of my hunting buddy's girl
friends took the leftovers home with her. 
Interestingly enough, calling them "black 

36 

bandit" actually worked, since a few folks 
who tried the dish and found them deli
cious, later asked me what black bandit was. 
When I told them crow, they said if they had 
known it was crow they never would have 
tried it. It's like my mother always said: "You 
won't know if you like it unless you try it." I 
am happy that my desire not to waste what 
I harvest has led to a new ingredient for my 
crock pot and a new-found appreciation for 
the black bandit. I hope you will publish my 
letter in a future edition of the magazine to 
let other hunters know that crows are in
deed edible and delicious. Thanks. 

Shahin A. Ali 
Somerville, MA 

It is a pleasure to publish such a stellar ac
count of the sportsman's "use what you kill" 
ethic and the art of culinary research. I would 
bet a lot of crow hunters will follow your ex
ample and that "black bandit" will become a 
staple of community and family game suppers 
thanks to your account! PG.M. 

Dear Mr. Mirick: Enclosed are two pho
tos of a large hornet nest which rests in a 
white pine tree in my backyard. The nest 
is suspended from an overhanging branch 
about 10-12 feet high. I am fairly certain the 
inhabitants are Bald-Face Hornets, and we 

are debating having the nest professionally 
removed. Although construction probably 
began in the spring, we only noticed it about 
three weeks ago when the late afternoon 
sun made it visible. When the sun is high 
it is pretty well camouflaged. This nest is 
about the size of a basketball, and it has my 
respect. Despite the fearsome appearance 
and reputation of these insects , however, 
I am inclined to let them be (my wife dis
agrees). I have read that they are actually 
classified as Yellow Jackets, and yet they 



attack and kill other Yellow Jacket species. I 
can attest to the fact that since their arrival 
I see far less wasps and hornets around my 
back deck and around my eaves & gutters. 
We also have no Yellow Jacket ground nests 
to deal with this year (I usually get one ev
ery year) . I have also read that the colony 
will die over the winter and the nest will be 
abandoned. If my information is correct, I 
think I can give these creatures a wide berth 
for a few more months till the cold weather 
hits. I am certain they perform a useful func
tion in the ecosystem. Your comments and 
suggestions will be appreciated , and feel 
free to share with your readers. 

Lenny Saloio 
Ludlow, MA 

Your identification of this nest is correct: it is 
indeed the nest of the Bald-faced (or White
faced) Hornet, Dolichovespula maculata. I 
agree with you that it presents little danger at 
that height and location, therefore there is no 
need to remove it. These social insects feed 
primarily on plant nectar and fruit pulp, but 
they consume large numbers of insects (in
cluding flies, bees, and yellow jackets) that 
they chew up and feed to their developing lar
vae (the larvae return the favor by producing 
a nutritious secretion rich in amino acids that 
the adults consume). The nest is composed 
of masticated wood mixed with the hornet's 
starchy saliva. A nest may contain several 
hundred workers by mid-autumn, plus the 
queen that started it all, a handful of male 
drones, and a few virgin queens. The drones 
and young queens leave the nest about this 
time, go on nuptial flights, and the drones 
die shortly afterwards. The fertile queens re
main dormant for the winter, and start their 
own nests the following spring. The workers 
and the original queen all die with the first 
or second hard frost, and the nest will not be 
re-used. Hornets will vigorously defend the 
nest if it is damaged or threatened, releasing 
pheromones that instigate high aggression 
and mark the attacker for pursuit and sting
ing attack. Unless it is located in a high traffic 
area or a spot where it may be accidentally 
bumped, however, a hornet nest is always an 
interesting and relatively safe thing to have 
around and observe, and if you wait for win
ter, you can always cut it down and keep it as 
an interesting conversation piece. PG.M. 

come up from under the dead mouse. They 
were pushing and pulling the carcass in at
tempts to move it! Michael said they would 
go under the mouse and then come back 
up and move the grass so they could move 
the mouse further. He said they moved the 
mouse a few inches in a small amount of 
time. He came in the house and got me, so 
I also witnessed the beetle come up from 
under the mouse, as did his 6 year old son, 
Zacchary, who thought the beetles were 
cool. (He wanted to play with them!) Mi
chael said that the mouse was hollow and 
that it seemed like the beetles had removed 
the bones and guts. Is this in fact a burying/ 
carrion beetle? I am not a lover of bugs, but 
I found the whole incident very interesting! 
The way him and his buddy were moving 
the dead mouse was awesome! Where do 
you think they were taking it? On-line it 
states this is a rare bug. 

Lisa Perron 
via e-mail 

This is a carrion or burying beetle, one of 19 
members of the genus that live in the Us. 1 be
lieve the species you observed is the Marginat
ed Burying Beetle, Nicrophorus marginatus, 
a common species. What you witnessed was a 
mated pair of these beetles moving a mouse 
carcass they would eventually bury, process, 
and use as a food source for their developing 
larvae (young). The behavior of this group 
is truly fascintaing, and 1 am sorry 1 lack the 
space to do them justice, but you can find a 
wealth of information about them online. The 
"rare" species you read about is the American 
Burying Beetle, a federal- and state-listed en
dangered species that is the subject of several 
restoration projects, including one right here 

Hi. My boyfriend (Michael) was doing some in Massachusetts. The rare species, like most 
yard chores in August and noticed a dead members of the clan, sports reddish-orange 
mouse. He walked over and noticed the markings, but unlike all the others, its prono-
mouse was moving! After watching it for a tum (the segment of the body just behind the 
moment or two, he observed two beetles head) is orange with a black border. PG.M. 

Have a question about wildlife? Photograph of a plant or animal you can't identify? 
Catch an unusual fish? Have some ideas for future articles? We want to hear from 
you. Drop us a line at: Correspondents, Fisheries & Wildlife Field Headquarters, 
100 Hartwell Street, Suite 230, West Boylston, MA 01583, or e-mail at: 

mass.wildlife@state.ma.us 
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The American Lobster, Homerus american us, is likely the most internationally 
famous of all the world's crustaceans. It is also the world's largest crustacean, 
the record being a 44.4-pound monster taken off the coast of Nova Scotia. 
Approximately 100,000 tons of American lobsters are currently being harvested 
annually off the northeastern coasts of North America. Record-level harvests 
in recent years are thought to be due to the fact that many populations of . 
their fish predators have been severely reduced by commercial overfishing. 
While most lobsters are harvested with the use of traps, Massachusetts is 
among the few states that allow scuba divers to harvest them (with a license/ 
permit). Photo © MA Div. Marine Fisheries 
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