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On the Water
By Rick Lundstedt

     There isn’t a question that 
this summer was one of the 
wettest in history.  Just look at 
the lake level.  You probably 
had rocks and blocks on your 
dock for most of the last half of the season.  
The ever-optimistic fisherfolks looked at 
the high water level and saw opportunity.  
The water stayed cool all summer and we, 
therefore, missed the slack period that 
happens when high temperatures stress the 
fish.  Bass stayed active and were spread out 
as the lake increased in size.  They could get 
in and feed in areas that are normally dry by 
late summer.  That’s particularly important 
as the number of people fishing continues to 
increase each year.  So, this year’s weather 
actually helped Tripp remain one of the best 
bass lakes in the area.
     Kayakers also benefited from the water 
level.  A trip out the outlet, generally only 
possible in the spring, could be enjoyed 
all season.  I met one such group as I was 
fishing in the cove mid-August.  Looked like 
Mom and two boys.  The older boy, maybe 
twelve, was coming out from the brook first. 
When asked how their trip was, he said,  
“Great! But we had to turn around because 
we heard rabbits.”  I was trying to figure 
out the implications of the young kayaker’s 
statement.  Were there really dangerous 
rabbits lurking in the narrows of the brook?  
Were these folks urbanites that were spooked 
by some other creature, albeit harmless?  Was 
Mom looking for a reason to get back to the 
camp and get out of the darned kayak?  I 
asked,  “You heard rabbits?”  “Not rabbits…. 
RAPIDS!”  I nodded reassuringly, internally 
chuckling, simultaneously deciding that 
Mom wanted out of the kayak!
     Many people are curious about fish.  Some 
common questions are:  Do fish learn?  How 
does catching a fish affect it?  When will it 
eat again?
     Here’s a quick story that relates to those 
queries.  I was having moderate success 
fishing thick clusters of arrowheads on a very 
windy day.  A flip to a patch of weeds elicited 
a bite.  I set the hook on a smallish bass and 
the line broke. It didn’t break at the knot, but 
further up the line, most likely a weak spot 
caused by repeated contact with weed stalks.  
The wind carried me about 100 feet as I tied 
on another hook and plastic lizard.  I fished 
my way back up wind to the thicker weeds 
where the bass were still fairly active.  A 
toss of the lizard where the small bass was 
lost fifteen minutes earlier got tapped.  The 

twelve-inch bass was easily 
boated.  It had my hook and 
lizard in its jaw.  It also had my 
original lizard and hook in the 
other side!  While one incident 
is not totally conclusive, you 
could assume that if the fish is 
hungry enough, the experience 
of being hooked doesn’t affect 

them much! 
     Well, that was this past summer and fall is 
now upon us.  To New Englanders it’s a time of 
transition.  The foliage starts its steady march 
from the northern edges toward, and then 
past, Tripp Lake.  As it passes, it sees camp 
owners shutting down camps, pulling docks, 
winterizing boats and generally preparing for 
the upcoming onslaught of winter.  Your camp 
chores are probably completed…. so get out 
those cross country skis and try to enjoy it!  If 
this winter is anything like the last one, you’ll 
be praying for black flies by February!
     See you in the spring…. On the Water!

     When I asked him who or what has been 
the greatest influence in his life he told me,  
“That would be my father, George, no middle 
name, Laskey who taught me the love of 
family and the importance of hard work.  And 
I did always quote Ben Franklin philosophy 
to my kids.”
     John has been monitoring the water quality 
in Tripp Lake for over 30 years.  He goes out 
every two weeks between May and October at 
11 am on Sundays, usually with a volunteer, 
to test off the western point of Harris Island.  
He said Lew Murray was the catalyst that 
got him started way back when he brought 
an outboard motor to John for repairs. The 
two of them talked a lot about keeping Tripp 
Lake healthy. Lew, and John’s neighbors, 
John and Marion Bunney, encouraged him to 
join TLIA. 
     Since he began testing the lake water, 
the clarity has declined by over two feet.  
He said,  “There is no more smelting in 
the brooks and there have been years when 
there were no toads, frogs, or crayfish. If we 
could stop erosion and non-point pollution, 
it would improve or at least stabilize water 
quality. All development in the watershed has 
got to be monitored because what is upstream 
eventually comes downstream. Conservation 
and education about lake protection practices 
must be taught for everyone in our town.  The 
lakes and streams are Poland’s most important 
resource! “As the town grows, I worry more 
and more about what is being changed that 
will eventually negatively affect the lakes.  It 
is so important to keep informed of what the 
town committees are doing.”
     My final question to John was,  “What is 
your favorite time of year on the lake?” His 
response was,  “No special time.  I love every 
day!”  I think I already knew that. 
     Editor’s Note:  John received recognition 
this July from the Volunteer Lake Monitoring 
Program for his 25 plus years of volunteer 
service to the program.  When asked to speak 

of something he and his helpers 
had been a part of that has 
impacted the lake in a positive 
way, he spoke of presentations 
that have been made at several 
public meetings this year 
encouraging town folks to vote 
on measures intended to protect 
Tripp Lake and the other lakes 
in Poland.  Another positive 
achievement was the Town 

Meeting vote to discontinue the inclusion 
of Route 11W in the Village District plans. 
This was a considerable achievement and 
John played a large part in the repeal of this 
decision.

“No Special Time”
by Susan Barry

     As I sit here putting John Laskey’s 
interesting life on paper a thunderstorm is 
making an angry mess of his lake; the lake 
he has been monitoring so diligently for 
many years. He is concerned for its clarity, 
health, and wellbeing and strives to protect 
and preserve this place that we all love and 
enjoy. 
     John first saw the light of day in the “City 
of Ships,” Bath, ME, in 1942, during World 
War II. As a youngster, the family moved to 
Robinhood, ME, a section of Georgetown 
Island near Reid State Park.  Between the 
ages of 10 years and 22 years he “lobstered” 
by himself in the vicinity of Five Islands and 
offshore.  (Egad!)  He attended the Bath School 
system and then went on to Gorham State 
Teacher’s College (now part of 
the University of Maine system) 
and earned a Bachelor’s Degree 
in K-9 Education.  Subsequently, 
he earned a Master’s Degree 
in Administration from the 
University of Maine/Orono. After 
college, he taught Junior High in 
Mechanic Falls for 31 years.  He 
is now a self-employed marine 
mechanic and putters around 
with boats and motors and all those kinds of 
things.
     John met his wife, Linda, in the library 
at GSTC during his sophomore year. He told 
me, “Books weren’t the only interesting thing 
in the library!”   
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