
by Lucy Allen 
Barre Historical Society

Part 1 of this article, “A Tale of Two Families,”
described the relationship of the enslaved
Walker family of Barre, and the family of
James Caldwell, the enslaver. Caldwell pur-
chased the family in 1754 when Barre was
still called Rutland District. When enslaver
James Caldwell died in 1763, the misfortunes
of the Caldwell family were reflected in the
Walker family. Caldwell’s promise that Quock,
the oldest child of the enslaved family, would
be freed as a young man, was broken when
Caldwell’s widow, Isabel, married Nathaniel
Jennison. Jennison refused to free Quock
Walker, who then sued for his personal free-
dom. The result of his personal freedom suit
was the emancipation of all enslaved people in
Massachusetts in 1783. Well, almost all.
Quock Walker’s much younger brother, Prince,
was only nine years old. Jennison, rather than
setting the boy free, sold him to
John Watson of East Windsor,
Connecticut. Slavery was at that
time legal for children under the
age of 21 in Connecticut. Part 2:
“12 Years a Slave in Connecticut,”
covers this phase of Prince’s life.
While biding his time, expecting
to be freed upon attaining the age
of 21, Prince overheard Watson’s
plan to sell him into slavery in
Georgia. To avoid this, Prince ran
away from Watson and walked
back to Barre, a place he had not
seen in 12 years.

In Barre, Prince assumed the sur-
name Walker. He was listed as a
Head of Household in Barre in the
1800 United States Census. In

three years, he was able to buy his first piece
of property in Barre. On June 10, 1803, Prince
Walker purchased one and one-half acres of
land from Submit Caldwell. Born to James and
Isabel Caldwell several months after Caldwell’s
death in 1763, she shared with Prince Walker
a history of suffering from Nathaniel
Jennison’s greed. The land she sold to Prince
Walker was part of her father’s estate that she
and her surviving siblings claimed from
Nathaniel Jennison after 25 years of legal
struggles. The house later (circa 1800) became
the House of the Harwood family and the area
was called Harwood crossing. Prince’s hilltop
purchase of land off Gilbert Road in what is
now the Ware River Watershed was in prepa-
ration for marriage. On Christmas Day, 1805,
Prince Walker and Betsy Daws of Rutland mar-
ried. For several years they lived together in
the hilltop location. No births are recorded of
this marriage. In February 1809, Betsy (Daws)
Walker died at the age of 23.

We must hear and listen 
to all of Quabbin’s many
Voices. Voices of the Past,
as well as Voices of the
Present and of the Future.
Voices of the Trees, the
Sky, the Rain that falls,
and all the Wild Things;
Voices of the People who
depend on this valuable
resource for their daily
needs of clean water, and
Voices of those who draw
upon it for deeper needs 
of the Soul.

—Les Campbell
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Prince Walker 
of Barre, Massachusetts 1774–1858:

Finally Free in Barre, Massachusetts, Part 3

Lucy Allen leading a walk to the Prince Walker Burial Ground,
Prince’s stone at left, on June 29, 2025. This was the first joint
walk with DCR, Nancy Huntington also presenting information.
Note difficult terrain.

(continued p.4)



The Dana Reunion was held on Sunday,
July 20, 2025, on a spectacular summer

day. With DCR ranger manning gate 40 beginning at 10AM
until 2PM, Dana Reunion attendees were allowed to drive to
Dana Common. The Dana Reunion was well attended. The fes-
tivities included a picnic lunch on Dana Common, f ollowed by
a short town meeting and election of officers. 

Historians Jon Melick and Marty Howe were in attendance and
spent some time at a table reviewing all the photo albums and
other artifacts that were spread out by Alan Wiktorski repre-
senting his family’s time in Dana. At the end of the Dana
Reunion, Alan Wiktorski packed up the artifacts into a big,
blue bin and provided the bin to me so that the Friends of
Quabbin could borrow and scan the artifacts from his family
collection from their decades of living in Dana. The scanned
photos will be sharpened and returned to Alan Wiktorski along
with the edited digital images. 

I was honored to present a United States Army Air Force flag
holder to Ann Cooley Clark and Earl Luke Cooley Jr, children of
Earl Luke Cooley Sr who served as a C-47 Skytrain (Gooney

Bird) crew chief (aircraft mechanic) in the United States Army
Air Force during WW II. 

On Sunday, September 14, 2025, I made a visit t o Quabbin
Park Cemetery and did a random survey of gravestones in
some of the sections. What I found in my survey was disturb-
ing. There are a lot of 1)
unsafe monuments, 2)
monuments of historical
significance that are in
dire need of preserva-
tion, 3) numerous mar-
ble tablets that are lean-
ing, 4) a high number of
snapped marble and
slate gravestones with
the inscription side
showing and in risk of
further damage by
mowers, and 5) two
locations where bushes
were overtaking the
monuments. 

I visited section 17, the
location of a snapped
tree where the upper
section of the tree fell
into the cemetery and

caused 
significant
damage to
four grave-
stones, 
one of
which was
smashed
into seven
fragments.
Section 17
is also the

location of the
John and Mary
Torrance mar-
ble gravestone,
damaged in
1947 due to a
winter storm,
snapped at 
the base and
broken cleanly
into four frag-
ments. The
gravestone was not repaired or replaced then or since. There is
no documentation of what happened to this gravestone (QPC-
108) or whether the heirs were notified. The tombstone of
John and Mary Torrance originally came from Enfield’s Church
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President’s 
Message
Fall 2025

Gene Theroux

Ann Cooley Clark, Gene Theroux & Earl Luke Cooley, Jr.
 receiving U.S. Army Air Force flag holder

Gravestones damaged by falling tree stub in 
section 17 in May 2025

An historic photo from (QPC-108) from a grave-
stone damaged during a winter storm in 1947 



Cemetery along with the remains of John and Mary Torrance.
The Torrance headstone is not the exception; there are numer-
ous stubs of marble gravestones in the cemetery and no
 headstone. It begs the question of what happened t o these
gravestones?

One answer is provid-
ed by looking in the
window on the west
side of the Quabbin
Park Cemetery(QPC)
Administration
Building. You will 
see the remnants of
monument urns that
were separated from
their monuments
during a microburst
storm in 2012.

On the subject of the QPC Administration Building, it has three
bathrooms, two were public restrooms and are located on the
back of the building. These restrooms have been inoperable
for decades due to the lack of maintenance (failure to drain

the water lines
before winter).
Visitors are
forced to use
one of two porta
 toilets located at
opposite ends of
the cemetery.

DCR has a
 publication,
Terra Firma
Putting Historic
Landscape
Preservation on
Solid Ground.
Mourning Glory:

Preserving Historic Cemeteries. This publication was developed
through the DCR Office of Cultural Resources Historic
Landscape Preservation Initiative in partnership and with
 funding from the National Park Service’s National Center for
Preservation Technology and Training. It seems fair to ask on

behalf of the families who were promised that their family
burials would be well maintained, if these guidelines are being
followed.

Preserving the integrity of these monuments is essential 
to maintaining our connection to the past and honoring 
those who came before us.
Immediate steps should be
taken to assess the most
 vulnerable gravestones and 

to prioritize their restoration,
with collaboration between
local  historians, Friends of
Quabbin, and the appropriate
authorities such as DCR’s
Cultural Resources. Community
engagement and fundraising
efforts may also play a vital role
in ensuring that these signifi-
cant markers are protected for
future generations.
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Public restrooms in the QPC Administration
Building

Tuesday Tea Picnic
by Anne Ely

A small group of Tuesday Tea attendees gathered September 2nd at Hank’s
Meadow at 1:00 for the annual Tuesday Tea picnic. Although the temperature
was in the 80s there was a lovely breeze making it quite pleasant at the pic-
nic table under a big maple tree. Laurie Godfrey brought a tray of delicious
cookies to share and an interesting discussion on the drink “Moxie” was held.
You either love it or hate it. No visiting wild turk eys, garter snakes or ravens
attended this year as they have had in the past.

David Smith Memorial

Isaac Rindge Memorial

Inside west window of the QPC
Administration Building
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It was then that Prince built the small burial gr ound across the
ravine from his homesite. The tiny plot with its uncarved stones
(except his) is the only structure remaining to remind us of
Prince Walker and his incredible life. According to an account
written by a neighbor, the Rev. Mr. James Thompson who offici-
ated at Betsy’s funeral.On Nov. 28, 1816, 42-year-old Prince
Walker married Anna Field or Morse, who was born to John
Field and Hannah Lee of Worcester on June 11, 1799. The 17-
year-old bride probably was the mother of Prince’s ten children.
Before remarrying, Prince added another six acres to his farm.
His house was described by a neighbor, Mary Harwood, as
being of one story with a stone chimney for a fireplace but no
stoves. There was no cellar. The family obtained its water from
the stream that ran through the ravine between the house and
the burial ground. A barn housed a lone cow. Prince established
an orchard with various kinds of fruit trees. Of the ten children,
four died young. With each death, Prince shaped a fieldst one
into the semblance of a gravestone. Prince could not read or
write, and he could not afford an engraver, so the stones are
plain. According to Mary Harwood, as documented by a younger
cousin Charles Harwood, Prince had no need of a r eminder of
where his first wife and children lay in the burial ground.
Whenever Charles Harwood found his way to this remote spot,
Prince Walker would tell him about Betsy and the small childr en
who died. Although he could not afford an engraver, we know
from the account of lawyer Luke Houghton, that Prince Walker
owed $1.50 to William McCulloch for a coffin after the death of
little John
Walker in
1818.
Prince
paid his
bills by
cutting
firewood
and
boards,
and with
bushels
of pota-
toes.

Prince Walker’s children, unlike their father, had the advantage
of public education. They attended the No. 11 Schoolhouse 
that stood at the junction of Gilbert Road and Route 62
(Hubbardston Road). The Walker home had no vehicle access,
so they walked down the hillside, then along the road to reach
the school. The school was demolished when the railroad was
built in the 1870s. Life on the remote farm did not seem to suit
their mother. An advertisement that Prince took out in the
“Barre Gazette” in 1846 shows that “my wife ANNA has
unblushingly left my bed and board, without any color or shad-
ow of reason except her own dark thoughts…” The following
year, Prince advertised again in the “Barre Gazette” on Oct. 15,
1847. “The subscriber, being 73 years of age, wishes for a
clever, honest Negro Woman to take charge of…household
affairs (his wife having left him about a year since)…” It
 contained creative and colorful prose as did his previous adver-
tisement. The success of this advertisement is unknown.

Although a sign that was erected at the cemetery in 2017 indi-
cates that she is buried at the Prince Walker Burial Ground, her
daughter Nancy confirmed in an interview that she buried her
mother Anna in Oxford. Of Prince’s six children who survived
childhood, five made their ways successfully through life. One
was missing for years after leaving Barre and was declared
dead. Only one grandchild can be identified who survived child-
hood, and I have found no record that he had children. I have
not found any living descendants of Prince Walker.

Recollections written by Charles Harwood in the 1900s, based
on stories told him by his ancestors, reflect the respect and
affection that Prince Walker earned in Barre. He was liked for
his cheerful personality, the entertaining stories he told of his
childhood as a slave, and his strong work ethic. Farmwives of
the neighborhood were happy to feed him hearty meals when
he did odd jobs for them. From hard work and good food, the
short, broad-shouldered boy described in 1795 became a short,
thickset man. Despite being denied even the most basic educa-
tion, Prince Walker’s name appears on the Town of Barre’s lists
of registered voters. In those days, eligibility to vote required
being male, owning land, making a certain amount of income
off that land, and paying one’s taxes.

Although he escaped slavery in Connecticut in 1795, Prince
Walker lived the rest of his long life under the thr eat of being
captured and returned to enslavement. The Fugitive Slave Act of
1793 allowed fugitive slave hunters to enter Massachusetts to
capture runaway slaves, even though slavery was illegal in this
state. Prince’s daughter Nancy Walker told of attempts by
Prince Walker’s former enslaver in Connecticut to lure him back
to that state with the goal of selling him in Geor gia. This threat
lasted his entire life. Runaway slaves were not free of fear of
recapture until seven years after Prince Walker’s death, with
 ratification of the 13th Amendment to the United States
Constitution in December 1865.

Prince died at his farm on April 21,1858, just short of 84 years
old, of “the infirmities of age.” Several years before he died, he
gave his burial ground to the Town of Barre, which still owns it
as a tiny island of land surrounded by thousands of acres
owned by the DCR in the Ware River Watershed. Prince hoped
that one of his children might want to take over his small farm,
but none did. Prince Walker’s affairs were well ordered because
he left a will. However, his debts were greater than his assets
and his real estate and possessions were sold at auction on

Finally Free in Massachusetts
Continued from page 1

Walk led to Prince Walker house, near the burial
ground, by Lucy Allen, Sept. 12, 2021

Prince Walker Burial Ground with Prince’s stone flat on left,
Sept. 22, 2018



March 8,1859. His neighbors—the Harwoods, the Rices, the
Tuckers—and daughter Sarah—gathered one last time on the
hilltop farm. The house was already gone. The simple and 
worn items of Prince Walker’s life on the hillside were sold for
pennies. The violin sold for $1.75, the highest price paid other
than for one lot of hay. Was this the violin that Prince Walker
took with him
when he ran away
from his enslaver
in Connecticut 64
years previously?

Today, you can
feel Prince
Walker’s presence
at the small burial
plot deep in the
woods of the
Ware River
Watershed. His
children purchased
a monument for
him, the only
engraved one in

the cemetery. Sadly, 
it broke and was
cemented flat on the
ground to preserve it.
Local artist Frank Bly
captured the haunting
remoteness of the
scene in an oil paint-
ing in 1990. When you
visit, if you are silent,
the wind in the trees
might bring to you the
song that Prince
Walker’s daughter
Nancy learned at 
No. 11 Schoolhouse
and sang for an audi-
ence in 1915 at the
age of 94. Perhaps you

will hear a tune scratched out by Prince Walker on the fiddle he
took when he escaped slavery in Connecticut on the verge of
manhood. Prince Walker was a man whose life was shaped by
the Ware River Watershed. In turn, he did his part t o make a
positive impression on that part of Barre.
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Our Great Grandfather’s Photo
by Robert Howe

I recently took my cousin Chris
Collins to visit the Swift River Valley
Historical Society museum. As soon
as we entered the Enfield room of
the Whitaker-Clary house, Chris
immediately identified the framed
photo of a “unknown boy” on the
fireplace mantle as our Great-
Grandfather Daniel Austin Collins!
Just the week before, Chris was
thumbing through family photos
while visiting his dad down in
Atlanta Georgia, and came across
the same photo that was labeled
“Daniel Austin Collins”.

Daniel grew up in the southwest
corner of Hardwick near Ware, and
would later marry Lina Newcomb

the daughter of our 2nd
great grandfather John
Holmes Newcomb who I
wrote about in a previous
Friends of Quabbin
newsletter. John was a civil
war veteran, his name is on
the Quabbin Park soldier
monument. Lina and her

family lived at 77 West Main St, Ware, after her father
passed away.

A January 2, 1893 Boston
Globe newspaper article details
a small part of Daniel and
Lina’s romance. On New Years

eve, 1982, Daniel became
jealous when Lina paid too
much attention to a young
man from Springfield, so he
shot himself, but not fatally.
Two years later, Daniel and
Lina would get married. 

How the photo of Daniel got
donated to the museum is a
mystery. Was it the cleaning out of the house at 77 W est
Main Street? Lina’s brother William’s house at Church Street,
Ware? Or Lina’s house on Route 9, Ware center? We may
never know, and if there were other treasures donated along
with this photo. At least we know the photo is safe and the
person is now identified along with an interesting story.

Newcomb House, 77 West Main,
Ware, MA

Daniel and Lina Collins

Daniel Austin Collins
b-1872 (about 7 years
old) Labeled “Who is
this child?
–At the Swift River
Historical Society

Painting of the Walker burial plot
by Frank Bly

Bly painting of the Walker burial plot on the
wall at the Barre Historical Society museum
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Sad News
Paul LaFlamme

Paul H. LaFlamme, 82, of
Monson, Massachusetts, passed
away on September 13, 2025,
at the Hospice of the Fisher
Home in Amherst. Gentle and
dignified until the very end, he embodied the contradictions
that make us human: questioning of orthodoxies yet deeply
invested in the way things used to be; a self-described hermit
who was somehow at ease in any context; a scientist and 
a mystic. 

Paul was born on January 12, 1943 to Albert LaFlamme and
Alice (Bourdeau) LaFlamme in Springfield. He grew up in Ware
in a French-speaking home, not far from the mills that brought
his forebears to New England from the farms of southern
Quebec. After graduating from Ware High School in 1961, he
went on to study chemistry at the College of the Holy Cr oss in
Worcester. He also completed a Master’s Degree in teaching
from the University of Massachusetts Amherst. 

Paul started his rich and varied career as a chemistry teacher 
at Minnechaug Regional High School in Wilbraham, where he
created a much-loved course on personal development known
as Horizons. Restless after more than a decade in the class-
room, he took a job as a market researcher at Springborn
Laboratories in Enfield, Connecticut. Later in life he founded
his own business, Soquela Group, and pursued opportunities in
Haiti with his business partner, Hugo Allen. 

In 1966, he met Gloria (Gelinas) LaFlamme, and they married
in 1968. Initially unsure if they wanted to have children, the
couple put down roots in Monson and spent many summers
traveling throughout Europe before deciding to start a family 
of their own. Paul was a devoted father, husband, and son, tire-
lessly supporting those he cared about and unblocking the way
for them whenever he could. 

A lifelong seeker, he wrote a book about the future of the
Catholic Church (The Cross and the Chameleon, 1975) and was
later ordained a deacon. He served as president of ActFANE in
the early 1990s, and held leadership positions in the Richelieu
Club and ACA Assurance. He loved fishing at the Quabbin and
getaways to the Grafton Inn, and his Pork Chops Avesnoises
were the stuff of legend. He was on the Board of Directors of
the Friends of Quabbin since 2017 and recently retired for
health reasons.

Paul was predeceased by his parents. He is survived by his 
wife Gloria, who is in memory care in East Longmeadow,
Massachusetts; his son Marcel LaFlamme and his husband
Michael Klein, of Greenfield; and his daughter Marie-Claire
(LaFlamme) Foley and her husband Sean Foley, of Belchertown;
as well as his grandchildren Noah and Audrey. 

A private burial was held at Mount Carmel Cemetery in Ware. 
A memorial Mass and celebration of life was held at Bethany
Charismatic Catholic Church, 167 Dunhamtown Palmer Road,
in Brimfield on September 27, 2025. 

William Jankins

This one went unnoticed until recently. William H. Jankins, 87
of West Brookfield passed away on January 4, 2025, at UMass
Memorial Medical Center in Worcester with his family by his
side. He leaves behind his sons, Steven Jankins (Kerry): Michael
Jankins (Maureen); Brian Jankins (Amy): proud grandfather of
Tyler Jankins, Tanner Jankins (Olivia Schmidt), Cody Jankins,
Olivia Jankins, Thomas Jankins (Casey), Shelby Jankins, Aby
Jankins, Lucas Jankins, and Hannah Jankins: great grandfather
to Kani Schmidt and Lilo Schmidt. He was predeceased by his
beloved wife of 60 years, Louise D. Jankins. He was prede-
ceased by brothers Richard and George, and sisters Dorothy
and Marjorie.

He was born in Ware in 1937, son of the late Geor ge and Doris
(Hackett) Jankins.Bill was raised in West Brookfield, and after
briefly living in Atlanta and New Jersey, returned to West
Brookfield in 1966 with his wife Louise to raise their family. He
was the most devoted of fathers, loving to spend time with his
children in many activities (hunting, fishing, sailing, water ski-
ing, snowmobiling). He could always be found in the stands at
high school and college sporting events with Louise always by
his side, cheering on his children and grandchildren.

He had many interesting careers, including working for the
American Cancer Society, and owning his own business (ITAC
industries) distribution center for Reader’s Digest. His life
included decades of service to the community, to organizations
such as the Volunteer Rescue Squad (EMT), Historical Society,
Rotary Club (past president), Chairman of the Quaboag
Plantation 350th Anniversary Committee, Lake Wickaboag
Boat Club (past Commodore), School Committee, and Little
League baseball. He also had a passion f or local history and has
volumes of pictures, postcards, and artifacts documenting the
past. These were shown in a book he authored, titled “West
Brookfield”, published in 2015, at age 78. He continued to
share his knowledge and documents through his popular web-
site “A Stroll through West Brookfield” and has prepared many
presentations on Foster Hill, Lucy Stone, Lake Wickaboag, and
Hitchcock Tavern. Known and loved by many, and having
touched the hearts and minds of West Brookfield, Bill will be
missed dearly by all, especially his ROMEO (Retired Old Men
Eating Out)
breakfast
crew, and his
companion
Caroline
Herrin. He
was also a
fairly regular
participant in
Friends 
of Quabbin
Tuesday Teas
and Holiday
Parties and
shared many
memories
and artifacts.

Bill Jankins, Howard Frost, Stanley Boyko, Dottie
Bish, Deana Krusewiecz (l.–r.). All deceased now.
Photo taken by Paul Godfrey 3/6/2018.
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Keystone Bridge Update
by Paul Godfrey

Since the last newsletter, nearly every detail, even the most
minute, has been resolved for the start of the rehabilitation
work in the third week of October. Work is expected to take
2–4 weeks. Very recently, the DCR-legal office threw a mon-
key wrench at the project. We were preparing for the possi-
bility, hopefully very remote, that the bridge would collapse
during the work, and it made sense to use the excavation
contractor on site for the clean-up. DCR required that they
conform to state wage regulations, i.e. employees of the
contractor would need to pay a relatively high wage deter-
mined by their job plus medical, vacation and retirement
benefits. Further, DCR-legal deemed that since the project
was on their property, the same regulations would apply to
the Friends of Quabbin hiring the contractor for the rehabili-
tation work. Our concern was that our local contractor was

not paying these Boston wages, and this would threaten the
contractor’s involvement. I watched Marc Curtis, our excava-
tion contractor, swallow hard and then agree to continue. He
promised to provide a amended agreement in a week and
he did! Our cost will rise by $12,500. In short, our need for
donations has not stopped.

Since construction will be starting approximately in mid-
October (Oct. 16th), access for the general public to the site
will not be allowed. Please do not try to sneak a peek. We
are going to have a team of Friends of Quabbin r eporters
making frequent visits to the site and providing reports on
Facebook and on our website, http://friendsofquabbin.org
so that you can keep up-to-date on the work. After work is
finished and the equipment removed, you will be more
than welcome to visit and see, in person, what you have
made possible. We hope to also have informational signs
installed fairly soon after the work to make your visit even
more interesting.

Quabbin Days: Celebrating the Beauty and Heritage 
of the Quabbin Region

by Ed Comeau

This fall, the Friends of the Quabbin invite r esidents and visitors alike to discover the beauty, history, and importance of the
Quabbin Reservoir during Quabbin Days (www.quabbindays.org), a celebration of the region’s role as both a critical drinking
water supply and one of New England’s most scenic outdoor destinations. Quabbin Days will be held the holiday weekend of
October 10–13, 2025.

Taking place in the Quabbin Region, which is made up of the doz en towns in the Quabbin Watershed, Quabbin Days is a commu-
nity-driven initiative designed to raise awareness about the Quabbin as the primary w ater source for 3 million Massachusetts
 residents, and a breathtaking landscape that offers world-class hiking, fishing, birdwatching, and photography opportunities.

Most people don’t realize that one of the most pristine and car efully protected water supplies in the country is also an incr edible
place to explore. Quabbin Days is about encouraging people to connect with this resource as a place of remarkable natural beauty
and cultural history by exploring the Quabbin Trail that connects these towns.

Quabbin Days will be held during the peak of f all foliage season, October 10–13. It encourages towns, businesses, and organiza-
tions within the Quabbin Region to host events, walks, tours, and open houses that spotlight what this ar ea has to offer.
Participation is informal and flexible: anyone can contribute an event, and visitors can plan their own adventures through
www.QuabbinDays.org, which offers a growing calendar and interactive map of the region.

Whether you’re a hiker, angler, nature photographer, or history enthusiast, Quabbin Days is your invitation to rediscover, or discover
for the first time, this extraordinary region. To learn more, plan your visit, or submit an event, visit www.QuabbinDays.org.



Beautiful Sky Meadow
by Anne Ely

There is much beauty in the area of the Quabbin Reservoir
including Sky Meadow, the home of the late Les Campbell, 
the well-known photographer of the Quabbin area.

It’s mid-afternoon on a warm spring day. The sun is shining
and a slight breeze gently sways the branches of the now fully
leaved-out large maple tree.

I’m sitting in my car with windows and sun roof open, just tak-
ing in my surroundings. Ahead of me on a slight incline, birch
trees rise against the cloudless blue sky. To my right is a small
pond where new cattail growth is rising around its edge and
the lovely pink blossoms of a crabapple tree are reflected in its
still waters. Hopefully Bluebirds find the two nearby bird houses
before the Tree Swallows do.
The varying shades of green of
the new leaves of the decidu-
ous trees stand out against the
dark green of tall pines. Side
by side, the trees join forces
curving around to enclose this
small pocket of tranquility.

A sharp whistle pierces the air
as a black streak flies across 
in front of me. A Red-winged
Blackbird lands on the bird
feeder to my left near the big
maple. Shining in the sun his
coal black body is highlighted
by his bright red and yellow
shoulder patches. He grabs a few beakfuls of seeds then takes
off back to the edge of the pond.

As I glance back at the feeder ther e seems to be a line form-
ing, but not because there’s no room. It’s hierarchy. A male
Brown-headed Cowbird is in the feeder tray gobbling up seeds
while a Mourning Dove on the nearby perch is patiently await-
ing its turn, occasionally creeping forward then retreating. In
the meantime, a female Red-bellied Woodpecker sneaks in,
grabs a sunflower seed and heads up into the tree. A second
male Cowbird arrives and chases off the first one. Ah, the
Mourning Dove now gets its chance. The Red-wing returns,
joining it and while they are both in the tray a second
Mourning Dove arrives and waits its turn, then finally gets up
its courage to sit up on the feeder-tray’s edge and eat. It’s fun
to watch the dynamics both between species and within birds
of the same species.

While I’ve been watching the feeder a Baltimore Oriole has
been singing in the tree overhead. He’s straight up, way at the
top, impossible to see, but wonderful to hear. A lovely trill is
coming from the edge of the woods—a Tree Frog adds its
voice to the day.

Suddenly the feeder is empty and things ha ve gotten pretty
quiet. I wonder if Mr. Cooper’s Hawk has arrived back in the
area. A lone Blue Jay arrives, but is chased off by second one.

That one didn’t stay long either. Both disappeared up in the
big maple, completely hidden from sight.

Almost complete silence reigns for about 10 minutes. A
Cabbage White butterfly doesn’t seem to think there’s any-
thing amiss as it flutters here and there, never in a straight
line. Butterflies always give me a happy feeling. Slowly the
music begins again led by the cheery song of a Wren from
somewhere behind me. I wonder if it has claimed one of the
other bird houses that have been placed on the side hill and
under the trees.

Suddenly songs are coming from everywhere and there are so
many all at once I have a hard time putting a name to one
before another takes its place. A Chipping Sparrow makes itself
heard from the edge of the woods and the “Drink-your-tea”
song bounces around as a colorful Towhee flits back and forth
between the ground and the bushes. A Yellow-bellied Sapsucker
is drilling with his distinctive cadence. The strong call of a Great
Crested Flycatcher lets me know he’s around, but he won’t
show up at the feeder unless it’s to use it for a perch between
aerial insect catches. His little “cousin” the Phoebe is a much
more frequent visitor. Whenever I’m watching Robins or
Flickers searching the grass for worms, ants or other tasty
morsels, a sudden fluttering just above the grass usually turns
out to be a Phoebe hovering as it grabs an insect then zooms
away with it. Sometimes, I’m fooled when it turns out to be a
Bluebird, but their lovely blue color usually gives them away.

A cluck-cluck
sound catches
my attention and
looking to my
left I see two
Turkeys that had
been strolling by,
but the minute
they saw my
movement they
stretched out
their stride and
headed off.

Yes, the ‘all clear’
seems to have
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Red-bellied Woodpecker

Mourning Dove

Cooper’s Hawk
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Great Blue Heron

been given. The Oriole is singing overhead again and the noisy
Red-bellied Woodpecker is back at the feeder.

Another butterfly, this time a Yellow Sulphur, is flitting around.
It had better be careful as a Tree Swallow has been on the
prowl and the Sulphur would make a nice meal.

I look in my side mirror and behind me see three Turkeys be -
hind me, one a tom in full display, but they would be gone the
moment I opened the car door; just t o watch them is sufficient.

Oops. Here comes Mrs. Gray Squirrel heading for the feeder.
Once she’s there she’s the “Queen of the hill,” no bir d will
attempt to feed. Occasionally another squirrel will try its luck,
but will be told off in no uncertain terms. It’s obvious she has
a family, so she wants to get her share.

A Tree Frog is suddenly calling from close by, in the big maple,
I think. I wonder if I could find it. Probably not unless it contin-
ues to call. Blending in with the tree bark, they’re very difficult
to see. Unfortunately, it hasn’t called again. The one in the
woods has, repeatedly, but that’s no help unless this one
answers.

A movement by the pond draws my attention. A Great Blue
Heron, flaps down, is coming in for a landing. As it touches
down it folds his wings and, with neck stretched high, it stands
motionless surveying the scene. Once satisfied that all is well,
it begins its slow-motion walk through the tall grass and
sedges, but to my disappointment not toward the pond,
instead in the opposite direction moving further away from
me. Through my binoculars I see it catch something. It’s a wet
area with, most likely, numerous frogs. I watch for a while, but
it soon gets out of sight behind some bushes .

Putting the binoculars aside, I decide to close my eyes and just
let the surrounding sounds of the day wash over me. It’s amaz-
ing what one can hear when closing the e yes. The Robin starts
it off, but the Oriole quickly joins in. Not t o be left out, a Song
Sparrow shares its song. I’ve watched it so many times, I can
just picture that little guy, head back, beak wide open, just
singing its little heart out.

I’m thrilled to hear a one-bird concert from one of my favorite
birds…a Mockingbird. Mocking-bird. I suppose imitating could
be considered mocking, but they do it so beautifully the birds
whose songs they’re imitating couldn’t possibly consider them-
selves being mocked. At least I don’t.

The “yank-yank” call of the White-breasted Nuthatch tells me
it’s joined the scene, probably at the feeder. If I hear the
“peter-peter” from a Tufted Titmouse I won’t be surprised to
hear a following noisy flutter of wings as those tw o just can’t
sit at the same table. The Nuthatch is usually the aggressor. But
it would all happen so fast, even if I opened my eyes, I might
not catch the squabble before they both disappeared.

I wish the Rose-breasted Grosbeak and the Cardinal would
make an appearance today. I can tell by the soft “chip-chip”
calls that the Cardinals are nearby in the apple tree. Maybe
I’ve been moving around too much. Although the bright red of
the male Cardinal is beautiful, the male Grosbeak’s splash of
deep rose-red on a white breast against the black of its body is
striking. If I hear either one of those 2 arriv e at the feeder I
will certainly open my eyes.

But for now I’m content to just relax here with my eyes
closed, listening to the wonderful sounds around me and play-
ing my internal video of all that I’ve seen here today.

There have been at least 25 birds I’ve seen or heard today,
plus the shy Tree Frog, the beautiful butterflies and Mamma
squirrel. I can think of more than a dozen other birds and
creatures that I’ve seen here in the past, that didn’t show up
today. Nature is so vast and so beautiful. It’s no wonder that
Les loved his Sky Meadow home.

Finally, it’s time to go. I open my eyes and through the open
sun roof over head I see several Turkey Vultures effortlessly
riding the warm thermals. I count 6 making sweeping circles,
high and low hoping their keen sense of smell will catch the
scent of a meal. They’re scavengers, cleaning up the land of
carrion. I hope they didn’t see me motionless with my eyes
closed and get the wrong idea!
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Quabbin Interpretive
Services Report
Fall 2025
by Maria Beiter-Tucker

Experience the Story of the Quabbin
Reservoir in a Different Way

Recently, the DCR staff at the
Les and Teri Campbell Quabbin
Visitor Center installed a
StoryWalk® leading from the
Visitor center parking lot to 
the entrance. The concept of
Anne Ferguson of Vermont,
StoryWalks are designed to
 connect  literacy and the out-
doors in a unique way.

Copyright laws allow groups to use purchased books for
StoryWalk® projects as long as no text or illustrations are
altered or enlarged in any way. A selected book can be 
taken apart page by page before being posted in a public
 outdoor area.

In our case the natural choice
for our first project was
“Letting Swift River Go.”
Written by Jane Yolen and illus-
trated by Barbara Cooney, the
material was inspired by the
stories of former Quabbin
Valley residents and photo-
graphs of the reservoir project.

The Friends of Quabbin
generously donated the
sign frames that allowed
us to create this
 experience.

This StoryWalk® will be
in place for the next
 several weeks at the
Quabbin Visitor Center.

Bus Trips

Every Spring and Autumn, the staff of the DCR Les and Terry
Campbell Quabbin Visitor Center welcome dozens of schools
to the Quabbin Reservoir. The students come from around the
region to learn about Quabbin Valley history, wildlife and
watershed management. One of the highlights this y ear was a
collaboration with MassWildlife in April to stock Rainbow Trout
in the Reservoir.

For many years prior to the COVID-19 pandemic, local schools
joined Quabbin Interpretive staff and staff from the
McLaughlin Fish Hatchery in Belchertown to stock the fish in
the reservoir. It was a fun, annual event that everyone enjoyed
participating in. After a gap of several years, MassWildlife staff
contacted me in the hopes we could restart this program. I
reached out to three local schools, Shutesbury Elementary,
Petersham Center School and Hardwick Elementary and
received an enthusiastic response but with one caveat; the cost

of transporting
the students via
bus was outside
of the school
activities budget.

This is unfortu-
nately a com-
mon story that I
hear from more
schools every
year; Although
field trips are a
cherished rite of
passage, it is
becoming more

difficult for schools to pay for the busing for field trips. But this
story has a happy ending due to the generosity of former
Friends of Quabbin Board member John Zebb.

Over the years, John and I have discussed
how the cost of transportation has become
a barrier to students visiting Quabbin
Reservoir. As someone with a long history
of sharing his love for the outdoors and
Quabbin, in particular with friends and
acquaintance, John decided he was inter-
ested in assisting schools visit the area if
possible. He offered to donate $500 each
to these three schools to help cover the
cost of transportation.

The look of a successful stocking by Petersham Center School school children

School children from Shutesbury Elementary
stocking trout in Quabbin Reservoir
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Meetings & Events

Tuesday Tea
Tuesday Teas are held at the Les & Terry Campbell Quabbin
Visitor Center on the first Tuesday of each month at 1:00 p.m.
All are welcome. Come share a couple hours with us. And
don’t forget the Holiday Party!

Pioneer Valley Photographic Artists
www.pvphotoartists.org
Hope United Methodist Church
31 Main Street, Belchertown, MA 01007

MEETING PLANS
Oct. 30 Abstract Photo Using a Water Scene
Nov. 27 Fog
Dec. 24 Wildlife Images
Jan. 29 2026 Barns

Meetings begin promptly at 7:00 p.m. See website for more
information.

Quabbin Photo Group
Contact: Debbie Guiel at dguiel925@gmail.com
or Mark Lindhult at mlindhult@gmail.com for more 
information about monthly meetings.

Les & Terry Campbell Visitor Center 
Fall 2025 Presentation Schedule
To register for the events listed below please visit:
https://www.mass.gov/locations/quabbin-
reservoir/events?_page=1 
Dogs are not allowed anywhere at Quabbin Reservoir.

Sunday, Ocotber 12, 11a.m. to 1:00p.m.

Quabbin’s Hidden History: Webster Road
2.5 miles round-trip – Easy

Meet at the Hank’s Meadow parking lot.  

Quabbin’s ghost towns are hiding in plain sight—if you know
where to look. This two-hour guided interpretive walk will
teach you how to read the natural landscape as you uncover
clues that reveal the hidden history of Webster Road. Explore
old cellar holes and historic stone walls, get to know some
native and invasive plants, and learn more about the families
who lived in the town of Enfield a hundred years ago.

Please dress appropriately for the weather and bring water and
snacks. Relatively flat terrain, approximately 2.5 miles round-
trip. All ages welcome. Registration required.

Saturday, October 18, 11a.m. to 1:30p.m.

Exploring Quabbin Park via the East Gate Trail
and the Goodnough Dike
4.2-miles – Intermediate

Meet at the East Gate entrance, Rt. 9, Ware, MA 01082.

Join us for a 4.2-mile hike that will feature the scenic view
from the road at the top of the Goodnough Dike. We will be
walking on a mix of foot paths, forest roads, and paved roads.
The hike is mostly flat except for walking up and down the
road to the Dike.   

Hike begins at the East Gate parking ar ea. The parking area is
located on the north side of Rt. 9 in Ware, across from the
Quabbin Park Cemetery.

Please dress appropriately for the weather and bring water.
Registration required.

Annual 
Holiday Party

December 7, 2025, 2:00–4:00 p.m.

The Board of Directors cordially invites you to join
them for an early celebration of the holiday season

at the Friends of Quabbin Annual Holiday Party 
at the Quabbin Visitor Center. 

Light refreshments will be provided. 

RSVP to Paul Godfrey: godfrey@umass.edu, 
413-253-5686, or 47 Harkness Road, Pelham, MA

before November 11th.

Happy 100th Birthday! 
Helen Boyko Towne

Happy News: Helen Boyko Towne,
sister of Stanley Boyko who was a
regular at Tuesday Teas until his
death in 2019, turned 100 on July
31st. Born in 1925 in Enfield, MA,
she moved to Belchertown in
1935 with her family when the
Quabbin was flooded. She helped

run Don’s Auto Service with her husband from 1957 to
1991. She was also the treasurer for the Swift River Valley
Historical Society.



Call for Member Submissions
This is your newsletter. We invite members to
submit stories, articles, or reminiscences about
the human or natural history of the Swift River
Valley and Quabbin Reservoir.

Please send e-mail to Paul Godfrey at 
godfrey@umass.edu, or mail items to: 
The Friends of Quabbin 
485 Ware Road, Belchertown, MA 01007
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Friends of Quabbin, Inc.
Quabbin Reservation Administration Building
485 Ware Road, Belchertown, MA 01007

413-323-7221
www.foquabbin.org

The views and opinions expressed in this newsletter
do not necessarily reflect the views of Friends of
Quabbin, Inc.

Editor: Paul Godfrey
Regular Contributors: 

Maria Beiter-Tucker, Visitor Center Manager
Gene Theroux, Friends of Quabbin President

Design and Production: Eileen Klockars
Illustrations: Southwoods, Inc. and Russ Buzzell

QuabbinVoices

Quabbin Voices 
is the periodic
newsletter 
of the Friends 
of Quabbin, Inc.

Friends of Quabbin 2025 
Officers and Board of Directors
Gene H. Theroux 
President and Clerk
20 Bugbee Road
Southwick, MA 01077
413-627-3475

Mark Lindhult
Vice President
Belchertown, MA 01007

Paul Godfrey 
Treasurer
47 Harkness Road
Pelham, MA 01002
413-253-5686
godfrey@umass.edu

J.R. Greene 
Chairman
Athol, MA 01331

Directors

Ed Comeau
Belchertown, MA 01007

Anne Ely 
South Hadley, MA 01075
www.anneelyphotos.com

Ann Hurlburt
Chicopee, MA 01021

Kevin Kopchynski
Monson, MA 01057

Rob Lewis
Belchertown, MA 01007

Joseph Prior
Monson, MA 01057

Two positions on the
Board are vacant.
Anyone interested
should contact the
President or Treasurer.

In light of recent violence toward civil servants and volunteers, the Board felt it necessary to not reveal
 contact information unnecessarily. Any Board member may be contacted by writing to that person and
addressing the letter to them at Friends of Quabbin, 485 Ware Road, Belchertown, MA 01007. Letters
will be forwarded. Similarly, you may call or email the President or Treasurer to get connected to the
Board member.


