











small-brook fishing, are busy affairs
where each of roughly 4,000 anglers re-
treats to his little corner of the 60-acre
kettle hole for a few hours of “quiet des-
peration” and, very likely, several “grunt-
in’-sized” rainbow trout. I participated
contentedly enough, with an innocence
born of suburban living. With numb knee
wedged against rod butt, I threaded
through an armada of rubber rafts, row-
boats and canoes, taking care not to come
closer than a cast-and-a-half to the shore
brigade strung around the pond as tight as
Christmas-tree popcorn.

My reading of Walden had been casual
to say the least, but I had gleaned enough
to know that when H.D.T. used to pick up
his cane and go *“‘a-fishing” he was seeking
something in addition to fish, and, while
the fish were there in abundance in 1963,
that “something” had decidedly vanished.

It wasn’t the fishermen’s fault of course;
it was just a symptom of the age they
lived in. Fishermen, to their lasting credit,
do not gravitate toward cement. This,
together with the fact that I must count
myself among them, makes me much
more kindly disposed to angling crowds
than to, say, bathing crowds. On a “good”
Saturday or Sunday, acknowledges Reser-
vation Superintendent Joe Lenox, 20,000
people come to Walden. In warm weather
many gather on the beach, often over-
flowing into theoretically forbidden Tho-
reau Cove. While individually they may
all be delightful souls, collectively they
are a howling, uncontrollable whirlwind
of humanity replete with barking, fighting
dogs, shrieking children and motorcycles,
and loud radios. One good thing about
people, however, is that if you wait long
enough they will always go away. Ce-
ment, on the other hand, is distressingly
permanent.

Walden's eastern shore is a study in
cement. Bathers are accommodated, on
the waterfront, by two immense cement
bathhouses fashioned after Normandy
shore implacements and sandwiching an
even more immense cement maintenance
building. In addition to such prankish
inscriptions as “Somerville is terrific,” the
dazzling white walls bear these captions
in large black letters — “MEN,” “WOM-
EN,” “TOILETS.” From the wide ce-
ment pier the buildings rise like fangs

from the pine-needled earth. Cement
walks lace the hillside, cement ramps with
wide cement steps wind off to parking
lots, cement walls line the shore. The
County, who awarded the contract for the
lavish complex when it took over the res-
ervation in 1922, has been periodically
scolded by Thoreauvians for “overdoing it
a bit.” And there is currently a growing
desire within the County-appointed Wal-
den Advisory Council to swap a remova-
ble wooden pier for the cement one, re-
move the buildings from the beach, and, if
necessary, construct more modest and
harmonious facilities on the other side of
Route 126.

It is indeed tragic that pilgrims to this
national historical shrine must have their
expectations so rudely doused in the taw-
dry cheapness of the 20th century. Yet,
despite the crowds and the cement, Wal-
den in 1973 is in far better shape than
many equally beautiful ponds that were
not blessed with an eloquent bard to sing
their glories to America. White Pond in
Concord — one of Thoreau’s favorite but
little-publicized retreats, a miniature
Walden in almost every respect — is to-
day irretrievably house-bound.

Walden's water is about as pure today
as it ever was. If you walk clockwise
around the shore, a point mercifully blots
the beach complex from sight and for a
moment, if you shut out the groan of the
big trucks on Route 2 and don't look
down at the raw, foot-broken banks bleed-
ing dirt off into the pond, you can almost
imagine yourself back with Thoreau in
the 1840°s.

Nearly everyone involved with Walden
now agrees that something has to be done
to control its use. Superintendent Lenox
has received letters from as far away as
California, written by earnest seekers of
solitude eager to learn the going rates for
shore lots and second-row shore lots. He
has no doubt that if the County were sud-
denly to toss Walden into the slathering
jaws of the developers, the pond would be
promptly ringed with cottages ten rows
deep. People will wallow in wilderness,
like elephants in a shallow water hole,
until nothing remains but dust.
























hem go?

By James E. Cardoza
Assistant Game Biologist, MDFG

hem come back?
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and the clearing of land for agriculture,
the eastern tribes commonly set fire to the
woodlands. This seemingly destructive
action actually benefited the Indians by
improving visibility, driving game and
encouraging grasses and shrubs beneficial
to wildlife.

Most fires occurred along the Connecti-
cut Valley and in the eastern part of the
state around Massachusetts Bay. They
had the effect of maintaining the forest in

an open, almost parklike condition.
Thomas Morton, a trader at Wollaston,
wrote in 1632 that, . . . the savages are

accustomed to set fire of the country in all
places where they come; and to burn it,
twize a year . . . and this custome of firing
the country is the means to make it passa-
ble, and by that meanes the trees growe
here and there as in our parks and makes
the country very beautifull and commo-
dius.”

The fires retarded forest succession,
thus influencing diversity and quantity of
woodland plants and wildlife. The up-
lands of southern New England (except
the mountains) were probably covered
with oak, hickory and chestnut, generally
fire-resistant species. The more sensitive
maple, beech and hemlock were restricted
to moister regions or ravines. Brushy
plains of scrub oak were found in present-
day Bristol County, and natural grassy
meadows occurred along many streams.
The open oak forest with its bounteous
mast crop benefited white-tailed deer and
wild turkey. both of which flourished. The
black bear, too, was locally abundant
through most of primitive Massachusetts,
though we have no records of bear occur-
ring south of northern Bristol and Ply-
mouth Counties. Bear provided the red
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man with furry robes for sleeping and
shelter. meat for nourishment, and grease
for muscular aches and insulation against
the cold and damp.

Bears were tracked to their winter dens
and speared as they lay dormant, chased
into water and brought to bay when they
swam beyond their depth, and trapped in
deadfalls of tilted logs.

Bears soon caught the notice of the ear-
ly European settlers. In 1634 William
Wood states: “For Beares they be com-
mon, being a great blacke kind of Beare,
which be most feirce in Strawberry time
...” E. Johnson observed in 1633 that the
Ipswich River * . betakes its course
through a most hideous swamp of large
extent . . . being a great harbour for
Beares.”

As the settlers increased so did the set-
tlements, and increasing numbers of Co-
lonials began to scratch out subsistence
plots in locations further and further
removed from the Puritan government at
Massachusetts Bay. This patchwork clear-
ing of the land had the initial effect of
encouraging fruit-bearing shrubs. This,
coupled with a decrease in acorns and
hickory nuts as the forest was logged,
brought man and bear into contact. The
planters soon learned what the Indians
knew — that bears made good robes and
stew; and the bears soon learned that the
white man’s corn and pigs were especially
tasty. Judd's comment in the History
of Hadley, was typical of the times:
“. . . bears were much less hurtful than
wolves and wildcats, yet . . . especially
when acorns and nuts were scarce, bears
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