Camp Mohawk’s 100 Year Celebration
On Labor Day weekend, over 200 alumni and staff returned to the Litchfield hills to celebrate Camp
Mohawk’s Centennial. Representatives from seven decades of
Mohawk’s history gathered to reunite with old friends and to
explore the changes that have come to camp in the years since they
last visited. Bonnie Jones Schorske was the earliest recorded
camper, first attending Mohawk in 1956. In keeping with the
vastness of the Mohawk spirit, attendees hailed from 23 U.S. states
(including California, Washington, Oregon, Arizona, and Colorado).
Three alumni traveled internationally to attend the festivities: Rick
“Star” Burdick from England, Lisbet Forsting from Sweden, and Dr.
Liz Terracino from Switzerland. Not all attendees were former
campers or staff: Elizabeth Bader and Robert Messrop visited in
memory of Elizabeth’s mother, who was a camper in 1929.
Friday evening featured a “Meet and Greet” in Moore Lodge (built
in 2015 on the site of the former Quad). Alumni socialized with
friends old and new, while browsing the debut of Camp Mohawk’s
archive, displayed by Archivist Kathryn Krase. Items included postcards, photos, newsletters and
other documents from Camp’s 100-year history. The evening ended with a Friendship Fire at the
waterfront, followed by singing, reminiscing and laughter. Over 100 alumni stayed on camp, braving
the bugs and bunks beds. All five units were occupied, as well as the Infirmary and Coutant Rising,
which replaced many of the Cedars cabins as housing for specialty staff in 2017.
Saturday morning was programmed like a typical day at camp. Reveille blared at 8 a.m. After
breakfast, alumni participated in camp activities—arts and crafts, archery, and boating and swimming
at the waterfront. Groups hiked to the top of Mohawk Mountain and visited the new land acquired
this year. In addition, many alumni made great use of one of camp’s newer activities—its high ropes
course. Alumni were also encouraged to take part in MohawkMemories, video recording booths
where they could recount memories of their time at camp and the impact Mohawk has made on their
lives. Decade meet-up groups were well attended as alumni took every opportunity to enjoy the
company of camp friends. Meal times were filled with excited chatter and as many songs as could be
sung in the time allowed.
While Saturday morning allowed alumni to relive life as a camper at Mohawk, Saturday evening had
an adult twist, featuring a cocktail hour with delicious snacks and a fundraising auction. Attendees
enjoyed a banquet feast prepared by Chef Elmer and his staff. Representatives from the 1950s to
present day gave Banquet toasts celebrating Camp’s first 100 years and the importance that Camp’s
staff, programming, friendship and spirit have had in their lives.
The program came to a close on Sunday morning with Chapel, featuring
songs and readings representing Mohawk’s decades past. Many former
campers and staff lingered through the afternoon, soaking up the last few
moments with friends and with camp.
To those who were able to attend Camp Mohawk’s Centennial, thank you
and it was wonderful to see you all. For those unable to make the
celebration, keep an eye on the Camp Mohawk Alumni Association
Facebook page, Instagram account and this newsletter for future alumni
reunion announcements. Camp may be 100 years old, but we’re just
getting started!

For personal accounts of the 100 year celebration from Kerry McCaffrey
and Hope Hutchinson, please see the following articles.

My Return to Camp Mohawk—Kerry McCaffrey
It had only been six years since the last time I was at camp. In the grand scheme of things, it was not
that long ago. But so much had changed for me since then. I graduated college, moved across the
country several times, and finally found myself home in New York City. In all honesty, there was some
hesitation about whether I should go to the 100 Year Anniversary Celebration or not. While I had
always called Mohawk a second home for me, what if that had changed since I left? Should I preserve
the perfect memories I already have and skip the reunion altogether?
I’m glad that I didn’t let my anxiety get the best of me. The parts of me that felt like it had been another
lifetime ago when I was last at Mohawk quickly vanished as soon as I met up with my first camp friends
in New York for the drive up to Connecticut. We spent the time catching up since the last time we saw
each other and reminiscing about our years together as campers, CITs, and counselors.
Once we got to Mohawk, it was just like the check-in day I remembered. Familiar faces greeted us as we
drove in and we settled into our Ute cabin where we would be staying for the weekend. We reunited
with all of our friends and met many new ones over the course of the celebration. It was so much fun
hearing camp songs echo throughout the dining hall again. Each generation sang their favorites with so
much joy and laughter, we were all campers again.
So many camp activities were offered throughout the
weekend, it was hard to narrow down which ones we would
do. I ended up hiking up Mohawk Mountain, going to the
waterfront, completing the high ropes course, and tie-dying a
few t-shirts. There were so many other activities I wanted to
do, but there was simply not enough time. Nighttime activities
included a traditional friendship ceremony, evening circle and,
of course, s’mores around the campfire.
There have been some amazing additions to camp since the
last time I was there, among them: Moore Lodge, The Hollow (a new outdoor hangout spot), and an
upgraded Lighthouse. Although I enjoyed the first two tremendously, the new shower stalls at the
Lighthouse were probably what I was most jealous of not having when I was a camper.
One of my favorite parts of the weekend was seeing former campers of mine now working at camp. The
three-day event couldn’t have been run without the staff that stayed an extra weekend after just
working a full summer, which I’m sure was exhausting. I wonder which is more tiring, hundreds of
young girls running around on a special event day or camp-obsessed adults who can now drink wine at
their old summer camp?
Finally, after an amazing banquet and last night in our Ute cabin, it was time to leave. We said our
goodbyes and took one last look at camp. Chef Elmer even sent us off with some amazing grilled
cheeses for the road. It’s hard to capture my entire experience of that weekend into one short story, but
I am so grateful for the staff and volunteers who made it all possible. I’m grateful for the time spent
with friends and the memories we have shared, and it is all thanks to Camp Mohawk.

Kerry McCaffrey attended Mohawk from 2005 to 2012 as a camper and counselor.

My Mohawk Reunion—Hope Hutchison
I last worked at Mohawk in the summer of 1985. I moved
away from Connecticut in 1989 and had little contact with
camp for many years. In recent years, I have stayed in
touch with a few Mohawk friends, especially through
social media, and attended two reunions. In the spring of
2018 I was invited to join the planning committee for the
100th anniversary celebration. We spent months
preparing for the reunion with final set-up on Thursday
afternoon and Friday morning. Then old friends and new
began to arrive. I hadn't seen some former colleagues for
45+ years—but recognition was instant: “You haven't
changed a bit” was heard often.
I shared a cabin with women who were my camp leaders and mentors 50 years ago. With old joints
and CPAP machines, none of us bounded out of bed in the morning, nor did we sleep on the top
bunks, but we were happy to be back together in a camper cabin (particularly because we were in a
cabin with a bathroom). With many other friends from my years at camp between 1969 and 1985, we
shared stories of our Mohawk years and caught up on our lives since then. It was a particular treat to
see 87-year-old Tom Moore, who traveled from his home in Pennsylvania. Jack and Holly Trumbull
were also there. Jack was camp director in the 1970s and 80s, and Holly served in many roles during
most of those years.
It was good to have some men at the reunion who were campers and staff members prior to 1969
when Mohawk was boys’ camp one month and a girls’ camp one month each summer. It was also a
treat to meet younger alumna who share the love of Mohawk as much my generation does. We all
recognize the positive influence camp has had
on our lives.
In addition to the time spent catching up with
old friends, a highlight of the weekend for me
was the music. Lynne Peloquin brought her
guitar and Betsy Anderson her fiddle. They
played for hours in the Rec Hall and on the
office porch. Many of us gathered around and
sang old favorite songs, remembering the years
when there were always several fine guitar
players on staff. Singing in the Dining Hall has
changed. We old-timers did slow the speed to
sing “The Mohawk Fight Song” and a few other
songs. Together at the Saturday night banquet, we sang “1-9-2-0,” including every year from 1956 to
2020.
On both evenings we gathered for a campfire at the waterfront where we sang more. Friday evening
included the traditional friendship ceremony and we each threw a stick into the fire to symbolize the
warmth and light we shared being together. I was honored to tell the Fuzzies: A Folk Fable story and
to share fuzzies with all in attendance.
Being back at Mohawk with old friends and new was a magical time.

CEO Corner—Patrick Marchand

I look out my window now and see Mohawk pond frozen solid and a field of white, fluffy snow. I’m
amazed how quickly time has passed since this summer and our
100th year celebration. That weekend celebration was beyond
my expectations. It was thrilling and gratifying to see how
happy everyone was to come back to a place that meant so
much to them and their lives. I loved hearing all the versions of
the songs and stories of “how it used to be.” I found myself
getting a bit wrapped up in helping run the event, and the
reflections of the weekend really came about a week or so after.
That seemed true for the many alumni who called, emailed,
donated or posted about what a wonderful time they had. It
was inspiring to meet many of you and to see our community
grow. I truly hope that we’ll be meeting more often and that
you’ll stay engaged with Mohawk. There are many more
opportunities to come! One is coming back this summer and
helping teach the campers how to sing slower and at an
appropriate decibel level! I never realized until that weekend
how crazy we’ve gotten with some of our songs over the years.
Hopefully with a bit of work, we’ll actually be able to have a
conversation at dinner time soon.
My last thought to convey about the 100th is the understanding that it was volunteer driven. It was
worked on for a year by our Camp Mohawk Alumni Association, chaired by Morgan Carpenter, and
event chaired by Sarah Smith. Everyone on the Association worked tremendously hard with our staff
to get all the behind-the-scenes details done, so we could have such a perfect weekend. They even
planned the weather! This camp is strong because of its volunteers, and I urge you to contact me if
you are interested in helping in any capacity.

need great staff and volunteers.

A few new things: We’re thinking about building a treehouse
on a new piece of property on Clark road. This could be a
place for nature studies, cool destination hikes and eventually
a place for an entire cabin to sleep over. We’ve created
committees to strengthen our Board of Directors and to build
an overall strong foundation for the future. We’ve ramped up
and reviewed our strategic plan, which includes a site plan,
board development and stronger financial development.
We’ve started the Next 100 Endowment, and we’re elevating
the Mohawk Spirit Society. There’s a large amount of work
being done outside of being a traditional camp director, and
it’s clear to me that to be successful, our camp will always

I’m proud of the full-time staff that we now have as they are all former Mohawkers, and they’re all
hard working, amazing, fun women who love this camp and completely understand its value. I’m
proud of the group of dedicated volunteers on our Board of Directors. They are highly engaged,
motivated, and extremely committed to the success of Mohawk. They have been putting in so many
hours to ensure that we are taking the correct steps in building this strong foundation for Mohawk’s
future. An example of this is our facility committee that will be meeting with our site planners all day
in December in Concord, MA.
Overall this has been an amazing and very busy fall as I imagine it will always be. Keep Mohawk in
your hearts and minds as we’ll be here, although frozen solid we’ll be ready to go as we thaw!
Patrick Marchand
CEO

From the Archive
Anyone else have a shoebox of old Mohawk pictures they keep somewhere safe and take out to look at
when they want to smile? If so, please consider scanning the pictures and sharing them with the Camp
Mohawk Digital Archives. You can send files, or a link to an online album, to
alumni@campmohawk.org. We’ll save them to our online archive, to share with Mohawkers for generations to come.
Do you have Mohawk memorabilia that you’d love to have displayed at Camp for a few years, or
longer? We’d be happy to preserve your Mohawk shirts, cups, or other items. If we can’t use it in our
collection, we might be interested in selling it at auction to help raise money to support Camp
Mohawk. Send us a picture at alumni@campmohawk.org, and we’ll let you know how we’d use it
before you donate it.
Postcards from the Past
Undated, Likely 1940s
“Dear Dad, What have you done? I have not heard from you or Stuart. I am waiting. Bring Mom, Chip,
Stuart, Maria and Jan up Sunday morning. Lunch time. Now. Love, Nancy”

These postcards are now proudly displayed in the Camp Mohawk summer office.

A Time Gone By—Wilbur Pike III
Over my lifetime I have experienced many, many important moments that
defined my development and beliefs. A significantly large portion of those
moments occurred as a child and later young staff person at YMCA Camp
Mohawk. Mohawk is an all-girls camp now, but until 1967 it served boys for
one month and girls for the other.
I loved going to camp. My mother always got a kick out of asking me,
virtually any time during the school year, how many days it was until I went
to camp. I always knew the answer. For me, a boy small for my age, often
bullied by bigger boys, camp was a safe place where I was surrounded by friends and even more
importantly staff who were intently focused on my development and safety. At camp I could learn
things at my own pace and by my own choice. I selected the activities I wanted to experience and learn
about. My only minor frustration was that there was never enough time to do all the things that looked
like fun.
During the years I attended camp, there was a hugely prestigious sub-set of campers called the Sons of
Mohawk. On the second Friday of each two-week session, there was an elaborate Sons of Mohawk
ceremony. Throughout the session campers were evaluated by staff, but always without the knowledge
of the campers. Boys were judged on spirit, enthusiasm, teamwork, character and leadership. From a
total population of more than 200 boys, only three to five boys were selected each session to become
Sons. Not only did the Son meet those requirements in the session he attended, but once he became a
Son, he was re-evaluated every other session he returned to camp. To my knowledge only once was a
boy selected one summer and rejected the next. I was a camper at Mohawk for six summers. For five
of those years, I watched, holding my breath, as the new Sons were selected, each year promising to
myself that I would be among them next year.
To say that the Sons of Mohawk ceremony was elaborate is a serious understatement.
After dinner on that Friday evening the entire camp moved to the waterfront where they sat packed
together on the beach. As the sun set, they would first hear the sound of a solemnly resounding drum.
Across Mohawk Pond they would see three American Indians in a lone canoe, the drummer, a paddler,
and the chief, all dressed in authentic garb, fully painted a rich red brown color. As the canoe slowly
moved across the lake, the chief would sing out chants. As he did, torches would be lighted from the
four corners of the lake and four other canoes carrying the rest of the tribe would fall in behind the
chief’s canoe. The impact on 200 boys, ages 7 to 15, was immeasurable. No one needed to quiet the
crowd. They were mesmerized.

When the chief’s canoe came close to shore, the chief would rise and tell the story of the Sons of
Mohawk, citing the long-ago battles with warring tribes. He would show them that “each of these lily
pads represents the soul of the braves who died in those battles.” He would also tell them that tonight,
four (or five or three) boys will be selected from among them to become Sons of Mohawk to carry forward the traditions and values of our tribe. Then he would sit and the canoes would return to the far
side of the lake as the kids on the beach rose and began to walk to the Sons of Mohawk ceremonial
campfire ring.
That walk was conducted in nearly perfect silence, each boy hoping in his heart that tonight would be
his night. The walk was all the way through the campus past the tennis courts and up an old woods
road to the campfire ring. There the boys would pack in solid to fit the whole population. The fire
would be dark and unlit, but set with wood. Soon the audience would hear the drum again growing
louder and louder. The chief, in full head-dress, would lead his tribe into the clearing and they would
form a circle around the fire.

A Time Gone By, Continued
The Chief would pray to Woconda to guide us through the night and to bring us light and warmth.
He would raise his arms and shout to Woconda. There would be a flash of light and the fire would
burst into flame, without anyone having moved. There was no need to tell the campers to be silent.
For the next hour the performers danced. Each dance was explained beforehand and through each dance the audience would
see the values and traditions of the tribe. Many of the dances were
difficult to do in the confined space around the fire. Some dances
were actually dangerous and required hours of rehearsal and
individual practice. Some were contests of agility and cunning.
Perhaps the most dramatic was the fire dance. The chief would
explain that the fire gods were very powerful and without them
the people would perish, so the fire dance paid homage to the fire
gods. The chief would select a brave who would bring two small
bowls (actually metal salad bowls filled with plaster and with a
kerosene wick mounted in the center) to the fire and light them
from the campfire. He would offer them to the gods and then begin moving to a slow drum beat.
Gyrating, flipping the bowls, throwing them and catching them, moving faster and faster until it was
a frenzied blur of flame, ending with a scream and both bowls extinguished at the feet of the chief.
Once more the campers were caught in collective awe.
When the dances were through the chief would announce that tonight select boys would join the
Sons of Mohawk, forever connected with his brothers and sisters as members of the tribe. Then he
would point at two of the braves and they would separate and begin to circle among the campers
looking for their target. It was considered uncool for campers to turn their heads to watch the braves.
No, we all stared straight ahead and hoped. Finally, the braves would meet behind their quarry and
simultaneously slap him hard on the back, lift him to his feet and bring him to the inner circle. This
was repeated until all the boys were selected.
The chief would offer one final prayer to Woconda, reminding the remaining campers that they too
could become members of the tribe when they learned to live with the traditions and values of the
tribe. Then the performers filed out and down the road to camp. The remaining campers would then
walk in the dark back into camp. Again there wasn’t too much talking on that walk.
It is significant to note that many members of the Sons were
staff members, but most had been selected when they were
campers. I was selected into the Sons of Mohawk on my last
night of eligibility. I was 14 years old. I saved the sweatshirt
with the two red hand prints on it I wore that night until I was
into my 30s. I would have it yet had my mother not thrown it
away without realizing its value to me. It took me a long time
to forgive her.
For me the night represents a rite of passage. I was growing up
into young adulthood. I was in the middle of a seven-inch
growth spurt and emotionally I was growing at the same pace. I remember every moment of that
night: the cookies and bug juice at Tom Moore’s cabin afterward, the smiles and welcomes from my
new tribe.

A Time Gone By, Continued
When I returned the following year as a CIT, I was able to dance in my first ceremony and I still remember the excitement. After that ceremony I became a fire dancer, the last in a long line of heroes
of mine. I practiced in my back yard at home so that I could singe off the hair on my forearms ahead
of the ceremonies. Sitting in the tribal ring after the dance while your arms were smoking was definitely not cool.
I learned to operate a sewing machine so I could make my own costume. I operated a bead loom too.
And I began to study American Native peoples with a
vigor that so far hasn’t dissipated.

But the best memory happened the day after I was
selected. It was Saturday and time to go home. I hated
that day every year. But this time I was excited to tell my
parents about my achievement. We were riding out the
camp road and I was explaining about the night. Before
we got out to the main road, my father pulled over, put
the car in park and looked back at me in the back seat. He
said, neither derisively or sarcastically, “Okay, who are
you and what happened to Buddy?” I smiled and said, “I dunno, Pop, maybe he grew up”.
Wilbur Pike was a Camp Mohawk camper (1957-62), Son of Mohawk (1962), CIT (1963-4) and
Counselor (1965-66). When Camp Mohawk transitioned to all girls for the full summer, Wilbur
moved on to Camp Hi-Rock as Assistant Waterfront Director (1968-69) and Waterfront Director
(1970-76). Wilbur served on the Hi-Rock Board of Directors from 1978-82, serving as Board
President in 1981-82. Additionally, Wilbur served as a Camp Mohawk Trustee (1998-2018), serving
as President (2005-2011). When Wilbur is not volunteering his time, he heads a management
consulting, coaching and training practice and is also a Vice President with Learning Dynamics, a
training and development company. Wilbur resides in Litchfield, CT, with his wife Lois, following
his passions in woodworking, fishing, music and writing. They have four adult children and six
grandchildren. Wilbur’s collection of essays, “Pieces of the Journey: A Lifetime Of Stories And
Essays,” is available on Amazon.com and features some of his memories of Camp Mohawk.

Alumni Updates
News
Former Mohawk camper Elena Goldberg Velazquez was elected as Yonkers City Court Judge in this
year’s elections. After earning her B.A. from Syracuse University and her J.D. at CUNY School of Law
at Queens College, Elena went on to work as a Small Claims Arbitrator with the NYC Civil Court and
at the New York State Supreme Court, Appellate Division, First Department. In addition to winning
elections and dedicating herself to public service, Elena is also a wife and the mom of two daughters.
Births
Kate Humphrey (1989-1998; Board Member) and her husband, Jon Puz, welcomed their daughter,
Emma Alexandra “Sweet Pea” Puz on May 16, 2019. Emma’s interests include smiling, giggling, and
snuggling, and she’s already decided that she can’t wait to go to camp! Emma was 8 lb 7 oz and 21.6
inches long.
Marisa Alford (1993-1999) and her husband, Neil Chilson, welcomed Alice Wilder Chilson on July 10,
2019. Marisa writes, “A baby boy would have been great too, but we’re so glad she’ll get to go to
Mohawk!” Alice was 6 lb 15 oz and 19.1 inches
Do you have alumni news to share? Travels, promotions, weddings, births? We would love to hear
from you. Catch us up on your life after Mohawk by sending an e-mail to alumni@campmohawk.org.
Project 80
Help Another Girl Experience What You Experienced...
Did you know that Mohawk works to send 80 girls with financial need to camp
every summer? We look to our community, like you, to help make this happen.
The cost of a two-week session is over $1,800, and you'd be amazed how every
dollar makes a difference. We have come close to this goal and want to exceed it
now. Please give at www.campmohawk.org/project80
FDC
The Mohawk FDC (Financial Development Committee).
This group of volunteers is helping to promote the need to support Mohawk and plan fundraising
activities in order to sustain and grow Mohawk for the years to come. Please join us! We're looking
for new members with marketing or fundraising backgrounds. Contact Martha Connors
at mconnors@gmail.com to learn more.
Name the Newsletter Contest
Mohawker. Chips & Splinters. Summer Breeze. The Grasshopper. Mohawk Meanderings. The
Echo. These are the titles of Camp Mohawk’s camper and alumni newsletters, past and present. The
Camp Mohawk Alumni Association is excited to add this publication to such an illustrious list, but
first...we need a name. Please e-mail your suggestions to alumni@campmohawk.org. The person
with the winning suggestion will win a Camp Mohawk magnet.

Where in the World Is...

One of the goals of the Camp Mohawk Alumni Association is to be able to say “we’re all together again,
we’re here, we’re here!” Mohawkers, we need your help finding the following alumnae:
Nancy Curtis Wertheim: staff in the late 1970s. Lived in Framingham, MA in the 1980s.
Peggy Bailey: staff in the late 1970s (Junior Staff Director in 1978). Originally from New Haven,
CT.
If you have alumni that you would like to find, please send an email to alumni@campmohawk.org. If
you are in contact with either of the alumnae above, please encourage them to get in touch at alumni@campmohawk.org, and https://ymcacampmohawk.campintouch.com/ui/forms/application/
alumni/App
Follow Us on Social Media
If you aren’t already, please follow us on social media for updates and general alumni information:
Facebook: Camp Mohawk Alumni Association Group
YMCA Camp Mohawk
Instagram: @campmohawkalumni
@campmohawkymca

Save The Dates!
Alumni Meet-Up in Boston, MA
January 25, 2020
More details to follow
Alumni Meet-Up in Brooklyn, NY
February 8, 2020
4:30-6:30 pm
Abhaya Gowanus Yoga Studio
43D 9th Street, Brooklyn
Contact info@campmohawk.org for more information
Camp Mohawk Spring Work Day
May 9, 2020
Alumni Reunion
Join us in 2021 for our next Alumni Reunion at camp! More details to follow.
Thank you to our Newsletter Team!
Thank you to the following individuals for their hard work and commitment to the Camp Mohawk
Alumni Association Newsletter!
Cathy Horne
Sarah Smith
Alison Irwin

Kerry McCaffrey
Hope Hutchinson

