
Quacumquasit pond 
Aka: South Pond 

Massachusetts 
 

 
 

“Children can not bounce off the walls if we 
take down the walls.” 

Erin Kenny 
 

 
For those who come after us on this planet, they only ask that we leave to them 
simple things:  Shade, Air, Water. 
 
It is up to us to provide them shade from the hot sun, fresh air in which to 
breathe, clean fresh water to drink. 
 
Conservation in 3 words. 
 
It is human nature to protect whatever it is that you love, but to love something 
you must know it, you must hold it or feel it or be immersed in it. 
 
If you want to protect this planet, if you want to hand it off better than when it 
was handed to you, there is one simple thing you can do, one thing that will top 
every other measure of conservation and it is this… 



 
…take the hand of a child and lead them outside. 
 
We protect what we love, get them to love the outside, get them off the couch and 
into nature and the rest will take care of itself. 
 
A child who loves the outdoors, will protect it from childhood until adulthood. 
 
Here in one photo is conservation of the planet in the making: 
 

 
 
A grandson and his grandpa. 
 
You want to save this planet, get a kid to love it. 
 

Inside the outside of The Bay 
State 

 
In Massachusetts it is illegal to make Clam Chowder with tomatoes in it, both 
basketball and volleyball were invented here as well as those plastic Pink 
Flamingoes you may find in your yard sometimes. 
 
In 1620 the Pilgrims settled here, 354 years later, so did my wife and I, Barb and I 
were married in Massachusetts and lived for a time in the town where the witches 
lived, Salem. 
 
The state fish is the Atlantic Cod BUT, inland there are 500-PLUS lakes, streams, 
rivers and ponds, and all that freshwater is home to over 80 species of fish. 
 



The largest freshwater fish ever caught here (since records were kept) is a Carp 
that went 46-pounds and was 42 inches long.  Biggest Largemouth Bass: 15.8-
pounds in 1975, Smallmouth 8.2 in 1991. 
 
Latest count of freshwater fishing licenses here: 391,205 pumping in about 
$4,649,053 (plus the $40.01 I sent in the other day) into the state budget. 
 
There you go. 
 

 
 

Meet Dan Kenney 
 

If you know Dan chances are you have been “tagged” by Dan in social media.   
 
He is a marketing whiz and the dude who runs the New England Fishing Expo 
which runs in winter at just about the time most people in New England are done 
with winter and just want to get back outside without 50-pounds of warm clothes 
on. 
 
To his credit this expert marketer did not push me to say anymore about his 
various empires than what I just typed and he did so without my normal warning 
that “I don’t do advertising.” 
 
Props to you Dan dude. 
 



To be honest with you (since we are not advertising supported that’s not frowned 
on) I went into this story with some concerns, I know Dan, known him for years, 
been to several of his shows, and in my mind he was a “HOW” guy. 
 
One of the thousands of guys and websites all about the HOW of fishing, “how to 
tie this…”  “how to throw to that…” how, how, how…and more how. 
 
I could care less about the HOW, so much of it just blends together anymore, 
everything with a patch and a sales pitch, the outside has been turned into a 
shopping mall. 
 
I expected to get the HOW pitch from Dan, I expected it to be a factory tour of the 
pond, but then he did this, he went to the back of his truck and said, “Hey db I 
want to show you something…” and with that he pulled out this: 
 

 
 
“My father gave that to me when I was 5 or 6 years old, I even spelled my name 
wrong on it, but you know what, I never go fishing without that in the bed of my 
truck.” 
 
And with that Dan became all about the WHY of fishing. 

 
Danaiel 
Daniel 



 



“My father took me fishing whenever he could and you know what, he did that 
and he didn’t even fish.” 
 
I asked why his father did it even though I sort of knew why, “You know thinking 
about it now, he did it just to spend time with me, you know I would be fishing 
and all he did was skim rocks across the water (Dan laughs) which of course 
didn’t help when it came to catching fish.” 
 
“Did it bother you.” 
 
Came a smile and then, “..nope.” 
 
Dan is 50 years old, married to Minny from Manhattan, “She lived on 135th St on 
the 5th floor of the building, had all the noise of the city blaring all the time, car 
horns, sirens, all that but when we got married I brought her up here to a 4 ½ 
acre home and all she kept asking was what was all that noise (again he laughs) 
and it was just nature she was hearing.” 
 
Minny has been hearing nature now in Leicester, MA for 24 years, they have 3 
boys, one a Respiratory Therapist in Rhode Island, one in college at UMass, and 
one a senior in high school. 
 
Dan was born in Portland, Maine and he spent much of his time growing up on 
his grandparents house on the Little Sebago Lake, a 2000 or so acre lake about 
45 minutes northwest of Portland. 
 
“I started going there when I was 5 years old, they long ago sold their house but I 
still go back to that lake at least once a year even now almost 45 years of fishing 
there.” 
 
In the summertime “I would ride my bike down to the lake, my mother would yell 
out from the door ‘be home by dusk ‘ but I used to say, ‘but that’s when the fish 
start to bite…” and for a moment as he told me that standing on the shore of 
South Pond I could see in his eyes the look a young child riding a bicycle down to 
the lake to fish. 
 
And all he did was look my way, and smile. 
 



 
 

“I feel closer to my maker 
out here.” 

 
“You said this was about WHY I fish, do you really want to know why…” 
 
I’ve been in this business long enough to know, that’s not a question he’s asking, 
my time to just smile. 
 
“…it’s where I go to get away from it all.  It makes me happy, it gives me a sense 
of peace, I don’t want to sound like it is some sort of Zen thing you know but it 
helps me get back to my center of gravity.” 
 
Which of course is a Zen thing. 
 
“Religion plays a big part of all of this, I mean db, just look around.” 
 



 
 
And when you do come outside and take the time to look around, you escape all 
the snarky comments of alleged SOCIAL media. 
 
I’m on the fence with this God thing but I do know that when I wonder about the 
concept of God I do understand it more when I’m standing on the shore of a 
small pond, standing in the middle of a forest, or looking into the eyes of my 
children and my wife. 
 
Until the telescopes in the sky find another blue rock in space, I’m leaning 
towards the divine minus the organized religion part. 
 



 



 
There came from within a man who seemingly was all about the HOW of fishing a 
simple explanation of the WHY, “It’s fun and it makes me happy.” 
 
Sometimes with all the yelling and hiding behind keyboards we tend to 
complicate life way to much, can’t imagine that this is what we have evolved into, 
that this is what we were expected to do with this one gift in the universe we were 
given. 
 

 
 
 
Into our hands this miracle in space was placed. 
 
It is up to us to pass on: 
 
Cool shade. 
 
Fresh air. 
 
Clean water. 
 
And I think, the Kind in Man. 
 
All of which was found this day on a small pond in Massachusetts, found when 
instead of asking “How,” the time was taken to ask instead, “Why.” 
 



Found when you look around as if your eyes were once again, those of a child. 
 
db, bb & riley too. 
 
 

“Stuff Your eyes with 
wonder.” 

Ray Bradbury 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 


