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A nearly perfect summer day—low 80s, 
sunny, low humidity—awaited the almost 
fifty who came out for the July meeting: 
Lew Knott, Kathy Smith, Donna Willard, 
Don Berkhofer, Jeff Pellerin, John Garofalo 
& Peter O’Hara, John O’Hara, Paul Aug-
stein, Edna Huffman, Mary Heisinger, Jack 
VerPlanck, Donna & Walter Ingalls, Rachel 
Ceasar, Richard Ceasar, Christine Mickel-
sen, Stephanie Ingalls, Ronna Feit, Ken Ma-
bey, Bob Shaw, Linda Singer Berger, An-
thony Arturi, Terry & Garth Bryant, Ellen 
&Skip Blumental, Rosemary & Bob 
Whalen, George Soldner, Alice & Zan Bry-
ant, Audrey Matott, Debbie & Rick Magee, 
Margaret Donohue, Bette Welter, Johanna 
& Robert Titus, David Tschinkel, Barbara 
Flach, Rich McAneny, Bill Ottinger, Judy 
Rundell, Barbara (?), Arlene Brown, Mary 
Lou Nahas, Flip Flach, Don Teator, and a 
few that may have slipped by. 
 
Flip Flach presented the evening’s program 
– Indian Fields, Greenville, and the Flach 
Family. And although the major part of the 
story occurs just over the town line, its 
proximity as well as the human face that 
Flip painted resulted into an account en-
joyed by all. Although impossible to capture 
Flip’s story-telling, the main parts goes 
something like this: 
 Karl & Anna Flach emigrated from 
Germany in 1910 to NYC. He was an ac-
complished pastry chef and baker. They set-
tled and worked in the Brooklyn area for ten 
years. About 1920, they bought a cottage on 

what is today one of the peninsulas of the 
Alcove Reservoir. A year later, they bought 
a 200+ acre farm. Here, they developed the 
dairy farm, orchards, garden, as well as 
opened a bakery on the farm site for house-
to-house delivery routes. Eventually, they 
raised eight children—three boys (Charles, 
Fred, Joe) and five girls (Anna, Rose, 
Louise, Ida, Elizabeth). 
 (Quick side note: Indian Fields ham-
let was located in the upper half of the right 
hand lobe of the reservoir [seen from Rt 143, 
not Rt 32); Stephensville was located near 
the dam wall area, with parts of it still exist-
ing as what we know as Alcove.) 
 The farm was located on what is to-
day Albany County Route 111, the piece of 
road that connects the intersection of Hill-
crest and Greene County Rt 38 (the road that 
comes from Shepard’s Resort) and the ham-
let of today’s Alcove. (The Greene and Al-
bany County border is near that CR 38 inter-
section.) Halfway up the long straightaway 
over the county line sits a farm, the farm that 
Carl Flach would buy and run. Most of the 
buildings still stand. 
 As bad luck would have it, the City 
of Albany, in its search for water, deter-
mined that this area would serve as a supply 
for its water. The reservoir-to-be area seen 
from Rt 32 and Rt 143, and more, was 
seized by eminent domain, the buildings of 
the two hamlets and surrounding area razed, 
the dam built, and water filled what would 
become the reservoir, all of this happening 
during 1928-1932.  



In between are all the details of 
people being uprooted, some of them life-
long residents of that area. Although this 
project was devastating for many, it was, 
ironically, a savior for the Flach family 
during the Depression. Flip’s details of 
these side stories captivated us this even-
ing. 

The Flach farm lay outside the im-
mediate reservoir boundary but the City 
Water Commission wanted to maintain the 
cleanliness of its water, something that 
farming, even seeming far enough away, 
would compromise. Carl negotiated with 
the Commission that if he were not to pas-
ture his cattle (with the resulting waste 
products), he could keep his buildings, 
which was the same deal he negotiated 
with and for his neighbors.  

Carl still had bills to pay, and 
the early Depression was being 
felt. Carl’s mortgage of $12 a 
month was quite a burden. But, 
true to form, after querying and 
negotiating the City authorities, 
Carl hired himself and his hors-
es as teamsters to haul material 
for the building of the reservoir-
-$1 for Carl, $.50 for each of the 
two horses. Total-$2 a day, for 
six days. Yep, $12 a week paid 
the mortgage and the other days 
of the month went to his other 
expenses. Carl was almost doing 
better than before. 
Then, an inquiry from an uppity-
up resulted in a couple of city 
friends to “camp” along the 
creek in back of the house, out 
of sight, not to be mentioned. Of 
course, this is Prohibition time 
and everyone realized that a still 
was being operated and would 
continue until it was found out a 
few years later. In the meantime, 
Carl made $12 a month for this 
permission. More money. 
Karl’s profession, as noted be-
fore, was bakery and he had 
started a business on the farm. 

This was enhanced with help from brother 
Fred who would operate the Main Street 
building in 1946. They baked from 6 pm to 
4-5 am, ready to deliver to 20+ boarding 
houses before 7:30 in the morning—a long 
day. 

Joe Flach opened the barber shop in 
1948 at an add-on space at Joe’s father-in-
law Phil  Schwebler’s Garage (this Phil was 
Flip’s other grandfather). Joe built his own 
shop in 1963 and opened it in 1964, the 
same year Flip started a four year appren-
ticeship. Today, the building is the Mangold 
Realty building. 

Another side note: Flip talked about 
the physics of water delivery to Albany. It is 
downhill from Alcove to Albany, even 
though the water is flowing north. Indian 
Fields and Stephensville elevation of about 



 Merritt Roe’s fulfill-
ment of duties from Gus 
Baker’s 
 the reservoir proper-
ty has been used to rear 
the American bald ea-
gle. Many seem to re-
member the five years 
of activity and telescope 
platform of DEC and the 
resulting 80 eaglets 
 
 Two more notes 
about the evening:  
We often talk about the 
old-time story-tellers 
and how it is too bad 
they are still not around 
to tell their stories. And 
that may be true. But, 
some of us have 
stepped, even if grudg-
ingly, into those shoes. 

This evening, we were witness to a perfor-
mance by one of our modern day story-
tellers—Flip Flach. We note his modesty 
and his sparing us of some colorful lan-
guage, and at the same time we applaud his 
command of stories and a manner that held 
nearly fifty of us in rapt attention. 
 And second, I give all of you, and 
especially Flip, credit for starting the meet-
ing without me. A computer program I have 
used for years seemed to not work this 
evening and Plan B meant going back home 
and creating a new file, just in time to return 
to Flip starting the meeting and introduc-
tions half-done. My apologies go to Flip for 
giving him a good scare but I must admit 
you all warmed the cockles of my heart for 
acting like it was routine.  
 
The next meeting on August 12, at the Li-
brary, at 7:30 will feature the 30th birthday/
anniversary of the formation of the Green-
ville Local History Group as well as my 
tenure as Town Historian. The plan is to 
highlight the accomplishments of those thir-
ty years—collections, people, highlights, 
etc. I will try to be modest but I must admit 

6oo' was ideal for a gravity flow to Albany’s 
approximate 400' elevation.  The new reser-
voir’s 6000 acres total watershed (1500 wa-
ter and 4500 runoff land) were the perfect 
conditions for a massive supply and easy 
delivery.  

 
Other parts of the evening’s story:  

another Greenville family—the Turons—
also in a similar situation as the Flachs 
a cow drinking some of the bootlegger’s 
hooch 
 Joe Flach catching eels in the reservoir 

and bringing them to Gus Baker’s for the 
eel special 

 credit to Lucille Margiasso for her re-
search on Indian Fields (anyone who 
wants to buy her book should contact 
Flip or me) 

 the effects of 9-11 on current Alcove use 
 Mayor Corning and “friends” using the 

reservoir while others were prohibited 
 an early Ravena water supply before the 

Alcove Reservoir 
 Bert Butler’s colorful story of the Green-

ville Pond fountain 



we all have done a pretty good job for thirty 
years. I have no idea what the future has in 
store but this is an appropriate moment to 
assess where we have been, bask in a little 
self-glory, and perhaps guess where we 
might go. 
 
Other Notes 
**Thank you, Stephanie and Christine, for 
once again providing the “light refresh-
ments” as advertised in our local papers. 
Much appreciated. 
**The 2019 versions of the GCS High 
School and Middle School Yearbook have 
been purchased for the Historian’s collec-
tion. 
**Garth Bryant has undertaken a seemingly 
innocent project of finding the Lake family 
beginnings in Greenville. Yes, those Lakes, 
of the founding trio that included Spees and 
Knowles. I am hearing the story is getting 
rather interesting and perhaps an accounting 
of this story can be told when Garth has 
more. Good work, Garth. I have enjoyed 
watching this unfold. 
**A recent treasure trove was given to the 
files. Carol Adriance has been cleaning out 
her mother’s house and found a box, trans-
ferring it to the historian’s files. Inside are a 
few dozen issues of Greenville Locals da-

ting mostly in the 1930s, all ripe material 
for further investigation. I have added one 
more item for a winter project! And it 
might well be a program for next year. 
**Trivia Question: Marandy’s Carriage 
House. Where was it? What years did it 
operate? Who owned it? Memories of 
dining or working? This started when my 
brother-in-law asked which restaurant oc-
cupied the site of today’s Mountain View 
Brasserie back in the 1970s. I had a blank 
look, with a recollection of Steve’s Meat 
Market. And then I asked about the build-
ing next door. So, I will wait for confir-
mation from anyone. Please. 
**And I had a request for information for 
which I have no answers. Does anyone 
remember Sebastiana “Pole” Perrell? The 
request comes from a 75 year old grand-
son who was 13 when he visited 
Grandma’s in the Greenville area, staying 
at the house, crossing a little creek/ditch, 
with cabins in the yard. The property was 
sold in 1963 with the family moving back 
to NYC. Any rabbits coming out of this 
hat? 
 
That is all for now. 
 
Take care, 
 



This page is a copy of the very first newsletter, after 
the public invitation to attend the June 1989 meeting. 




