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Foreword 
 

Tamworth, New Hampshire, has been the chosen home for many artists – 

undoubtedly due to the scenic beauty of the mountains, valleys, lakes and rivers which 

surround this small country village. Barbara “Willey” Fromm was one of these artists, but 

she and her husband Louis “Woody” Fromm settled here in their retirement years not 

only for its natural beauty but because they were coming back to their roots – where 

their families had first settled generations ago. 

 

Barbara was an outstanding artist, a keen business woman, a considerate 

neighbor and a loyal friend. She was proud of her New Hampshire heritage, loved their 

historic old home, the small village and its very independent people. She and Woody 

were down to earth people. Barbara was a soft spoken and amiable woman but would 

stand firm and speak her mind for the principles in which she believed. They had no 

children, but Woody and her art were the important elements in Barbara’s life. 

 

Barbara and Woody partook of village life wholeheartedly. They enjoyed giving 

small parties or dinners for friends. Woody loved to cook and was known for his varied 

menu garnered from their constant moves throughout the country. They both loved our 

small local library and helped in its growth over the years. Woody was an insatiable 

reader and more books were checked out to him than to anyone else in town. Barbara 

was an active member of the Friends of the Library for many years, helping to raise 

funds on behalf of the library. She was a longtime member of the Onaway Club, one of 

the oldest social organizations in Tamworth. 

 

Barbara’s warmth and thoughtfulness were evident many times. I brought my 

husband home from the hospital after a brief stay and, on our doorstep, we found a 

lovely water color of our house to welcome Bernie home. My favorite woodcut of the 

Cook Memorial Library (No. 1 print) was personally presented to me by both Fromms 

(Woody had framed it) for they knew how much I love our library. 
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My friend Barbara is gone now, but she left us her art in all its forms – oils, 

watercolors, woodcuts, even sculpture – to remind us of her. A fine collection of her 

works can be seen at Cook Memorial Library and small collections can be found in 

many private homes in Tamworth (including mine) and throughout the country. 

 

Jean M. Ulitz 
Tamworth, NH 
Summer 2011  
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From the Author 
 

We met over the phone. I was conducting a conference for artists and teachers 

at Indian Cave Lodge in Sunapee. Barbara called in response to my letter asking if 

she’d be interested in painting a portrait of Hilda Brungot, New Hampshire’s champion 

state representative, the elder stateswoman who had served longer than any other in 

the largest state legislature in the world. Barbara was not overly enthusiastic about the 

subject. Old politicians had little appeal for the Tamworth resident artist who painted 

faces she liked, scenes she loved and houses that juxtaposed stability and seasonal 

change in a New England setting richly endowed with the ephemeral and the seemingly 

eternal. 

 I said hello to Barbara Willey Fromm and a 32-year friendship began. I changed 

jobs, countries, professions, marital status. She stayed in Tamworth and painted. We 

both lost loyal and devoted husbands. I joined the Peace Corps and reinvented myself. 

She needed no reinvention, flourished in middle age, burnished elegant as cathedrals 

as she pushed on to four score and ten, creating more than ten thousand pieces of 

artwork, many of which can be found on the walls of her neighbors. Not to say her 

admirers are limited to Tamworth. Owners of artwork created by Willey Fromm live in 

dozens of American states and several foreign countries. Her work has been exhibited 

and awarded prizes throughout the United States. The owners of early portraits were 

surprised to learn the oil paintings had been reviewed and praised by curators in Paris, 

France. Barbara’s fondest local friends insist she is, at best, a regional artist; some even 

say local, confining interest in her work to the White Mountains and the Tamworth area. 

They just don’t know. 

 

 

Barbara Feeney Abendschein 

Ormond by the Sea, Florida 

September 2012 
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Introduction 
   

Barbara E. Willey Fromm is an American original. Born in Somerville, 

Massachusetts, she moved to New Hampshire as a young woman, married her 

childhood sweetheart and travelled the country with him upon his return from World War 

II, all the while refining her artistic talent and studying with regional artists and arts 

educators.  She returned to Tamworth in 1968 to care for her stepfather. In his 1790s 

colonial homestead, she brought her work to its apex, painted her neighbors and their 

houses as well as the England landscape, ran both solo and group artist studios and 

created more than 700 limited edition prints of which scarcely a dozen were available 

for sale upon her death. Fromm executrix Alex Cook estimates a lifetime production in 

excess of 10,000 pieces of artwork.  

Her roots are pure New England, touched by legend: her Quinby ancestors are 

said to be the first family of Sandwich with significant connections to the founding of 

Christian Science; John Greenleaf Whittier is believed to have written poems on the 

porch of her great grandmother’s hotel; she obtained employment for her  stepfather 

from an unlikely source, fell in love with his nephew, married her sweetheart days after 

the Japanese attacked Pearl Harbor, and went on to live and work with him for more 

than half a century, almost 40 years of which was spent in the 18th century colonial 

house across the street from the home of her maternal grandfather, a carriage painter. 
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Chapter 1.  A Visit to the White House  
 

According to Barbara, her mother was very ambitious. While her father had been 

“the catch of the season” in the Sandwich/Tamworth area, he was “not enough” for her 

mother. When she met William Fromm, it was love. 

William Fromm was a naval architect. In the 1920s he had worked for a company 

that was installing asbestos in New England mills. The mills had failed during the 

Depression, so he was out of work. An uncle living in Arlington, Virginia, had invited the 

family to live there. William went job-hunting without success for a couple of years 

Barbara described as “terrible times when I never knew from day to day if I would have 

a nickel to take the bus to school.”  

When Barbara was 12, her mother had given her a first set of paints (“some sort 

of tempera,” she recalled). FDR’s portrait appeared on the cover of Time Magazine, and 

she copied it.  

“Perhaps it was Grandma Baker who said ‘You should show it to the president.’ 

So mother did. She wrapped the picture like a present and took it to the White House,” 

Barbara told me. 

“She gave it to a guard who asked her to wait a minute, and shortly, the word 

came back. ‘The president wants to see you.’ 

“She was escorted into his office. He greeted her with his famous charm and 

asked ‘What can I do for you to show my appreciation?’ 

“Mother was an opportunist. She said ‘You can give my husband a job.’ 

“The president asked, ‘Who is your husband?’ 

“Mother said ‘I don’t know if you remember him, but he is William Fromm.’ My 

stepfather had been a union representative when FDR was Assistant Secretary of the 

Navy during World War I. 

“The president responded, ‘I do remember him. You mean to tell me a man of 

such talent can’t find work?’ 

“Mother said, ‘True.’ 

“‘Well, I’ll tell you what I’ll do. I could give him a presidential commission, but I 

won’t do that because it wouldn’t go well for him. Teacher’s pet and all that. 
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“‘I’ll tell you what you should do. Go back and ask your lowest ward 

representative in the Democratic Party for an introduction to the next higher up. Work 

recommendations and introductions through the organization to the Assistant Secretary 

of the Navy --- and I’ll answer his request.’ 

“It took months of ups and downs, but finally the letter came. He had a 

presidential appointment as a naval architect at the Newport News shipyard, and he had 

the job until he retired. 

“If my artwork had done nothing more than that, it would have been worth it.” 

 

I read this chapter to Barbara during our last visit in October 2009, and although 

a stroke had left her unable to speak, she smiled and shook her head with enthusiasm, 

indicating that all the facts were the way they had happened and the way she had told 

them to me twenty or more years earlier. 

Alex has an exchange of letters between Barbara and FDR’s secretary regarding 

another painting, created in 1933 when Barbara was 15. She never talked to me about 

that one, not even during my 2009 visit when she once again acknowledged the story 

told in this chapter. 
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The last time I saw my friend, she spoke to me with her eyes. (BFA documentary photo, 
2009)  
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Chapter 2. The Brungot Project  
 

The New Hampshire state legislature is the largest state legislative body in the 

United States and fourth-largest English-speaking legislative body in the world. There 

are 24 state senators, but the NH House of Representatives has 400 members, giving 

credence to the claim that it “constitutes more democratic representation than any other 

legislative body on earth” (Anderson 355). 

 For 35 years, the legislators had enjoyed an active cultural life supported by 

contributions to the Forty Three Club, named for its founding year. In 1977 when state 

representatives elected to disband the club, they faced an unanticipated consequence: 

what to do with the remaining treasury balance in excess of $500.  

They decided to commission a portrait of the dean of women legislators, their 

colleague Hilda Constance Fredericka Brungot, who had served a total of 19 terms in 

the NH House of Representatives (1931/37, 1941/75) (Bastedo). The painting would 

join those of other noted legislators on the walls of the State House, and the group 

sought to increase their budget by fundraising among Mrs. Brungot’s family and friends.  

The fundraising effort, launched by Governor Meldrim Thomson, Jr., elicited 

contributions from “Mrs. Brungot’s three sons and two daughters . . . the New 

Hampshire Order of Women Legislators . . . Berlin Mayor Laurier Lamontagne and his 

city government officials . . . House Speaker George B. Roberts Jr., and ten former 

house speakers, under whom Mrs. Brungot had served during her 38 years as a 

lawmaker . . .former Governor Sherman Adams of Lincoln, Lane Dwinell of Lebanon, 

and Walter Peterson of Peterborough; retired U. S. Senator Norris Cotton of Lebanon; 

Raymond K. Perkins of Concord; Richard F. Upton of Concord; W. Douglas Scanman of 

Stratham; Stewart lamprey of Moultonboro; Marshall W. Cobleigh of Manchester; and 

James E. O’Neil of Chesterfield [as well as] Councilor Raymond S. Burton of Bath; 

former councilor Lyle E. Hersom of Groveton; former state representative Narcia Rich of 

Littleton; Liquor Commission Chairman Costas S. Tentas, and Rep. Donalda Howard of 

Bartlett,” according to a November 2, 1977 article in the Manchester Union Leader. 

Realizing the contributions were not sufficient to commission a portrait of the 

quality needed to hang in the State House, Legislative Historian Leon W. Anderson, a 



14 

 

retired political reporter for the Concord Daily Monitor who would write a book about the 

NH legislature, approached the state arts commission to investigate grant opportunities. 

At the time, a program with unallocated funds was Artists in the Schools, a federally-

sponsored arts education program that made National Endowment for the Arts funds 

available to community and educational organizations to sponsor artist residencies in 

school and community settings. 

Among the first challenges I faced as newly-appointed Artists-in-the-Schools 

coordinator in the Fall of 1977 was dealing with what my boss, arts agency director 

John Coe, called a very sensitive project not only because the commissioning of 

portraits seemed to be outside the purview of AIS program guidelines, but also because 

Mrs. Brungot was a friend of Governor Meldrim Thomson, Jr., with whom my boss had 

an uncomfortable relationship. My job: make it work and make it legal. 

It seemed to me making it legal would be simple: have some of the work done in 

a public school classroom where the artist would interact with students. Making it work, 

however, would require finding a professional portrait artist willing to jump through some 

unusual hoops. The subject was a ninety-year-old grandmother, not in the best of 

health, and used to giving rather than taking orders (or even suggestions). The project 

itself would be high-profile in the political environment on which the arts agency 

depended for approval of almost every aspect of its activities. (At the time, every grant 

that exceeded $500 had to be specifically approved by Governor and Council.) And we 

needed to find a school willing to accept the grant and pay all of it to cover the artist’s 

fee and framing costs. Less than $2,500 was not a lot of money for all of the work and 

inconvenience involved.  

Arts agency public information officer Susan Taylor lived in Sandwich and was 

aware of a local artist whose work was of the quality required for a State House portrait. 

The question was, would she be willing to do it. I could only ask, and I did so by letter 

(the original of which I was amazed to find in October 2009 among the genealogy 

records Barbara had filed at the Tamworth’s Cook Memorial Library). 

Barbara Fromm responded to my invitation by telephone. I got the call during a 

conference I was hosting for artists and teachers at Indian Cave Lodge in Sunapee. She 
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was willing to meet and talk about the commission, but gave no indication she would 

accept it.  

So we drove up to Tamworth: Leon Anderson, my photographer husband (Ken 

Abendschein, who would play a significant, if relatively unacknowledged, role) and I.   

Tamworth appeared to be a town of colonial white buildings interspersed with 

woodsy areas worthy of the poet Robert Frost. Indeed his Franconia summer home was 

less than 70 miles away. We recognized the 1790s colonial home where Barbara and 

Woody Fromm lived and worked by the hand-carved art gallery sign on the front 

lawn. 

The pair greeted us, walked us through the gallery, and invited us to be 

comfortable in a large living room surrounded by more than two decades of portraits 

and New England landscape paintings, and talk about the arts project that would result 

in the first portrait of a woman by a woman to hang in the New Hampshire State House.  

Anderson explained the history of the assignment. He was a hail-fellow-well-met 

gentleman, aware of his own importance, and somehow convinced that he would 

“approve” the selected painter. I’m not sure he ever realized he had approved of her 

before she had accepted the assignment.  

Barbara listened quietly, asking few questions and expressing a distinct lack of 

enthusiasm. “I’m not sure I want to do this,” she said, indicating that she was not 

interested in becoming involved in a political situation, nor did she think she could do 

serious portraiture in a school classroom. Anderson talked of the significance of having 

a painting hanging in the State House (no aspect of which impressed the New England 

artist). Ken, who had been appreciating the van Gogh-like putty knife craftwork evident 

in much of the framed artwork, stated the portrait was certainly something this artist 

could do if she wanted to. Woody took us all to lunch at Katy’s Restaurant where the 

Fromms were frequent guests. At the end of the day, Barbara agreed to meet Hilda, 

holding out the possibility that if the chemistry was not right, she would not go forward 

with the project.     

Despite lingering misgivings but with encouragement from Woody who believed 

the project would be a good professional experience, Barbara signed the contract on 

January 2, 1978. The work was described as follows: 
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Barbara Willey Fromm, a portrait artist, has been commissioned to 
create an oil portrait of Hilda Brungot. During this project, the artist will 
serve a five-day residency at Berlin High School during which time she will 
complete the Brungot portrait. She will also demonstrate and explain 
techniques to students, involving them in discussions of painting and 
encouraging them to increase their understanding of the painting art. (New 
Hampshire Commission on the Arts, Artists in the Schools Contract, 1978, 
at Cook Memorial Library, Fromm Box 2) 

 
From the beginning Hilda was a prickly portrait subject. Physically unable to be 

still long enough for a portrait, she resisted coming to the studio for a formal sitting until 

convinced that her living room would not be appropriate. Arrangements at the studio 

were clearly uncomfortable for Hilda, so Barbara had to find another way to begin the 

painting. Realizing working in her usual manner of creating a portrait would not work in 

this situation, Barbara suggested that she might try to do something she had always 

previously eschewed: work from a photograph. At Barbara’s direction, my husband, 

photographer Ken Abendschein, created a series of images of the subject’s face and 

hands from which Barbara created her initial sketches.  

As the work progressed, Hilda insisted on reviewing the progress and nearly 

derailed the project by telephoning Barbara midway through the painting process to say 

she did not like the work. I was reminded of this event when I read a letter from Nora C. 

Beasley (one of Hilda’s daughters) that Barbara included in her information boxes at 

Cook Memorial Library. The letter, dated December 9, 1977, reads as follows: 

Dear Mrs. Fromm, 
Mother has asked me to write you a note of apology. 
Before I talked to you last week I didn’t know about the telephone 

call she made to you. Well, Mother finally confessed and said she had 
been real “nasty” and very concerned about it all. 

She has been trying to get her thoughts together and write the 
apology herself – she phoned last night and asked me to do it, as she 
couldn’t seem to get the right words on paper. 

Mother gets into such “mental states” when alone. I expect she has 
no big legislative problems now, so must get into a frenzy about anything 
that comes to her. 

So please, do put that “dumb” act of Mother’s behind you. 
What I saw of the picture, I think is lovely. 
Sincerely yours, 
(signed) 
Nora C. Beasley (mailed from RD#2, Whitefield NH 03598) 
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Hilda followed up with a Christmas card in which she wrote, “I’m glad you forgave me . . 

. sorry at the memory” (Brungot). 

 After the rocky beginning, a number of elements fell into place. Bob Hughes, the 

art teacher at Berlin High School and a longtime admirer of Barbara’s work, indicated he 

would be pleased to host the Artists-in-the-Schools project during which Barbara 

completed the painting. This he did with the agreement of his principal, enabling high 

school art student to participate in a piece of Berlin history.  

 In addition to talking with art students about the progress of the portrait, Barbara 

involved them in several workshops on painting and drawing. By the time the portrait 

was unveiled at a ceremony attended by Governor Thomson, she had a few dozen 

fans, youngsters who had enjoyed getting in touch with their own creativity through 

working with a real artist (which is one of the goals of the national Artists-in-the-Schools 

program). The painting was ready to be unveiled in June. 

 Hilda had fallen at home the morning of the unveiling, and she wound up in the 

hospital later that day. However, she did not let the injury keep her from attending the 

ceremony where she was the focus of attention among her friends from the legislature, 

members of her family, and high school students many of whose parents had 

repeatedly voted her into office. Local newspaper and public television reporters 

covered the event. Clippings from daily and weekly papers are neatly filed in the 

memorabilia boxes Barbara Fromm donated to the Cook Memorial Library. 

 Those boxes also contain another letter from Hilda’s daughter. It is dated a 

month after June 29, 1978 when the portrait was official installed on the second floor of 

the Concord State House.   

Dear Mrs. Fromm, 
Mother (Hilda C. F. Brungot) has been trying to write her own 

“thank you” note in regard to portrait-hanging, etc. She can’t do it, so I’m 
doing it for her. 

Missed you at the ceremonies in Concord on June 29 – but have a 
good idea why you weren’t there – you probably weren’t advised. 

On Friday, before the “hanging” my sister got a telephone call from 
the Governor’s office advising that the formal hanging of portrait would be 
held the following week on Tues,. Wed., or Thurs. My sister called me – 
and I tried to get “Andy” Anderson that evening – Saturday – and finally on 
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Sunday, I got him. He knew nothing about it but was checking it out 
Monday a.m. Tuesday a.m. early – my sister called the Governor’s office 
and was told most likely Thursday and so it was. 

The instigator of the whole project, Mrs. Mabel Richardson of 
Randolph – didn’t know about it until she read the agenda for Thursday of 
the House of Representatives agenda. 

I’m not sure who was at fault but there were many folks not 
contacted and not advised. We are very sorry. 

I had rather hoped there would be invitations sent out – a reception 
planned, etc. In fact I’d told “Andy” we could “dig up” some more money, if 
needed for these extras. 

In any case, your portrait of Mom (which was “oohd” and “aahd” 
when held up) is hanging, second floor, at the entrance to Legislative Hall 
– beautiful! 

I can’t write Mrs. Aubenchein [sic] and her husband a note of 
thanks – I don’t know their address. 

In any case, thank you from all of us for a fine portrait. 
Sincerely, 
Nora C. Beasley 

 

Nora wrote again, January 27, 1979, to discuss (and enable) Barbara’s request 

to complete the portrait with a final “wash” and indicated her mother was living with 

another daughter in Groveton. and the family would “like for her to be in a nursing 

home, but we’ve had her in two and she managed to get out” (Beasley).  

In 1982, Mrs. Brungot died at the age of 95 while living at the St. Vincent de Paul 

Nursing Home. Her obituary mentions that in 1978 she became one of only three 

women to have their portraits displayed in the Legislative Hall. To this day, she is one of 

only five women to have portraits hanging in the State House and the first woman 

whose portrait was painted by a woman. The obituary mentioned the portrait, but not the 

painter. 

That fact reminded me of my correspondence with Yankee Magazine during the 

early days of the project. I suggested a story about the first woman to paint a portrait of 

a woman that would be displayed in the State House. The editor advised me the 

magazine would be interested in a story about the legislator, but not about the artist, 

because people weren’t interested in what artists thought, but they always wanted to 

know about politicians.  



19 

 

Years later, Leon Anderson would reiterate this emphasis on the politician over 

the painter in his book about Granite State legislative history.  

Ten years after women first joined the General Court, Berlin sent a 
forty-four year old mother of six children to the Legislature, launching an 
all-time world’s record as a woman legislator. She was Mrs. Hilda 
Constance Frederika Brungot, who proceeded to roll up nineteen terms in 
the House, and then lost out in a reelection bid in the 1974 election. 

The 1977 Legislature joined with Governor Meldrim Thomson, Jr., 
of Orford in paying tribute to Mrs. Brungot’s legislative achievement. A 
handsome portrait of the ninety-year-old grandmother was unveiled at a 
joint session of the Legislature, on June 29, 1978, with Mrs. Brungot in a 
wheelchair as guest of honor. The portrait, now on permanent display in 
the State House, was sponsored y the Forty-Three Club, a legislative 
social group formed in 1943, which disbanded in 1977 and contributed a 
$550 treasury balance to the project. Legislators and other friends joined 
with the New Hampshire Commission on the Arts in producing the 
remainder of the $2,300 required for the portrait and its frame. Mrs. Willey 
Fromm of Sandwich was the artist. 

Mrs. Brungot’s legislative record is considered without equal by any 
other legislative body, up to her retirement. (275) 

 
When I visited the State House in Concord during the summer of 

2010, I found Barbara’s portrait of Hilda Brungot, hanging in the second 

floor gallery along with those of other legislators. The picture has held up 

well over the years, at least the artistic equal of its wall companions and 

holding no doubt a more interesting, if little known, history. The State of 

New Hampshire posts the following acknowledgement on the Internet. 
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Publications - Portraits of State and National Legislators at the 

State House Second Floor  
  
 
 
 

Compiled by Russell Bastedo  
NH State Curator  

1998/1999 

Hilda Constance Frederika Brungot (1886 - 1982)  
Born and died at Berlin (NH).  
Businesswoman and state legislator.  
Portrait by Willy Fromm, 1978.  
Presented to the State by friends, 1978.  

Hilda Brungot was educated at Berlin (NH) schools. As a housewife and the 
mother of six children, she organized the Berlin --Milan Milk Dealers 
(1931). She served nineteen terms in the State House of Representatives 
(1931/37, 1941/75), and was a member of the state's Constitutional 
Conventions in 1930, 1938, 1948 and 1956. In 1959 Mrs. Brungot was 
recognized as the dean of women legislators at both the state and national 
levels.  

Brungot was active as the New England Vice-President for the Scandinavian Fraternity of America 
(1935/40), and she served during World War II as secretary for the Women's Auxiliaries of the 
Veterans of Foreign Wars and the American Legion.  

When she was defeated at the polls in the 1974 elections, Hilda Brungot's career as a state 
legislator came to an end. Her portrait was arranged for in 1977, when the Forty-Three Club 
(founded 1943) disbanded and put its remaining funds into a campaign to honor Mrs. Brungot 
with a portrait at the State House. The necessary funds were raised in a statewide drive, and the 
portrait was unveiled with Mrs. Brungot in attendance at a 1978 ceremony at the State house.  

References: New Hampshire Notables (1955); The Brown Book (1935); Leon Anderson, To This 
Day (1981).  
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Chapter 3. New England Original 
 
 Barbara Fromm was interested in genealogy long before internet search sites 

made it easy. Relying on books and remembered kitchen table conversations, she 

traced her Willey and Quinby roots back across the ocean. She recounted this 

information in a letter to me. 

 
My mother was Ethel Quinby, born in N. Sandwich and the descendant of the 
Revolutionary hero Aaron Quinby [generally regarded as the first family of 
Sandwich]. The Quinbys were originally Norman-French with the name de 
Quinby and came over to England as a part of the troops of William, the 
Conqueror. The first settler was William Quinby who came to Massachusetts in 
1638. His nephew Robert was killed by Indians in the Amesbury Massacre of 
July 7, 1677. Robert’s son William was also killed by Indians about 1694. 
However, he had a son, so the line did not die out and this son also named 
William moved to Weare, NH, in 1759. From there on, we were NH residents, 
and I hate the fact my mother just happened to be in Boston when I was born! 
Actually, I was born in Somerville April 20, 1918. 
 
Now, for the Willey side of the family. Thomas Willey was born in 1617 in 
Newcastle Upon Tyne, England, and came to Dover, NH, by 1645. William 
Willey, the fifth generation here fought at Bunker Hill, then enlisted in the regular 
army. We were unable to find much information on the family. My father was 
William Henry Willey, born in Wakefield NH in 1884. . . .  My father helped run a 
store in Sanbornville, N. H., and later became a railroad conductor. After his 
retirement, he took up rug hooking and won numerous awards at shows. . . . I do 
not know the date of his death, but it was about 1959. [Her files contain a 1952 
Christmas letter from her father who had remarried and was living in South 
Braintree MA.] My parents were divorced when I was 10 years old and I only saw 
my father a few times up until his death. We were not close. However, my mother 
and I were very close, and as I got older she was like an older sister; we took 
trips together and had a wonderful relationship. She died in 1960. 
 
Regard for her paternal heritage is reflected in Barbara’s interest in the Willey 

landslide, a natural disaster that claimed the lives of several relatives at Crawford Notch 

in 1826. This event (involving her distant cousins) has been memorialized in poetry and 

painting; it has found a place in North Country history and folklore, engendering the 

colloquialism: “It gives me the willies!”   

According to a New Hampshire Historical Society newsletter article that appeared 

in 1985, the Willey family (Samuel Willey, Jr., his wife and five children, and two hired 
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men) were killed fleeing from an avalanche in the middle of an August night in 1826. 

Had they stayed in their cabin, the family might have been unharmed by the landslide 

“of mud and broken trees” (1) that split to avoid the dwelling but tragically captured the 

fleeing family.  

The presumed safety of the cabin is described as follows: 

Two days later, when the news of the destruction in Crawford Notch  reached 
neighbors and Willey relatives, search parties found the home just as the Willeys 
had left it. Doors stood open, beds were unmade, shoes and stockings waited at 
bedside. In the room where Mr. and Mrs. Willey slept, a table top held an open 
Bible nearby. On top of the Bible lay Samuel Willey’s spectacles. 
Elsewhere in the cabin stood a comb-back Windsor rocking chair. (1-2) 
 
The chair is currently in the collection of the historical society, and fascination 

with the event has spanned more than a century with an 1885 poem by Franklin Leavitt 

of Lancaster NH and two 1870s paintings by White Mountain painter Thomas Hill 

among the artistic testimony. Leavitt wrote: 

Eighteen hundred and twenty-six 
   The Willey mountain down did slip; 
It missed the house and took the barn, 
   If they’d staid in they’d met no harm. 
It being in the dark of night 
   The Willey family took a fright, 
And out of the house they all did run 
   And on to them the mountain come. 
It buried them all up so deep 
They did not find them for three weeks, 
And three of them were never found 
They were buried so deep in the ground. (2) 
 
Nor did Barbara ignore her mother’s more recent ancestry. Ethel Eliza Quinby 

(1887- 1960) was the daughter of Prescott Quinby (1853-1900) and Dell Alma Banks 

(whose parents were Henry J. and Mary E. Banks). Barbara’s grandfather Preston was 

a house and carriage painter as well as an ordained Baptist minister; he was ordained 

at Tamworth’s Ordination Rock, across from the town cemetery where Barbara and 

Woody now rest. Ethel E. Quinby was 14 when her father died of lead poisoning, and 

she went to live with her grandmother Mary Banks in the Tamworth home subsequently 

purchased by a man named  Myer and known as Elmcroft. Mary Banks and her 

husband Henry were the proprietors of Banks Hotel (later to be known as the Bearcamp 
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River House), located on Route 16 where an Isuzu garage was later opened. During the 

1890s, Dell and Preston Quinby had owned the house across the street from Barbara 

and Woody’s Tamworth home and studio. Barbara recalled that a letter to Dell had been 

found under the floorboards; she always thought Dell had inherited the house from her 

mother, Mary Banks. That residence was later owned by the Cooks. 

According to local historian Marion L. Nickerson (who credits Barbara and her 

sister Bette for help compiling information), the original building, a public house, was 

erected by Ephraim Knight in 1803. After Knight’s death in 1823, the inn was sold twice, 

and the name was changed to Ames Tavern, the family name of owner Israel Ames 

who sold it in 1866 to Henry Banks who renamed it the Banks Hotel and ran the inn 

successfully until his death in 1873. His widow, Barbara’s great-grandmother, sold the 

inn to James H. Plummer, who changed the name to Bearcamp River House, reflecting 

its location “near the W. Ossipee Station and the Bearcamp River” (Nickerson).  

John Greenleaf Whittier first came to Banks Hotel in 1867, and for 
long visits every year after that. In August, 1875 he wrote to Gertrude W. 
Cartland “We have been here for the last three weeks. It is a quiet old-
fashioned Inn, beautifully located, neat as possible, large rooms, nice 
beds, and good, wholesome table.” Quoted from “Life and Letters of John 
Greenleaf Whittier” by his nephew, Samuel T. Pickard. (Nickerson 17) 
 
Colorful local tradition claimed Whittier had written “Snowbound” on the porch of 

the Banks Hotel, although Nickerson’s history of the Bearcamp River House states the 

poet had become financially independent in 1866 as a result of that poem’s success. 

Nor did “Snowbound” recount a New Hampshire event, but a two-day snow storm in 

Haverhill MA. On the other hand, Whittier’s “Sunset on the Bearcamp,” written in 1876, 

clearly reflects his love for the area as does the following quote from his reminiscences, 

included in Nickerson’s account: 

It is summer on the Bearcamp. Years and years are gone. The 
stream appears less wide, the trees are larger, their shadows upon the 
water deeper. I mark the low flight of the swallows and hear the low cry of 
a bittern far away on the meadow. The sentinel pines on the hill are stirred 
to solemn sound by the wind. My spaniel barks at a rain crow in the 
hedge. It will rain tomorrow. 

Over the river and beyond the meadow and the wooded hills rises 
Chocorua, the mountain of the Indians – the most beautiful place of the 
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White Hills. I sit by my friendship fire while the day fades. It is sunset on 
the Bearcamp. (25) 
 
Sadly, the Bearcamp River House burned to the ground in 1880, and, although it 

was never rebuilt, its place in North Country history and legend remains secure. 

Barbara often talked of “a relative way down the line” named Quimby who 

mentored Mary Baker Eddy. Family tradition claims Mrs. Eddy took his ideas to found 

Christian Science.  Indeed the website of the Longyear Museum, dedicated to Mary 

Baker Eddy’s life and work, acknowledges the Quimby connection as follows: 

In 1862 she responded to an advertising circular by one of these 
“healers,” Phineas P. Quimby of Portland, Maine. Under his treatment, her 
health improved markedly for a time. 

At first, because of her strong faith in the Bible, Quimby’s practice 
reminded her of Gospel accounts of the way Jesus had healed “all manner 
of diseases.” But as with the other “cures” she had tried, the effect of 
Quimby’s treatments didn’t last. 

Her experiments with these various theories did help to open her 
thinking to mental causation of physical ills. Combined with her study of 
the healings in the Bible, these experiences pointed her toward the 
spiritual discovery she would ultimately name Christian Science.  
 

Barbara’s family believed the spelling of Quimby resulted from an ancient 

penmanship error. Proving or disproving the connection would be a challenging thesis 

project for a theology Ph.D. candidate. Such a scholar would find fascinating research 

material among Barbara’s handwritten notes on family history in the genealogy section 

that Jean Ulitz created at Tamworth’s Cook Memorial Library during her tenure as 

librarian. 

  

Born Barbara Elizabeth Willey in 

Somerville MA, Barbara identified 

herself as a New Hampshire woman: 

“I was born in Massachusetts 

because my mother happened to be 

there. Our roots are New Hampshire!” 
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Chapter 4. Following her Man and Developing her Talent 
 

 Barbara met Louis Woodrow “Woody” Fromm when she was 11 years old; he 

was 17 and visiting his favorite uncle who happened to be married to Barbara’s mother. 

She tells of being “not much impressed by him, especially when he chased me with a 

snake.”  

She recalled, “His ship left and he was off to China where he spent four years up 

the Yangtze River guarding missionaries from the Chinese war lords.” 

They next met when she was 18 and he was home on leave, corresponded for 

four years while he was in the Pacific area and married two days after the Japanese 

attack on Pearl Harbor catapulted the United States into World War II. He left shortly 

thereafter to continue his submarine service in the US Navy which he had joined at the 

age of 16. He served at a jungle base in British Guiana, according to Barbara, who 

reported, “When supplies were not sent in, he would go into the jungle hunting to feed 

the men. He was a Chief Ordnance man and an excellent marksman.”  

While Woody was away at war, Barbara lived with her mother and step-father in 

Newport News, Virginia, working for the telephone company, creating and studying art. 

She completed a four-year program in oil and watercolor at Bryant Studios (Maribland 

Bryant was an artist and educator with a national reputation).  

There were only two men in Barbara’s life: Woody and Franklin D. Roosevelt. In 

1940, she had fun creating a papier-mâché bust of FDR, ripping up pro-Wilkie 

newspaper articles from New York papers that opposed FDR’s third term. Years after its 

creation, the bust of the president was still attracting attention as a September 1944 

photograph in The Pasquotank Patrol recognizing her as “Navy wife and sculptor” 

testifies. Today, it is among the treasures of her friend and collector Roy Bubb, who told 

me, “I have the FDR bust,” at her memorial service.  

After World War II, the couple lived near naval air stations where Woody served 

in New Jersey, North Carolina, Hawaii and Texas. After a year flying in blimps on 

submarine patrol (which he hated), Woody left the lighter-than-air service and returned 

to heavier-than-air with his transfer to Kahalui Naval Air Station in 1946. Barbara was 

intrigued by native Hawaiian art and learned enough while the couple was stationed 
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there to give talks on Hawaiian art later in her career. In 1953, she would win an award 

for a painting from that period, selected from 1,500 entrees to be exhibited at the First 

National Amateur Art Festival held at the 69th Regiment Armory in New York and 

sponsored by the Amateur Artist Association of America and American Artist Magazine.  

When Woody was transferred to Corpus Christ, Texas, in 1947, Barbara joined 

the South Texas Art League, studied painting and drawing with local as well as 

nationally known artists, took ceramics and sculpture classes at DelMar College, and 

offered her paintings for exhibition at local art shows.  

Puzzled that her strong work was not being accepted for important invitational 

exhibitions, she inquired as to the specifics of the rejections. “We don’t show paintings 

by women” was the answer. It was not long before she began signing her artwork Willey 

Fromm (combining her maiden and married names and deleting the gender-indicative 

Barbara). By the time the art club judges realized they had accepted work from a 

woman, jury members were so impressed by the strength of the Willey Fromm 

paintings, gender became a non-issue.  In time, she was welcomed to the local 

invitational exhibitions, invited to give talks about painting, teach workshops and serve 

on advisory boards. Before leaving Texas, she had won professional awards including 

second prize in watercolors and honorable mention in oils at the Corpus Christi Art 

Foundation Exhibit. She had also sold a watercolor from Hawaii and been invited to give 

a talk on Hawaiian art. 

While studying life drawing in evening classes at the Corpus Christi studio of 

Antonio E. Garcia (1901-1997), Barbara participated in an unusual competition. The 

local Little Theatre was putting on Sidney Howard’s “The Late Christopher Bean” at 

Wynn Seale Auditorium, and the director wanted to include a portrait of Abby, the 

housemaid, on the set. To get an authentic portrait, Mrs. C. N. Coleman, the actress 

playing the role of Abby, posed for the art students in Garcia’s life study class. Among 

the 12 paintings members of the group completed, Barbara’s portrait was chosen for the 

play. Already, her skill and propensity indicated an inclination to paint thoughtful 

portraits of women, such as the oil portrait of Mrs. J. A. Burnett successfully exhibited in 

the 14th Annual Membership Exhibition of the South Texas Art League and signed 

“Willey Fromm.” 
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In June 1950, New York artist Jacob Getlar Smith (1898-1958), the Guggenheim 

Fellow who had studied in France, was a visiting artist at the Corpus Christi Art Colony. 

His watercolor, “Spring of Third Avenue,” was purchased that year for the Corpus Christi 

art collection. Barbara took advantage of the opportunity to participate in his watercolor 

technique workshops; she attended his evening lectures and benefitted from the 

individual criticism he offered. Throughout her artistic career, she would credit Smith 

(whose famous remark “The artist should be a seeing-eye dog for a myopic civilization” 

resonates in contemporary art circles) with a profound influence on her approach to 

color.  

She said she learned more about aesthetics from him in two weeks than from 

others in years and recalls his comments at a workshop. “One man did a beautiful 

watercolor. Jacob said it was not a true watercolor, but a tinted drawing. Then he holds 

mine up and says, ‘Hey Willey, get that thing up here. It’s not a perfect painting, but a 

perfect way to paint watercolor.’” 

After Smith returned to New York, he was working on a book “that consume(d) all 

his time,” but managed to write to Barbara and Woody on October 23, 1950, 

commenting on their move from Texas to the Ozarks, sending best regards, and signing 

himself  “Jake Smith.”  

At the time another nationally –known artist was teaching in Corpus Christi; 

Barbara reported, “He taught tricks: how to make an old house look old. But Jacob 

Getlar Smith didn’t believe in tricks,” she continued, “He said, ‘Learn to paint and then 

develop your own techniques.’”  

Smith had believed American artists would make their mark on the international 

art world with watercolor. “He was a member of the American Watercolor Society and 

thought watercolor, because of its simplicity and honesty, was ideally suited for 

recording the countryside. He believed if Americans were to contribute to the graphic 

culture of civilization, it would be in the field of watercolor because the watercolor artists 

were uninhibited by the shackles of precedent, and the accidental effects that are bound 

to happen in spontaneous brushwork give a vigor available in no other way,” she  told 

me.  
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Her own watercolors bring this sentiment strongly to mind; they account in no 

small measure for the positive reputation she built in the new arts communities as 

Woody’s changing assignments after he retired from the US Navy brought  the couple to 

Missouri, Kansas, Montana, North Dakota, Nebraska, back to Missouri, and finally to 

New Hampshire. Initially, he wondered what he would do after retiring from the Navy at 

36. Because he was mechanically talented, he decided to study automotive engineering 

and opened a garage where he repaired cars in Tecumseh. While going to school, he 

approached the Boeing Corporation and said, “I could be useful to you.” The airplane 

company that would construct and inspect America’s air arsenal throughout the Cold 

War agreed. Woody would work for Boeing  from 1952 until 1967 in Tecumseh, Missouri 

(two years), and Wichita, Kansas (eleven years), and almost five years with the 

Minuteman Missile Program in Great Falls, Montana; Kenmore, North Dakota; Kimball, 

Nebraska; and Whiteman Air Force Base, Missouri. 

 The Willey Fromm palette was one of mustard browns and oranges in 

Tecumseh, where she served as secretary of the newly-formed Artists Guild, painted 

Ozark scenes which she sold for between $25 and $100, and exhibited successfully in 

the 27th and 28th Annual Exhibits at the Springfield Art Museum. She remembered this 

time years later, grateful for the trees which she had missed in Texas and still 

impressed by the beauty of Ozarks nature and both the kindness and the poverty of 

Ozarks people. In April 1952, the semi-weekly West Plains (MO) Journal-Gazelle 

featured one of her landscape paintings as cover art. By October of that year, the 

couple had moved to Wichita KS. 

Barbara recalls Wichita was “a big city with a lot to offer,” and she was ready to 

take advantage of the opportunities the Air Capital City made available to women 

painters during the eleven years Woody worked for the Boeing Corporation there. She 

studied painting for a semester at Wichita University and worked for four years with 

Kansas regionalist William Dickerson (1904-1972), director of portrait and life drawing at 

the School of Wichita Art Association.  Since he was a longtime member of the guild, it 

would not be presumptuous to assume Dickerson had encouraged Barbara to join the 

Wichita Artist Guild where she participated in a four-woman exhibit. She also took three 

first and two second prizes in oil and honorable mention in oil and watercolor as a 
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member of Wichita Women Painters, exhibiting at the Wichita Art Museum as well as 

several annual Air Capital Art Exhibitions where her work was praised by a university art 

historian. 

Award winning paintings included “October Corn” (watercolor), “Hawaiian Girl,” 

“The Last Summer,” and a self-portrait (oils). “Shinobu the Cat” was named for a 

Japanese friend and would be one of many successful portraits of her pets. Barbara 

and Woody always loved animals and would adopt or be adopted by feline pets 

throughout their lives.  

In 1957, her oil “Granite Cliffs” took first prize in that category at the 4th Air 

Capital Annual Art Exhibit. Three scrapbooks of exhibition catalogs testify to the 

popularity of her work in Wichita. It was a rare art show in which her entries were not 

recognized for a prize or honorable mention. She was especially successful in the first 

through sixth Air Capital Annual Art Exhibitions, sponsored by the Boeing Airplane 

Corporation, Cessna Aircraft Company and Sam and Rie Bloomfield Foundation Fund.  

After her oil “Two Cats” took first prize in the 20th Century Club’s annual 

exhibition of work by Wichita Women Painters, Wichita University Art Professor John P. 

Simoni commented, “The portraiture by Willey Fromm organizes the representation of 

expression to create significant portrait painting as an illustrational art. It is drawing and 

painting combined to represent the human figure well. The isolated spotting of pigment 

to achieve effect in the establishment of highlights endangers, where used, the pictorial 

unity of the picture. There is freshness and vitality in Fromm’s portraits, however.”  

Professor Simoni would later describe her prize-winning oil painting “Space” as “. 

. . display[ing] those forms organized to relate responses to nature in terms of 

experiences that are occasionally expressionistic in presentation . . . [and] show[ing] 

assurance and confident skill in execution. The concept of nature as a symbol of energy 

is apprehended in a reign of free evolvement unconcerned with scientific observation 

and resulting detail.”  

During the 1950s, Barbara’s developing skill and the acceptance and recognition 

of her strong watercolor and oil paintings in important exhibitions led to her 

acknowledgement that she was a serious (if still amateur) artist and “not just a Sunday 

painter.” Her work was often chosen for exhibit by the Painting of the Month Club, an 
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organization of 25 painters who met monthly to review work and choose one canvas as 

painting of the month. She was included by the Wichita Art Museum in a five-state juried 

exhibition and took first prize in November 1960 with “Mrs. Smith,” an impressive oil 

painting of an older woman that remained in her possession throughout her working 

years. (Today, Roy Bubb has the painting.) The list of achievements from her Wichita 

period is long and impressive, also including invitations to exhibit and awards in art 

shows sponsored by the Kansas Painters and Printmakers, Wichita Art Guild and 

Harper (KS) Art Association. The latter organization included her work with that of art 

teachers and university art professors. A self portrait from this period is distinctive for its 

shades of green. “After 12 years in Kansas, I felt green,” she said of the painting and 

the place. 

In October 1962, (Woody had begun work on the Minuteman Missile program in 

Great Falls, Montana), Barbara participated in a group show with other Great Falls 

artists at the Montana Institute of the Arts. During the next few years, she exhibited still 

life, figure painting and landscapes at the DeMolay Memorial Gallery where she was 

invited to give a gallery talk, showed oil portraits at the Central Bank of Montana, and 

took first prize at the April 1963 Motorola Nonprofessional Art Show. Four one-woman 

shows were sponsored for her in Montana.  

During his last years in federal service before retiring in 1967, Woody’s 

assignments brought the Fromms to Kenmore ND, Kimball NE and Whiteman AFB in 

Missouri. In addition to having one-woman shows in Kenmore and Minot ND, Barbara 

accepted an invitation to teach painting to a group of ten to twelve students who wanted 

to “learn how to paint, not just to paint a picture.” They met in the local recreation hall 

and after a year, she organized a student show in which she arranged the students’ 

paintings around the still life that had been their motif. At 7pm, people arrived for the 

opening but quickly went back home to get their friends. By the end of the evening, 

there were so many people at the show that the police had to direct traffic. 

In Nebraska, Barbara joined the North Platte Valley Artists Guild, participated in 

the 9th and 10th Annual Five-State Spring Art Exhibitions in Scottsbluff, and accepted the 

invitation of the Kimball County Artists Guild to teach watercolor and oil painting at the 

local high school.  
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Despite several teaching successes, Barbara did not see herself as a natural 

instructor. “Teaching takes a lot out of you,” she told me. “A woman called one time and 

I told her it was so much for four lessons. ‘I’ll only need one,’ she said, ‘I just want to 

make a picture of my grandson.’” Anyone who knew Barbara can just hear the tone of 

voice and see the facial expression that accompanied these words.  

The decision to return to New England felt natural. As Barbara told me and my 

friend Mary Moreland when we visited her in Tamworth during 1998, “Of all the places 

we had lived, we liked it here best. Nebraska is a nice place to visit, but I missed trees. 

Missouri had trees, but the Ozark country was poor, not a place you’d want to live. 

Texas was too hot and flat. Wichita had a lot going for it, art museum, gallery, but I 

didn’t like the climate, dust storms. I wasn’t unhappy; I just missed my trees. Great Falls 

was interesting. Nebraska was so wide open; you could drive for miles before you’d see 

a ranch or house.”  

Tamworth, New Hampshire had the trees and the houses that would serve as 

favorite motifs for Barbara’s mature painting during the ensuing almost 40 years.  

 

 

 

 

  

Barbara and Woody Fromm 

were soul mates: she painted, 

he cooked and kept house. He 

also fixed bikes, made picture 

frames and served as a very 

successful maitre de gallery.  
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Chapter 5. Back to New Hampshire 

 

 By the time Barbara and Woody returned to New England, she was a mature 

professional artist with a background in education, exhibition, and award recognition to 

support the claim. They came back East to take care of Woody’s favorite uncle who was 

also Barbara’s stepfather (the man whose career she had saved with her portrait of 

FDR). After Barbara’s mother died, William Fromm had married his childhood friend 

Beulah Gray who counted the five years of their marriage as the best of her life. Beulah 

left him the house when she died in 1966, and within a very short time it became 

obvious he could not live independently. That’s when Barbara and Woody headed from 

Missouri to the white colonial story and a half cape where they would spend the rest of 

their active lives.  

 The new beginning was not as pleasant as it might have been. William Fromm, 

or Billy as he was known, was not an easy man to care for in the best of times. He 

always liked Woody, but merely tolerated Barbara (although her artwork was 

responsible for his employment as a naval architect from the 1930s until he retired in 

the early 1950s). With the advancing years, his condition deteriorated; Barbara and 

Woody could no longer be responsible for his care. “He used to get out at night and 

knock on some neighbor’s door and ask them where he lived,” Barbara remembered. 

When they placed him in a local nursing home (Epsom Manor) from which he “escaped” 

several times when the nurses weren’t looking, the local community was less than 

supportive of the decision made by “the newcomers.” At one time (perhaps more than 

one), Woody had to remind his neighbors of their responsibility to attend to their own 

affairs. He did so in the characteristically direct and gentlemanly fashion everyone who 

knew him can recall.  

Barbara told me of a local minister who came by to say he didn’t think they 

should have placed Mr. Fromm in a nursing home, but should have kept him at home 

and hired nurses to help with his care. Barbara asked if the church intended to pay for 

the bill for nurses. She reported that certain people in the community would not speak 

with her, but went to see Billy in the nursing home and upset him. One of the people 
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who would cross the street to avoid greeting Barbara at that time came into her studio 

years later, sad that she had to place her own mother in a nursing home. 

According to Barbara, most of the opposition came from “church people” who did 

not like the removal of old Mr. Fromm from the community. He had joined the church 

late in life and provided substantial support including carpeting the church building and 

paying for hymnals for the churchgoers.   

One time Woody took Billy on a daytrip to Bath, Maine, to visit the shipyards 

there. The next day Billy had forgotten he’d been there. The Epsom Manor director 

advised Barbara and Woody not to go to extremes to entertain him.  

“He’d tell about the bicycle he had when he was a child and then repeat the story 

right away. Now it’s obvious he had dementia, probably Alzheimer’s,” Barbara said. “I 

was about to have a nervous breakdown.”  

Billy lived until 1974. He left the house to Barbara and her sister Bette who sold 

her interest to Barbara and Woody. The couple had lived in a mobile home behind the 

house on Route 113 until they were sure Billy was not coming home. They had used the 

house as a workshop and art studio, but they did not sleep there until the mid 1970s. 

 Strangely enough, although Woody had worked for 40 years, he needed six more 

“quarters” in order to qualify for social security. Active duty members of the Armed 

Services did not pay social security taxes until 1957; therefore, Woody received credit 

for some, but not all, of his twenty U.S. Navy working years. In order to acquire the 

missing “quarters,” Barbara suggested he should open a frame shop. He would design 

and produce distinctive wooden frames for prints, paintings and a wide variety of wall art 

created by Barbara and other North Country artists for the rest of his active life.  

 Woody built an early reputation not only as an excellent frame-maker, but as a 

reliable repairman of almost anything on wheels. He fixed bikes as well as cars, and 

became a casual mentor to not a few local youngsters in need of an extra parent. While 

the Fromms never had their own children, they usually became important in the lives of 

other people’s children wherever they lived, and this was especially true in New 

Hampshire.  

In her eulogy at Woody’s memorial service, Barbara talked of Woody’s 

relationship with Jimmy Nixon. 
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One day . . . a youngster named Jimmy Nixon was standing around with a 

long face. His bike had a flat tire and he couldn’t ride it to school. Woody said, 
“Put that bike in the back of the car and I’ll fix it for you.” Jimmy rode off happily 
to school! But he came back the next day and the next and the next. Then he 
brought a friend whose bike needed fixing and the next thing people were 
dropping off old bikes and Woody was taking parts from old bikes and making 
new ones. 

This Jimmy Nixon spent most of his spare time with Woody and he 
learned a lot in those seven years. Woody urged him to get his diploma and 
leave the area. He did and now is in Wyoming driving heavy equipment and 
building roads. 
 
As she had done wherever the couple had lived, Barbara sought out like minded 

neighbors and began to enjoy the social and recreational offerings of her new 

hometown. The couple could be found snowmobiling in the winters, gardening in the 

short New Hampshire summers, attending plays at the Barnstormers Playhouse, 

greeting and selling art to the folks who stopped by the art gallery, and working in their 

respective studios throughout the year. Barbara liked to say the gallery was “open by 

chance or appointment.”  

Barbara recalled those early days in NH: “The post mistress took us for a ride on 

a skidoo and we liked it. Wind in your face, it was fun. Woody got one. I didn’t like riding 

behind him, so I got another. People would call and say ‘Meet us tonight for a cookout!’ 

and then we’d follow them through the trails in the woods. Ten years later we got 

another set. By the 80s, it was too much for Woody, but we had a lot of fun with our 

snowmobile friends. We even tried cross country.” 

At the same time, her work was being accepted in juried art shows at north-

eastern venues. She was welcomed into the art scene in Ogunquit, Maine, where she 

painted with new artist friends. “Dreaming,” her oil painting of a young girl, was featured 

in the brochure announcing the Ogunquit Art Center’s 48th Annual National Exhibition of 

Paintings during the summer of 1968. During the next several years, Barbara showed 

oil paintings successfully at this venue: “Early Fall” in 1969, “Young Painter” and “Last of 

Winter” in 1970, and “Joy” and “A March Morning” in 1971. 
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In 1970, the Laconia Evening Citizen proclaimed, “Boston-born artist returns to 

paint in ancestral home.” Barbara was happy for the publicity but always insisted that 

she was only born in Boston because her mother happened to be there at the time. She 

often commented that she had visited Tamworth when she was two years old and 

always considered herself a Tamworth girl. 

 In late 1969, “Neil,” a much appreciated but never sold portrait of a young man, 

was exhibited in the Springfield (MA) Art League’s 51st Juried Exhibition. In 1970, this 

pensive oil portrait won honorable mention at the 13th Annual Fine Arts Exhibition of the 

Berwick Arts and Crafts Center (Berwick PA) and won acceptance in the Cooperstown 

Art Association juried exhibition where it was shown along with work by Norman 

Rockwell. The following year, it was shown in New York at the 75th Open Exhibition of 

National Academy of Design, sponsored by the Catherine Lorillard Wolfe Art Club.   

 In 1970, the  Berwick International Exhibit was reviewed in la revue modern des 

arts et de la vie in Paris, bringing Barbara’s work to the attention of an international 

audience. Citing the Berwick show’s honorable mention award for “Neil,” the French 

avante gard art journal reported Barbara’s “technique shows refined sensitivity in design 

as well as in color . . .captures the soul through the look in the eyes” (33). The previous 

month, another portrait, “Cynthia,” which had been exhibited at the Cooperstown Art 

Society in New York, brought Barbara praise from the same French art critics who said, 

“She has brought her drawing to perfection while studying with Antonio  Garcia  . . at the 

ARTS Foundation in Wichita, using live models” (21). 

 Years later, when I spoke with Barbara’s kind neighbor and friend who now owns 

“Neil,” I learned that she was not aware of the painting’s international reputation, a clear 

indication of Barbara’s lack of self promotion. While she was an effective business 

woman and sold her work successfully at a number of venues throughout the years, 

Barbara never bragged.  Such behavior was simply not part of her character. 

During the early 70s, Barbara began an important relationship with the town of 

Berlin NH. In 1973, she won second prize for a painting at the first Sidewalk Art Show of 

the Berlin Festival ’73, sponsored by the Jaycees of which Gary P. Castor and Bob 

Corrigan served as chairmen and Jean Bartoli was one of the judges. (Gary Castor was 

one of the first people who praised Barbara’s work and technique to me, describing her 
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penchant for listening to opera while painting, and Jean Bartoli would work as a sculptor 

in the Artists in the Schools program which I ran from 1978 – 1985.) In 1976, Barbara 

won the Governor’s Cup for work exhibited in Berlin where she had also won first prize 

at the Sculpture Center of the White Mountain Center for the Arts. Of course, she also 

returned to work in Berlin High School during the Brungot project and maintained an 

enduring friendship with multi-talented artist and educator Bob Hughes who taught art at 

Berlin High at that time. 

The bicentennial of Freedom NH (1975) was the occasion for Barbara’s popular 

print “Freedom Reflections,” the first in a series of two limited edition numbered 

woodblock prints of Freedom motifs. The following year, she produced “Freedom 

Memories.” At this writing, it is difficult to find one of her prints for sale. 

In June 1979, she participated in the first Artists in the Schools Invitational Exhibit 

at Phoenix Hall in Concord. Later that year, she and Phyllis French opened The 

Tamworth Gallery behind the Tamworth Inn where 20 Carroll County artists showed 

work to art appreciators who spent $5,000 on crafts and $3,000 on fine art during the 

shop’s first year. The gallery would operate off and on for several years until the inn was 

sold; Barbara told me in 1998, she saw the new owner of the inn remove the handmade 

sign to the gallery from its roadside posting place. 

From time to time, her home studio was a sales venue for local artists who 

shared responsibility for minding the store. In addition, Barbara sold oils, watercolors 

and prints at Lion gallery in North Conway, prints at several locations of the League of 

New Hampshire Craftsmen, and more than 250 pieces of artwork during a years-long 

relationship with Surroundings Gallery in Center Sandwich.  

 

Willey Fromm Woodcut: Old Tamworth Home 

 

Until their final illnesses, 

Barbara and Woody called this 

18
th
 century colonial cape 

“home.”  Across the street, one 

finds the ancestral home of her 

maternal grandfather, a 

carriage painter. 
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Chapter 6. Tuesday Mornings with the North Country Gang  

 Barbara always enjoyed the company of other artists, so it was natural that she 

would respond positively to an invitation from Lynn Stanhope, whom she met at a Gov. 

Wentworth Art Council show, to “come up and paint with us at David Baker’s.”  The 

invitation began what would be a lifelong friendship with Lynn, David, Marge Kendrick, 

Wes Warren, Ernie Brown and Kate Delaney-Brown, and several other artists who met 

evenings at Baker’s studio in Jackson to work from a model. Woody, a voracious 

reader, would come along to Baker’s cantilevered studio and read while the artists were 

sketching and painting.  

The host, David Curtis Baker (1915-1999) of Jackson NH, was the inventor of a 

new painting technique that pushed the boundaries of art. In 1961, David had 

developed vitreous flux (flowing like liquid glass) in which multiple layers of watercolor 

on a hard surface create ethereal images. Baker painted in several media, including 

oils, watercolor, pencil and ink in artistic style that varied from impressionism to 

abstraction. His work is included in the collection of the University of New Hampshire’s 

Museum of Art.  

Ten years after Baker’s death, Judy Faust is making a film documenting his life. 

The project was set to debut in 2012. I remember David as one of the artists up there 

who was pushing the envelope, finding new ways to use materials for instance. He 

helped me understand abstract art beyond “I like what I see.” Barbara always respected 

him. One of his paintings was found in her studio after both artists had died. 

From her earliest days back in New Hampshire until the time of her second 

stroke, Barbara painted with the artists she’d met at Baker’s. They would congregate at 

Wes Warren’s Kingsford lakefront property, at Barbara’s Tamworth homestead, or at 

other venues, depending on the New Hampshire weather and invitations they received 

from homeowners in the area who were curious to know how an artist might see their 

gardens or houses.  

  “There is nothing like being around people who do the same thing you do and 

talk the same language,” Barbara told me. “That’s why I look forward to those Tuesdays 

when the Mount Washington artists get in their cars and we follow each other along the 
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country roads to Sandwich or Moultonboro or to the goldenrod fields out on Cleveland 

Hill and paint all morning.” 

  Informal critiques followed these morning painting sessions, and a dozen 

professionals shared impressions and offered encouragement and advice. Barbara was 

always willing to listen to qualified critics, but filtered their comments through her own 

common or uncommon sense. “Nobody can tell an artist what direction to take,” she 

said. “I always do what feels right to me. I have learned over many years of painting that 

you can have criticism, but in the long run it has to be what you think is right that 

governs what you do.” Then she smiled and told me of a helpful friend who suggested 

putting an ashtray under Bruce Bedford’s cigarette in the portrait she was creating of 

her photographer friend. I knew before looking at the terrific likeness that I would not 

find an ashtray on that canvas.  

During a 1998 visit, I tagged along to an art critique at the home of Molly Nye on 

250 rural acres known as the Nye Farm. The artists liked Lynn Stanhope’s painting of 

lilies in front of a stone wall. After Wes Warren implored the group: “Somebody criticize 

it! Tear it apart!” Marge Kendrick offered: “Add some shadow to your bridge, a splotchy 

shadow. I like the verticals of chimney echoing the trees.”  The give and take included 

suggestions about adding a stone wall and flowers to a landscape, much discussion 

about a tree and a mill, and recommendations about adding ochre and light to a 

painting.  

Barbara met Wes Warren shortly after returning to New Hampshire, and they 

mounted a two-man show at the Village Art Gallery in Melvin Village in July 1972, 

beginning a lifelong friendship and professional association that would include a joint 

“artists of the month” exhibition at the Gov. Wentworth Arts Council in September 1985. 

During the early 1980s, Barbara told me about Wes, that he was a natural artist, worked 

in watercolor and created strong paintings that he did not sell --- in part, she believed 

because he was well off and didn’t have to sell his work. She thought it would do him 

good to sell something, to get the kind of satisfaction that having someone pay money 

to own your work brings. She showed me his painting of a rural New Hampshire railroad 

station. I think it was Potter Place Station. I liked it immediately and bought it. Woody 

framed it for me. When my husband and I left New Hampshire for Europe in 1985, we 
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left the Warren painting with a trusted friend, Lorraine Parsons, from whom I reacquired 

it in July 2012. Today, the powerful watercolor graces my bedroom wall along with 

Barbara’s oil “August Day.”  

When I visited Wes at the lakefront homestead his grandfather had built in 1901, 

he reminded me that they shared April 20th as a birthday and said he hadn’t realized 

Barbara was such a great painter and that he wished he had bought more of her 

paintings. “She never talked about her fame; she was that modest.  She always talked 

about Jacob Getlar Smith and what she had learned from him,” Wes recalled. He was 

pleased that Alex gave him a first edition of Smith’s book, Watercolor Painting for the 

Beginner, inscribed: To Barbara and Woody Fromm, good friends who make the Ozarks 

important to me, May 1951. 

Wes Warren attended the Ringling Art School in Sarasota where he maintains a 

winter home. Much of the artwork one finds in his New Hampshire studio, stacked 

unframed in foot high piles, organized into years of creation by his talented son, 

consists of Floridian motifs: snippets of perpetual summer, a blooming world of ripeness 

and richness in high key watercolor and oils. Sometimes painted on both sides of the 

paper, the work is spontaneous, and the painter is prolific. “He is another natural,” Roy 

Bubb told me, including Barbara in that category.  

Reminiscing about his long association with the White Mountains artists, Wes 

talked affectionately about David Baker, expressed deep admiration for Marge Kendrick, 

and described as a great loss to the art world the demise of multi-talented Bob Hughes 

whose powerful woodcut prints are still in demand by collectors. He remembered that 

the late Harry Donahue would meet with the group at Baker’s studio and that Berlin 

sculptor Jean Bartoli had visited with the group a couple of times. 

Marge Kendrick, another of Barbara’s longtime colleagues, is among Tamworth’s 

favorite contemporary artists. Her selection as Cook Memorial Library’s artist of the 

months May and June 2010 was announced:  

Our own Marge Kendrick, Tamworth artist extraordinaire, is May and June’s 
Artist of the Month. Marge Kendrick won her first scholarship to Boston Museum of Fine 
Arts School when she was only 12 years old. She is an artist who believes the 
challenge of painting is to portray her delight and intuitions. As the painting takes shape, 
Kendrick’s exceptional gift allows scenes to be captured, stories told, and memories 
preserved in a strong, spontaneous style. A versatile impressionist, she’s comfortable 
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with oils, watercolor and pastel. Most of this exhibition is seascapes created during 
Marge’s artist retreats on the coast of Maine.  

 
Marge still has work at the Surroundings Gallery, an art sales venue in  operation 

since 1980 and located in Center Sandwich.  The Gallery moved into a newly renovated 

barn located in the center of the village in 2006.  At its previous location, the gallery and 

its owner were responsible for a great many sales of Willey Fromm paintings and prints.   

Marge’s artwork is greatly treasured in Tamworth where one of her  

Barnstormers  paintings appears on the cover of the theatre’s 2012 playbill. Her 

paintings are regularly found at regional exhibitions and frequently available at the local 

shops that prosper from Tamworth’s tourist-friendly reputation. In fact, she was hanging 

paintings for a show at a new venue on Route 16 when we met in July 2012.  

In a recent email, she recalled: 

Our Tuesday Painting Group was the highlight of my week for years and years, 
and Barb Fromm was the catalyst that brought us together. As we are critiquing our 
fresh paintings, we often quote Barbara’s famous saying, “Well, I’ll let my eyes cool off, 
and see what it suggests.” It meant to prop the painting faced to the wall for a while, 
then see it without the false impression that clouds our brains while we are blissfully 
painting away on site. It is amazing how different the work appears . . . sometimes to 
the good, and sometimes not. It seems the creative process can make your eyes see 
your progress as you are desiring it, not as it is really is. This sounds goofy, but most 
artists will agree.  

 
Ernie Brown and his wife Kate were part of the Tuesday group and enjoyed many 

good times with Barbara and Woody. In addition to a love of art, the couples shared a 

love of cats. Ernie remembers that the Fromms “would watch our cat ‘BC’ when we 

were away from NH and gave us a real bed for a wedding gift.” 

Barbara was actively involved with area artists, participating in exhibitions and 

meeting for Tuesday critiques until five years before her death. Her letters are full of 

happy references to Tuesdays in the fields off Cleveland Hill Road in the company of 

her artist friends each of whom testify to the vitality of her work. 

In one of the finest profiles of the artist to be written during her lifetime (she sent 

me a copy of the story that was featured on the front page of the May 3, 1989 Irregular), 

Scott Andrews commented on her watercolors and oil paintings as well as her woodcut 

prints (see next chapter): 
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Her watercolors display a . . .  subtle use of the nuances of color 
and brushstroke, sometimes reinforced with a pen and ink skeleton. The 
intensity of color and form pervades the watercolors but they don’t shout 
at you. 

Her oil paintings exude an intensity of color and a mastery of 
composition and form that reminds one of the post-Impressionist Paul 
Cezanne. Though separated by nearly a century and three thousand 
miles, each of these artists has the ability to take a common roadside 
scene from daily life and to render it on canvas with a sense of time that is 
both immediate and timeless --- and a sense of value that is both homey 
and holy. 

 
Barbara’s oil paintings were distinguished by a three-dimensional quality 

achieved through her palette knife technique. “I like to pick up the paint with the palette 

knife and feel the richness of the texture of the oil,” she explained, “I love the smell of 

the paint and the fact that you can pick it up.” 

When I remember visits to her Tamworth studio, I recall the men’s shirts she 

wore in preference to an artist smock (she said there was more room in the shoulders 

and that meant she could move more freely and comfortably), the energy, seriousness 

and cheer that she put into a canvas, and the streaming opera music that she and 

Woody had playing on the radio. Some people thought the power of the classical music 

found its way into her paintings. Alex was amazed at the amount of paint found in the 

studio after 2005, but I remember Barbara always had a lot of different colors on hand 

and mixed from more tubes than one might think in her paintings.   

She discussed this topic for a story I was writing one time: "Basically, I'm a 

colorist,” she explained. “I never use pure color, even a simple shade requires three or 

four colors mixed together. For a painting, using 100 colors in a foreground is not 

unusual, but in printmaking and woodcuts, you have to simplify – 12 or 13 colors at the 

most.”  
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Chapter 7. A Treasury of Woodblock Prints 

 
 Barbara’s distinctive woodblock prints are among the primary treasures of her 

collectors. The limited edition status of these original numbered pieces, many of which 

were framed by Woody, was guaranteed when Barbara destroyed the original 

woodblocks from which they were made. (In all, two original woodblocks exist, and they 

are in the possession of her closest friends.) 

 In his 1989 story, Scott Andrews said, “Her woodcut prints remind one of nothing 

else than stained glass windows with the sun streaming through and complete with the 

lead inlays outlined in black. Her colors are intense and her form immaculate.” 

 The process of creating such prints requires the stamina that characterized much 

of Barbara’s work. From the beginning of her career, the strength of her work was 

recognized by jurors (who accepted her work in the 1950s, thinking it had been created 

by a man) and the public (her collectors can be found in North and South America as 

well as Europe and Asia).  

 After sketching out rough ideas and making a detailed drawing of her motif, 

Barbara used a Dremel tool to carve the image on a series of blocks, one block for each 

color. Next, she rolled out the ink on the blocks, put the special paper in place and 

transferred the image (always from the lightest to the darkest color) by rubbing the back 

of the paper with a spoon. Since each color in a print must be carved onto an individual 

block, a print with 12 colors (not unusual in Barbara’s printmaking repertoire) required 

the carving of 12 blocks. She told Roy Bubb that she was able to economize on the 

number of rubbings if two colors were sufficiently separated from each other. In that 

case, she could print two colors at one time.  

After creating the number of prints she had set for the project, Barbara destroyed 

the carved blocks, thus insuring the integrity of the limited edition. While the average 

number of prints was 25 or 35, Barbara decided to create larger editions of some few 

motifs, such as Cook Memorial Library (43) and Chocorua Mountain (50).  

 As recently as 2012, George Cleveland, the president’s grandson, included 

“Willey Fromm woodcuts” in his published list of “what’s special about Tamworth” along 

with “the Fourth of July, the Barnstormers, and the reassuring rumble of the plow on 
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winter nights.” Barbara once told me she liked his voice so much she used to dial the 

number for “weather” just to hear it. 

In a handwritten letter, Barbara informed me of the completion of “Summer 

Moon, Summer Theatre,” her woodcut for the Barnstormers’ 60th anniversary. The 

summer theatre, founded in 1931 by President Grover Cleveland’s son Francis, is the 

only summer stock company in the country to present eight full productions in eight 

weeks. One of its earliest plays was the newly-written “Our Town,” Thornton Wilder’s 

classic about New England life completed while he was in residence at the MacDowell 

Colony in Peterborough NH. The Barnstormers mounted their seventh production of 

“Our Town” in 2012. Francis Cleveland had acted in five of them; he died in 1995, 

leaving Tamworth a unique artistic institution that survives by bringing live theatre to a 

supportive audience of residents and tourists. The organization raised more than a 

million dollars for building renovations and even added a hearing loop to help hard-of-

hearing theatre-goers enjoy the shows. Barbara thought it was encouraging to see local 

young people painting backgrounds and assembling props for the next week’s play.  

She and Woody were season patrons. They could be found most opening nights, 

in aisle seats, left of the center. The audience was full of their friends and neighbors; 

intermission was a time to catch up with local happenings, exchange social invitations, 

and enjoy lemonade and cookies provided by their friend Dale Bragdon whose “Chip 

and Dale” refreshments continue to please theatre-goers between the acts at 

Barnstormers.  

Roy Bubb and Bob Nipher recall sitting a few rows behind the Fromms at  

Barnstormers performances and chatting during intermission. They met during the 

summer of 1981 and became frequent visitors to the Willey Fromm Art Studio. As their 

friendship developed, they enjoyed lunches at the Woodshed and at each other’s 

homes where Roy and Bob liked Woody’s cooking as much as Barbara enjoyed Bob’s 

peach pies. 

A retired college professor, author and art collector, Roy is probably responsible 

for more sales of Barbara’s work than any other individual. In addition to purchasing 

almost each of her woodcut prints, he has given friends presents of Fromm artwork and 

recommended her work to others for decades.  
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Discussing his old friend, Roy says, “Barbara was not a typical artist. She was 

down to earth. What you saw was what you got. There was no hypocrisy, nothing 

devious about her. She shot from the hip and I always liked that. You’d like being 

around her because she was so real. I probably sold more of her artwork than anyone. I 

bought gifts and took company there, and they bought.” 

Indeed it was to Roy that I went for additions to the list of Barbara’s woodcut 

prints Chris Clyne had begun in the library. He added another dozen titles including two 

editions of the Barnstormers; I added the green boat “Morning Calm.” The list currently 

stands at some 38 titles of which Roy owns at least one print of 29 images. (An 

alphabetical list of the titles we were able to collect appears at the end of this chapter.) 

Sometimes Roy had Barbara’s work reframed, preferring what he saw as a more 

artistic presentation than that offered by Woody’s rustic approach. He thought the 

strength of her work deserved more classical or more modern framing. While I could 

see his point and appreciated his sense of style and harmony, I treasured the husband 

and wife teamwork of Barbara’s paintings and prints in Woody’s frames. I remember 

realizing Woody’s health was failing when Barbara told me he was not making frames 

anymore. At first, he decided only to make frames for her work, then none at all.  

In happier times, Roy and Bob remember seeing Barbara and Woody sitting in 

the shade next to the house on summer afternoons, having their Manhattans. I often 

heard Barbara talk about the kind men whose company she and Woody always 

enjoyed.  

In 2002, when the Barnstormers somehow used her print, “Summer Moon, 

Summer Theatre,” without asking on the cover of their 72nd season playbill, it was Roy 

Bubb who contact the organization and extracted an apology. It was also Roy who 

drove Barbara and her sister Bette to doctor appointments when the trip was too long 

for the women to manage in a day. They never had to ask for his help; he always 

offered generously.  

That Barbara realized the value of the friendship is evident in the inscription that 

appears on the back of the first of six prints of “Old Tamworth Home” that hangs  in the 

bathroom of his summer cottage on Silver Lake (yes, this rampant art collector even has 
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artwork hanging there): To my wonderful friend Roy Bubb. This is the last black and 

white before going into color. 

And what a treasure those colorful woodblock prints continue to be. As Bubb 

explains, part of their importance is the fact that they “document the area . . . I’m history-

minded, and the world changes quickly. Her woodcut of the Tamworth Inn [scheduled 

for demolition because renovation is not feasible] will always stand out. I had two of 

them and gave one to a friend who visited.” 

Barbara was aware of the delicate situation in which the delicious town of 

Tamworth found itself. People who live there would not live anywhere else. It is an 

amazingly lovely place with pleasant people (friendships must be earned over time, but 

they do smile at strangers and offer to shake hands when one expresses a connection 

to the town or its people) who exhibit a natural beauty (do I just imagine the clear skin 

and thick white hair of women in their 80s?) and supportive community spirit that 

enables residents as well as visitors to enjoy live theatre, charming antiques, original 

crafts and artwork, country dances and concerts, a municipal library second to none, 

and charming cafes where I can eat lunch and nobody fusses if I bring my little dog. 

Barbara was prescient when she said, “We have it all here . . . the mountains, the 

lakes and streams, old buildings and a measured pace of life . . .  if we don’t despoil it 

with overdevelopment.” They have not spoiled it yet. Much of the town looks very much 

as it did when Barbara pulled her prints of “Evening Services,” (the former Catholic 

Church), “Tamworth Village Church,” “Early Morning” (the Remick Store), “Tamworth 

Village Autumn” (the view from Great Hill Road), and three Barnstormer motifs: 

“Intermission,” “Curtain Time,” and “Summer Moon, Summer Theatre.” 

The following is an admittedly incomplete alphabetical list of her woodcut print 

editions. 

Across the River  

Autumn Snow 

Autumn Wind  

Bearcamp River Bridge 

The Bird House 

Center Sandwich NH 

Chapel at Wonalancet 

Freedom Reflections 

Grandmother's House 

Intermission 

Late Autumn 

Methodist Meeting House 

Moon-lit Night 

Morning Calm 

Sunbather 

Tammy of Stonehedge 

Tamworth Inn  

Tamworth Village Autumn  

Tamworth Village Church 

The Red Cottage 

Three Apples 
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Chocorua Mountain  

Chocorua Reflections  

Colombian Sheep 

Cook Memorial Library  

Curtain Time 

Early Morning  

Evening Service 

First Snow 

Freedom Memories 

 

October 

Old Tamworth Home 

Peaceful Night 

Pemaquid Point 

Poinsetta 

Sandwich Baptist Church 

Spring Thaw 

Summer    

"Summer Moon, Summer 
Theatre" 

 

Twi-light 

Winter 

Winter Morn 

Winter Night 

Winter Street 

Winter Sunset 

Wonalancet Farm  

Wonlancet Chapel 
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Chapter 8. Letters from Tamworth 
 

What I know about Barbara’s life from the mid-1980s onward, I learned primarily 

from the letters we exchanged. After my husband and I moved to Austria in 1985, I 

asked Barbara to send me tapes in which she would answer questions about her work 

and life. Instead, she sent informative letters, telling of opening her gallery for the 

summer season in Tamworth and the difficulties she encountered going up and down 

stairs. 

Her works sold so well in the mid 1980s that she wound up in a higher tax 

bracket. “Must have sold 150 prints last year!” she wrote. This was the time of 

cooperative sales and exhibitions with other local artists and the very successful 

relationship with Surroundings Gallery that would result in the sale of more than 250 

paintings by 1998.  

In 1989, she exhibited with a group of local artists at Pine Barrens Art Gallery, 

which was located in the Windover Professional Building on Rte 41 a mile off Rte 16, on 

the Madison-Tamworth town line. Alex and her husband owned the building, and 

Barbara had approached Alex about using the space for a cooperative gallery. Other 

artists in the co-op included Bunty Walsh of Tamworth, Bob Lee and John Rogers of 

Eaton, Hilda Stuntz of Sandwich, Dorothy Morgan of Sandwich (whose portrait by 

Barbara I found in Wes Warren’s studio), Wes Warren of Wakefield and Sarasota, Lynn 

Stanhope of Effingham and Phyllis French of Wonalancet.  

In an early letter, Barbara wrote that she had a photo I had sent her tacked up 

where she could see it. That must have been the sledding shot with my hair flying in the 

snow as I rode down the hill beside our house. It was a happy picture. Thinking of it 

now, I remember how I learned I could sled on that hill. One snowy day when I was 

taking the garbage out, I slipped and fell on top of the plastic sack. Since I had just 

gotten onto the path that led down to the tree where our landlords, Lisl and the Duke, 

told us to leave our trash, gravity took over. The garbage and I slid down the hill. It was 

more fun on a sled, but not quite as exciting as that first mistake ride.  

A letter from as early as 1990 recounts that Woody had passed out at a 

restaurant where they were enjoying St. Patrick’s Day with friends. 
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“He stopped breathing and his heart stopped! Luckily, the hostess was a trained 

nurse and gave CPR before the Rescue Squad arrived. He was taken to the hospital 

and was out of his head for three days, taken off all medications. 

 “A few weeks later I took him to another neurologist and we found that he does 

not have Parkinsons! A year of the medication practically killed him! So he is off all but 

one medicine which helps the tremor, his blood pressure is up to normal from a 80/60 

reading.  He is no dynamo of energy but so much better than the past year.” 

Barbara reported on her own improving health, her visits to a lady osteopath and 

the completion of a new woodcut. She wondered if we still spoke English and signed 

“loads of love.” 

In April 1990, she wrote that she had “been sick all winter . . .[g]ot no art work 

done . . . [and] had all [she] could do to take care of Woody and [her]self.” The gallery 

would be open by appointment only, and she “doubt[ed] much [would] happen in 

galleries this year.” 

She let me know that she had just added Japan to countries who had Willey 

Fromm artwork, but that she had not gotten “quite 82 ½ million, tho,” showing the ever 

present Fromm sense of humor.  

Later, she wrote that the year had been slow for business, but she was not 

surprised because New England was experiencing hard economic times, and the news 

from the Middle East was “depressing.” She said they were putting the old wood stove 

back into use even though they had bought a new oil furnace the previous autumn. 

On the upside, she had experienced a good summer and looked forward to a 

long autumn with lots of painting. Two additional highlights included the fact that “the old 

gang still [met] on Tuesdays [and] . . . Woody [was] much better . . ..” She praised her 

“little lady osteopath” for her ability “to feel decent again.” 

In December 1990, Andreas and I created a Christmas card brochure of 

photographs, poems, and recipes from our life in Tyrol. Barbara responded immediately 

with a handwritten note on a special edition card featuring her pen and pencil sketch of 

“Great Hill Road in Tamworth Village.” 

What a lovely Christmas gift! I thoroughly enjoyed every poem and 
every photo. And I shall try some of the recipes. 
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You sound very happy and contented, and I am happy for you. 
Your life sounds ideal. 

Am playing Christmas music and nursing myself back to health 
after another bout of flu, which settled in my lungs. Have medicine that 
costs five dollars per pill – the price alone should cure it. 

There is an epidemic of flu in NH, so now I’ve had my share and 
things are looking up. Have a new woodcut I want to get started on. 

We’re spending Christmas Eve next door and Christmas dinner at 
the McCarthy’s (they used to own the Inn). And all our snow is gone as it 
has rained for days. Feel sorry for the skiers. 

Bet the Christmas season is lovely there. 
Best wishes for 1991! And thanks again. Love ever. 

 

 Indeed 1991 was a good year with “a good summer and gorgeous autumn 

[during which she] did a lot of painting,” according to Barbara’s Christmas letter, a “form 

letter” occasioned by her November accident when she “tripped (a new pair of shoes 

stuck to the kitchen rug) and fell against the chimney, breaking [her] right shoulder” and 

putting her painting arm out of commission until physical therapy would restore her 

strength. Luckily, the accident did not preclude the celebration of the couple’s 50th 

wedding anniversary “with a lovely party – about 30 friends were there.” 

In 1992, Barbara participated in an art exhibition and sale sponsored by the Arts 

Council of Tamworth. That August her work was shown with area artists at Runnell Hall 

in Chocorua. The White Mountain Arts Center sponsored a group showing in which she 

exhibited with Earnest Brown, Kathleen Delaney, John Eadie and David Mountain. 

 During these years, Woody’s health was deteriorating, and Barbara found she 

could no longer take care of him at home.  The decision to place him in a nursing home 

was heart wrenching. Two months later, however, she found “a private home tight here 

in Tamworth, just four miles from the house [where] they do everything for him, even 

take him to the doctor. Two male nurses run it and I am very fond of both of them.” 

 Taking care of Woody had been a round the clock activity. Now, she “was able to 

relax and sleep at night and even paint some.”  

She was also able to rearrange the house and create a new selling opportunity 

by “taking the room that was Woody’s workshop and making it into the gallery and 

having nine other painters exhibiting with me. We will have regular hours and I will have 
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help taking care of it.” She also wrote that she was having water therapy twice a week, 

and that it had helped with her back. Both Wes Warren and Roy Bibb have told me 

about the strenuous nature of printmaking and how Barbara often mentioned her back 

pain after “standing over the table printing all those woodcuts.” She also attributed 

“problems with my back” to a fall she had experienced 30 years earlier.  

The new gallery worked well. The other painters were members of the Tuesday 

group, so she was working with her “painting pals” and enjoying not paying 

commissions for sales “except to ourselves for running the gallery.” In 1996, she 

reported sales of 60 paintings and attendance of more than 200 people at an Open 

House in July. She also told me her widowed sister Bette had come to live with her, and 

they were “getting along just fine.” 

Barbara sent us a commercial Christmas card in 1997. She told us that Woody 

had died in April and “needless to say life is not the same, but we had 55 years 

together.”  

 It would not be long until I too was widowed and wanted to visit Barbara and 

Bette in Tamworth during the summer of 1998 while I was preparing a posthumous 

exhibition of my husband’s photography in Austria and trying to figure out what I wanted 

to do with the rest of my life.  

 Her response to my news was warm as always: 

Dear Barbara, 
I have been waiting for your letter as I knew it would not be long. It’s a year, April 

13th, since I lost Woody. So I know just how you feel. 
We were so fortunate to have such wonderful men in our lives. Woody was 

perfect for me as I know Ken was for you. 
As for your visit in June---I would love to see you! Please plan to come! We have 

a B&B just 1 mile out of town but if you don’t mind roughing it a little you can stay here. 
We have bedrooms upstairs. Our bathroom facilities aren’t the best – you remember 
this old house. 

Bette, my sister, is living with me and we share the bedroom downstairs. 
It was a crummy year 1997 – in Oct. I spent 2 weeks in the hospital with a hip 

replacement and all winter recuperating. But I am find now and walking well. 
We’re having our “group” gallery again this summer. You’ll see it when you come. 
Woody and I both liked Ken so much. Remember those days in Berlin? We did 

have fun. 
Keep busy, it helps. Love always, Barbara 
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During my visit to Tamworth, I found my friend thriving. She had an appointment 

for a permanent that she had bartered for a portrait. That was the day she told me that 

two months earlier she had taken 60 landscapes to the dump. “I feel good about it,” she 

said. “It’s part of feeling life is different. Someone said, ‘Why didn’t you give them to 

me?’ and I told them it would not have been fair to people who paid money for their 

paintings. I wanted to clean out and make room for new paintings. After losing Woody 

and all, life is different; why hang on to the past.” 

We passed calves on Depot Road. That reminded Barbara of the fact she had 

sketched Tammy in the barn for three days. “Being around animals is soothing,” she 

commented. And I remember she and Woody always had a cat or two. 

We visited Woody’s grave, then drove along Cleveland Hill Road where she 

talked about the motifs she liked to paint: old houses, landscapes looking towards the 

mountains, yellow daisies and blue mountains, goldenrod fields, and old trees. “The 

group calls me the tree expert,” she says with a smile. “If you’d lived 3-4 years in parts 

of the country without trees, you’d want trees in paintings too!”  

As we drove along, she talked about the trees she’d painted as if they were old 

friends, interspersed bits of family history regarding the Quinbys of Sandwich and all the 

land they owned (Aaron had received a land grant for his service in colonial 

government), and identified “Dorothy’s house with a porch that I have painted numerous 

times with its blue spruce.”  

Showing her natural and realistic sense of business, Barbara said she wanted to 

do small paintings that travelers could carry with them. She called these smaller 

paintings her “adorables,” and there is nary a one available for sale as I write. 

When I returned to Austria, we continued to pack life episodes into letters. In 

response to my report on a successful posthumous exhibition of Ken’s photography in 

Matrei, she wrote to me on one of her special greeting cards (this one featured a 

reproduction of her pen and ink sketch of “The Smith Homestead”): 

Your letter and Ken’s folder came. You did an absolutely wonderful job! The 
flower you chose was perfect and your write-up in English was beautiful. 

I was so glad to hear that the exhibit was so successful and that eight pictures 
sold, and that so many people showed up. 

Probably right now you are on your trip. Hope that proves exciting. I am a little 
late answering as things have been upset here, am having the kitchen re-decorated and 
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have been upset for weeks not being able to find anything --- and Bette has been ill and 
has had to have tests and doctor’s visits.  

Right now she is in Kennebunkport Me. with her friend from Penn. And hopefully 
when they return the kitchen will be done. John de Long will be here today and hopes to 
finish. 

We close our gallery next weekend. We had a good year as galleries go and we 
will have a business meeting to see if we’ll have it another year. So many of us seem to 
have problems – one member just found out she needs a heart bypass operation; 
another is on chemo; another has a husband with leukemia; another has a husband 
with throat cancer --- So, who knows what next year will bring. 

I am feeling great with the new hip! My orthopedic doctor moved to Michigan so I 
have to find another doctor and will go to Laconia which is easier to get to. 

We’re having a lot of rain and so the leaves are being washed off. Still hope to 
get out to do some painting before they are all gone. 

Was surprised to sell a portrait! There are a few who like them without knowing 
the sitter, but what I need are a lot of small watercolors – people traveling can carry 
them in a suitcase. 

Thanksgiving is not far off and snow can’t be far behind! Let’s hope we both have 
a good winter! I hope you’ll be able to get your life together, Barbara. Think of the good 
times you had together! 

We enjoyed your visit so much. Come back anytime. Love always, Barbara 
 

In the next letter, I learned she and Bette “went to Delongs for Thanksgiving and 

[were] invited for Christmas Eve also. Then, Velma, in the mobile home on the other 

side, invited us for Christmas Day. And we are having a little party here on the 19th. 

Velma’s idea and she will do all the work.” Life was not without problems, and 

December was a stressful time for both sisters. “This time of year has so many 

memories --- December 7 when Woody came home from Cuba for our wedding, 

December 9 when we were married, and Bette’s anniversary is December 4. Actually, I 

am always glad to get December over with.” 

As the true friend she had always been, Barbara expressed interest in my 

situation and offered kind advice. “Will be interested to hear what you decide to do. But 

don’t hurry to make up your mind. Like I was ready to give up painting after Woody died 

--- and now I am back to painting. I just don’t take it so seriously. I only do what I want to 

do. . . I think of you often and wish you well --- can see you lugging wood and cooking in 

your alpine cottage. By the way, our kitchen with the red wallpaper is now completely 

changed! Have off-white paper with tiny flowers and woodwork an almond color. New 

curtains too. Much lighter and cheerful. We love it.” 
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1999 was a tough year for me. I should have realized if I married a man 18 years 

older than myself, it was predictable that I would lose him. I just never expected it to 

happen. We were a matched set: he played drums and I sang; he was a photographer 

and I was a writer. And he made me laugh. If laughter really does put lines in one’s 

face, I can blame Ken for my wrinkles. While I was trying to continue living in the chalet 

we rented on the edge of a Tyrolean forest, I connected with an archaeology magazine 

and wrote a couple of stories about a recent find in Pisa (2000-year old boats were 

discovered within the shadow of the Leaning Tower) and the Romans on the Danube in 

Vienna and Budapest. My love for the Romans was only strengthened by my research 

for these stories. In Caesar’s Vast Ghost, Lawrence Durrell encourages tourists to 

follow the Romans through France, appreciating their devotion to water. They built 

aqueducts to bring good water into town and sewers to get bad water out of town, 

thereby increasing health and longevity immensely. Later, when I served in the Peace 

Corps, I would tell my colleagues bad water was responsible for more deaths than all 

the wars that were ever fought. Whatever kernel of truth that statement reflects came 

from Durrell. Barbara shared my interest in archaeology and enjoyed reading about my 

trip to Pisa to see the ancient Roman boats, visit to Budapest to walk the civilian and 

military ruins of Acquincum and to Vienna to ride a bike through the remains of Roman 

Carnuntum. I was using Ken’s cameras with none of his talent, but my documentary 

photos were published along with my text.  

She cheered my minor successes and related the news from Tamworth: Hilda 

Stultz had died and was sorely missed. “In the gallery, we’re showing her work, hoping 

to sell some for her husband. The money will go to a memorial at the Benz Center in 

Sandwich where we paint in the winter. Meantime, I am finally back to painting and have 

done several landscapes. The gallery is ready for our Open House July 3rd. We have 

sold some things in June. Without Hilda and Molly it will be difficult to man the gallery. 

Molly just had open heart surgery and will be unable to do anything all summer. That 

leaves only 8 of us. Every year I think this will probably be our last for the gallery --- we’ll 

see.” 

Bette was experiencing health issues, but Barbara’s hip replacement was “a 

huge success,” and she continued pool therapy and even started Tai Chi. There was an 
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addition to the family, a cat, inherited from a friend. The new cat was sweet, but Onyx, 

Woody’s cat from the group home, was giving the newcomer a hard time, and Barbara 

found herself breaking up cat fights.   

She and Bette had talked about selling the house and getting a condo or making 

some other retirement arrangement a few years earlier. They had decided not to do it. 

Both of them loved the old white house where they lived together, so Barbara decided 

to make improvements to “make my house ready for retirement.” She replaced the 

wood stove with a gas heating stove and said good bye to lugging wood, put down a 

new floor in the garage and planned to have the house rewired.  

Meanwhile, I was driving around Innsbruck without paying attention to the world 

around me and totaled my car. I took the accident as a sign that I should return to the 

US. Barbara agreed; she wrote:  

Maybe Fate was speaking! I’ll be anxiously awaiting word on when and where 
you’ll settle. 

We are having a very hot and dry summer --- in New Hampshire and Maine at 
least, we are having thunder storms which bring us some moisture, but it’s the hottest 
summer I’ve seen up here. And I don’t do well in humidity. You’ll find part of Virginia 
very humid. (I had mentioned a desire to live in Alexandria, Virginia in the letter 
describing my auto accident.) I lived in Newport News for 10 or 12 years. 

One thing about New England, the nights are usually cool so one can sleep. 
Our gallery is doing fairly well but I wonder if it’s worth the effort. Certainly not 

from a financial point of view. It’s questionable if I’ll do it next year.  
Molly is doing well after her heart operation but not back in the gallery yet. . . . 

Marge Kendrick is over on Peak’s Island painting and vacationing --- Paula goes away 
next week --- and here I sit taking care of things. 

In the Spring I went away for 2 days to Rockport, Mass., my first vacation in 14 
years! 

Now we have another cat who has to stay upstairs or Onyx beats her up. So I am 
up and down stairs all day as I have to feed her upstairs, and I now sleep upstairs to 
give her a little human company. We close Onyx in the bedroom with Bette all night so 
the other cat, Whiskas, can have the run of the house. She is 10 years old, her mistress 
died, and no one would take her because of her age! That really got to me. Onyx is also 
10 years old. Just because you are old, no one wants you! Well, we took her and love 
her! I just wish Onyx would get to accept her. It’s been almost three months. 

I’m back to painting and have done 3 good paintings. Very strong, maybe my 
best work. My energy level is not high and it tires me, but I never thought I would be 
able to stand for 2 ½ hrs to paint. 

And I am into Tai Chi --- every Monday evening we go to class. Have to check 
with my osteopath about some of the steps as I don’t want to harm my new hip. 



55 

 

Take care Barbara. We’re thinking of you and good luck with your new move. 
Love ever, Barbara. 

 
By October, I had returned to New York and was living with my parents for a few 

months. While in Europe, I had met a returned Peace Corps volunteer who encouraged 

me to get a masters degree from the Peace Corps and have an adventure. I decided to 

do both, and Barbara cheered me on. When she invited me to visit that October, she 

reported the cooperative gallery had done very well, but she was tired of the workload 

and agreed to move it from her house in Tamworth to Molly’s store in Sandwich. She 

said she would reopen her own gallery the following year. She also told me she had 

“sold all the small paintings, plus a few large ones. Have been painting quite a bit and 

have 8 or 10 new oils.” 

The next time I visited Barbara and Bette before heading for graduate school, I 

found them comfortable together. Each sister had her own group of friends and daily 

activities. Bette sang in the church choir and went to the community pool with her 

friends. Barbara ran her gallery, produced amazing oil paintings and enjoyed activities 

with her own friends. She showed me a couple of scrapbooks of her early career that 

she was putting together and would eventually donate to the library. She shared her 

worry that when Bette inherited her estate, the artwork would be over-valued, giving 

Bette tax problems.  

When I arrived at Illinois State University, I found an encouraging letter waiting. 

The stationery was a reproduction of her pen and ink sketch of “Winter on Tamworth 

Village,” and she had dated it Jan. 7, 2000. I believe this is the only letter I have from 

Barbara that is dated. I sequenced the others by postmarks on the envelopes.  She 

applauded my plan and told me she and Bette had enjoyed Christmas and New Year’s 

Eve with their “neighbors next door on either side. We have wonderful neighbors. 

“Now that the holidays are over I hope to get back to painting and getting my 

gallery set up. . . .We have had several nude models this winter and I’ve been enjoying 

doing charcoal drawings. . . . Just returned from a memorial service for David Baker in 

Jackson. . . It was a nice affair and I saw a lot of old friends like Ernie and Kate Brown.” 

In mid-November 2000, while I was wrapping up graduate school term papers 

and wondering who would win the still disputed presidential race, a long letter from 
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Barbara let me know she felt great and Bette was “holding her own.” Barbara was 

happy that Peace Corps had decided to send me to the Philippines instead of the 

former Soviet Union (where I really wanted to go). She recounted the serious health 

problems of a couple of close friends and admitted being depressed by the deterioration 

of a woman painter she had known for 30 years. “Every time the phone rings, I expect 

to hear that she has died.” 

Turning to more cheerful topics, she said she’d bought a new Subaru Outback 

and was enjoying the comfortable drive of the station wagon with four-wheel drive that 

“squats right down on the road.” She was happy to have solved a nagging infection 

problem with cranberry juice concentrate and even happier that her doctor had agreed 

with her about the remedy. “It amazed me than an M.D. would accept a natural product 

as being responsible for healing.” 

Barbara was especially glad to have found someone who could make frames like 

Woody used to make. The craftsman lived around the corner although he wintered in 

Florida. He had already supplied several frames, and she was very satisfied with the 

work.  

November weather put an end to outdoor painting for the year, and Barbara said 

she had sold most of the small still -lifes she painted in her studio. She closed: 

My gallery did pretty well considering I wasn’t home much to take care of it. Am 
leaving everything out in the cold all winter. It doesn’t seem to hurt anything. 

Am so happy for you --- that you have found something interesting to do with 
your life. Ken would be very proud of you. 

Love always, Barbara 
 
At some point, we talked about reprinting Barbara’s gallery brochure, and she let 

me know later that she had found “a big supply of the ones you did before and they are 

all I will need. I don’t have the gallery traffic to warrant new ones.” She also told me that 

she was talking a cruise to Bermuda the following May. That was a first! Also, she had a 

wonderful winter and autumn of painting and had produced ten new oils. 

In March 2001, I left for two years in the Philippines during which time we 

exchanged letters regularly. No one who has ever been in the Peace Corps will be 

surprised that I cannot find a single letter from that time. I do remember walking to the 
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post office in Negros Oriental and hoping there would be stamps for sale so I could mail 

the occasional letter to Tamworth.  

Barbara suffered a mild stroke in 2003. Amazingly, she recovered well enough to 

return to painting. I remember her showing me the new work when I visited after 

returning from Peace Corps service later that year. In fact, I didn’t know she had had a 

stroke until she told me.  

When she drove me through the country roads along the Bearcamp River where 

she liked to paint, it was obvious that she had recovered quite well and was enjoying life 

in the town she had loved since returning with Woody in the late 1960s. She sketched in 

pencil from the front seat of the car and finished paintings at home. A sketchbook found 

in her car indicates a dozen or more scenes of which paintings were later finished and 

sold.  

In addition to working on her art, Barbara kept up an active social life, having 

lunch with friends and playing cards with the members of the Onaway Club of which she 

was a longtime member. Her 2004 calendar, filed among her records in the Genealogy 

Department at Cook Memorial Library, indicates a full schedule of appointments, 

celebrations of friends’ birthdays and bridge club meetings.  

 The last letter I received from Barbara was written on a card that featured Marge 

Kendrick’s “Tamworth Village Scene.” The postmark is December 29, 2004.  

 Dear Barbara, 
    Happy New Year! I didn’t send Christmas cards for the first time. Just wasn’t in 
the mood. Bette died last January --- so it is a bad time with all the memories. 
 Am glad you like your job in D. C. And, aren’t you glad not to be in Asia right 
now? What a terrible time. 
 Things are pretty well with me. I still go to the pool 2 or 3 times a week. Naturally, 
I have a few problems which we blame on “old age,” but I have done a few oils and got 
out to paint some. Let’s face it --- I don’t get around as well as I used to! I’ll be 87 in 
April and feel I’m doing very well. I have a new kitty named Henry. He is such a sweet 
fellow. He is 2 years old --- yellow and white. If you have time, let me hear from you. 
 Loads of love always, Barbara 
 
 The next letter I received from Tamworth came from Alex Cook.  
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Chapter 9. Twilight 
 

Alex Cook let me know that she was Barbara’s guardian and that on January 13, 

2005, while playing bridge with Jean Ulitz and other friends in the Onaway Club, 

Barbara suffered an embolism that caused another stroke. Jean remembers that 

Barbara had been unusually quiet that day and fell to the floor when she got up to 

change tables. The medics were called, and Jean followed the ambulance to the 

hospital in her own car. Jean Ulitz and Barbara had been friends since the Ulitz family 

moved to New Hampshire in the 1970s. They met at the Tamworth Historical Society in 

1971. During the twenty years (1972-1992) that Jean served as Tamworth librarian, 

Barbara and Woody actively supported the library. Jean recalls that Woody had 

checked out more books over the years than any other reader in the town.  Barbara 

participated in fundraising events by donating artwork. Her woodblock print of the library 

at night, a local favorite, raised $700 for the library.  

Her intention to leave her sketchbooks and scrapbooks containing accumulated 

newspaper coverage of her career to the library was well known. It was no surprise that 

the following notice appeared on the CML website in May 2005 when she donated 

several major pieces of art to the library at a tea in her honor:   

Yesterday at the library’s afternoon tea, Willey Fromm was honored by her 

community. A prolific portraitist and landscape artist, Fromm painted local subjects for 

over fifty years, celebrating life in Tamworth and sharing her consummate skill with the 

community. Nearly every household proudly displays at least one of her pieces. It was 

both a privilege and a pleasure to honor a community member who has brought so 

much joy to others through her artwork. Please come to the library to see her work 

which is on exhibit downstairs in the meeting room. There is also a scrapbook which 

chronicles the evolution of her life as an artist and a display of memorabilia in the 

meeting room’s display case.  
 

The stroke had left her unable to speak, but she was aware of her surroundings 

and responded wordlessly to what she saw and heard. This event was the beginning of 

difficult days for the independent artist who had taken care of her stepfather, husband, 

sister, house and herself for more than 85 years. Clearly, she wanted to live in the home 

she had shared with Woody and Bette. However, the care she required excluded that 

possibility. As her legal caretaker, Alex Cook arranged for her to live at Community 
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Living, the group home where Woody had spent his last years. Barbara always spoke 

lovingly of the owners, Paul Geary and Keath Hopwood.  

When Paul and Keath sold the business, Alex sought a better level of care for 

Barbara and found a nurse in Sanbornville who offered assisted living facilities in her 

home. Cheryl Doddrell's house in the New Hampshire countryside offered Barbara a 

comfortable, restful and respectful place to live out her last years.  

Cheryl and her family treated Barbara as a great aunt, a valued relative. 

Realizing how important pets had been to Barbara and Woody (after Woody’s death, 

Barbara had adopted “Onyx,” the cat that had kept him company at Paul and Keath’s 

group home), they even got her a cat. They also made sure there were pictures of her 

artwork in her room. When I sent up one of her original oil paintings, they displayed it in 

a conspicuous place so she could enjoy it and point it out to her visitors. Cheryl took 

Barbara for sightseeing and shopping trips in the car and to lunch at favorite 

restaurants. It was on the way home from such an outing that Barbara spotted the road 

to Wes Warren’s house in Brookville. 

“They did drive in here one day after lunch at the Chinese place in Wolfeboro. A 

woman came to the door and said, ‘I have Barbara Fromm out here.’ My son was 

working in the barn. He came out, and she recognized him because we had put that 

blue rug in her house some time back.” They visited for a while, but Wes found 

Barbara’s speech difficult to understand (as did all of her friends after the second 

stroke), and he was not convinced she understood him. That was the last time the two 

great friends saw each other. Wes had visited her at the nursing home a few times but 

never could find Cheryl’s place in Wakefield. I admitted that on my way to Wakefield, I 

found myself turning around a lot. It was not an easy place to find.  

What I remember from my only visit to Barbara at Cheryl's place is the view out 

Barbara's window of a potted chrysanthemum on a wooden porch; the golden woods in 

the background might have been taken from one of her earlier oil paintings. The kitchen 

gave off the aroma of cinnamon and, sure enough, an apple pie sat appealingly on the 

counter. The rooms were open enough that Barbara could follow me to the door in her 

wheelchair. Pictures from that trip show an elegant lady, alert eyes, and a smile ready to 
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jump off her face, obviously the woman I had known, but distilled by the years. It never 

struck me in earlier days that she was older than my mother. 

On May 28, 2010, Barbara suffered another stroke, and although she rallied at 

Huggins Hospital to such an extent that Roy and Bob, who visited her there, found her 

cheerful and “looking well, even wearing a bit of lipstick,” the attack had taken its toll on 

her frail body. She died peacefully two weeks later (on June 11) with Cheryl and 

Cheryl’s daughter, Lynlee, at her side.  

A memorial service was held at Ordination Rock Cemetery on June 27, followed 

by a reception at Cook Memorial Library where her friends gathered to remember the 

multi-talented artist who used to live a few blocks away in the big white house where the 

art studio sign was still in view. Some time later, the sign was removed. Eventually, the 

house was sold. As of July 2012, new owners were making needed renovations inside 

and out. The house had been empty since 2005, and although Barbara had a new roof 

put on and installed a new heating system around the turn of the century, the 1790 

colonial cape welcomed attention from its new owners who are interested in her story 

and plan to display documents informing visitors about the history of the house on the 

walls that once held her art.  
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Chapter 10. Legacy   

 
Two years after her death, Barbara’s memory is still cherished in Tamworth. This 

pleasant New England town has continually attracted talented artists and craftspeople. 

Cook Memorial Library has little trouble selecting an artist of the month, sometimes two, 

whose work is featured on the library website and in its public rooms. Donations in 

Barbara’s memory have supported this program. Occasionally, the staff produces a 

calendar featuring work by local artists, and the result is always a collectors’ piece.  The 

library owns a wealth of Barbara’s work and may consider selling some of it at silent 

auction in the near future. Her personal and professional papers, organized by Alex 

Cook, are to be found in the Genealogy Department that Jean Ulitz created and Chris 

Clyne oversees.  

Peggy and John Delong have more of her work than they can hang. They’ve 

lived next door since 1980. Barbara and Woody spent holidays with them and enjoyed 

their three boys. After the boys were grown, when Peggy stopped cooking, they’d go to 

Eagle Mountain House for holiday dinners. Peggy remembers Barbara liked the 

chocolate cake dessert. Barbara mentioned holiday dinners with the Delongs, as well as 

Christmas Eves spent with Velma, in her letters. She and Woody (and later, she and 

Bette) enjoyed good times with their neighbors.  

When I spoke with her on the morning of Barbara’s memorial service, Peggy told 

me she had not seen Barbara since 2006 because Barbara would cry when she left.  

We stood in the Delongs’ side yard, looking at the colonial house that Barbara 

and Woody had enjoyed for 35 years and wondered aloud why it was still for sale at that 

time. While the Delongs could not invite me in (their Australian sheep dog had just had 

puppies that were in the sensitive stage), they brought prints and oil paintings outside to 

show me the work they had bought and inherited.  

Having outlived all of her family members, Barbara left her work to three 

neighbors: Alex Cook, Velma Crowell, and Peggy Delong. The work was distributed 

while Barbara was living in care because insurance on an unoccupied house containing 

so much artwork would have been prohibitive. When the heirs were asked to choose, 

Peggy’s sons said, “Go for the oils.” As a result, the family has more oil paintings than 
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their walls can hold. Although many of the paintings must be stored for this reason, they 

are less than eager to sell the work.  

While finding one of Barbara’s paintings or prints for sale would be a rarity, 

visitors are often surprised to see what looks like a small exhibition on the walls of her 

Tamworth friends and neighbors. As Barbara’s guardian and the executrix of her will, 

Alex Cook worked tirelessly to insure the artist’s comfort during the last years of her life 

and continues to protect the integrity of her work, maintaining an admirable “Fromm” 

collection in her South Tamworth home and offering an occasional painting for sale at 

her gift shop on Depot Road. 

Half a dozen framed treasures evoke comments from the friends who visit me in 

Florida. They remind me of a long friendship with a talented generous woman whose 

work, I always believed, deserved more recognition.  Just last night, a Japanese graphic 

designer wanted to know who had painted the oil of a mountain lake-scape with work 

boats at anchor that hangs in my living room. It was created in October 1975 and is 

signed Willey Fromm.  
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