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Letter from the Editor

The Color Chase

I

am writing this in early August. On this day, I will enjoy about
14 hours of daylight. By the third week of September, when the
first foliage seekers visit the mountains and lakes of northern
Vermont, the light will have lessened by nearly two hours. When
thousands more visitors arrive in early to mid-October, sunrise to
sunset will be just a bit over 10 and a half hours.
I will miss the hours of daylight I have today, but the timeless
paradox of autumn remains: The colors that make for a glorious
foliage season could not happen without waning light and cooling
nights. As the trees absorb less energy from the sun, the chlorophyll
that keeps the leaves green softens its hold, and the reds and yellows
and shades of orange seep through. Vermont’s world-famous fall color
now takes the stage.
Over the years, so many travelers have
phoned, written, and emailed me to ask
the same question: When should we come
to see peak color? My reply, which often
comes as a surprise to them, is this: Don’t
come just for peak color. Don’t chase it, as
if it were an elusive animal you can corral,
or something to be captured in one perfect
camera frame.
Writers often describe fall in fierce
language. Colors “erupt,” “blaze,” “catch
fire.” Viewing foliage when colors are at
peak, it often does feel as if we are witnessing a dramatic change—as
if colors have indeed emerged overnight. In reality, the change comes
quietly, subtly, with some trees clinging to green while others nearby
are laced with gold and scarlet.
Fall color is a continuum. Color sweeps southward from the high
elevations (think Mount Mansfield, and Jay Peak in the Northeast
Kingdom) to the lowlands and valleys of central and southern
Vermont. Along the nearly 160 miles of the Green Mountain State’s
length, you have more than four weeks of the best fall color in the
world. Everything around you will be awash in fall foliage. The back
roads will never be more enticing; the country inns will never seem
more inviting.
And while you are immersed in color, don’t overlook the fact that
fall is also when craft fairs and farm stands and apple orchards are
at their peak. From mid-September to the end of October, Vermont
becomes the heart of New England’s own Mardi Gras. And if you
cannot be here this fall, the pages that follow will give you a taste of a
never-to-be-forgotten celebration of nature’s gift to us all.

Mel Allen
editor@yankeepub.com
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Changing Seasons

Cracking the Code

I

t goes by so quickly, this summer that we long
for. Here it is, once more, at the end. I wonder if
the frost is greeted elsewhere with quite the same
sense of stealth as it is here, where it can come as
early as September. Once I remember it coming at the
end of August, an unpleasant surprise that abruptly
ended three months of gardening work.
I say “a sense of
stealth” and I mean it as
in a secret government
code that we ordinary
folk have no hope of
cracking. It doesn’t
matter how many
humans we send up into
space—we still can’t say
when the first frost will
arrive. Or exactly where.
Still we try, prying clues
from the earth and from
the sky.
Out here in the
boonies, we listen to
the Boston television
stations. They are a
few hours’ drive and
a whole climate away,
but still we tune in at six and hear that it will be mild
and in the sixties today, knowing that out here it may
rain—fifties, if we are lucky. And so the meteorologists
sometimes put out the frost warnings. But here we
have to look harder. I sense it on those clear-blue-sky
days, a certain stillness in the trees, and the promise
of a full moon. That’s when I get a little nervous—
and watch.
I take cues from my neighbors. Dot puts a gauzy
cover on her garden on chilly afternoons, putting me
on alert. Alan also seems to know. When I see his
blue tarp laid lightly over his marigolds, I go home
and prepare. In the shed I have a painter’s tarp, a
length of orange cotton fabric from a rummage sale,
and my father’s old army blanket. Thus armed, I head
out to the garden. Before I cover, I harvest. I fill the
wheelbarrow with tomatoes, peppers, squash, all my
delicate vegetables and wheel them inside. I leave the
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carrots, the beets, the potatoes, the parsley, and the
leeks. The frost is a blessing to them and will sweeten
them. I bring in the phlox, the asters, and the lilies by
the armload and place them, the last hoorah, in vases
around the house. From the porch I carry the pots of
geraniums inside the shed, the safe house.
Then I cover. The tomatoes get top priority, then
peppers, and then
squash, if I can fit the
blankets around their
voluminous vines. Some
years, when the garden
is particularly good, I
bring out a few extra
sheets from the linen
closet and continue on
my big garden quilt. I
weight their corners with
stones and chunks of
cordwood. In the night
I sometimes wake and
peer out at the garden
under its patchwork, a
ghostly bed in the faint
moonlight.
This doesn’t always
happen. Last year when
the first frost struck, I was 200 miles away on the
coast of Maine, and I called home to hear the news that
there had been frost that night. In my faraway place I
felt trapped and helpless, a poor mother, and I grieved
a little and came home to find the bright abundance I’d
left turned to a black pall.
But if I get the garden well covered and we can pass
through the first frost, some years we are blessed with
a whole extra month of warm weather and somewhat
lazy gardening. It’s a lucky autumn turn—I can almost
feel the sun on my bare skin when I think of it. If I
keep the garden protected, it’s something like finding
money in the street. We go on from that cold spell
back into heat, and in the garden the tomatoes keep
on ripening while the crickets telegraph the news of
the coming cold. Years like that, our summer no longer
seems so short. There’s a peace to it, like the gentle rest
at the end of a long and happy life. —Edie Clark

T B G R A N T/ I S TO C K

The arrival of first frost shows how nature keeps us on our toes.

Local Flavor

Crunch Time

ADAM DETOUR

Fall’s favorite snack proves its worth as a key ingredient
in these irresistible apple-inspired recipes.
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Local Flavor

Cardamom-Apple Soufflé Pancakes
1¹⁄3 cups all-purpose flour
2 tablespoons granulated sugar
1½ teaspoons ground cardamom
1½ teaspoons baking powder
¾ teaspoon table salt, divided
6 large eggs, separated, at room temperature
1 cup whole milk, at room temperature
2 teaspoons vanilla extract
½ cup sweet apple cider, at room temperature
1 large tender-tart apple [for suggestions, see
p. 12], peeled, cored, and finely diced
Vegetable oil spray, for cooking
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Preheat the oven to 350 °F. Set a flat griddle to
medium-high heat.
In a large bowl, whisk together the flour, sugar,
cardamom, baking powder, and ½ teaspoon salt.
In a small bowl, whisk the egg yolks, milk, and
vanilla until smooth. Add the cider and whisk to
combine. Add the wet ingredients to the dry and
whisk just until smooth. Do not overmix.
In a large bowl, using a standing or handheld
mixer, beat the egg whites with the remaining
¼ teaspoon salt until they reach firm (but not dry)
peaks (when you lift the whisk out of the eggs,
the whites should form a peak that curls slightly).
Gently fold half the egg whites into the batter until
mostly evenly mixed. Repeat with the remaining

whites until no streaks remain. Fold in the apple.
Spray your griddle with vegetable oil spray.
Spoon out about ¹⁄ 3 cup batter onto the griddle
at a time, leaving plenty of room between each
pancake. For extra height, let the pancakes set
for a minute, then spoon a few tablespoons of
additional batter on top. Cook just until the bottom
is golden brown, about 2 minutes. Spray the top
of the pancakes with a bit of cooking vegetable
oil spray, then flip. Cook until the bottom sets, 2
minutes more, then transfer to a baking sheet in a
single layer and bake in the oven until the center
sets, about 3 minutes. Repeat with the remaining
batter. Serve warm, with butter and maple syrup.
Yields 8 to 10 pancakes.

ADAM DETOUR; ST YLING, KENDR A ELIZ ABETH SMITH

These free-form soufflé pancakes are perfumed
with cardamom and packed with protein.

Local Flavor

Harvest Grain Bowl
with Roasted Squash
& Apples
Talk about efficient! You prep and roast
the veggies and make the dressing while
the quinoa cooks, so everything is ready to
assemble at the same time.
FOR THE GRAIN BOWL
1½ cups quinoa
3 cups water
1 pound butternut squash (neck part),
peeled and cut into thin half-moons
2 large, firm sweet-tart apples [for
suggestions, see p. 12]
1 can chickpeas, drained, rinsed, and
patted dry
3 tablespoons olive oil
1 teaspoon kosher salt
½ teaspoon freshly ground black pepper
1 cup chopped fresh parsley, divided
3 ounces feta cheese, crumbled

P H O T O A N D S T Y L I N G B Y L I Z N E I LY

FOR THE DRESSING
¼ cup fresh lime juice (2 large limes)
1 tablespoon honey
1 large clove garlic, minced
½ teaspoon kosher salt
3 tablespoons olive oil
Preheat your oven to 425 °F. Put the quinoa
in a strainer and rinse well. Put quinoa and
water in a 3- or 4-quart saucepan over high
heat. Cover and bring to a boil. Reduce heat to
low and let quinoa cook until all the water is
absorbed, 15 to 20 minutes. Pull it off the heat
and let steam, covered, until ready to use.
Meanwhile, line two large rimmed baking
sheets with parchment paper. In a large bowl,
toss the squash, apple slices, and chickpeas
with the olive oil, salt, and pepper, then divide
them between the two baking sheets. Roast
for 15 minutes. Remove the pans from the
oven and flip the squash and apple slices over,
then return to the oven and continue roasting
until golden, 10 to 15 minutes more.
Make the dressing: In a small jar with a
tight lid, shake the lime juice, honey, garlic, and
salt. Add the olive oil and shake well.
Pour half of the dressing over the cooked
quinoa and add half of the chopped parsley.
Stir with a fork to fluff and combine. Pour
the quinoa into a wide serving bowl. When
the vegetables and fruit are done roasting,
arrange them atop the quinoa along with the
feta and remaining parsley. Pour the remaining
dressing over all and serve warm or at room
temperature. Yields 8 servings.
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Apple Pommeau Cake
Pommeau is apple brandy mixed with cider, and
it isn’t quite as intense as straight apple brandy
(though that works nicely here too). Recipe
excerpted from Ciderhouse Cookbook by Jonathan
Carr, Nicole Blum, and Andrea Blum.
1½ cups granulated sugar
3 large eggs, at room temperature
1 cup extra-virgin olive oil
½ cup (1 stick) salted butter, melted,
plus more for pan
¼ cup pommeau or apple brandy
1 teaspoon vanilla extract
3¼ cups all-purpose flour
1 teaspoon baking powder
1 teaspoon ground cinnamon
Pinch ground cloves
Pinch sea salt
1½ cups coarsely chopped pecans
4 firm-sweet apples [for suggestions, see
p. 12], peeled, cored, and coarsely chopped
Confectioners’ sugar, for dusting
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COLIN PRICE

Preheat oven to 350 °F. Butter a 9-inch springform
pan and line the bottom with parchment paper.
Combine sugar and eggs in a large bowl and
beat well with an electric mixer. With the mixer
running, slowly pour in the olive oil and then the
melted butter in a steady stream, beating until the
batter is emulsified. Mix in pommeau and vanilla.
In a separate bowl, whisk together flour, baking
powder, cinnamon, cloves, and salt. Add this
mixture, cup by cup, to the wet mixture and stir until
combined. Stir in the pecans and fold in the apples.
Use a spatula to turn out the thick batter into the
prepared pan and smooth the top. Bake until the
center is firm to the touch and the crust is craggy
and golden brown, 1 hour and 15 minutes.
Let it cool slightly, then remove from the pan
and set on a rack. When completely cool, dust with
confectioners’ sugar. Yields 8 servings.

Grilled Ham, Cheddar & Apple Sandwiches
This grilled cheese serves up all the fall
flavors: cheddar, apples, ham, honey mustard,
and some sage leaves that you press into the
buttered bread and fry for a fancy finish.
4 large slices crusty bread, like sourdough
1½ tablespoons salted butter, softened
2 teaspoons honey mustard
2 slices deli ham
½ large firm-tart or tender-tart apple [for
suggestions, see p. 12], very thinly sliced
6 ounces sharp cheddar, thinly sliced
6 fresh sage leaves

P H O T O A N D S T Y L I N G B Y L I Z N E I LY

Take one large heavy-bottomed skillet and one
medium heavy-bottomed skillet and set them
both on the stovetop over medium heat, or

Local Flavor

preheat a panini press to 350 °F.
Butter one side of each slice of bread, then
lay them butter-side down on a cutting board.
Spread 1 teaspoon mustard over each piece,
followed by a slice of ham, then half of the
apple slices, then half of the cheddar. Top with
the remaining slices of bread, then butter their
tops and press three sage leaves into each.
Place the sandwiches, sage-side down, into
the large skillet. Set the smaller skillet on top.
(If needed, weigh it down with a filled kettle.)
Remove this skillet “press” after 2 minutes,
then flip the sandwiches and cook until the
bottoms are nicely browned, 2 to 3 minutes
more. If using a panini press, cook until the
sandwiches are golden brown and the cheese
is melted, 4 to 6 minutes. Yields 2 sandwiches.
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Local Flavor

Sausage, Squash &
Apple One-Pan Supper
In this dish, apples and squash provide
sweetness, while the herbs and sausages
are richly savory. Sage, thyme, and rosemary
all work beautifully here: You can use any
combination of each, or just a single herb.

Preheat the oven to 425 °F and set a rack to
the middle position. Combine the oil and herbs
in a small saucepan and bring to a simmer.
Cook until the herbs have wilted and the oil is
very fragrant, about 3 minutes. Remove herbs
from oil and set aside.
Halve the squash lengthwise, scoop out the
seeds, then cut crosswise into ½-inch-thick
half-moons. In a large bowl, combine the
squash with the onion, apple, cranberries, and
the herbs from the oil. Pour the oil, to taste,
over the vegetables (you can use any leftover
oil in a vinaigrette, or drizzled over potatoes).
Sprinkle with the salt and pepper. Gently stir
everything together with a spatula, then turn
out onto a rimmed baking sheet and spread
into an even layer.
Prick the sausages several times with a
sharp knife, then lay them over the vegetables.
Roast, turning the sausages and stirring the
vegetables halfway through, until the squash
is tender and the sausages are browned and
sizzling, 20 to 25 minutes. Serve hot. Yields 4
to 6 servings.
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ADAM DETOUR; ST YLING, KENDR A ELIZABETH SMITH

¹⁄3 cup olive oil
1–2 sprigs each fresh sage, thyme, and
rosemary
2 medium (1½ pounds total) unpeeled
Honeynut squash (or equivalent amount
of peeled butternut squash)
1 large red onion, cut into ½-inch-thick
wedges
1 large firm-tart apple [for suggestions,
see p. 12], cored and cut into ½-inchthick wedges
½ cup fresh cranberries
1½ teaspoons kosher salt
¾ teaspoon freshly ground black pepper
6 fresh (uncooked) sweet or hot Italian
sausages (about 1½ pounds total)

Local Flavor

Gingersnap Apple Crisp
This twist on the classic oat-topped dish is laced with warm spices
from the cookies, which you blitz in a food processor.
9 large apples (preferably both sweet and tart varieties),
peeled, cored, and cut into ½-inch slices
20 gingersnap cookies
½ cup firm-packed light brown sugar
1 teaspoon ground cinnamon
½ teaspoon kosher salt
10 tablespoons cold salted butter, cut into small pieces
¾ cup rolled oats
½ cup pecan or walnut halves
Vanilla ice cream, for serving

P H O T O A N D S T Y L I N G B Y L I Z N E I LY

Preheat your oven to 375 °F and set a rack to the middle position.
Arrange the apples in an even layer in a 13-by-9-inch baking dish.
In a food processor, pulse the cookies, sugar, cinnamon, and salt
until the mixture has a sandy texture. Add the butter, oats, and nuts and
pulse until the nuts are the size of small peas.
Spread the mixture over the apples and bake until the topping is
golden brown and the juices are bubbling, 50 to 60 minutes. Let cool
20 minutes, then serve with vanilla ice cream. Yields 8 servings.
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PICKING LIKE A PRO
Choosing the right apple for your recipe can pay delicious dividends.

FIRM-TART
These hold their shape when cooked
and have the right acidity to balance rich
baked desserts (pies and cakes). They
also do well in many savory dishes.
Examples: Granny Smith, Idared,
Northern Spy, Esopus Spitzenburg,
Rhode Island Greening, and Suncrisp

NORTHERN SPY

GRANNY SMITH

ESOPUS
SPITZENBURG

HONEYCRISP

BLACK OXFORD

BALDWIN

JONATHAN

EMPIRE

MACOUN

DAVEY

GALA

LIBERTY

FIRM-SWEET
Use these for sweet and savory baked
dishes that need a firm apple with more
sweetness than sourness, such as tea
cakes, baked apples, and compotes.
Examples: Gravenstein, Golden
Delicious, Honeycrisp, Jonagold,
Black Oxford, Baldwin, and Pink Lady

TENDER-TART
Because they break down quickly
during cooking, tender-tarts are great
for soups and sauces, as well as for
eating out of hand.
Examples: Cortland, Empire, Jonathan,
McIntosh, and Macoun

TENDER-SWEET
Tender-sweets are well suited to salads,
applesauce, and such quick-cooking
dishes as pancakes and muffins. They’re
also wonderful for snacking.
Examples: Davey, Fuji, Gala, and Liberty
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Apple varieties are as individual as people, with their own quirky flavors and textures. Some perform best in long-baked desserts; others are
best eaten fresh. You can’t tell by simply looking at them, and they don’t come with a label. Here, Amy Traverso, Yankee’s senior food editor
and author of The Apple Lover’s Cookbook (W.W. Norton & Company), takes the guesswork out of matching apples to recipes by creating four
categories—firm-tart, sweet-tart, tender-tart, and tender-sweet—that correspond to their best use in the kitchen.

Local Flavor

Parish Hill Creamery
As part of an ongoing series, we meet up with
small producers bringing the bounty of Vermont to our table.
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A

great cheese begins with great milk. That’s the
Rachel Fritz Schaal
and Peter Dixon
philosophy at Parish Hill Creamery in Westminster
West, where Peter Dixon and his wife, Rachel
Fritz Schaal, create a variety of seasonal raw-milk
cheeses that regularly take top honors at the Vermont Cheese
Council’s annual competition. Peter, an icon in the cheesemaking
world who started in the business nearly 40 years ago, worked
for creameries across Europe and in his home state, including
Consider Bardwell Farm in West Pawlet, before opening Parish
Hill with Rachel in 2013. On a 32-acre farm where they also
raise pork and make hard cider, the couple turn out some
20,000 pounds of cheese a year, all of it using milk from the Putney School’s Elm Lea Farm. We
recently caught up with Rachel to talk about the creamery, the phenomenon that is the Vermont
cheesemaking community, and some of her own favorite homemade cheeses. —Ian Aldrich

What might someone notice when tasting your cheese for
the first time? I think our cheeses have a broader and
deeper flavor than many others you’ll find. We tend to
age things longer, allowing the flavors to really develop.
There’s been a lot of groundbreaking research on why
traditional foods are so interesting and delicious and
weird. The results are what you’d expect: By drawing on
the specific microbial environment in which that food
product is made, you bring out all these different flavors.
That’s what we’re doing with our cheeses.
Vermont has become a fertile ground for some of the best
cheesemaking in the country. Why is that? As far back as
the 1980s, the state’s Department of Agriculture took
an interest in cheesemaking as a vehicle for keeping
pastureland open and viable. It did a lot of important
investment, in both time and marketing. And some really
innovative cheesemakers began doing some amazing
things. And that support from the state has continued.
Tell us a little about the types of cheeses you make. Do you
have any favorites? We make 13 different kinds. When
we started we decided to focus on Italian-style cheeses,
which there isn’t a lot of in this country. Kashar is a
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pasta filata cheese. It’s the same family as a Provolone,
and has a bit of an edge to it. We use it a lot for cooking
but it’s also great for snacking. The Vermont Herdsman
is our Italian mountain cheese. It’s inspired by Asiago
but not like the ones you typically find in the grocery
store, which are made with skim milk. Ours is like a fullfat Asiago, so the texture and flavor are totally different.
It’s a cheese that Peter has been making under different
names for more than 20 years.
And our Humble is a monastic cheese washed with a
hard cider that we make right on the farm. We’re seasonal
producers, and it’s the first batch of the year. I’m loving it.
Finally, sharing your expertise with others is very much a
part of what you and Peter have created at Parish Hill. Why
is that important to you? There’s really precious little out
there about how to make cheese that doesn’t depend on
industrial methods. With our consulting business we
help others draw on traditional methods, and specifically
the importance of using great milk. Cheesemaking can
be very isolating. We’re not getting any younger, and we
want to help the next generation of cheesemakers build
on what’s already been created.

WHERE TO BUY
n Parish Hill Creamery cheeses are available at food
co-ops and cheese shops around the state, and on the
Parish Hill website. They’re also featured at several Vermont
restaurants, including the Hermitage Inn in West Dover and
Hen of the Wood in Burlington. parishhillcreamery.com

A L L PH OTO S C O U R T E SY O F PA R I S H H I L L C R E A M E RY

What sets your cheeses apart? The milk we use comes from
a single grazing herd. They’re outside in the pastures.
We committed to using only milk from grazing cows
before we even made our first batch of cheese. When
you rely on confined animals that are fed fermented
feed, you can run into quality problems. It’s not the best
expression of the milk, and so the real flavors of the
cheese are compromised.

Local Flavor

The Go-To Gourd
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Pies are only the start of what tasty, nutritious pumpkins can do.
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M

SPICY PUMPKIN STEW
A great way to serve this stew is in a
field pumpkin “tureen.” Simply cut a
wide opening down one long side of
the pumpkin and remove the seeds
and stringy fibers, and discard the
cut-away portion. Fill with stew,
and enjoy!
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SPICY PUMPKIN STEW

1 3- or 4-pound sugar or pie pumpkin
2 red bell peppers, halved lengthwise
1 fresh cayenne pepper
1 large Spanish onion, peeled and
quartered
3 cloves garlic, peeled
2 ears corn, shucked
5 or 6 fresh Swiss chard leaves, chopped
(do not use ribs)
2 tablespoons olive oil
12 ounces chorizo or other sausage
1 quart chicken or vegetable stock
1 tablespoon tomato paste
Salt and freshly ground pepper
1 large field pumpkin, about 12 pounds

Heat oven to 350 °F. Cut sugar
pumpkin in half; scoop out seeds and
fibers. Place pumpkin halves cut side
down on an oiled baking sheet.

In a bowl, toss peppers, onion, and
garlic with just enough oil to coat;
place on sheet with pumpkin. Roast
20 minutes, then remove partially
cooked pumpkin and roast vegetables
10 minutes longer, until onion and
garlic are browned and peppers have
collapsed. Cool vegetables.
Reduce oven temperature to 250°F.
Peel the roasted sugar pumpkin, cut
flesh into large chunks, and set aside.
Peel and slice bell peppers. Split
cayenne pepper lengthwise, seed, and
mince. Chop and mash garlic. Cut
onion roughly. Cut kernels from corn,
then angle blade to scrape milk from
the cob; set kernels and scrapings
aside. Chop chard leaves; set aside.
If desired, prepare pumpkin tureen;
rub oil onto rim and warm in oven,

HOWA RD L. PUCK E T T

ost people limit their annual
pumpkin consumption to
three things: pie, bread, and
seeds. Yet Vermont’s local farmers’
markets and greengrocers offer so
many pumpkin varieties in shades
of orange and white and in sizes
large and small, it’s a shame not to
put them to wider use. Sure, big field
pumpkins are grown primarily for
carving, but the rest are for eating—
and there’s no shortage of terrific
recipes to try.
The so-called Cinderella pumpkin
is one good example. This squat
reddish pumpkin might appear
merely ornamental, but its deep
orange-red, slightly sweet flesh and
dense texture are perfect for boiling
and steaming without losing flavor.
The sugar or “pie” pumpkin is
also delicious and common to New
England, as are some miniatures,
including the Wee-B-Little and JackBe-Little. If you have difficulty finding
a specific variety, experiment with
another of a similar size.
Simple preparations best reflect
the earthbound qualities of pumpkin’s
flavor. Try pureed pumpkin or wedges
roasted with butter, salt, and pepper
or with butter and brown sugar.
Pumpkins can be peeled, then boiled
or steamed—or you can roast them,
skin-on. Roasting makes the peel
easy to remove and preserves more of
the pumpkin’s flavor. Autumn’s most
colorful sentinels are also loaded with
complex carbohydrates, potassium,
niacin, iron, and antioxidants.
Try these delicious new ways to
eat this season’s pumpkins, and you’ll
never look at a jack-o’-lantern the
same way again. —Anne Drowns

Local Flavor

cut side up, about 30 minutes. In a
large soup pot, heat oil; add sausage,
turning it until browned. Remove,
slice, and return to pot. Add roasted
pumpkin and vegetables. Add chicken
stock and tomato paste; bring to a boil,
then reduce to a simmer. Add corn and
chard; simmer 15 minutes. Ladle into
pumpkin tureen. Yields 6 servings.

HOWA RD L. PUCK E T T

WILD RICE PILAF & BEANS
IN WEE-B-LITTLE PUMPKINS
2 tablespoons olive oil
1 tablespoon butter
1 small onion, minced
¼ cup minced celery
½ cup shredded carrot
1 cup sliced mushrooms
1 cup wild rice blend (or ½ cup each
wild rice and brown rice)
1 tablespoon chili powder
½ teaspoon cumin seed

2 cups vegetable stock, heated
1 16-ounce can pinto or black beans,
drained ½ cup toasted pecan
pieces (optional)
6 Wee-B-Little or other mini pumpkins
Salt and freshly ground pepper

Preheat oven to 350 °F. Heat oil and
butter in a sauce pot; add vegetables
and cook until soft. Stir in rice and
seasonings. Cook 1 minute, then add
hot vegetable stock. Bring to a boil,
then reduce to a simmer, cover, and
cook 45 minutes. Remove from heat,
stir in beans, and let stand 10 minutes.
Stir in nuts if desired, and add salt and
pepper to taste. Set aside.
Wash pumpkins and slice off tops,
reserving lids. Scoop out seeds and
stringy fibers. Place pumpkins cut side
down on an oiled baking sheet; bake
about 15 minutes. Fill with pilaf and
top with lids. Yields 6 servings.

WILD RICE PILAF & BEANS
IN WEE-B-LITTLE PUMPKINS

MAPLE-PUMPKIN
POTS DE CRÈME

MAPLE-PUMPKIN POTS
DE CRÈME
4 orange Jack-Be-Little pumpkins
Boiling water
½ cup heavy cream
½ cup whole milk
4 egg yolks
½ cup maple syrup
Pinch salt
Whipped cream (optional)

Heat oven to 375 °F. Wash pumpkins
and slice off tops, reserving lids. Scoop
out seeds and stringy fibers. Place
pumpkins cut side down in a large
glass baking dish, set on oven rack,
and pour in 1 inch of hot water. Bake
15 minutes, then turn pumpkins right
side up and bake 5 minutes longer.
Heat cream and milk together until
just below boiling; set aside. Whisk
together egg yolks, maple syrup, and
salt. Dribble in hot cream and milk a
little at a time, whisking constantly
so as not to curdle the eggs. Transfer
filling to a 2 cup measure with a spout.
Slide out the oven rack, pour filling
into pumpkins, and add pumpkin lids
to the water bath. Bake until custard is
just set, about 30 minutes.
Remove pumpkins and lids from
water; let cool until just slightly warm.
Add a dollop of whipped cream to prop
up the lid, if desired. Yields 4 servings.
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Hitting the Heights
These elevated drives and rides put foliage in a whole new light.
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At Stowe, the Gondola
SkyRide floats above ski
slopes transformed by
autumn color on the way to
Vermont’s highest peak.

Destinations

W

hen foliage season rolls around, there’s
nothing to match the thrill of seeing
Vermont’s valleys and hillsides light
up with autumn color. Nothing, that is,
except for seeing all that natural brilliance from above.
Throughout the Green Mountain State you can discover
a variety of ways to get a treetop perspective—or even
higher—ranging from relatively laid-back summit drives
to pulse-pounding ziplines and exhilarating glider
adventures. Read on for all the inspiration you need to
take your leaf peeping to the next level. —Ian Aldrich

PR E V IO U S PAG E, W L DAV I E S / I S TOC K ; T H I S PAG E, C O U R T E SY O F A R BO R T R E K

Take a Summit Drive
n Mount Equinox, Manchester. Southwestern
Vermont’s most prominent peak is home to North
America’s only Carthusian monastery, which also
happens to own the stunning 5.2-mile Skyline Drive to
the top. There are several vistas and picnic areas along
this toll road, which traverses four distinct forest types
before reaching Mount Equinox’s 3,848-foot summit.
There, you’ll find commanding views of the Battenkill
Valley, the Berkshires, the Green Mountains, and the
White Mountains, as well as hiking trails for exploring
the fall landscape up close. equinoxmountain.com
n Burke Mountain, East Burke. Tucked away in
Vermont’s Northeast Kingdom is what many consider
to be one of the best summit drives in New England.
At 3,267 feet, Burke Mountain is a training ground for
many American Olympic skiers, but leaf peepers love
its historic toll road to the summit, offering exciting
switchbacks, knockout foliage (the yellows of birches
dominate in these parts), and panoramic views from an
old fire tower at the top that take in virtually the entire
northern portion of Vermont. That’s Lake Willoughby to
the west, nestled between Mount Pisgah and Mount Hor;
farther south is the profile of Mount Mansfield. And to
the north, Canada is so close it looks as if winter is just
about to come lumbering over the hills. skiburke.com

Hop on a Ski Lift
n Killington Resort, Killington. The K-1 Express
Gondola whisks riders the full mile and a quarter
to the top of Killington Peak, Vermont’s secondtallest mountain and its highest lift-serviced summit
(4,241 feet). After soaking up foliage views during
the ride—with a landscape backdrop that includes
the surrounding Green Mountains, New York’s
Adirondacks, and the White Mountains of New
Hampshire—you can access 15 miles of designated
hiking trails at the summit. Or, if you prefer to kick back
with some refreshments, find a seat at the aptly named
Peak Lodge. killington.com

n Stowe Mountain Resort, Stowe. By far the
easiest and most scenic way to ascend Mount Mansfield,
Vermont’s loftiest peak, comes courtesy of Stowe’s
signature red Gondola SkyRide cars. Skim above the
color as you ascend 2,100 vertical feet, then linger all
you want at the top—maybe to meander along a hiking
trail, take some photos, grab a meal at the Cliff House
Restaurant, or just bask in the autumn sunshine.
stowe.com
n Mad River Glen, Waitsfield. On weekends during
foliage season, this skier-owned resort offers leafpeeping rides on one of its most beloved attractions:
the longest-running single-chair lift in the country,
and the only one in the lower 48 states. Get a taste for
what skiing used to be like, as you survey the terrain
from your solitary aerial throne. With only a safety bar
between you and the scenery, it’s the next best thing to
flying. madriverglen.com
Ziplining through the foliage
at Smugglers’ Notch.

Explore the Treetops
n Smugglers’ Notch, Jeffersonville. The
undisputed star of ArborTrek Canopy Adventures at
Smuggs is the zipline tour, a 2½-to-3-hour guided
expedition through mature stands of hemlock, birch,
and maple that has participants riding up to 4,500
feet of ziplines and crossing sky bridges—and even
rappelling! For a different kind of workout, there’s
ArborTrek’s treetop obstacle course, which promises
to test your strength and agility with more than 80
different elements (think wobbly bridges, balance
beams, and rope swings) amid a forest landscape lush
with color. smuggs.com
n Vermont Institute of Natural Science (VINS),
Quechee. A wildlife care, rehabilitation, and education
center founded in 1972, VINS recently took advantage
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of a natural hillside just east of its main complex to
build an elevated boardwalk that enables visitors to
stroll right through the treetops. Dubbed the Forest
Canopy Walk, the ADA-accessible path takes visitors 40
feet above the ground, with educational activities and
learning stations along the way. Among the highlights:
a 20-foot-wide “spider web” for climbing and relaxing,
a human-sized version of an eagle’s nest, and a lofty
treehouse observation platform. vinsweb.org

Reach for the Skies
n Quechee Balloon Rides, Quechee. Every
summer, this small Vermont community is home to one
of the premier hot-air balloon festivals in the Northeast.
Come autumn, the foliage display provides another
reason to soar. Locally owned and family-operated,
Quechee Balloon Rides offers one-hour trips above
covered bridges, farms, rivers, and a magic carpet of
colorful leaves—and while booking a balloon ride may
be a bit of a splurge, the memories are sure to last a
lifetime. quecheeballoonrides.com
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n Above Reality Hot Air Balloon Rides,
Essex Junction. While there’s no wrong time to
take a hot-air balloon ride in the Burlington area, fall
gets our vote for the opportunity to see mighty Lake
Champlain and the surrounding Green Mountains
dressed up in their seasonal finery. Your hourlong
sunrise or sunset journey finishes up with a sweet
reward: champagne or sparkling cider and locally made
chocolates. balloonvermont.com
n Sugarbush Soaring, Warren. Thanks to the Mad
River Valley’s three different kinds of lift—thermal,
ridge, and the delightfully named Sugarbush Wave—
this region is considered one of the finest glider spots
in the country. It’s also home base for Sugarbush
Soaring, a decades-old organization that is part flying
school, glider club, and tour operator. Opt for either
the 20-minute Mad River Valley ride or the 30-minute
Top Gun ride, and enjoy the vantage point of an eagle
as you float silently over a landscape draped in reds,
oranges, and yellows. Beyond, the views extend from the
Adirondacks in the west to Mount Washington and the
rest of the Whites in the east. sugarbushsoaring.com

BRUCE NEUMANN

Hot-air balloons making a
“splash and dash” in Quechee.
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Treasure Town

COREY HENDRICKSON

In Rutland, there’s something to discover around every corner.

A whimsical trio of elephants
by local artist Kathryn
Palmer Wiegers greets
passersby on West Street.
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the Service Building, on Merchants Row, a creamcolored Art Deco gem built in 1930 and once the tallest
building in Vermont—all seven stories of it. Beneath its
ziggurat peak, it still stands handsomely amid Victorian
neighbors. But as I walked toward the little skyscraper,
the first thing I noticed was tropical fish.
There were three of them, swimming on the Service
Building’s south wall. The fish were my introduction to
a modern Rutland phenomenon, murals throughout the
city. There’s an online guide to their whereabouts, but
I decided to opt for serendipity, and went about finding
them on my own.
And find them I did: Batman bursting through a
brick wall on Merchants Row, a farming scene down
a Center Street alley, a trompe l’oeil tunnel on Wales
Street, and climate activist Greta Thunberg, braids
trailing down weathered clapboards, on West Street.
Those were just a few of the
discoveries waiting to be
With a population of about
15,800, Rutland offers a
made, as Rutland boasts some
historic, walkable town
two dozen murals in all.
center with plenty of dining,
Looking for murals, I also
shopping, and culture to keep
visitors busy. Outdoors lovers
came across several of the
can take their pick of nearby
marble sculptures installed
public forests and parks—plus
around the city over the past
Killington and Okemo are both
a short drive away.
five years in what is now

D E N I S T A N G N E YJ R / I S T O C K

ometimes the mountains get in your way. For
me, they got in the way of Rutland.
I once knew Rutland well, but since living
east of the Green Mountains I’d gone a long time
without crossing over and giving the state’s second city
another look. I know, South Burlington has leapfrogged
it in population, but Rutland isn’t “South” anything—it
stands on its own.
I remembered a workaday city where you went for
the essentials: fishing tackle, a TV, work boots. Most of
those things are out on the highway now, or at the big
box store downtown where the old railroad station was
(the new one is right behind it, and serves Amtrak’s
Ethan Allen). But what I found, once I crossed the
mountains, was a city doing just fine, both in commerce
and in culture.
Among venerable shops like haberdasher McNeil
& Reedy and Freeman Marcus Jewelers, I found
women’s clothier Fruition Fineries, with a window
full of airy sundresses; the sturdy wooden creations of
Michael’s Toys and Signs; The Curiosity Shop, where
serious antiques rub up against whimsies like a vintage
Prince Albert tobacco can; and a pair of bookstores,
Phoenix Books for new titles and, across Center Street,
The Bookmobile for used volumes.
My downtown Rutland touchstone had always been

22

Our Vermont

Destinations

C O U R T E S Y O F D OW N TOW N R U T L A N D PA R T N E R S H I P/ D OW N TOW N R U T L A N D.C O M

Strolling the open-air art
museum that is downtown
Rutland, visitors encounter
eye-catching work by local,
national, and international
artists. above, clockwise from
top left: Murals by Persi
Narvaez and Brian Sylvester;
LMNOPI; Narvaez again; and
Kathryn Palmer Wiegers.
below: “Martin Freeman,”
designed by Mark Burnett
and carved by Don Ramey,
honoring the first AfricanAmerican college president
in U.S. history.

known as the Rutland Sculpture Trail: Olympian ski
champion and Rutland native Andrea Mead Lawrence;
Rutland County’s Paul Harris, founder of the Rotary
Club; author Julia Dorr, founder of the Rutland Free
Library—all live on, in marble. And while I knew about
Rudyard Kipling’s time in Vermont (characters from
The Jungle Book populate a relief sculpture on Center
Street), I hadn’t known about the African-American
Rutland men who volunteered for the Civil War’s famed
54th Massachusetts Regiment. Rifles raised, they’re
honored in another Center Street relief.
Rutland’s creative scene centers on the Chaffee Art
Center. Housed in an 1890s Main Street mansion built
by local magnate George Thrall Chaffee, the center
mounts a new exhibit of Vermont artists’ work every six
weeks, and sponsors Saturday artisan markets as well
as art and music classes. As I browsed the galleries,
center director Sherri Birkheimer Rooker told me about
another Chaffee project, the decoration of benches
throughout Rutland. I’d seen a few, and liked the idea
of a tiger painted on the bench next to the Kipling
relief. Another downtown connection, Sherri told

me, was George Chaffee’s having built the Paramount
Theatre. Opened in 1914 as a showcase for the likes of
Sarah Bernhardt and Harry Houdini, the Paramount
was restored and reborn in 2000 as a venue for live
performances; comedian Lewis Black and the VSO are
both on this fall’s schedule.
It’s a short drive from downtown Rutland to one of
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all new since my long-ago
familiarity with the city. I’d
had a satisfying burger-andcraft brew lunch at a Rutland
Beer Works sidewalk table,
and now thought about
Indian at Masala Corner, or
choosing from the imaginative
menu at Taso, over by the
Paramount. But I went oldschool, heading up Strongs
Avenue for manicotti and
meatballs at a true Rutland institution. The Palms has
been serving Southern Italian staples since 1933, and
once made history: Here, in 1949, pizza was first served
in Vermont.
For my money, that’s a milestone worthy of a mural
of its own. —Bill Scheller

clockwise from top left:

An
inside peek at the Paramount
Theatre, which had sat empty
and neglected for almost a
decade before being saved
by a community group and
eventually restored to its
former glory; the Downtown
Rutland Summer Market,
featuring as many as 100
vendors; mountain biking in
beautiful Pine Hill Park; an
array of local brews from
Rutland Beer Works.

C O U R T E S Y O F D O W N TO W N R U T L A N D PA R T N E R S H I P/ D O W N TO W N R U T L A N D.C O M ( T H E AT E R , M A R K E T );
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the area’s best places to enjoy autumn colors: Pine Hill
Park, a 300-acre preserve laced with 16 miles of trails.
Picking an appealing route, I found myself challenged
by the climbing holds bolted into Elephant Rock, an
enormous glacial erratic, and then ventured deeper into
the forest. If I’d had time, I could have connected with a
trail that extends over five miles to Proctor, the marble
quarrying town. And on my next fall trip to Rutland, I’ll
try the 13-acre corn maze at Hathaway Farm, north of
Rutland. It’s also a great place to pick pumpkins.
Back downtown, there are pumpkins and a lot
more at the outdoor farmers’ market—one of the
state’s largest—held in Depot Park on Wednesdays and
Saturdays into late October. I found produce, baked
goods, and pottery and other crafts on my Wednesday
visit, but I learned that Saturday is the big day, with the
market spilling into closed-off adjacent streets.
Dinnertime brought a range of choices, nearly
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A sampling of fall events across Vermont that are worth the drive.

A stately Greek Revival
courthouse plus classic
fall foliage provides a
postcard-perfect backdrop
for the annual Newfane
Heritage Festival.

Our Vermont

25

Destinations

SEP. 3

Bennington
Garlic Town, USA
Get your fill of garlicky
goodness—in everything
from pickles to fudge to
cheese curds—at this oneof-a-kind event that also
sees sidewalk sales, live
music, and family activities.
garlictownusa.com

Manchester
“Titus Andronicus”
The popular outdoor theater
festival Shakespeare in
the Woods closes out its
2022 season with a classic
tragedy whose themes
of revenge and ambition
reverberate right up into the
modern era. shakespeare
inthewoodsvt.com

of art and hundreds of open
studios, shops, restaurants,
and breweries in the South
End. seaba.com
SEP. 17

Manchester
Donna McKechnie
The Tony-winning actress/
singer takes center stage
at Southern Vermont Arts
Center to perform works
by Broadway’s greatest
composer and lyricist,
Stephen Sondheim. svac.org

SEP. 4

SEP. 23–24

Randolph
New World Festival
A tribute to the vitality of
small-town Vermont and
the Celtic/French-Canadian
heritage of northern New
England, this full-day
festival has been bringing
downtown Randolph alive
with music, storytelling,
and dance for 30 years.
newworldfestival.com

Wilmington & West Dover
Vermont Wine and
Harvest Festival
After Friday night’s wine
stroll and soup contest in
downtown Wilmington, the
action moves to Mount Snow
for Saturday’s grand tasting
and a toast-worthy array of
vendors including Vermont
wine, beer, and spirits
makers. vtwinefest.com

SEP. 9–11

Burlington
South End Art Hop
There’s no shortage of things
to see and do in the Queen
City amid three days that
spotlight thousands of works

Let’s Go to the Fair!
As summer gives way to harvest season,
Vermont’s country fairs invite visitors to share in a
celebration of the state’s deep-rooted agricultural
heritage, while also piling on lots of good oldfashioned family fun.
Even before Labor Day arrives, the
Champlain Valley Fair in Essex Junction
sets the scene with 10 whole days of midway
games and rides, home and garden exhibits,
food concessions galore, prize farm animals,
and the bounty of Green Mountain agriculture

(8/26–9/4; champlainvalleyfair.org). Right on its
heels is the charming Guilford Fair in smalltown southern Vermont, now in its 80th year
(9/4–9/5; guilfordfairvermont.com). Headed north
instead? Check out the Orleans County Fair in
Barton, a Northeast Kingdom staple (9/7–9/11;
orleanscountyfair.net).
The World’s Fair in Tunbridge lives up to its
grand name with an equally grand anniversary,
150 years (9/15–9/18; tunbridgeworldsfair.com),
while just a short hop from Weston and The
Vermont Country Store you’ll find the Peru Fair,
a day packed with music, clog
dancing, pony rides, crafts,
and community spirit
(9/24; perufair.org).

SEP. 24

Burke
Fall Foliage Festival
The autumn festivities on the
village green kick off with
a parade, followed by a day
of music, wagon rides, craft
shows and sales, and even
rubber ducky races. Animal
lovers won’t want to miss the
petting zoo and the wildlife
encounters show by the
Vermont Institute of Natural
Science. burkevermont.com
SEP. 25

Strafford
19th-Century Apple &
Cheese Harvest Festival
At the Justin Morrill State
Historic Site you can taste
heirloom apples, apple pies,
and local artisan cheeses,
as well as enjoy live music,
19th-century crafts and
games, and cider-making
on an antique press.
morrillhomestead.org

SEP. 30–OCT. 1

Weston
Weston Antiques Show
A benefit for historic
preservation projects in the
heart of Weston, this longrunning event at the Weston
Playhouse draws dealers
from across the nation to
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present Americana, silver,
furnishings, and other
treasures. Note: A preview
gala will be held Sep. 29.
westonantiquesshow.org

authors as Elizabeth Nunez,
Tom Perrotta, and Pulitzer
Prize winner Buzz Bissinger.
brattleborolitfest.org

OCT

Rockingham
Southern Vermont
Flannel Festival

OCT. 15–16

OCT. 1

St. Johnsbury
Fall Dog Party
Four-legged friends along
with their two-legged
companions are invited to
have a romping good time at
Dog Mountain, the 150-acre
art and recreational oasis
created by the late Vermont
artists Stephen and Gwen
Huneck. Expect live music,
food trucks, vendors, dog
contests, door prizes, and
more. dogmt.com
OCT. 1–2

OCT. 21–30

Native American culture
and education at Stowe’s
Mayo Fields. Among the
highlights are performances
by Abenaki drummers,
crafts by indigenous artists,
and a rock-and-roll show
featuring Blues Hall of Fame
inductee Joe Louis Walker.
stowevibrancy.com

foliage-season highlight.
Come join the community
in a weekend of crafts,
food, and entertainment.
newfaneheritagefestival.org
OCT. 8–9

Small farms and natural
fibers are the focus as
more than 70 vendors
from around the state
offer fleece and yarn, fiber
crafts, and other homespun
wares. Plus: herding and
shearing demonstrations.
vtsheepandwoolfest.com

Rutland
Fall Art in the Park
Browse a dazzling array of
juried art and crafts ranging
from ceramics, paintings,
and jewelry to artisan food
and drink offerings. Main
Street Park is home base
for this lively Chaffee Art
Center event, now in its 61st
year. chaffeeartcenter.org/
art-in-the-park

OCT. 8

OCT. 13–16

Tunbridge
Vermont Sheep &
Wool Festival

© F R I E N D S O F D O G M O U N TA I N , I N C. ( D O G M O U N TA I N ); H S V R S / I S TO C K ( B E E R & P R E T Z E L S );
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Fall Dog Party at Dog Mountain,
St. Johnsbury

Springfield
Vermont Apple Festival
& Craft Show
Returning after a two-year
hiatus, this Springfield
standby makes Riverside
Middle School a hub
for handmade crafts by
Northeast artisans as well
as family fun (such as
kids’ races and a pie eating
contest) and lots of appley
goodness. springfieldvt.
com/apple-festival
OCT. 8

Stowe
Indigenous Peoples’
Day Rocks!
Immerse yourself in a
daylong celebration of

First held in 2019, this
down-home celebration
returns to Rockingham
Hill Farm with everything
you want in a fall festival—
music, food, games—with
discounted admission for
those proudly sporting
flannel. gfrcc.org/events

OCT. 8

West Dover
Oktoberfest
German culture comes to a
head at Mount Snow, where
attractions include not only
fine brews and food, but
also a keg toss, yodeling
contest, and oompah music.
mountsnow.com

Brattleboro
Brattleboro Literary
Festival
Bibliophiles will want to
beeline it to Brattleboro
for readings, panels, and
other bookish events, plus
the chance to meet such

Burlington
Vermont International
Film Festival
Vermont’s biggest city
lights up with the best
independent feature films
and shorts from around
the world, in a festival
held in person with online
programming as well. Look
for panel talks, Q&As, and
special events. vtiff.org
OCT. 23

Woodstock
A Family Halloween
at Billings Farm
Billings Farm & Museum
offers a treat for kids and
kids-at-heart with a day of
delightful activities, from
pumpkin carving to costume
parades and wagon rides.
Expect Billings’s resident
farm animals to join in on
the fun. billingsfarm.org

OCT. 8–9

Newfane
Newfane Heritage
Festival
Since 1970, volunteers
have made this event
in the heart of historic
Newfane Village a beloved
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Where
Stones
Speak
In Barre, the legacy
of master granite
carvers endures.

B

arre, Vermont, is situated
amid one of the largest
deposits of sculpturequality granite in the nation,
estimated to be four miles long,
one to two miles wide, and 10 miles
deep. In the 1700s, settlers began
prying this prehistoric rock out of the
ground to use for millstones, fence
posts, steps, and sills. After Barre’s
first commercial quarry opened in
the mid-1820s, the extracted granite
was used for curbs and to undergird
buildings and to line streets—in other
words, Barre’s mother lode was used
as something to step on.
However, after an industry
delegation from Barre marketed
their durable material at the Chicago
World’s Fair in 1893, orders poured
in for more-refined granite products.
In Pennsylvania, Barre granite was
used in the construction of the state
capitol. In Manhattan, it composes
the 16 columns in the Cathedral of
Saint John the Divine. And in 1903,
when architects began planning
Washington, D.C.’s immense Union
Station, a Barre-area company
was awarded the largest single
stonecutting contract for a building,
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at $1.3 million; its stone carvers ultimately produced six
colossal statues for the station’s facade.
By the turn of the 20th century Barre’s granite
industry was making things to stare at. Today, Barre
products constitute an estimated one out of every three
monuments nationwide.
“This story is enormous,” Vermont Granite Museum
director Scott McLaughlin tells visitors who wonder
how much significance a stone can hold. The museum
was founded in Barre in 1996 to educate the public and
celebrate this city’s history. Appropriately, the museum
is housed in the former cutting shed of Jones Brothers,
once the largest raw-block-to-finished-product operation
in Barre, and within its 27,000 square feet the exhibits
explore everything from the geology of granite to the
social lives of the stoneworkers to the art being sculpted
by the next generation of carvers.
“Now that you’ve seen the museum,” he often tells
visitors, “you have to see Hope Cemetery.”
They look at him hesitantly. “The cemetery?”

P R E V I O U S PA G E , B O B O'C O N N O R ; T H I S PA G E , B O B O'C O N N O R ( S TAT U E );
COURTESY OF ALDRICH PUBLIC LIBR ARY (ARCHIVE PHOTO)
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ext to diamond, granite is the hardest natural
material on the planet. To work the rock so that
it expresses a biplane’s propeller or a lily’s pistils or
wafting smoke is a feat of effort, for even after drilling
and excavation, the manufacturing process is boisterous,
organized violence. Furthermore, these beautiful
deceptions—for example, stone made to look like skin—
are the product of supreme talent.
Now nearing 80, Giuliano Cecchinelli is the last of
the renowned Barre artisans, who predominantly used
traditional hand tools rather than pneumatic ones.
Like many of the Barre stone carvers who arrived from
Italy, he was trained via a chain of masters passing on
their techniques to apprentices, a chain that links back
centuries to artists like Michelangelo.
To meet the labor needs of the thriving granite

right: With hammer and chisel
industry, skilled stoneworkers
in hand, this stonecutter
moved to Barre in droves.
statue in downtown Barre pays
Between 1880 and 1940, the
homage to legendary sculptor
Carlo Abate and the many
city’s population swelled from
other talented Italian artisans
2,206 to 11,855. They arrived
who immigrated to this city.
from Canada, Scotland,
Scandinavia, Spain, Poland, and below: A c. 1902 photo shows
stonecutters in a well-known
France, but mainly they came
workplace of the era, the Corti
from Italy. Cecchinelli’s family
& Novelli granite shed, where
massive chunks of stone were
joined the influx relatively late,
turned into monuments.
arriving from Carrara, Italy, in
the 1950s, when his father began
to work for a marble company in Proctor, Vermont.
Growing up, Cecchinelli learned to carve marble, but
later moved to Barre to work in granite. Explaining the
difference between the two mediums, he is emphatic:
“Marble, you cut. It bruises—just like an apple. But
granite?” he growls. “You have to pulverize. You have to
beat the life out of it!”
Today, Cecchinelli’s art can be found throughout the
globe. But an exquisite showcase of his work, more than
a dozen creations in all, is just down the road from his
studio, in Hope Cemetery. There, set upon 85 acres,
are some 10,000 monuments, all made from the area’s
famous rock.
Hope Cemetery was established in 1895 to create
an additional resting place for the city’s surging
populace. Instead of implementing a gridded layout,
the cemetery’s draftsman, Edward P. Adams, arranged
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left: Although generations of
Giuliano Cecchinelli’s family
made their living in Italy by
sculpting Carrara marble, it
was with Barre granite that he
made his name as a sculptor,
after following in his father’s
footsteps and immigrating to
the U.S. in the 1960s.
below: Two of the monuments
Cecchinelli has created for
Hope Cemetery shows the
near-lifelike detail he and
his fellow artisans have been
able to coax from Barre’s
signature stone.

the stone. It’s this feature that ensures the granite
will scarcely erode, even as it’s exposed to weather
over the next million years. Yet as the carvers of
yesteryear labored in poorly ventilated sheds—chiseling,
hammering, polishing—shattering crystals in the rock,
the air around them filled with silica dust.
In 1936, the state of Vermont allocated $300,000 for
the installation of dust-collection systems, which were
installed in 80 of Barre’s manufacturing plants. By 1938
there were no new cases of silicosis, and today, owing to
the required use of respiratory devices and ubiquitous
suction hoses, there are no deaths in the industry from
the disease. But a generation was lost before being able
to pass on their carving techniques to the ones who
came after them.

BOB O'CONNOR

the grave sites in groups and
constellations, partitioned by
hedges and mature trees, so that
visiting the property now feels
like browsing the adjoining rooms
of a gallery.
Touring the cemetery with
a visitor, Cecchinelli points out
some of his contributions: Here
is the gravestone he sculpted into
a biplane tipping out of a pillowy
cloud. And here is one of a boat
under sail aimed toward a far-off
horizon. And then there’s a primly
dressed woman, waving good-bye
to her husband, who’s hunkered
on his motorcycle—it’s so broad and detailed, it has the
feel of a mural.
In Hope Cemetery, most of the monuments allude
to the joys of living, with one notable exception. Luigi
“Louis” Brusa (1886–1937) was a carver who designed
his own stone to depict the way he died. His grave
features a woman attending a collapsing middle-aged
man. The work includes so many details: the dimple in
the woman’s elbow, the skim of her dress, his rolled-up
sleeves, and, poignantly, his hollow cheek, resting in the
crook of her arm.
And herein lies a terrible irony: What made Barre’s
granite so ideal also made it lethal. When it was formed
eons ago, some magma cooled slowly and evenly,
allowing fine silica grains to be spaced uniformly within
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left: In the foreground, a Hope
Cemetery memorial for William
and Gwendolyn Halvosa shows
the couple sitting in bed in
their pajamas, holding hands,
as they prepare for an eternal
sleep. In the background is
a sculpture of a stonecutter,
stricken with silicosis, in
the arms of his wife; the
monument was designed by
Luigi “Louis” Brusa, who now
lies beneath it.
below: Carved to resemble a
tree stump, the memorial for
32-year-old Barre stonecutter
Joseph Bielli offers a poignant
tribute to a life cut short.

BOB O'CONNOR

A

long the streets of Barre, you’ll
find at least a dozen granite
monuments. Traditional masterpieces,
such as Sam Novelli and Elia Corti’s
1899 sculpture of poet Robert Burns
upon a pedestal intricately carved
with scenes from his poems, abide
by unconventional ones, such as a
granite zipper by sculptor Chris Miller,
who has proposed having so much
public art here that pedestrians could
encounter it every 10 feet.
Over the past century, Barre has
been home to more granite carvers
than anywhere else in America. And
while the city may still be a long way
from fulfilling Miller’s vision of streets
filled with sculptures, its stonecarving heritage is still going strong.
Within the past two decades the streets and
cemeteries of Barre have begun to host the work of one
of the first local female carvers, Heather Ritchie. With
her slight build and fine features, Ritchie looks as if she
could have been a model for the sculptors of an earlier
generation. She grew up near Barre and is the greatgreat-granddaughter of a Scottish immigrant who owned
a quarry. In 1999, she began an apprenticeship with
George Kurjanowicz, a Polish-born sculptor, currently
the in-house carver at Adams Granite Company. Under
his tutelage she learned to shape the dense material
(granite weighs 190 pounds per cubic foot) into angels’
cheeks (for mortuary pieces) and Big Wheels tricycles
(for a downtown art commission.)

So far, the only piece that Ritchie
has carved for Hope Cemetery is
buried. When her uncle died in
2015, she honored their shared
heritage by hand-carving a thistle
onto his granite urn. One of Ritchie’s
professional goals is to carve a
monument that sits above Hope’s soil.
In the Vermont Granite Museum
office, there’s a poster published
by the venerable Barre Granite
Association that reads, “This is a
cemetery. Lives are commemorated—
deaths are recorded—families are
reunited—memories are made
tangible—and love is undisguised.”
Love is undisguised—yes, Hope
Cemetery is full of it. Many of those
buried here died with dust in their
lungs, or from the Spanish flu; some by accidents,
others by simple infirmity. But the cemetery zealously
commemorates what they loved, how they thrived.
This nearly immortal granite has been shaped to
convey how these people were snowboarders, violinists,
pilots, baseball players, soccer players, race car
drivers, anglers, woodsmen. And, case in point, they
were neighbors: Cecchinelli points to a stone with
an authentic reproduction of a drilling rig and says,
“That’s the guy who drilled my well.” And this makes
Hope Cemetery more than a place where people are
buried—it’s a garden of stories. Each memorial is a page
in the Book of Barre. —Abridged from the 2021 Yankee
feature “Written in Stone” by Julia Shipley
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Blazing Her Trail
Vermont athlete Mirna Valerio leaves stereotypes in the dust.
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t was a health scare in 2008 that helped put
Mirna Valerio on a path toward discovering her
full potential. She was working long hours as an
educator and a mother when a severe panic attack
forced her to see how she’d allowed her well-being to
spiral downward. Her doctor asked her: “Do you want
to see your son grow up?”
So she started running. A little. Then a little more.
A few months in, she completed her first
5K. Bigger races followed. In fall 2011
she ran her first marathon. Two years
later, she completed her first 50K. To
date, she’s finished 11 marathons and
14 ultras, which have included some
of the most grueling trail races in the
country.
“I just want to see what my body can
do,” says Valerio. “I want to know what
the limits are.”
But she’s also pushing against other
limits. Taken together, her message
and her accomplishments are a powerful
response to an outdoor culture that is
mostly white and focused on body types
that don’t look like hers. Thanks in part to her
popularity as a blogger as well as her 2017 memoir,
A Beautiful Work in Progress, Valerio—aka “the
Mirnavator”—has built a national profile that amazes
even her. In 2017, she landed on the cover of Women’s
Running; in 2018, National Geographic named her one
of its Adventurers of the Year.
Three and a half years ago the Brooklyn, New
York, native moved with her teenage son, Rashid, to
Montpelier so that she could have a “beautiful place” to
live and train as she embarked on a full-time career as
a sponsored athlete for brands such as Lululemon, L.L.
Bean, Merrell, and Vermont’s own Darn Tough, among
others. Yankee recently caught up with Valerio to hear
more about her inspiring journey. —Ian Aldrich

have preconceived notions about what my body can do.
I want to know what the limits are.
You’ve become such a strong voice in the body-positivity
movement. Why do you think your story has resonated
with people the way it has?
I think there are a couple of reasons. I think that people
have these ideas of what this [motions to herself ] can
do—being big, and being a Black woman too. But
I’ve always come up against that in every aspect of
my life. People look at me as a Black girl—What’s
she doing in the gifted class? I hear it and I see it.
But I continue to do the work because only I know
what I can do.…
I got a message yesterday from a woman who
saw me on Access Hollywood, another Black
woman who lives in southern Vermont. She said,
I’d really love to go hiking with you because I
never see anybody and it’s never felt real to me
that there are other Black people who do this. I
wrote back, I know this feeling. Period. I concur.
Then I’ll hear things like, I didn’t think
anyone with my body type can run, and then
I see you running up mountains. Well, at least I
can try to run down the block. Or other people are like,
You’re so graceful when you’re running on those trails.
I never saw myself, a Black person or a fat person,
running like that. I want to do that.

How do you approach running the kinds of grueling races
that you take on?
It’s such a mental game. I know that physically I can do
it, or that I can at least try. And part of my mental game
is dealing with all the internal pressure and the external
pressure to beat the cutoff because I’m slow. So, it’s
about not being attached to the outcome even though it
is important to me to finish what I’ve started. It’s a lot of
internal work to be Zen about whatever happens.
Do these races help you explore something about yourself?
I want to know how long I can go. How long I can keep
moving. I just want to see what my body can do. Even I

Mirna Valerio on the trail to Mount Hunger, the first mountain she ever
summited in Vermont. “I am deeply appreciative of all of my mountains,
big and small, craggy and smooth, ancient and new,” she once wrote.
“[They] have taught me all I need to know.”
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Society generally has a very limited idea of what types
of people you find in the outdoor space. What are the
consequences of that thinking?
We only have just a few images of who is expected to
participate in the very specific outdoor activities that
are a part of this American outdoor image. That erases
other outdoor experiences that aren’t a part of climbing
Mount Everest or Denali, or kayaking Class V rapids—
those sorts of expeditions….
My outdoors was the streets of Brooklyn. In the
summers we were kicked out of the apartment in the
morning and told, “Don’t come back until dinner.”
We were outside all day, entertaining ourselves,
gaining confidence and learning how to be social with
other people. And so I had an amazing childhood.
In Brooklyn. In an urban area. It was an outdoor
childhood. But nobody in mainstream culture sees it as
such. I’d like to change that narrative.

Do you have a go-to spot in the state where you take family
and friends when you want to introduce them to Vermont?
Depends on who the family and friends are. [Laughs.]
For just yourself, then.
I love to go to Mount Hunger here in Montpelier. It
was the first mountain I did in Vermont. It’s not the
prettiest. It doesn’t have the best views. It’s really
difficult. But there’s something about it that keeps
pulling me back.
My friend who lives in Barre and who is the reason
I decided to move to Vermont brought me up there in
December 2018. It was my first time in Vermont and
the first time I’d been on snowshoes. We went up the
mountain and it was the most spectacular experience.
There was maybe one or two other hikers up there. It
was all snowy white and I’m thinking, This is a Robert
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Valerio with her son, Rashid, attending a Black Lives Matter demonstration
outside the Vermont State House in Montpelier during the summer of 2020.

Frost scene right now. It was just so still and quiet. At
one point we went across a stream that was all iced over.
You couldn’t see the water, but you could hear it. I just
felt like, This is where I need to be.
So, what comes next in your career?
Well, I think my time is limited for sponsorships. I
think the “Mirna moment” is going to be over at some
point, and I have to be prepared for it.
I think that would have scared me a few years ago,
but I know I’ve been given a gift and I’m trying to use
it to the best of my ability—not just for myself and
my family, but I’m trying to build wealth. Because we
have no intergenerational wealth in my family. None
whatsoever. Nobody owns anything, and so I want
to buy property here in Vermont and build a retreat
compound that focuses on Black joy and Black mental
health and wellness. I don’t know how I’m going to do it,
but that’s my one long-term plan right now.
To learn more about Mirna Valerio, go to
themirnavator.com.

COU RT ESY OF MIRN A VA L ERIO

Let’s talk about your move to Vermont. Did you hear anything
from friends or family about that decision?
Yes. Why are you moving there? You know it’s like the
third-whitest state in the country, right? I’m like, I
know, but I need to train. And I’ll tell you, I felt at home
right away. The first night I drove down Main Street in
Montpelier, I saw a Black Lives Matter sign and a Pride
flag. Having lived in north Georgia for the previous
five years, where it’s beautiful but very conservative,
I wanted to live in an area that was more progressive.
Even now, every time I drive into Montpelier, I have
this feeling of I really like this place. And my son likes
it. He feels safe. He feels very empowered to just go out
and do whatever he needs to do for himself. I like that,
and I don’t think we could feel like that in Georgia or
even really in New York.

Vermont Life

The Perfect Day
I L L U S T R AT I O N B Y TO M H A U G O M AT

Autumn brings a gentle reminder that contentment often comes
from knowing how special the ordinary can be.

T

he most perfect day of the year will most
likely arrive in late September, though it’s also
been known to come sometime in October.
Last year it was October 21, if memory serves,
but it had been an unusually warm summer; the creeks
had been running low all fall, and it wasn’t until the
middle of October that the rains came and filled them
again, and everyone knows you can’t have a perfect day
when the creeks are low.
The perfect day generally starts like every other
day of those 364 non-perfect days. It’s not as if you
know it’s going to be the perfect day the moment you

arise; it doesn’t announce itself. There’s no fanfare, no
trumpets, no sign from the heavens. You awake in the
half-dark, like you always do. You make your coffee
on the woodstove, like you always do. You do chores,
like you always do: fill the cows’ water, check to see if
the swath of pasture grass they’re on can hold them
for another day (it can—if not, it probably wouldn’t be
a perfect day). Check the lambs, too: They’re always
getting into trouble, but today they’re all the things
that people think lambs are going to be before they’ve
actually lived with them. You give the tame one a
scratch behind his ears. You imagine he’s looking at you
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with affection, but it might just be that he’s a bit dumb.
Hard to say. Affection, stupidity: There’s not always a
great distance between them.
Did I mention that you’re almost—but not quite—
shivering a bit? You see, the perfect day is not entirely
about comfort. But maybe you knew that already,
because by now you’ve lived long enough to understand
all the ways in which comfort is overrated. You need
to get a little cold, because how else can you fully
appreciate standing by the fire while your second cup
of coffee brews, watching the early light sneak up the
grassed knoll, listening to the muffled noises of your
son stirring directly above your head? He turns 18 in a

known to enter a contender or two, before those winged
devils have begun their annual torment.
After cutting wood, you eat lunch with your wife.
The two of you sit on the grass, faces to the sun, plates
balanced on your laps, and when you bring your food
to your mouth, you can smell the day on your hands.
It smells like firewood and bar oil, coffee grounds and
sheep’s wool. You’re thinking that maybe you should
have washed your hands before you ate, but also that
you don’t generally wash your hands before you eat, and
it’s not hurt you yet. At least, not that you can tell.
At this point, do you make a third cup of coffee? You
might, though the perfect day does not require it. On
the other hand, it can
be the factor that tips
an otherwise merely
excellent day into the
realm of perfection.
So, yeah: Why not?
The stove is still going
from lunch, anyhow.
One more cup of
coffee and maybe just
a small piece of that
blueberry cake your
wife made a few hours
back. It’s still just the
slightest bit warm. OK, two small pieces, then.
The perfect day is not warm enough that a dip in
the pond is a given, but it is warm enough that a dip
in the pond is an idea that, once thought, cannot be
unthought, which is how you find yourself executing
the sad little doggie paddle that’s passed for swimming
your whole life, while your wife swims effortless laps
around you. Still, you know this might be the final
swim of the year. You know that when you emerge from
the pond, pimpled in goosebumps, you’ll feel just the
tiniest bit more alive than before you jumped in, and
you’ll realize that while your sad little doggie paddle
may not be the most graceful thing in the world, it’s
good enough for you.
Evening is coming on. You do chores, put your
chainsaw and chaps away, head inside to cook dinner.
Your son will be home from work soon. Your wife is in
the garden, spreading mulch hay, tucking in the soil
for its winter nap. The fire takes with one match, and
you stand at the kitchen window while you wait for the
stove to heat, watching your wife work, watching the
cows amble across the hill, watching the light slowly
fade from the sky, suddenly realizing that this was it:
the most perfect day of the year.
But also thinking that tomorrow should be pretty
good, too. —Ben Hewitt

The two of you sit on the grass,
faces to the sun, plates balanced on
your laps, and when you bring your
food to your mouth, you can smell
the day on your hands. It smells like
firewood and bar oil, coffee grounds
and sheep’s wool.
few weeks. Someday soon, he’ll be stirring elsewhere,
so you listen carefully. You want to remember exactly
what it sounds like.
You make the boy breakfast. You put the toast directly
on the cast-iron top of the woodstove, just to the side so
it doesn’t burn. You put the frying pan right where the
stove gets hottest, drop in a tablespoon of lard, wait for
it to hiss and pop. You crack the eggs, flip the toast. The
boy gets dressed while you cook. You’re not sure whether
he likes that you cook breakfast for him or merely
tolerates it. But you also don’t care much either way.
You gather your saw and head to the woods. You
don’t do this every day, but you’ve been doing it every
perfect day since perfect days were invented, and this
one is no different. You don’t need to cut a lot of wood
to make it a perfect day, but you need to cut enough so
that when you’re done, you can look at the pile and feel
the way a person can feel only when that person has
accomplished something fundamentally useful. What
does “fundamentally useful” mean? You’re not actually
sure, but you know what it feels like, and that’s enough.
There are no bugs on the perfect day, of course.
I mean, the discomfort of the morning chill is one
thing, but blackflies are entirely another. That’s
another reason you don’t often find perfect days before
September, though it’s true that early May has been
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Fire and Light
Brattleboro’s Josh Bernbaum brings fresh polish
to the traditional art of glassblowing.
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T

he way up is rugged. Dirt roads fork through
the Vermont landscape, fields spreading wide
on either side, with a distant, distracting view
of Mount Monadnock. But the road ahead
is a sea of mud. Two miles of churning dirt, in the far
reaches of Brattleboro. Best keep your eyes on it.
Here, near the top of a steep hill, in a red saltbox
studio, glassblower Josh Bernbaum tends to his fires,
furnaces glowing like burning suns, cranked to 2,300°F
during a melt cycle. His economy of movement flows
like steady breath into creating art glass that fuses
the legacy and skill of Venetian glassblowers with his
own imaginings. “Glass is an unforgiving material
that people have worked with for thousands of years,”
he says. “So I’m employing a lot of the same tools and
techniques as my contemporaries, but also the glass
workers that came before me.”
His spare efficiency is born from decades of
experience: 24 years since graduating from the
Massachusetts College of Art, where he first learned
the ways of “cane,” slender rods of colored glass that
can be fused and blown to create myriad patterns and
effects. It wowed him with its unlimited possibilities.
“Even though these are hundreds-of-years-old
processes of working with
cane techniques, there are
so many looks that have
yet to be discovered. I’m
still finding new things
to do with it, still making
pieces no one has ever
seen before.”
In the course of a morning, Bernbaum will line up
individual pieces of cane, each as big around as a piece
of chalk, and then alternate between heating them in
the furnace and compressing them, nudging them closer
with a pair of old files he found at a used tool barn in
Maine, squeezing out any gaps, before sliding them
back into the oven like a pizza. Back and forth, back
and forth. His wife, Marta, a skilled glassworker in her
own right, says that this stage is like “sculpting with
overgrown chopsticks.”
It is the prelude to the drum roll, that moment that
the casual observer waits for impatiently. Where breath
meets molten material. Where a bubble grows at the
end of a long blowpipe. Where art begins to emerge. A
different, beautiful kind of inflation.
An impressive amount of ductwork vents
Bernbaum’s furnaces, with almost every inch covered

from top:

An array of Josh Bernbaum’s finished work showcases the
kaleidoscopic effect of incorporating colored glass rods, or cane,
into the design; Bernbaum in the Brattleboro studio he shares with
his wife and fellow artist, Marta, the other half of JMB Glass.
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“We like to say that glass has a memory, and it
remembers everything you do to it. A mistake is hard
to overcome without starting over from scratch.”

Made in Vermont

top left:

Bernbaum torches
the seam of an intricately
patterned “cup” that will
become part of a larger
glass sculpture.

LORI PEDRICK

top right:

by an equally impressive number of stickers: Eat More
Kale, This Car Climbed Mt. Washington, Makers
Gonna Make. Two of the furnaces contain crucibles,
bowls that hold molten material, one for clear and one
for colored glass. On the other side of the room sit two
annealers, boxy devices that gradually bring hot glass
to room temperature.
Here in the middle, flanked by ovens and annealers,
Bernbaum shapes, molds, and blows his glass, from
delicate goblets, to tall speckled vase forms, to cactuses
and botanicals. At the moment, his assistant is blowing
into the blowpipe while Bernbaum cradles and shapes
the emerging piece with, of all things, newspaper.
Twelve sheets of The Boston Globe, trimmed to fit
comfortably in his hand, and the smell of burnt paper
fills the air as he wets the paper, forms the hot glass.
Bits of char fall to the ground, a flutter of ash.
Time is the thing that breaks boulders into tiny
grains of sand. But fire, skill, and imagination can
re-form silica sand and accompanying elements—like
iron, cobalt, copper—into glass, a miracle of solid
form that makes light tangible. “It takes a long time to
get proficient with this highly unforgiving material,”
Bernbaum says. “There’s no way around it. It just
takes years and years and lots of practice.” Or more
specifically, years of tinkering, experimenting, and
learning the ways of an incredibly demanding medium.
“We like to say that glass has a memory, and it

A hodgepodge of
different colors and textures
collects in the bin of scraps
next to Bernbaum’s work
station, all cut away from
the final works.

below: A close-up view of
a finished bowl reveals
the kinds of complex,
multilayered patterns
Bernbaum creates within
his glass artworks.

remembers everything you do to it,” he explains. “A
mistake is hard to overcome without starting over
from scratch.” And, more obviously, the material is
also fragile. “We’re utilizing the laws of gravity while
making blown glass, but we’re also fighting against it.”
Quite simply, “If a piece falls off a rod, it breaks.”
That doesn’t really happen much anymore, though.
He’s put in the time. Studied the old ways. Been to Japan
and Venice, to the island of Murano, and seen what
they do, learned from the masters. He’s pushing the
boundaries. And when you ask how long it takes him to
create, whether a simple drinking glass or a sandblasted
bowl, sides peeled away to exposed myriad colors and
patterns, he laughs. It takes however many hours, “plus
24 years of trial and error, refining skills, and learning,”
he says. “Always learning.” —Annie Graves
To learn more about Josh Bernbaum and see additional
examples of his work, go to jmbglass.com.
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One Last Thing

The Haunt Is On
At Proctor’s Wilson Castle, Halloween chills can be felt year-round.
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as “Johnson’s Folly,” was eventually repossessed, and
would pass through more than a dozen owners in the
next 60 years before AM radio pioneer Herbert Wilson
purchased it in 1939. Five generations of the Wilson
family have since ruled the castle, including Herbert’s
granddaughter Denise, the current owner.
Today, while a popular location for weddings and
events, Wilson Castle has also become known as one of
the most haunted places in Vermont, hosting not just
tours but ghost hunts and paranormal investigations.
So if jumping at bumps in the night and scaring yourself
silly is your idea of fun, give Wilson Castle a call…
they’ll leave the lights off for you. —Joe Bills

IF YOU GO
n Wilson Castle offers guided historical tours through
Halloween, as well as private overnight paranormal
investigation sessions. See website for pricing and details.
2709 W. Proctor Road, Proctor; wilsoncastle.com

STEVE BRODT

W

hile many homes across the Green
Mountain State herald the coming of
Halloween with jack-o’-lanterns and
bedsheet ghosts, one residence needs
only its reputation to raise a few goose bumps. In the
small town of Proctor, just northwest of Rutland, there
stands Wilson Castle, a 19th-century estate that some
say is a popular destination not merely for the living,
but also the dearly departed.
It was built in the 1860s by John Johnson, a
Vermont-born doctor, for his British wife, Sarah—who,
as the story goes, would move to Vermont only if she
could have a castle like the ones in her home country.
Costing $1.3 million (more than $46 million today),
the resulting labor of love was a 115-acre estate with 18
outbuildings surrounding a three-story, 32-room castle
built of imported brick and marble and boasting some
seven dozen stained-glass windows, 13 fireplaces, and
a pair of turrets.
Alas, Dr. and Mrs. Johnson lived in the home for less
than three years; explanations for this differ, but none
of them are happy tales. The estate itself, known locally
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