

  [image: image]




  [image: image]




  [image: image]




  

    A POSITIVELY CONNECTICUT™ BOOK


  




  Seasons of Connecticut




  A Year-Round Celebration of the Nutmeg State




  [image: image]




  DIANE SMITH




  [image: image]




  Guilford, Connecticut




  [image: image]




  Copyright © 2010 by Diane Smith




  ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying and recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, except as may be expressly permitted in writing from the publisher. Requests for permission should be addressed to Globe Pequot Pressm, Attn: Rights and Permissions Department, P.O. Box 480, Guilford, CT 06437.




  Positively Connecticut™ is a trademark of LIN-TV and licensed to Diane Smith.




  Poetry excerpts on pages 80 and 81 are reprinted courtesy of:


  Lita Hooper, from the poem “Ellipse,” published in Perspective (www.litahooper.com).




  Opal Palmer Adisa, from the poem “Language,” published in Eros Muse, Arica World Press Inc.,2006.




  Marilyn Nelson, from the poem “Moton Field,” published in Carver: A Life in Poems, Front Street, 2001.




  Text design: Sheryl P. Kober




  Project editor: Julie Marsh


  Layout artist: Melissa Evarts




  Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data




  Smith, Diane.




  Seasons of Connecticut : a year-round celebration of the Nutmeg State / Diane Smith.




  p. cm.




  ISBN 978-0-7627-5907-1




  1. Connecticut—Social life and customs—Anecdotes. 2. Seasons—Connecticut—Anecdotes. 3. Connecticut—Description and travel—Anecdotes. 4. Connecticut—Biography—Anecdotes. 5. Connecticut—History, Local—Anecdotes. I. Title.




  F94.6.S66 2010




  974.6—dc22




  2010002441




  Printed in China




  10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1




  

    INTRODUCTION



  




  A DEEP BLUE CROCUS PUSHES ITS WAY THROUGH THE earth, the first stroke of color to burst onto the winter palette of gray and white and evergreen. Suddenly it is spring in Connecticut. Gather up the rakes and trowels, it’s time to start the seedlings, some for our own plots, and some for a community garden to spruce up the city and give kids green places to play. Daffodils sprout in a sea of yellow in Hubbard Park, while pink and red dominate the trellises in Elizabeth Park, the nation’s oldest public rose garden. Alongside ponds and lakes and shoreline marshes, this spring’s flock of ducklings and cygnets hatch. Kite flyers come out in April and May, eager to catch the freshening breeze.




  The breeze in June and July lures summer sailors of every stripe to Long Island Sound, while the rivers come alive with rowing and tubing. Summertime is about sports in Connecticut, from boating to baseball to cricket, the colonial American game making a comeback all over the state.




  Days spent outside are seasoned with the fresh flavors of summer.




  Savor the sweetness of lobster, trapped hours earlier, accompanied by clams dredged from local beds and eaten at a picnic table on an island marked by a lighthouse. The abundant crops raised on local farms are hand selected by lucky shoppers at dozens of farmers’ markets all over the state. Blue ribbon bakers turn berries into prize-winning pies at country fairs. Sitting on a wraparound porch, sipping an ice-cold soda made the old-fashioned way, is wonderful for whiling away the lazy days. Connecticut is the place for poetry in the summer, with verse hanging in the fragrant air of a sunken garden in evening. Night and day music is hot, whether it’s jazz or classical or pop; in the city or the country or on the town green, there’s a festival celebrating it.




  The fall foliage takes our breath away. What gives the scenery its Connecticut character? A weathered tobacco barn in Windsor set off against the scarlet and gold of autumn. A great pumpkin enthroned in a roadside patch. Hiking the Sleeping Giant with leaves rustling underfoot or walking through a Wallingford winery, as the grapes are heavy and ripe for picking. September signals the new semester and schoolchildren set about unearthing the lost heroes of Connecticut history. Walktober is when thousands of visitors make a little noise in the quiet corner. Fall is when legendary theaters fill with fans eager for a new season. It’s the time for a whimsical weekend in a getaway modeled affer a child’s tree house, but with all the comforts any adult might crave. Thanksgiving means volunteers wrangling huge helium balloons in one of the nation’s biggest balloon parades staged in one of the state’s biggest cities.




  Winter is Husky season in Connecticut, not just for the fans who pack the men’s and women’s basketball games at Gampel Pavilion, but for the mushers who hitch their Huskies to handcrafted sleds and head out into the new fallen snow of Higganum. Dashing through the snow you might encounter John Allegra, bundled in a cape and bearskin cap, with a matched team of horses hitched to a Victorian sleigh. Winter is a time to be swept away by a sport like curling or to cuddle by the fire with a nice cuppa tea.




  The four seasons are why we live here. In other parts of the country, it may be warm all year, or rainy all year, or snowy and cold for lengthy stretches. In Connecticut we take pleasure in four seasons that are distinctly different.




  I hope you enjoy this collection of stories spanning the Seasons of Connecticut. [image: image]
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    BLIGHT SPOT TO BRIGHT SPOT



  




  The Knox Parks Foundation




  Locally grown—that’s a good way to describe the Knox Parks Foundation. Its mission is to build stronger, greener, and more beautiful communities in Greater Hartford while helping young people learn job skills.




  A TREE GROWS IN HARTFORD ON SHERMAN STREET, on Lorraine Street, and on Barbour Street, where Robin Hussain is presiding over a tree planting at the Generations Housing Complex.




  “This tree is dedicated to Chad. He was one of our grandchildren that was taken from us too early,” says Robin as she pours a trickle from a garden hose onto the young cherry tree. It was planted outside the home where Chad Adgers lived, in a complex created for grandparents raising their grandkids. The tree planting was organized by the Knox Parks Foundation.




  “Knox plants hundreds of trees all over the city every year, and it’s a fitting tribute to Chad because a tree is a symbol of life,” says Ron Pitz, the interim executive director of the foundation.




  In all there were seven trees and more than a dozen rose bushes planted by the Knox “Green Team” workers and “Green Crew” volunteers on this beautiful Saturday. Lynn Johnson and her friends raised nearly $2,000 to buy them.




  “It was my sixtieth birthday and I didn’t want presents. You know you have too much stuff when you’re sixty;” Lynn explained, “and I thought, what would I really like ... I would like to plant some trees.”




  Lynn calls herself a longtime admirer of Knox Parks. “I have MS so I can’t do a lot of the stuff they do but I think that they are awesome. They do great work in the city.”




  Their work is to beautify city neighborhoods, with projects like turning eyesores into green space, and to connect people with the earth, as they do at their community gardens.




  “Knox’s mission is to improve the lives of the people of the city of Hartford using horticulture as a catalyst,” explains Ron.




  Betty Knox started the foundation with that in mind. She loved her city, its people, and its green spaces, which she yearned to save.




  “Unfortunately many of the trees being removed in Hartford are not being replaced. The city just doesn’t have the budget to replace the trees that they take down,” says Catie Curran, president of the board of directors, who is rolling up her sleeves on this planting day.




  So Knox plants trees, tends landscaping for non­profit agencies, and creates planters for city streets, all while training young people from the inner city, like Giovanni Gonzalez, a Green Crew member.




  “Not only is it good working for the environment, it’s a good workout for your body,” Giovanni smiles.




  Green Crew members work for six months in the Knox greenhouse and outdoors, learning more than horticulture. They learn life skills, like how to write a resume and how to land and keep a job. They’re paid by federal AmeriCorps dollars, and when they finish there’s a bonus for workers like Giovanni.
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  “When he came to us his life was going nowhere. He was living with his parents and he wasn’t in school anymore. He wanted to go back to school and one of the most important things in the Green Crew is the money that they get for college at the end of the program,” Ron explains.




  But besides beautifying the city, and training young people, Knox has another mission. On community work days like this one, dedicated volunteers like Val Bryan are building bridges.




  “It provides an opportunity for people in the suburbs to come into Hartford in a protected way for them and to feel comfortable about what they’re doing, and I would really hope that more suburbanites would come and be part of this,” says Val. “It’s also great for people who live in the city because we have our own little neighborhoods and walls that are invisible, so this helps to break down those walls:’




  They partner to break down those walls with shovels, and rakes, and wheelbarrows, working side by side. Three generations of the Gilhooly family turned out to plant trees at the Generations Housing Complex.




  “This gives me more pride in my neighborhood and where I live,” says Bridget as she shovels a trench for a tree with her daughter and her mom.




  “Everybody’s sharing, helping each other—it’s like a family,” according to Jenny Colon, who lives at Generations.




  Ron Pitz says it’s a win-win for everyone.




  “It’s a wonderful thing to have people of a diverse background working together. Our inner city Hartford youth that we work with and people from the suburbs that work with those young adults—it’s an amazing learning experience for them both.”




  The Knox Parks Foundation—beautifying the city and building relationships that are positively Connecticut. [image: image]




  

    GO FLY A KITE



  




  ConnectiKITERS Festival




  Next time someone tells you to “go fly a kite” don’t take offense. Take them up on the invitation.




  SOARING, DIVING, GLIDING, FLOATING ON THE BREEZE ... for nearly as long as man has dreamed of flying, kites have carried those dreams aloft.




  Some say kites were known in China as early as two hundred years before the birth of Christ. Marco Polo told tales of them. Benjamin Franklin used them to study weather. The Wright Brothers experimented with kites while working on their airplane. Kites are still used for scientific studies, but on a spring day at the beach, it’s purely about pleasure.




  I asked Jim Burnett, “What are you thinking about while the kite’s in the sky?” “What a nice day it is, life is good, it’s a lot of fun. And you can do it almost anywhere,” he says without ever taking his eye off his kite.




  Jim should know. He’s proud to say he has flown a kite in every state in the union. “The name of our club is the ConnectiKITERS and our motto is ‘just for the fun of it.’ I just fly for the fun of it. I don’t try to impress anyone.’




  The club’s one hundred members build and fly kites of every description.




  “I don’t care what their abilities are, physical or mental, there’s something here for everyone, whether you are a couch potato like me or an athlete,” says Gary Engvall. “There’s something for every pocketbook; you could make a perfectly good kite out of a grocery bag, or you could spend thousands of dollars on a kite.”




  [image: image]




  Gary is a professional kite flyer—teaching workshops, building and selling kites, and flying them with his wife, Maggie, at festivals all over the country.




  Gary started out small. “I knew what everybody else knew. Kites are made out of plastic and you buy them in the drugstore in March and April because that’s kite season, but now I know there’s no such thing as kite season.’




  Thanks to materials such as rip-stop nylon and frames made from fiberglass or carbon fibers, kite flying is a year-round pastime.




  Fledgling fliers can make kites from a small sheet of Tyvek, a skein of string, and two sticks, as the club members demonstrated.




  Ready for something a little more exciting? Veterans like Larry Zaleski take workshops on line to learn how to make magical kites that look like a strand of DNA unfurling.




  “I love it,” he says. “You get to talk to or chat with people from all over the world who are making the same kite at the same time you are.”
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  If you’ve ever had trouble getting your kite into the sky, you might wonder how Gary manages to get kites as long as three hundred feet airborne. He explains: “If you’re running with your kite—don’t. Chances are you aren’t looking at the kite and it’s probably bouncing on the ground breaking every bone in its body. If I do turn around and look at the kite, then I am not looking where I am going and I am going to run into you. If you watch people out here, they stand and hold the kite and they take it for a walk downwind, and then they release it.”




  Joe Perron is well known for flying three kites simultaneously in an aerial ballet.




  “I will fly one kite controlled completely by my hips that will be the middle kite and that is the center of the universe. Everything revolves around it. It’s like the sun; the others are like the planets.”




  Joe is one of the stars of the ConnectiKITERS festival held every May at Hammonasset Beach State Park in Madison. The weekend features an array of kites of every size and shape and attracts kite flyers from beginners to experts and hundreds of spectators.




  Club member David Olsen thinks flying kites is the best way to appreciate nature. “It makes you look up, and all the good stuff is up, clouds, stars, and kites!”




  So go fly a kite ... it’s positively Connecticut.[image: image]




  

    COWPIES TO COWPOTS



  




  A Freund Farm Innovation




  Connecticut farmers are turning a problem into profit.




  THERE ARE MORE THAN 250 COWS ON THE FREUND Farm in East Canaan, and that means more manure than Matt Freund and other dairy farmers can possibly use to fertilize their fields.




  Matt says it really is a problem. “Some guys are making compost; some are selling the manure to other farms that need the nutrients. In our case we’re making Cowpots, which takes the manure and turns it into a biodegradable container that our city cousins find acceptable,” he says with a laugh.




  The Freunds extract the methane gas from the manure, which they burn, and use the remaining dry odorless fiber to create pots for plants that look like cardboard. Matt experimented by drying out the manure fibers in his wife’s toaster oven, a process that didn’t endear him to her, but got the idea off the ground.




  Sal Gilbertie, one of the nation’s largest wholesale herb growers, says these pots really do grow better plants, and there are other advantages.




  “It does away with plastic; that’s the biggest thing,” Sal says. “It adds its own fertilization, too. When you plant the seedling, you bury the pot too. So it’s all green. It’s exactly what everybody has been looking for.”




  The pots can last months in the greenhouse but after four weeks in the ground, the pots decompose and continue to feed the plants. At Gilbertie’s Herb Gardens in Easton, the “Connecticut made” Cowpots are planted with Hart Seeds from Wethersfield. Finding a way to deal with a manure overload, and creating a new product, is another way for local farmers to stay on their land.




  “My grandfather started this company in 1922. The Harts started their seed company in the 1800s and Freunds have been around since the early ‘40s, so it’s three old agricultural companies banding together to come out with this program,” says Sal.




  Still the creators of Cowpots need a sense of humor. Matt Freund has heard all the manure jokes.




  “The original name was gonna be COWS pot, which stood for Connecticut Organic Waste Solutions, but someone might think that was cow spot. We enjoy that part of it. That’s what makes it a fun product; because it is so whimsical you can’t take it too seriously. On the other hand we want to take it seriously enough to build the sales up to where we can make it a viable business,” he says.




  Orders for Cowpots are coming in from as far away as Israel and South Africa. The Freunds are counting on new technology to make them the industry leader in turning cowpies into Cowpots that are positively Connecticut. [image: image]
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    CONNECTICUT’S CAVALRY



  




  First Company Governor’s Horse Guards




  When the word went out that the First Company Governor’s Horse Guards were looking for a few good men and women, I decided to see if I had the right stuff.




  CRISP COMMANDS AND THUNDERING HOOVES—the sounds of the First Company Governor’s Horse Guards drilling at their base in Avon. They are Connecticut’s own cavalry. Though they are mainly seen marching in parades and escorting the governor, this is a well-trained military platoon.




  In the spring when the call went out for new recruits, I wondered what it would be like to join their ranks—so I dropped in on their class several times during their four months of training.




  Donna Manning, a Berlin police officer, was one of the new recruits.




  “You get to be part of history continuing. They practice drills that they’ve done in the cavalry for over one hundred years now,” she says.




  No riding or military experience is required, but these volunteers do need dedication and discipline. That comes naturally to Ryan Pelky, a former Marine.




  Turns out Ryan has another advantage: “Being from northern Minnesota originally, I grew up on a farm and was around horses a lot. I like the military aspect of it too.”




  Recruits drill twice weekly and according to the officers, they need it.




  “The first couple of weeks they are kind of rough around the edges and the other troopers like to size them up,” admits Staff Sergeant Bree Berner.




  On Sunday morning we recruits fall into formation at 08:30 for inspection wearing riding uniforms that include a hat known as a “campaign cover.” Horses are assigned and we report to the tack room to collect bridle, halter, ditty bag, blanket and a U.S. Army cavalry saddle stamped 1917. My mount for the day, Fire, is a nearly black Standardbred, the horses you see in harness racing. Most of these donated horses had previous careers.
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  Staff Sergeant Berner explains: “Nobody else does things the way we do in the cavalry tradition. Everything is very team oriented and very squad oriented. You live under the chain of command.”




  Grooming and tacking up are all done in precise cavalry fashion, and then we head to the riding ring where the training session begins with basic maneuvers.




  Bree shouts commands, “Circle right, and circle left, column right, column left.”




  I try to hold my position in the column first while walking, then trotting, then at a canter.




  Bree continues, “Good, all together ... excellent ... this is what we’re after ... hooooooo.”




  On Thursday nights the recruits learn about caring for the company’s twenty-eight horses. And yes, that includes getting your hands dirty, shoveling out stalls and spreading fresh bedding.




  When the stable is tidy, the recruits report to class, preparing for written exams on everything from troop history to equine anatomy.




  Learning to do things the military way to the minutest detail is part of a tradition more than two hundred years old. In 1788 veterans of the Revolutionary War organized the first company as an honor guard.




  “After the Civil War they grew in numbers and became a pretty prominent part of the Hartford social scene,” according to Sergeant Howard Miller, the troop historian. “They would hold field days where they would parade through the streets of Hartford.”
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  But it wasn’t all pomp and ceremony. In 191 1 the unit was sworn into federal service as Troop B Cavalry and that continued into World War I and World War II, both in battle and on the home front. Today these volunteers are part of the state militia, and they train through the year, ready to be called up by the governor to handle crowd control or search and rescue missions.




  By midsummer the recruits are halfway through their training period and starting to feel as though it is paying off.




  Donna tells me, “When you’re on the horse, you have these small moments that feel right and they just take you somewhere else where you forget about everything.”




  Major Commandant Andrew Arsenault is in his thirtieth year with the company.




  “I see people who have really made a transition into military life and their equestrian ability to control a large animal. Where they were very timid in the beginning and some of them were even afraid of these horses, they have learned a lot of skills. It’s really amazing to watch them blossom,” he says.
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  “You know when you nail something finally that you’ve been having a real hard time with, and when you do something together as a group or a squad or as a recruit class, it’s ‘ah what a rush!’” Donna says enthusiastically.




  The final transformation happens at Camp Rell, the National Guard training camp in Niantic where the drills and work details give way to a little fun too, as the troopers and recruits take the horses swimming in the river.




  After months of training and a week at Camp Rell, the recruits collect their spurs, becoming full-fledged troopers.




  The First Company Governor’s Horse Guards—a dedicated militia that is positively Connecticut. [image: image]




  

    BY ANY OTHER NAME



  




  Elizabeth Park Rose Garden




  Geraldine Gunnels came to Elizabeth Park to get ideas for a climbing rose for her garden. Geraldine had a lot to look at. There are 15,000 bushes blooming in the two-acre rose garden, with more than eight hundred varieties of roses. Fences of climbing roses provide a fragrant backdrop to the shrub roses.




  “IT’S JUST ABSOLUTELY ENCHANTING. IT MAKES ME wish that I had something like this at home,” Geraldine says.




  Three hundred thousand people a year visit Elizabeth Park, which straddles the Hartford/West Hartford city line. The rose garden has been here since 1904, and as the first American rose garden built with public funds, it is on the National Register of Historic Places.




  The main garden shows off modern roses, while older varieties are planted in the Heritage Garden. Since 1937 Elizabeth Park has been a test garden for the American Rose Society, which tries out new varieties here, before they are sold to the public. But for a time in the 1970s the park was dropped from the list of test gardens, when city budget cuts meant less care for the roses and the weeds grew nearly as tall as the bushes. That’s when local garden clubs pitched in, donating time, labor, and thousands of dollars to bring the park back to its prime. Friends of Elizabeth Park was formed, and Donna Fuss was named Rosarian for the park. She helped restore the gardens to their former splendor.
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  Although Donna visited the park regularly for more than fifty years, she told me once that each time she rounded the corner and caught sight of the rosecovered arches in bloom, “It’s always very exciting. Even if you are not a rose person, it just takes your breath away.”




  When Donna Fuss passed away in 2008, her friend Marci Martin took over as Rosarian, continuing Donna’s work. Marci is leading the renovation of the Heritage Garden and overseeing the gradual replacement of the seventy-four arches that are the garden’s hallmark.




  Marci is well qualified to supervise these gardens and conduct workshops here. She has been growing roses for more than thirty years and cultivates 150 varieties of roses in her own garden.




  Wedding parties often gather for pictures beneath the arches when they are at their peak in late June, swarming with rambling roses like ‘Excelsa’ and ‘White Dorothy.’




  “I love the rose garden,” says retired park foreman John Cosman, “and I attribute most of the way it looks to the tremendous dedication of the gardeners.” A crew of professionals and volunteers tenderly care for their charges. Pruning correctly is important, John explained: “You cut back to your first fiveleaf cluster and a new rose will develop right at that point.”




  John’s favorite is a German variety that blooms in bouquets of crimson. Some visitors search for the fuchsia and white rose called ‘Love’ or the palest yellow petals tinged in pink of ‘Peace’, the lipstick red of ‘Showbiz’, the lemon yellow of’Midas Touch’, the palest mauve of’Blueberry Hill’, or the showy coral number called ‘Cary Grant’.
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  In 2004 to celebrate the one hundredth anniversary of the rose garden, John Mattia of Orange, a member of the Friends group, created a special rose to mark the occasion, the ‘Elizabeth Park Centennial’. The hybrid tea is a delicate pale pink, with a raspberrycolored edge. John is one of the top three rose exhibitors in the United States and one of the founding members of the Connecticut Rose Society. Because it seems to bloom all season, the ‘Elizabeth Park Centennial’ is rapidly becoming a favorite among regular visitors to the garden.
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  It is just one of many flowers that inspire watercolor artists who set up easels beside the row of flowercovered arches.




  “I just love the roses and they’re all here. There are so many clusters of roses and the colors are magnificent,” says one woman while continuing to paint.




  The Friends of Elizabeth Park organize activities throughout the season including flower shows, tours of the garden, and workshops for gardeners.




  The Elizabeth Park Rose Garden—a stunning work of nature and, thanks to loving gardeners, a city treasure that is positively Connecticut. [image: image]




  

    THE SHRINE



  




  Lourdes in Litchfield




  When you think of a religious pilgrimage, you may think of Mecca or Jerusalem. But a shrine in Connecticut attracts the faithful too.




  IN THE LITCHFIELD HILLS THERE IS A CHURCH WITHout walls and without a roof unless you count the canopy of trees that overhangs the simple wooden benches at Lourdes in Litchfield. Some 30,000 people flock here each year to pray at a stone grotto reminiscent of the one in Lourdes, France, where the Virgin Mary is said to have appeared to a girl named Bernadette.




  Father Eugene Lynch was a seminarian here before the Montfort Missionaries built the shrine. “This was just a little rock ledge where we students used to come with our books and sit on the rocks and study. There was a little stream babbling on the other side,” he reminisces. “That’s one of the memories I carried for forty years before I came back here as a priest to live at Montfort House.”




  The shrine was constructed in 1958 from stones gathered on the property.




  “Two religious brothers from our community in Italy came here and operated a farm to feed the hungry seminarians,” says Father Lynch. “In their spare time they built the shrine.”




  The woods are deep and green surrounding the shrine. Chipmunks often scamper across the grotto as the three resident priests celebrate mass or anoint the sick.




  “They bring their cares and concerns,” says Father Lynch. “They pray with Mary, and they ask the Lord to hear their prayers and help them in their difficulties as they carry their own personal crosses.”




  Colette Boyd lives nearby in Litchfield. “When you’re here you feel like you’re with God and you’re in His creation. There is a beautiful service that goes on here in praise of our Creator. It’s just a very awesome experience.”




  Some come for religious retreats or to wander through the 160 acres. Others walk the quarter mile that commemorates the Stations of the Cross—bronze figures are placed along the wooded trail, representing the last hours of the suffering and death of Christ.
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  “One of the favorite songs sung here is ‘This is Holy Ground.’ All ground is holy, but there are places where God is more evident,” says Father Lynch. “This is one of those places.”




  Ralph Rubino treasures his time here and drives up frequently from his home on the shoreline.




  “When I am here, all the aesthetics of the world are right here,” he says, taking in the scenery with a sweep of his arm. “And it hits me right here,” he says, thumping his chest over his heart.




  By 1998 the shrine was beginning to show its age due to wear and tear from the weather. Volunteers mounted a campaign to raise more than $100,000 for its restoration.




  Donna Valente explains why. “This place has always been very special. There’s a feeling of peace and almost overwhelming beauty here.”




  Lourdes in Litchfield—a place of peace that’s positively Connecticut. [image: image]




  

    GREEN THUMB GRADUATES



  




  Master Gardeners




  When Harry Reynolds putters around the conservatory at the Mark Twain House, it’s hard to imagine him anywhere but here. After all, he is a bit of a Twain-o-phile, looks a tad like Samuel Clemens, and even played him in college.




  HARRY REYNOLDS STILL DOES A FAIR MARK TWAIN impersonation. “We had something much stranger in our midst than a lawyer that kept his hands in his own pockets,” he intones. “We had a lawyer that told the truth.”




  But Harry spent thirty-three years with Prudential before retiring and volunteering at the Twain House, where he pursues his passion—gardening. Under Harry’s care the conservatory is being restored to the way it was in Twain’s time.




  “Over the years the Twain House has taken plants that people kind of didn’t want—for instance, the Scheffiera,” he says. “I’m replacing those. Most of the species of ferns that you see now, the asparagus fern, the maidenhair fern, all were pretty much used by the Clemenses in here.”

OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_006.jpg





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_019.jpg





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_014.jpg





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_010.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_004.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_005.png





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_013.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_001.jpg
deasons of (‘onnecticut

A Year-Round Celebration of the Nutmeg State






OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_221.png





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_018.jpg





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_009.jpg
s

s g,

e





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_005.jpg





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_017.jpg





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_012.jpg
&





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_002.jpg
< & - [ v :
¢ Yeasons of (Conmecticut

£

7





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_004.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_012.png





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_008.jpg





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_002.jpg





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_015.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_003.jpg





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_016.jpg





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_003.jpg





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_011.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_006.png
o buy books in quantity for corporate use

orincentives, call (800) 962-0973
or e-mail premiums@GlobePequot.com.






OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_007.jpg





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_020.jpg
Uelcome

SERVICES AND DEVOTIONS
EVERY SUNDAY |
MAY TO OCTOBER =

ROSARY 3:00 P.M
MARIAN DEVOTION SERVICES!
BENEDICTION 1
3 OF THE. MOST 4
B*ESSED SACRAMENT 5






