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To my sons, Alan and Kevin, who have chosen a Vermont way of life.
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I love Vermont because of her hills and valleys,her scenery and invigorating climate, but most of allbecause of her indomitable people.


—CALVIN COOLIDGE


A Vermonter eats apple pie for breakfast.


—RURAL SAYING










WAYS OF SEEING



I AM A WORDSMITH, NOT A VISUAL ARTIST, BUT I SHARE PAUL GAUGUIN’S palette principle. Like Gauguin, “I close my eyes in order to see.” Perhaps a better way to say it is that I close my two eyes in order to see more clearly with my third eye, to be able to look through my mind’s eye.


A third eye is a wonderful thing. A third-eye view of the world looks down from above and sees from below. It peeks out and it peers in. It sees what two eyes miss, and it misses what is not worth seeing. The third eye is the one through which visionaries see, and it is through the vision of the mind’s eye that children dream their world. That rich and wonderful world children step into before they are admonished to stay within the lines, stand up straight, not get their hands dirty, or ever make a mess.


There are, of course, ways of seeing and ways of seeing. There is metaphorical seeing�complex “adult” pictures drawn with allegory, paradox, and inference�pictures meant to impress with the mind spin of intellect.


Children and those called “foolish” often see the world in a very different way. They delight in the fantasy of a world pictured literally. Have you ever stood and laughed with a child in a downpour of cats and dogs? Have you ever had the sheer pleasure of sailing in a pea-green boat, watched a cow leapfrog over the moon or chased a runaway dish and spoon?


Maybe Gauguin only closed his eyes because the tropical sun was too bright. Maybe he closed his eyes because a swarm of gnats was buzzing about his head. I like to believe he closed his eyes because he was a seer, because he believed you see more with three eyes than with two. That he understood how little distortion there is when we look through the lens of imagination, when we see with wonder, when we open wide our hearts to dream.


—Anne Averyt, 2022










SEASONAL TASTINGS




HOME IS WHERE . . .


SCIENTISTS HAVE NOW MAPPED EIGHT THOUSAND GALAXIES TRYING TO figure out where in the world�or more precisely, where in the universe�we are. They want to know where on the celestial map Earth really resides�I guess that’s important to know if you’re out for a Sunday ride in the universe and you need to turn on your GPS to guide you home.


Finding home is a quest we all undertake at some point in our lives. In terms of our cosmic address, planet Earth resides in the Milky Way galaxy, which is part of a cluster of galaxies in a larger formation known as a supercluster. Thanks to the new data, researchers now know the Milky Way is floating on the outer edge of a previously unmapped supercluster they’ve named Laniakea, the Hawaiian word for “immeasurable heaven.”


But long before scientists began searching for our place in space, we humans were trying to find our home here on Earth, and it’s not always a physical location. Back in the first century AD the Roman observer, Pliny the Elder, said, “Home is where the heart is.” And I think he meant that home is where we feel content, where we feel at peace, where we’re happy.


Now, I wasn’t born in Vermont, but for more than forty years I’ve called this Green Mountain state my home. It’s the place I always want to come back to, no matter how far away I travel. And I‘m not alone.


A recent study confirms that Vermonters are most content being Vermonters. We love our home state, and it’s about more than just the spectacular scenery and clean air. Based on data compiled by Gallop Healthways research, Vermont comes in sixth in the nation in terms of well-being. Our life expectancy�eighty-plus years�is the fifth highest in the country, and our unemployment average is among the lowest. But it’s our healthy lifestyle and low crime rate that really set our state apart.


Vermont is one of the safest states in the union, and when it comes to healthy living, Vermonters lead the nation. We eat more healthy foods, especially fresh vegetables and fruit. We exercise more regularly, and most of us report feeling physically healthy.


So, while scientists continue their quest to pinpoint Earth’s exact location in the “immeasurable heaven” of the universe, here on Earth, we Vermonters already know our home address is in the Green Mountains. And it’s more than just our physical location. It’s where our hearts are.



MIDSUMMER MAJESTY


IT’s THE FIRST SIGN OF FALL, SAYS MY FRIEND, FARMER OF THE MANY acre garden�the Yellow Transparent. Four motley, misshapen apples sit sunning on his deck table. He’s just picked them, and I marvel at a midsummer apple harvest. It’s an old-brand apple, Tom tells me, one that ripens and passes so quickly it’s easy to overlook. They aren’t good for much, he adds, except applesauce and that first apple pie of the season.


Fresh apple pie in midsummer sounds pretty good to me, I tell him, and he says you need to make it while the early apples are still tart, not yet completely ripe. Tom’s wife grew up on a farm in Northern Vermont, a stone’s throw from Canada. She remembers picking all varieties of wild apples as a kid.


Because the trees weren’t tended, the apples were often small and gnarled, pocked with brown spots that indicated possible worm inhabitants. You had to eat around the brown spots, Nicole recalled, “And before you swallowed, you’d better check to make sure you hadn’t bitten into a worm or half of one. If you did, you just spit it out and kept on eating.”


To me it sounded like a 1950s vignette straight out of the mega-movie The Tree of Life.


Summer is in full swing now all around the back deck at my friends’, the proprietors of the many acre garden. Nestled under the eve of their upper deck is a soon-to-be vacated nest of baby robins, and by this weekend more vegetables will be ready for harvesting. “The end of store-bought produce is upon us,” Tom announces with satisfaction.


We are sitting around the outside table, feasting on early chard and cucumbers, the first grilled zucchini of the summer, and fresh chives and dill sprinkled on our baked potatoes. The lanky green beans are ready for picking, and growing fat in brown earth are the onions, potatoes, and beets. Already the incredibly delicate asparagus is over; tall willowy stalks are the only remaining evidence of good eating.


The deck at the many acre plot looks east, and the rolling Greens sit in the distance, their presence a quiet statement. It’s easier to paint summer in Vermont than to describe it�the colors are lush and the palette is verdant. Ireland may be called emerald, but I don’t think anywhere else dances a green jig quite the way Vermont does.


Recently, I returned to Vermont after a brief foray into those concrete fields of hometown Philadelphia. As the plane eased through the clouds, seeming to ride on a gentle wind, the Green Mountains rolled and gently peaked, then sank deep into green, green valleys. Small lakes with irregular edges dotted the patchwork earth-quilt beneath me; and Camel’s Hump sat majestic and sphinxlike, presiding over it all. Vermont in summer, welcoming me home.



ABUNDANT HARVEST


MY FRIENDS OF THE MANY ACRE GARDEN CHOSE JULY TO GO ON VACAtion. Early harvesttime. I thought it was early Christmas. They asked me to come pick their crops; and visions of zucchini and green beans, ruby beets, and leafy lettuce danced in my head.


But ten days into their two-week vacation, three long arduous harvesting expeditions behind me, I was humble and in awe of the produce farmer. And I couldn’t wait for the absentee landlords to return.


I grew up in the concrete city of Philadelphia, and corn, cantaloupe, and tomatoes came fresh in summer from truck farms in Jersey. My mother bought “just enough vegetables” for dinner at Kim’s Market in Fox Chase. There were no Fresh Air expeditions for city kids back then, so I never learned to tell a flowering weed from a green bean blossom.


I have learned a few things since then. After four decades in Vermont, I know those voluptuous yellow blooms guarded by spreading vines and umbrella leaves are not for picking, that one day they will break out of their chrysalis and become succulent squash.


I also know that chard, cilantro, and basil grow like morning glories. Here today, more tomorrow. I know there is a limit to the variety of ways one can cook chard�or kale; that even if I eat three salads a day, there’s more lettuce left in the garden than I have neighbors.


Before they slipped away on vacation, my friends gave me the garden tour. Mr. Farmer pointed out the different species on his estate, but I can’t read a road map, let alone navigate the twenty-odd crop groups in his four garden plots, all of them in basic green. We are talking serious gardening.


There are a gazillion tomato plants growing randomly around the many acre garden, but red never happened on my watch. I couldn’t even find enough plump green tomatoes for a good old-fashioned Southern fry.


I did ferret out a few mini summer squashes, but the zucchini hid under a green leafy overhang. I harvested three overweight baby zucchini and left their Godzilla uncle to fatten for the Champlain Valley Fair. If it garners a blue ribbon, it’s mine.


Many visions of revenge swirled in my head during those two weeks of travail. But I know, come Saturday afternoons throughout August and early into fall, my friends will share their bounty when I drop in to say hello. They’ll have vegetables ripe and already picked.


This year’s harvest taught me more lessons than just how to hunt for hidden vegetables. I now have a new appreciation for the hard work of abundance. Having walked the garden path, I will tip my sun hat to my friends and farmers everywhere, now that I know what it takes to produce produce.



SWAN SONG OF SUMMER


THE FREIGHT TRAIN OF FALL IS BARRELING DOWN THE TRACKS. THE scent of September is heavy in the air.


Somehow, I never seem to outgrow the school calendar. Summer officially starts for me in mid-June when schools shut their doors�even though more than half a century has passed since I walked out of Rowland Elementary and into the summer air of suburban Philadelphia.


In the same way, the rite of summer’s passing is marked by an end of August aria and the crooning of September’s song.


The cadence of the school calendar seems to set the pace for our entire lives. No matter what the Gregorian calendar says, summer only stretches from mid-June to early September. The holidays we look forward to are the memories of childhood freedom�Thanksgiving, Christmas, Presidents’ Day, spring break. Time past carries us into time present, or as T. S. Eliot said, “Footfalls echo in memory�time future is contained in time past.” At least, that’s how it feels to me.


I still think of fall as it smelled to a teenager running the school hockey fields. I still hear the roar of the partisan hometown fans at the Friday-afternoon football game, and I still cruise in memory with my friends, riding through town, horns blaring, declaring victory.


Right now, in my backyard, the white wild roses are blooming, singing their swan song of summer. In the front yard, the fall hydrangeas are growing fat, infusing the air with their sweet scent as I approach the door. I know autumn’s come. For schoolkids, fall carries the promise of a new year, while for me, in the autumn of my years, it is a wistful harbinger of snows soon to flurry and the approach of long months of house arrest, nestled in front of the woodstove of winter.


It is about anticipation�about looking forward, about the crisp air of change. Already, I’ve shifted my mental focus to fall chores. I’m cleaning up the garden and cleaning out the attic, filling my car trunk with old necessities earmarked for the autumn church yard sale.


My life moves forward along with the seasons. Although my children no longer wait at the corner for the school bus, and I no longer run the hockey field, the school bell still rings out in early September, reminding me�it’s time to get dressed and ready for a new year.



REWRITING NOVEMBER


IT’S NOVEMBER, THAT QUIET TIME OF YEAR. THE lEAVES ARE GONE, color drained from the hillsides. In my yard, the maples’ yellow leaves held on the longest, but now all that remains is the brown of the oaks. The willow is bent, as if weeping summer’s loss.


I’ve always dreaded the encroaching darkness of November�the time of year that for me is most SAD. It triggers my seasonal affective disorder and sends me in search of my happy light, the 10,000 lux light box that offers synthetic sunshine on a cloudy day. Thank goodness for the light, because often I find it hard to be happy in November.
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