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  To Francis John Smith, whose kindness


  and great love of Vermont endures in us all.
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  INTRODUCTION




  One of many happy coincidences the two of us share in life is that when we were youngsters, our parents chose to relocate their families to northern Vermont’s fabled Northeast Kingdom—inspired decisions for which we remain grateful. While there is nothing wrong with where we came from (Ohio in Jen’s case, Rhode Island in Matt’s), as anyone who has spent time in the Green Mountain State will tell you, there is something singular and magical about Vermont.




  Not only did our families move to her green hills, they put down roots here. Matt’s parents continued the family trade of dairy farming on the banks of the Missisquoi River in Westfield, while Jen’s parents owned a general store in scenic Irasburg. Though in many ways idealized, these bucolic ways of life nonetheless helped make our formative years largely idyllic, and Vermont’s lush and alluring great outdoors changed us in ways we’re thankful for to this day. We fished, hunted, skied, skated, sledded, hiked, biked, snowmobiled, and camped, and we have yet to tire of Vermont’s natural offerings. We also helped to make maple syrup; fetched cows in from the pasture; lent a hand with haying; cut, split, and stacked firewood (then hauled it into the house to burn and carried the ashes out again); shared early morning coffee with town carpenters, plumbers, and dump-truck drivers; and so much more.




  Given our long personal histories with and abiding love for the Green Mountain State, we set about the daunting task of sugaring down to fifty the essential elements that best represent this vast, rich region. The book offers plenty of expected (for good reason) people, places, events, and products that help make Vermont her unique self, among them general stores, covered bridges, cows, Ben & Jerry’s ice cream, and maple syrup. But we also hope you will be surprised and pleased by other less obvious inclusions, such as back roads, no billboards, woodpiles, Bag Balm, and mud season.




  Because Vermont is brimming with iconic elements, we were left with a long list of noteworthies that you won’t find in these pages, such as the New England Culinary Institute, Vergennes (Vermont’s smallest and oldest city), Basketville, King Arthur Flour Company, farm stands, Vermont Yankee Nuclear Power Plant, witch windows (those sideways panes peculiar to Vermont), and the long, colorful tradition of quilting in the Green Mountains.




  And how about all those fascinating facts we didn’t have room for: That in 1864, St. Albans was the site of the northernmost skirmish of the Civil War? Or that in 1846, the Brattleboro postmaster licked the US government in the race to issue postage stamps—by a full year? Or that public nudity is not illegal in Vermont (though disrobing in public is), which might explain why World Naked Bike Ride has been such a popular festivity in the Green Mountain State? And how about ethnic diversity? Not so much, as it turns out: Vermont is one of the “whitest” states in the United States, surpassed only by its near neighbor, Maine. And why do so many socially responsible companies start up and continue to operate in the state that cradled them in their infancy? Perhaps there is, indeed, something in the water.




  Though we now reside in Maine, our families still live in Vermont and we visit them frequently throughout the year. Each time we wind through the curving roads deep in the heart of the Green Mountain’s majesty to get back home again (for Vermont is as much our home as anywhere can be), no matter the season (be it winter, spring, mud, summer, or autumn), we always comment that we’re pleased there’s still no direct east–west route from Maine through New Hampshire to Vermont. Think of all those lovely little river and mountain towns that would be bypassed in favor of speed.




  We encourage people to veer off the soulless paved highways and venture wherever their exploring hearts take them. Vermont’s rolling green hills and lush colorful valleys, her snowy peaks and rushing rivers, her quiet villages and nod-and-wave people all have a bewitching effect on anyone lucky enough to find themselves rambling her byways. We count ourselves fortunate to be among those roving explorers. Perhaps we’ll see you out there, too.




  Cheers,


  The Mayos




  P.S. As fond as we are of Vermont, rarely has one’s love of a place been as heartfelt or stated more eloquently as when thirtieth US President Calvin Coolidge spoke of his home state on September 21, 1928:




  

    Vermont is a state I love. I could not look upon the peaks of Ascutney, Killington, Mansfield, and Equinox without being moved in a way that no other scene could move me. It was here that I first saw the light of day; here I received my bride; here my dead lie pillowed on the loving breast of our everlasting hills. I love Vermont because of her hills and valleys, her scenery and invigorating climate, but most of all, because of her indomitable people. They are a race of pioneers who have almost beggared themselves to serve others. If the spirit of liberty should vanish from other parts of the union and support of our institutions should languish, it could all be replenished from the generous store held by the people of this brave little state of Vermont.
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  VERMONTERS




  For more information about Vermont and her proud people: www.vermontvacation.com
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  When confronted with an eager, young out-of-stater who said he was pleased to meet him, an old Vermont bachelor farmer said, “You don’t know that yet.” Then he winked.




  The honeyed tongue of the old-time, native Vermonter is famous, as much for what is left unsaid as for what is said.




  Should a Vermonter welcome you into his hearth and home, he may well offer you a medley of tasty fare: red-flannel hash, venison stew, maple sinkers (donuts), dilly beans, and apple pie. Enjoy! But you might want to gird yourself for a little ribbing, especially if you’re a “flatlander,” which in a Vermonter’s purview means anyone from anywhere that isn’t Vermont. Rocky Mountains be damned!




  Vermonters are widely regarded as independent minded, thumbing their noses at anyone who dares to tell them what to think, how to vote, when to plant their gardens, or why a newfangled gadget will help them can beets safer or split wood faster. Yet, they like to socialize, too, as evidenced in the preponderance throughout the state of public suppers, town hall dances, and early-morning general-store chin wags around the coffee pot.




  Vermonters are big on family events, too, many of which take place outdoors. Ice fishing and snowmobiling top the list in the colder months(all eight of them), while the warmer weather finds town commons filled with baseball teams and ponds and lakes hosting numerous boats bristling with rods. When they’re not playing hard, Vermonters are working hard, making do with several side jobs, plus gardening and filling the freezer—which, along with an ample woodpile, is a Vermonter’s surest insurance policy.




  Vermontese is a measured northern drawl as inscrutable at times as it is enchanting. Where else are you likely to be called “mister bubby,” regard-less of your gender? Or hear the phrase “Jeezum Crowby!” as an exclamation of surprise? Or “couple three” instead of “two or three”? Should you appear not to be working hard enough at a task, you may be told to “come onto it.” And yes, in Vermont you really will hear the word “Ayuh” as a term of assessment and agreement.
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  NO BILLBOARDS




  Interstates 89, 91, 93, and more . . . enjoy the view!
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  One of the lovely things about getting out and about in the Green Mountain State is that you can actually see the Green Mountains. From the top to the bottom of the state, you won’t find a billboard lining Vermont’s highways and byways. That is thanks, in large part, to one man: Theodore M. Riehle Jr., a Navy officer, veteran of three wars, and nonnative of Vermont who fell passionately in love with her natural charms. He despaired of seeing her become littered with “unregulated outdoor advertising,” the visual clutter that at the time was popping up along Vermont’s roadsides like dandelions.




  Soon after Riehle was elected to Vermont’s House of Representatives in 1965 and bolstered by President Johnson’s Highway Beautification Act of 1965, Riehle developed a slow but steady groundswell of support for removing advertising superstructures. But the billboard-ban bill, known as “Riehle’s Bill,” was a hard sell that prompted hot contention in Montpelier and statewide. It was opposed by Republicans and by businesses such as car dealers and burger stands that liked the in-your-face advertising option afforded them by billboards. Oddly enough, many farmers were opposed to the ban, too, because they made good money leasing their land to the billboard companies.




  Although Riehle’s fight was a tough one, the greener minds prevailed, and the bill passed into law in 1968, making Vermont the first state in the nation to initiate a full ban on billboard advertising. It would take a few years, but by 1974, Vermont’s last billboard was removed. To date, Vermont is one of only four states to ban billboards—the other three being Alaska, Maine, and Hawaii. Not surprisingly, each of these states is famous for its natural beauty.
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