Creemees and Coosucks 
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Joe’s Pond, VT – This is not a city, but a location at the intersection of Vermont highways 2 and 15.   In reality, it is 393 acres of water, which is the largest body of water in Vermont to be called a “pond.”  [In neighboring Maine, virtually any size of water seems to be called a pond].   It was originally called “Sozap Nekees” by the local Indians, but the white settlers called it “Joe’s Pond,” in honor of “Indian Joe.”  I doubt that Joe’s Indian name was Joe, but there seems to be no record of his original name.
According to local lore, Joe, a Coosuck Indian, was wounded in a raid on a white settler’s family, who had moved into the area in the mid-1700’s.  Ironically, the same family decided to nurse Joe back to health, and, in gratitude, he became quite the friend to all white settlers and to Revolutionary soldiers.  Joe and his wife, Molly, took up residence on one of the islands in the pond and became a local legend until his death in 1819.  Today the pond is mostly lined by summer cottages.  There is a small beach and picnic area on the eastern shore. 

It can be argued that Indian Joe is an apt symbol for the entire state of Vermont.   The state was not one of the original 13, but chose to remain an independent Republic for 14 years until joining the Union.   Yet many Vermonters, such as the famous “Green Mountain Boys,” fought valiantly against the British in our Revolutionary War.  

Today Vermont remains the home of numerous hardscrabble hill farmers who use almost every open area between mountains to grow corn and hay.  Each farm seems to have its own herd of black and white Holsteins.  The smell of cow manure is often on the breeze as you drive the country roads.  Much of the milk produced goes to local cheese production, but an increasing amount is sold to the Ben and Jerry’s ice cream plant in Waterbury.  There has been plenty of rain this summer, making the fields and hills a lush green.  It is easy to understand why so many city dwellers fall in love with Vermont and decide to move here.
Vermont is more these days than just farming.  The tourist industry is in full swing and many high tech companies have moved their operations here.  However, the overall feeling is that you have stepped back in time to an earlier era of self-reliance and fierce independence. 

I saw this attitude in a small village, Fairfield, in the rolling hills east of Lake Champlain. I had walked into Chester’s Bakery, named after our 21st President, Chester A. Arthur, who was born close by, and who became President when James Garfield was assassinated. Here I met three women who seemed to typify the Vermont mind-set.  The village is little more than a crossroads with perhaps two businesses.  It was around 6 PM on a Friday, and the ladies, after making bread and cookies all day, were now making money on pizza and calzones.   

A local elderly couple, probably in their 80’s, came in, and, after some banter back and forth about them not closing the door properly, ordered a hamburger.  One lady who was making pizza glared at them and said firmly, “It’s Friday, and that means pizza and calzones.  Hamburgers are on Saturday!”   The phone was ringing frequently with new orders, and for each call, the woman who answered informed the caller that they would have to wait an hour because “the ovens are full.”  Meanwhile, the older man re-stated his desire for a hamburger.  The third lady stopped in mid-pizza-making and yelled at him, “Well, Cal, you are not getting a hamburger here tonight.”  So the elderly couple walked out, leaving the door half open.   

Another interesting feature of Vermont is the total lack of billboards. They are not allowed anywhere in the state.  Businesses off the highway are identified only by an official state sign indicating the name, the direction, and the distance.  And there are not many of these.  We did see signs on buildings in nearly every small town saying “Creemees.”  These, we learned, to our delight, are simply soft-serve ice cream, but with the option of a “flavor blast,” which turns out to be flavors such as raspberry or bubble gum (yuk!) applied in stripes to the side of the ice cream as it comes out of the machine.

I am sure that one would develop a different impression of Vermont during other seasons, but during early August, it is difficult to imagine a more intriguing place.  
I thought you might like to know.
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