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Anne and Jack Lazor, 2008

I

1976, WHEN ANNE AND JACK LAZOR bought their
IDUPLQ:HVWÀHOGWKH\KDUYHVWHGURFNV$URFN
IDUPIRUJRG·VVDNH(YHU\VSULQJWKHLUIDUPÀHOGV
spit out rocks like popcorn. Retreating glaciers, you
know.
The Lazors were hippy farmers, they had the energy
WRKDUYHVWURFNVXQWLOWKHÀHOGWXUQHGLQWRSDVWXUHRU
mowing of rich gloam, fertilized by their growing herd.
So they morphed into an organic farm, the second in
Vermont. They switched to cottage cheese—too much
N
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ZRUN³DQGÀQDOO\VHWWOHGRQ\RJKXUWDQGFUHDP7KH\
produce, dare we say, the best yoghurt in New England,
made from a closed herd of Jerseys who dine on hay
and grain the Lazors grow and harvest.
The sliding barn doors Jack and Anne are standing
under are 18 feet high. Jack thinks big—he built the
barn—but he believes life begins underfoot, for his
ideas are focused on ways to make the soil richer, the
food pure.
:KLOH-DFNLVWKHÀUHEUDQG³LGHDVÁRZRXWRI KLV
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brain like sparks from a sandstone wheel, his eyes
focused on future epiphanies—Anne sits quietly,
knitting. A cat purrs by her side. While Jack looks
beyond and sees his farm’s destiny, she looks within.
They are ying and yang tethered to their farm. Anne is a
homeopath and treats her cows by observation and uses
a single natural remedy given in a minimal, potent dose.
Each remedy is diluted and then shaken up to 30 times
but don’t ask why, no one seems to know.
“Homeopathy is based on physical, mental and
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Will and Rowena Austin, 1959

Rowena listened in on the party line,
Cats purred on her lap.
She liked to sew, too.
Will loved his antique apple trees.
“Ever hear of banana apples?
“Strawberry apples?
“Like to taste one?

W

ROWENA AUSTIN spent their life on
a hillside farm overlooking the village of
Weston and Terrible Mountain. Pastures
DQGPRZLQJVÁRZHGIURPWKHLUEDUQGRZQKLOOWRZDUGV
the town, skirted a swamp fed by a spring, surrounded
the wolf maple tree on a small hill—shade for the horses
and farmers during the heat of haying—and ended in
ZRRGV7KHÀHOGVZHUHSDWFKHGZLWKVWRQHZDOOV/HDQLQJ
against one of the walls was the white gravestone for
the Willards, who caught smallpox from a tinkerer and
were buried in that pasture, as the townspeople would
not let the infected bodies pass through the village to the
cemetery.
All of that land belonged to the Austin farm—140
acres that included, besides the farmhouse, barn and
outbuildings, a wood lot, sugarbush and an apple
orchard. The photographs of them were made in 1959
when Will was 80 and Rowena 77. So they were born in
the 19th century.
ILL AND

• Retired Farmers • Weston

Will recited poetry, sang, and was always impeccably
dressed when he drove his fringed top carriage to
town.
Will had a herd of Holsteins and one summer he
raised 100 hogs, which he sheltered below the barn in
huts he called A-frames. Will also was a horse trader. He
kept workhorses for haying and sap gathering. A Morgan
pulled his fringe-topped carriage and cutter. One of his
few trips out of state was to Boston to buy some horses
frazzled by pulling streetcars. He sold them at a good
SURÀWVRFODLPHGDQHLJKERU
At one time Will owned a 1922 Buick with wooden
spoke wheels that were painted yellow. Was there a bit
of the show off in Will? He used it sparingly and the
farthest he drove was a 35-mile trip to Westminster. He
never liked the auto, or were the townspeople laughing
at him, when the car bogged down in the spring mud on

WILL AUSTIN
Will had the trimming of a Yankee hillside farmer
—eyes blue as a September sky softened by haze. A
long nose pointed at his moustache. He had a large
Adam’s apple. Hillside farmers were, in these parts,
English stock, with a lively intelligence and curiosity.
6

the road up Morgan Hill, as he was heading home. He
had to slog through the mud and lead his workhorses to
pull him out. After that he kept the Buick in the barn.
Then he sold it. All except the back seat.
Above all Will loved his apple trees. These he tended
long after he sold his hogs, chickens, cows and horses,
and only the sleighs and carriages, neatly lined up,
occupied the barn.
He kept the apples in his rock lined cellar in wooden
barrels—northern spies, Macintoshes, green river,
Jonathans and Wolfs and of course the sweet, small
strawberrys and juicy bananas. Each was wrapped
individually in newspaper.
Will smoked a corncob pipe, and he liked cigars. In
the winter he sat in a rocker not far from the Glenwood
stove that overheated the room
He never rocked; he sat motionless as if asleep but
his eyes were open. Sometimes he peered into distance
as if running his life through his mind. The cigar smoke
drifted to the ceiling and sometimes he stared at it. Now
and then he would nod off.
In the corner of the room was a roll top desk littered
with letters and old bills. Will used a big magnifying
JODVVWRUHDG2QWKHÁRRUQHDUWKHZLQGRZZDVDVTXDW
black safe. Most of the farmers of his era had one; they
learned that lesson in the Great Depression. In it lay
FHUWLÀFDWHVRI WKHEOXHFKLSVWRFNV*HQHUDO0RWRUV
Ford, US Steel, railroad stocks and other companies that
at the time were the strength of America. Often they
were preferred. It was their Social Security.
In their bedroom was another wood stove but it was
not always lit. Blankets and a buffalo robe lay heavy on
their four-poster. The buffalo robe Will had used in the
winter for warmth while riding in his sleigh.

George Woodard, 2009

• Dairy Farmer, Actor, Film Director • Waterbury Center

“YOU’RE DEAD!
“I’M NOT DEAD!
“YOU ARE, TOO!
“I AM NOT! LOOK AT ME. I’M
FINE NOW!
“NO, YOU’RE DEAD!
“YOU MISSED!
(What’s this got to do with dairy farming?)
transformed his sugarhouse into a machine shop. Used
VERYBODY IN WATERBURY knew that George
his 1950 Chevy pickup and ’31 Ford truck for scenes
Woodard, during most of this century, was
LQWKHPRYLHLQIDFWKHXVHGWKHIDUPKD\ÀHOGVDQG
PDNLQJDIHDWXUHÀOPXSRQKLVIDUPZKHQ
the surrounding mountains as ready-made sets and
KHVKRXOGKDYHEHHQÀ[LQJIHQFHV:HOOE\*RGKH·V
props and backdrops. He enlisted his family, friends and
ÀQLVKHGWKDWÀOP$QGLW·VJRRG5HDOJRRGThe Summer
neighbors as actors and grips. His son Henry, who was
of Walter HacksLVDIHDWXUHOHQJWKDGYHQWXUHÀOPDERXWD 11 at the time, had top billing.
farm boy that takes place in a rural community in 1952.
And every morning and evening he milked 25 Holsteins.
,WLVÀOPHGLQEODFNDQGZKLWH
:KDWNLQGRI ÀOPLVLW",W·VDERXWNLGVJURZLQJXS,W·V
George has been working on his movie—writing,
about farming and rural living. Only a Vermont hillside
ÀOPLQJHGLWLQJDQGÀQHWXQLQJ³VLQFH+H
farmer could come up with this parable of a classic
VSHQWDERXWDGR]HQ\HDUVEHIRUHWKDWSXWWLQJWKHÀOP
cowboy movie—the hero is a kid. The sidekick is an 11together in his head. He remodeled his farmhouse and
year-old girl. The horse is a bicycle. The cowboy hat is a
EXLOWDKD\ORIWLQKLVEDUQIRUDFOLPDWLFÀOPVFHQH+H
fedora with the sides rolled up. And the gun? A slingshot.

E
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The seeds of this movie began
in the late 1950s, when George was
eight and James Arness was Marshall
Dillon, the hero in Gunsmoke, the
long-running television feature
(1955–1975). It was pure myth and
there was no better hero than James
Arness. George never missed a show.
“It was the highlight of the week,”
he says. “My brother Steve, friends and I would play
cowboys using sticks as Winchesters and Colts. We
played in the woods and in cabins and used a pigpen for
a jail and stretched inner tubes across the opening of the
SHQIRUEDUV,JRWÁHDVWKDWWLPH
“The cowboy theme was big when I was growing up.
&RXOG,SXWVRPHWKLQJOLNHWKLVWRJHWKHURQÀOPZLWKD
boy pretending to be a cowboy, watching the westerns
RI WKDWHUDDQGVKRZLQJUHVSHFWIRUWKHP\WKLFDOÀJXUHV
of James Arness, John Wayne and James Stewart?
“Walter Hacks, who my son plays in the movie, loves
cowboy movies. Is it an allegory of me growing up?
Hmmmmm. Maybe.”

Peter and Elka Schumann, 2004
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Rats, rents and cops
nukes, genocide, war and killing
foreign policy, torture, Iraq
politicians, big business, money, consumerism
Wall Street, IMF, greed…
«DELUGÁRDWLQJRYHUDÀHOG
the hope of daffodils, gathering maple sap,
peace, beauty, ART
Stilts, music and dance
Huge, ugly, grotesque
whimsical, beautiful puppets in a communion of bread for all.

T

HE MESSAGE IS FROM PETER AND ELKA SCHUMANN

of Bread and Puppet Theatre. This small
troupe of puppeteers, farmers, printers,
musicians and dancers live on a farm near the town of
Glover in the Northeast Kingdom, where it is hellishly
cold in the winter but heaven in summer when they
put on weekly puppet shows in a natural amphitheater
created by a gravel pit.
Many Vermonters are not aware that this slight,
smiling man with the gray beard and a twinkle in his eye
has for half a century been alerting America to its dark
side, as seen through the art of puppetry. Perhaps you
know Peter better if you ever witnessed a giant puppet
parade. Peter is 11 feet high, a red, white and blue
Yankee Doodle in a tall hat, leading the parade, on stilts
(He borrowed the stilt idea from shepherds in La Londe,
France, who wore six-foot stilts, as they watched over

the sheep. They also had a seat on it so they could sit,
spin and weave while on guard duty.)
On the Bread and Puppet property near the road is
a large grey barn which is a museum of huge puppets
some as graceful as a Modigliani face, others more
grotesque than Dante’s imagination. It is art and
history in a virtual catacomb, a symbol of our times.
10

The New York Times art critic Holland Carter called
it “one of the great sites of American art…” Never
heard of it did you?
Ingrained in the character of Vermont is a sense of
revolt, of not subjugating ourselves to the complacency
and rigidity of political correctness, or mindless
government. Ever since the American Revolution when
the Green Mountain Boys turned the tide at the Battle
of Bennington, and so the outcome of the American
Revolution, Vermont has had this streak in their backbone
but it has weakened over the years, and may be broken by
WKHODVWKDOI FHQWXU\RI ZKDWLVFDOOHGJHQWULÀFDWLRQ
So we have a thread here in Bread and Puppet. Peter
was a six-year-old refugee from Nazi Germany who in
1961 arrived in this country with his wife Elka, born in
Russia. Of course they eventually settled in Vermont (in
1971). It had to be that way; there’s that spark that once
lit in a Vermonter is passed along, like a gene. Elka’s
grandfather was Scott Nearing, economist, activist,
DJLWDWRUSDFLÀVWDQGHYHQWXDOO\DGURSRXWZKREHJDQ
the back to the farm movement, the seeds, which were
ÀUVWVRZQZKHQKHPRYHGWR:LQKDOOLQ )HDULQJ
development of the area, from tourism and skiing, he
retreated, in 1952, for the peace and quiet of Maine.)
Neither Scott Nearing, nor Peter Schumann nor Elka
can claim genealogical roots to Vermont. They believe in
something more dear and closer to the clarity of being
D9HUPRQWHU³IUHHGRPDQGSHDFHZLWKRXWÁDJZDYLQJ
Doesn’t matter whether you love them or hate them.
They are us.

The Jack Jumpers of Big Bromley, 1959

B

1940’S AND 50’S, Bromley was called
Big Bromley; home of the expert trails Pabst
Peril and Blue Ribbon. Little Bromley was on
WKHRWKHUVLGHRI 5RXWHDQGZDVRXWÀWWHGZLWKD
rope tow that slithered up a beginner’s slope with a
100-foot vertical drop, if that. Ski patrollers hated to be
assigned to Little Bromley for the day.
Manchester, 6 miles distant, was a lively ski village. A
big billboard at the turn off to Bromley turned on the
ACK IN THE
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skier by boasting of snow conditions always better than
WKH\ZHUH6NLHUVIURPWKHÁDWODQGHUVWDWHVGURYHXS
or rode the train or bus. They skied during the day and
howled at night.
Bromley was Fred Pabst’s bailiwick. Fred was a big,
bluff man, stuffed with beer money, friendly to all and
responsible for creating many of the early ski hills. He
installed J Bar lifts at Bromley. There were similar to a T
bar cut in half so a single skier leaned back on the bar,

shaped like a J, and was dragged up the mountain by his
or her derriere.
The trail crew’s main job was keeping the track
under the J Bars (there were three of them) smooth.
Because they used jack jumps as a very slick means
of transportation, they were called the Jack Jumper
Mountain Crew. A jack jump is an old Vermont ski
GHYLFHGHYHORSHGLQWKHODWHWKFHQWXU\,WZDVÀUVW
fashioned out of a short piece of hard wood, a couple
inches wide, about a yard long and curved at one end.
On it was fashioned an upright post to which was
attached a wood plank. Riders sat and held onto the seat
as they pushed downhill. They steered by canting the
body left or right as they dug the heels of their boots
into the snow to turn or to slow down.
Big Bromley was the home of the best jack jumpers
in the east. Their jack jumps were fast—they rode on
skis they sawed off to a 40-inch length. Sometimes they
waxed them for more speed.

v

THE BROMLEY JACK JUMPER MOUNTAIN CREW is long
gone and so are the J Bars. Little Bromley is a parking
lot. The big Bromley snow report sign is a memory and
so is the train. The expert trails Pabst Peril and the Blue
Ribbon have been reshaped and Fred Pabst is in skier
heaven. However, jack jumps live on. Every year nearby
Mt. Snow holds the Jack Jump World Championships.
6RPHRI WKHQHZMDFNMXPSVDUHÀWWHGZLWKVKRFN
absorbers.
x

12

13

Joe Tuttle, Fred’s Father

v
Author’s Notes

The Tuttles

I

I

FIRST MET JOE

TUTTLE and his son Fred in 1989. Joe
was 93 and had four more years to live. I was there
to make a portrait and interview him for Vermont
People. Fred I knew little about but I took photos of him.
He reminded me of Mr. Magoo. He was to come into
his own in the next ten years.
Joe was a quick in the mind, married three times and
is a good story teller. Some of his comments from that
DIWHUQRRQ
´,FXWÀIW\VHYHQFRUGVRI ZRRGZKHQ,ZDVDQGVWURQJHU$
fellow stopped in not long ago and said he would cut wood for $15
a cord.
“’To hell with it,’ I answered.”
When Joe was younger he was dragged under a

horse-driven sled and trampled. They took him to the
hospital.
“How do you feel” asked the doctor.
“‘All right,’ I answered.
“‘Well, you ought to feel dead,” the doctor replied. Both my
shoulders were broken, my collar bone was cracked and the ribs
were torn off the back bone and one leg was crushed. I was okay,
though.”
Joe saw the most changes in the last ten years of his
life on the farm, from 1979 to 1989.
“New people come in and with them come higher taxes. Most
of them go to Town Meeting and know how to change things, so
they run the town. I can’t understand them. They buy a place in
SUHWW\JRRGFRQGLWLRQDQGWHDURXWHYHU\SDUWLWLRQDQGSUHWW\QHDU
14

ZUHFNLWDQGWKHQZDQWWRVWDUWRYHUDQGEXLOGLWDJDLQ*RGEXW,
JXHVVWKH\KDYHWRVSHQGPRQH\´
´:HKDGWRVFKRROVKHUHDQGLWFRVWDOPRVWQRWKLQJWR
UXQWKHP1RZ,ÀQG,KDYHWRVSHOOIRU\RXQJHUJX\VZLWKDORW
more education than me. Education has gone too far.”
“Politicians are afraid of people working or maybe it’s that
WKHUHDUHWRRPDQ\ODZ\HUVÀJXULQJRXWKRZWRJHWDURXQGZRUN
“I’d still work if it wasn’t for arthritis—I’d cut all the wood
I need. I smoked a pipe since I was six years old. Started with
cornsilk and catnip. I drink liquor and yesterday the doctor said
my blood pressure was as good as a teenager and my sugar is down.
´+DYHDGULQNRI VSULQJZDWHU,WFRPHVIHHWGRZQWKH
hill. All plastic pipe.”

about how the Tuttle
family photograph came about. When I first
photographed Joe Tuttle at their family farm in
Tunbridge, in 1989, I left my cameras in the car, met Joe and
his wife and visited. This is what we do with our cousins—the
word we use for Vermonters. It means we are related, not by
blood but as neighbor or friend—we’re from the same tribe
if you wish. It’s a way of greeting a Vermonter you do not
know, of explaining who you are without every saying that,
and who you may know. You talk about certain things—
there’s no rush—that are interest to rural Vermonters. You
identify and accept each into the broad fabric of being a
Vermonter. We do this by visiting. Often it is standing up,
leaning against a barn or post, but most often it sitting down
at the kitchen table and, well, chatting.
When I am in a home, visiting, I listen, but I also look
around—at what’s on the table, on the shelves, the furniture
but particularly the pictures, trophies or art that is on the
wall. And I ask questions. “Who is that in that photograph?”,
I asked Joe about a photo on the wall, and he recounted the
history of not only his father but also his family and how
the history of Tunbridge intermingles with their family.
This was in the summer of 1989. I asked Joe if I could take
his photograph outside with the framed photograph of his
father. “Why, sure,” he said. I did not use the photograph in
the old Vermont People; I made another without the framed
photograph that better reflected Joe’s personality.
It was in 1997, eight years later that I came to visit and
photograph Fred Tuttle. I again went in the house for a visit
and saw the photograph and said to myself that I should put
in Joe’s father holding that photograph in the same frame,
HAVE BEEN ASKED MANY TIMES

and remove the older photograph. Fred let me take the
picture home and I made a print to fit into it, disassembled
the frame, replaced the photo and brought it back to
Tunbridge. It was a wicked dark day. I set up my tripod and
exposed two rolls of Fred holding the framed photograph
of his father holding a photo of his father—120 years of
Tuttles in the same photograph, in exactly the same spot
where I photographed Joe. I took the frame home, replaced
the original photograph, and brought it back to Fred and gave
him a print of the photograph I took.
Notice the barns are different? It’s because the original
barn was falling down and had to be renovated and propped
up. Remember the movie Man with the Plan, where Fred had
that slimy character—the one hired by his political opponent
to dig out dirt on Fred—prop up the barn? Well the barn was
in danger of collapsing. Really.
The photograph of Joe was taken with a Plaubel Veriwide
6x9 camera and the one of Fred was taken with a 6x7 Pentax.
I try to use a tripod with all my portraits. You set up the
camera, focus it on your subject, and with a cable release
stand beside the camera and just talk with your subject as

you analyze the face, the expressions, the body language, and
intuitively understand the person you are photographing. You
relate to them, and they relate to you. I learned that while
apprenticing to Yousuf Karsh.
I DID NOT TAKE ANY PHOTOGRAPHS during Fred’s funeral. I
didn’t want to. Was it out of respect, or that I wanted to
concentrate, remember, and celebrate Fred, or that I didn’t
want to hide behind a camera and shove it in people’s faces?
I’m weary of that sort of photojournalism. At any rate, I
carried no camera, but my mind worked like one. I noticed
insignificant details, the pace as the funeral service unfolded,
the faces, shoes and clothing, the pure still smell of the
church, the brighter feeling of a joined community at the
town hall reception, the smell of bread. I looked, didn’t talk
much, and left for home early. I was very introspective. And
it was during the 40 mile drive home that I sifted the funeral,
Fred, and my role in all of this through my mind. When I
was home, I sat down at the computer and wrote what I
remembered, of what I felt, that morning in Tunbridge. The
next day I edited my draft. A few newspapers published it.
2012. I didn’t realize until I reread what I wrote, nine years
ago, about Fred’s funeral, that I had captured in words a slice
of Vermont’s changing culture.
FEW KNOW ABOUT FRED’S STEP SON, CHRIS TUTTLE. He is an
archaeologist working in Jordan. When he was home for the
Fred’s funeral, he asked me, in fun, to photograph him in the
exact place where I photographed Joe and Fred. So here is the
photograph. Add another generation to the picture!
pm
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Jay and Janet Bailey, 2000

I

T’S ALL ABOUT HORSEPOWER,

the four footed
kind, at Jay and Janet Bailey’s Fairwinds Farm in
Brattleboro, so of course they feature their hardest
workers on their website—seven Suffolk Punch horses,
bred for one purpose, which is to work—to pull farm
equipment.
For the past three decades they have developed their
farm into a leading propagator of the practices used in
sustainable farming. Outside of the produce they grow
on their farm, Jay and his Suffolks demonstrate to many
participants in their workshops on how to best manage a

• F F • B

team of horses and the equipment used for horse drawn
agriculture. It started in 1978, as Janet recalled in an
interview in 2000.
“We were working as farmers and gardeners in
3O\PRXWKDQGZHUHWKUDVKLQJDURXQGWU\LQJWRÀQGWKH
direction of our new family. We decided to buy land and
we heard of a small land trust in Brattleboro that was
looking for people to run a farm.
Claude Tate was 80 years old and had lived on his
farm for 75 years. He no longer farmed, had outlived
his family and wanted to die in his home. So he offered

16

his property (and himself) to a local land trust.
We came for a visit and found a cluttered home with
paths between newspapers and magazines to the sink,
stove and the bedroom. The kerosene smell almost
knocked me over. ‘I dunno,” I said to Jay but when we
returned home, Claude called up and asked when we
were going to move in.
“Claude was so happy when we arrived with our
family which included a Jersey cow, some pigs and
chickens. The next six weeks we cleaned, I had a baby
DQG&ODXGHVXUYLYHGDKHDUWDWWDFN,KDGP\KDQGVÀOOHG

Steve and Christopher James, 1973/2012

I

T IS SUCH A YOGI BERRA LAMENT of

settled Vermont
QDWLYHV´7KHUHDUHVRPDQ\QHZSHRSOHFRPLQJ
into this town I don’t know anyone anymore.” This
is particularly true in hillside towns near ski resorts or
mountain towns that have been plotted with pastures and
mowings and are not far from a city or airport. Developers
cut up farmland and woods and the native population is
thinned, or moves to less populated areas. Flatlanders settle
in and there goes the neighborhood, so they say. Some call
LWSURJUHVVKRPRJHQL]DWLRQJHQWULÀFDWLRQRUMXVWWKHUHVXOW
of Vermont’s allure and if you don’t like it, leave.
The platitude is not necessarily true; new comers, in
many instances, have rejuvenated the state. When there
is an overload of new homes and people, Little League
Baseball does a good job of introducing new neighbors
and meshing them into the older community.
Take Steve James. He was born in Vermont but his

• L L B • W C

family moved to Waterbury Center from Waterbury
(four miles down the road) when he was nine years old,
in 1973. He joined Expos, a Little League team (and
VRGLGKLVVLVWHU$P\ZKRZDVWKHÀUVWJLUOLQ9HUPRQW
named to the all-star team) and played most of his
JDPHVRQWKHÀHOGQH[WWRWKHÀUHVWDWLRQ1RZ
he has a daughter and son. Christopher, 7 years old,
is a new Little Leaguer, member of the Cardinals, a
:DWHUEXU\&HQWHUWHDP+HSOD\VRQWKHVDPHÀHOGKLV
father did, 30 years ago and one of his coaches is his
father Steve. What goes around comes around.
Steve is a carpenter. He can build a house, construct
an addition, replace windows. He’s independent and
relies on his neighbors for his work. As in baseball, he
has a following—call it a fan club. People trust him.
Little League can be a powerful way to teach a sport
and to develop teamwork. It’s the largest organized

6WHYH-DPHVQGURZIRXUWKIURPOHIW

youth sport in the world (three million players). Some of
the leagues can be very aggressive. Not so in Waterbury
Center. Competing coaches and players are often
neighbors and friends; the ideal in Waterbury is to learn
the game, compete and most of all have fun.
Many in Chris Carpenter’s league are new to the
community but you can’t tell them apart. It’s a level playing
ÀHOGDQG/LWWOH/HDJXHEHFRPHVDYHU\HIIHFWLYHWRROIRU
introducing families and children to the community.
Well, yeah, the sand lot pick me ups of yesterday were
fun and the rules were only about playing the game, and there
were no uniforms and often no parents, coaches or umpires.
$QGPDQ\WLPHVWKHUHZHUHQ·WHQRXJKSOD\HUVWRÀHOGDWHDP
and there were no play offs, no champions, no awards and
no photos for the scrapbook. Times have changed and the
uniforms the kids now wear are proudly snappy.
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6WHYH-DPHVFRDFKWRSFHQWHU6RQ&KULVLVMXVWEHORZKLP
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Rusty DeWees, 2011
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VERMONTERS—middle class stiffs,
woodchucks, or people who keep a stash of
duct tape for any sort of emergency—they
know who is Rusty Dewees the Logger. He’s better
known than the governor. Our old hero was Fred Tuttle,
lead actor in the film The Man with the Plan, that baby and
bimbo-kissing octogenarian (page 00). But he is in the
clouds, sprouted wings he has.
Rusty is like a stock car (which he used to race)
primed for the start, rambling at first, then a staccato as
he warms up, talking fast as his engine throbs, spits out
a taunt or two, pantomines jacking a deer, then screams
around the track, finishing first or last—no one is racing
against him. Rusty is seen on stage, television and in
films, heard on radio, watched and listened on DVDs, is
the pinup of a calendar, authored books, and sometimes
hypes a product in a commercial. A renaissance man?
Hell no, he’s more like an over-powered stock car
custom built in a cruddy garage. But hey, Rusty speaks
EHVWIRUKLPVHOI/HWKLPDWLW
EAL

“Yeah, that’s what I am, an entertainer. I’m not an
artist. I don’t write things to get people to be on my side.
I am interested in other people’s thoughts so I think they
might be interested in mine and that’s why I write them.
I don’t consider myself an artist. I think artists have a
harder time making a living. If you entertain you will
create things, say things that are true for you and me. I
try to mold them so that I know they fit into the market
place but I have stayed true to myself and my audience.
“I learned my craft in New York City and acted in
TV shows and films (George Woodard (page 00) the
organic farmer that made a feature length film, spent
his apprenticeship in Hollywood. Both Woodard and
Dewees returned to Vermont and put their new skills
to use. They acted together as two rural Vermonters in
the critically acclaimed feature film Mud Season).
“When I came back to Vermont I did some skits
with George at the Ground Hog Opry. Lot of people
loved it and then I got bookings. I didn’t just go, ‘Okay
that show was done now I’m going to do Uncle Vanya.’
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If they like it, I thought, someone else might too. So I
did the theater show all over the state. Then I did the
video. Companies hired me for their Christmas parties.
Every time an opportunity presented itself I did it
because I looked at it as a businessman, not as an artist.
I could have stayed in New York, did a variety show,
had 30 writers, and we’re talking entertainment business.
Opra Winfrey had 12 million viewers. Rush Limbaugh
pulls 12 million on radio. I can stand there and make
people laugh hard. I know that for a fact because I do
it in front of all sorts of people. You know why am I
here in Vermont? I’m here because I want to be here.
Vermont is home.
“Yeah I tell Vermont stories and lyrical stories but I
do more general stuff for college kids and others. I joke
about prescription drugs being sold over the TV during
the dinner hour but it’s coming from a rural working
class perspective. I was down in Okemo giving a show
and half of them were from New Jersey and I have a
&RQWLQXHGRQSDJH

