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Vermont in 2010

george dasher

Sarah Hicks and I drove to this year’s NSS
Convention in Essex Junction, Vermont. We left after my
work on Thursday, July 29 , and traveled to my Mom’s inth

Maryland. The electricity was off at her house the next
morning, so we couldn’t take showers, nor could we drive
into town, because a car had hit an electric pole and the
road was blocked (you had to wonder if the two events
were related). We cut across country to Pennsylvania,
and from there drove northeast to Harrisburg, New
Jersey, and the Tappan Zee Bridge. 

Our goal for the day was the Sleepy Hollow
Cemetery, in the lower Hudson Valley, where we had
lunch and toured the cemetery. This is a place with very
old tombstones; a small, beautiful, old Dutch stone
church; large, twisted, ancient trees; and Washington
Irving’s grave. In short, the place has a lot of personality.
We also saw “The Bridge,” but we did not see the
Headless Horseman. That last was a shame, I thought. 

We then drove up the Hudson Valley, and got tied up
in the traffic in Peekskill for Chelsea Clinton’s wedding.
People were just standing around watching an empty
lawn, waiting to see a famous person. Somehow,
celebrity hunting makes cave surveying, watching the
Weather Channel, and collecting plastic spoons from all
50 states seem like the more worthwhile hobbies. On the
other hand, if we could just have brought the Horseman
with us (he probably wouldn’t have taken up much room
in the backseat, and you certainly could have seen over
him in the rearview mirror), then these people could have
seen a famous personality, plus the Horseman could
have gotten to eyeball some new scenery (he probably
would have had to hold his head up to the window, but I
don’t see that as a problem).

Sarah and I continued up the Hudson Valley, which
is exceptionally beautiful. We got stuck in much worse
traffic in the Albany area, and we continued north to Lake
George.  It was a long drive, and we passed a number of
historical sites, many of which were from the French and
Indian War. We camped at a state park at Crown Point,
on Lake Champlain, where Sarah fixed an excellent pasta
supper.

The next morning, I climbed the inside of a
lighthouse and visited the old French and English forts
that were nearby—the latter was flying an old-fashioned
Union Jack. I found this all very interesting, and I was
also impressed by the fact we were now in the drainage
of the Saint Lawrence River. The geology was also very
challenging to understand, and I ended my tour by falling
down a steep slope and landing hard on my keister. It was
a pretty much a typical outing for me.

Sarah and I crossed Lake Champlain on the ferry at
Crown Point, and spent the day exploring the eastern side
of the beautiful lake valley. We toured the Shelton
Museum (which was very small), took a dirt road into the
Green Mountains for a picnic, stopped at Texas Falls,
visited Fort Defiance, and returned to Lake Champlain
and crossed the cable ferry at Fort Ticonderoga.  

We then drove up to Fort Ticonderoga, which I
toured while Sarah sat in the parking lot and bonded with
her iTouch. She counted that as quality time. I, on the

Top: Headless Horseman historical marker.
Above: Old Dutch gravestone.
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Left: Old French fort at Crown Point.  Below:
Old English Fort at Crown Point.  Middle-Left:
Fort Ticonderago.  Bottom-Left: Fife and drum
corps at Fort Ticonderoga.  Bottom-Right: Old
steam engine at the Mount Washington Cog
Railway.
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other hand, immersed myself in the history of the fort. It
was first built by the French, captured by the British
during the French and Indian War, and then captured by
Ethan Allan and Benedict Arnold early in the American
Revolution. Its cannons were then used to roust the
British out of Boston.

Sarah and I had supper in town and returned to the
fort for the ghost tour, where we learned about all the
footsteps, moving lights, and a red-coated figure
people had seen over the years. We didn’t see any
ghosts (that we were aware of), but both of us admitted
afterwards that parts of the tour were scary. It was a
great after-dark tour of an old fort.

The last story was the best—the man rebuilding
the fort talked his bride into spending their wedding
night in the fort (how did he do that?), and they looked
out the window of their room late at night and spotted
a thin, white face of an old man, with shaggy hair and
a beard, hanging in midair and without a body below.

The groom went to check it out.  He descended
into the fort’s courtyard and climbed onto the ramparts,
where they had seen the face. He turned the corner,
and there was the face—right in front of him!

Then the white goat ran in the other direction! So
much for the big encounter with a ghost!

The tour finished up at about 10 PM, and we drove
north and crossed the lake on the Crown Point Ferry.
They turned the ferry’s lights off once on the water, and
this made for an interesting ride on a pitch-black night
with a cloud-wreathed moon overhead. It was certainly
a memory maker. We traveled east to Montpelier, the
state capital, where we discovered that both of the
city’s motels were full. Our Plan A had fizzled.

This was a serious downer, as it was late and we
were very tired. However, with no other options, we
soldiered on toward New Hampshire, until we found a
campground at about 1:30 AM. A young couple came out,
said they were in charge of the place, took our money,
and then helped us set up our tent—which Sarah said
would have taken a lot less time had I not been full of a
story about a goat.  

We discovered the couple was gone the next
morning, and—while the campground was full of trailers
and tents—we never saw another person. It was a nice
place, but there were no lights in the RV's and no sounds
whatsoever. Sarah said that there is an X-Files episode
where everyone in a RV park turns out to be a vampire,
and that this is the park that they moved to. We decided
to panic only slowly (it was daylight after all!), and we
showered, ate breakfast, and continued our drive east.

We ended up in Cabot, where a sign going into town
said, “Village Limits, No Shooting,” and where we toured
the Cabot Cheese Factory.  This would have been a lot
better if it hadn’t been Sunday morning, as almost no one
was working. We next drove to New Hampshire and the
Mount Washington Cog Railroad, where we had a picnic
lunch in the parking lot and took a train to the summit.
Sarah and I walked around the mountaintop as much as

Top: On Mount Washington.  Middle: A small part of the
circus model.  Above: A carousel horse.
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was possible, as all the trails there just screamed: “Hike
me!” and it was just a real shame we couldn’t do a serious
hike. In addition, the weather was excellent, and this
made our experience very enjoyable.  

Mount Washington is where the fastest wind velocity
in the world was recorded—at 231 miles per hour. This
wasn’t the wind’s highest velocity that day—rather it was
when the anemometer blew away! After hiking around,
Sarah and I took our scheduled train back down to our
car, and we drove west across New Hampshire and

Vermont. We arrived at the NSS Convention before dusk,
registered, set up our tent, and had a so-so supper and
ice cream in town.

I attended the SACS [Surveying and Cartography
Section] session and luncheon on Monday morning, while
Sarah did some shopping in town. The two of us then
drove to the Shelburne Museum, which is located south
of Burlington. This proved to be an incredible place, the
high points of which were a 400-foot-long-plus model of

a circus parade, a round barn full of carousel horses, a
luxurious Pullman railcar, and the Ticonderoga, a 1900s
ferry that had steamed on Lake Champlain. This last
was full of incredible woodwork, mirrors, decor, and
cargo, all of which spoke of good taste and elegance.

We could not see the entire museum, as it was just
way too big, and our tour was cut short by an extremely
bad rainstorm.  We sought refuge in the blacksmith’s
shop, and I found myself abandoned when I returned
from a fast run to a nearby restroom. “Your girlfriend,”
the smithy said, “caught the last shuttle back to the
parking lot.”  

I was preparing myself for another, much longer run
through the rain, when Sarah suddenly appeared, with
a big grin on her face, from a hiding place in the back of
the shop. The smithy had put her up to the joke, to see
if I would panic and run back through the rain. Bad
company he was, obviously.

On Tuesday, Sarah and I did the first part (two
waterfalls worth) of the Convention’s waterfall tour. Both
falls (and the immense pothole at the second) were very
impressive; however, we were confronted with nudity at
both stops. It was not the good variety either, rather it was
the nudity you really regret seeing, such as the late-on-
Sunday-at-OTR kind.

We were also on the lookout for moose. We saw
plenty of highway signs, warning us of them, but no
moose. Sarah was exceedingly bummed.  We were
sidetracked by Ben and Jerry’s in Waterbury, which was
very crowded with people like you see at Wal-Mart, and
we returned to Burlington, where we finished touring the
Shelburne Museum. We then had an excellent Chinese
supper with Bob Frostick, Bob Hoke, and Pauline Apling,
and the five of us walked around downtown Burlington
afterwards and took pictures of many of the winged
monkeys sculptures that the city has placed on their
rooftops. Those are neat!

I attended two talks on caving in China in the
International Session on Wednesday morning, and then
Bob Frostick and I drove to a nearby military museum to
see Vermont’s 40-and-8 French gratitude railcar. This is
one of 49 railcars that the French people had filled full of
presents after World War II and gave to each of the then-
48 states (plus one to be shared for the Territory of

Top:  The Ticonderoga, a 1900s ferry from
Lake Champlain.  Above: The mirror stairwell
inside the Ticonderoga.
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Top: Sterling Lake, near Smugglers
Notch.  Above:  A Vermont Waterfall. 
Above-Right: Vermont’s French
gratitude railcar. Right: The large granite
quarry at Barre. 
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Hawaii and Washington, D.C.), as a thank you for the
United States liberating their country from the Germans.

Sarah and I traveled to Barre that afternoon and
toured the Rock of Ages Granite Quarry, which is an
immense hole in the ground 600 feet deep. It is fantastic
to see. We also visited the interior of the company’s
tombstone “factory floor.” This is incredible, and looks like
the infinite warehouse at the end of the first Raiders of
the Lost Ark movie.

We next stopped at the quarry’s granite bowling
alley. I really thought I was standing far enough to one
side (a full 15 feet!) when Sarah rolled her first ball;
however, I was wrong.  Fortunately, the bowling ball was
made of rubber, and not granite, so it hardly hurt at all. I
didn’t even drop our one camera.

We next toured the nearby cemetery to look at the
granite carvings (which weren’t worth the trip), and we
returned to Waterbury, where we stopped at the Cider Mill
for cider and cider donuts. We then visited Bingham Falls
and drove through Smugglers Notch. Then it was back to
Essex Junction, where we went out to eat with Bob
Frostick at a seafood place. This proved to be a bad
decision for me, as I got very sick from the lobster I ate.
There was a campground party that night, which had
even less beer than the Howdy Party. It also had a huge
bonfire that was roped off so no one could get within 40
feet of the flames, and which was quickly put out by the
local fire department. We were discovering they have a
lot of rules in Vermont.

Sarah and I returned to Smugglers Notch on
Thursday, and explored the cave there. This wasn’t
much, but Sarah was impressed that their sign had the
proper punctuation. We then did a hike to Lake Sterling.
This was a nice climb to a beautiful lake, and we enjoyed
the serenity there (as well as the other two dozen people
and their dogs), and had a picnic lunch.  The hike down
was fun because we had to walk down over many, many
sloping metamorphic rocks; however, Sarah vented her
feelings with two sour words: “No moose!”

We drove back to the Cider Mill, as we were already
out of cider donuts. We visited a coffee shop in downtown
Waterbury and returned to Burlington to tour their
maritime museum.  This proved to be very tiny, and not
worth the effort, but Sarah did get to see the granite
monument to Champ, the Lake Champlain monster (he
is always so happy and smiling in his pictures!), and we
took more pictures of the winged monkeys.

I went to the Cave Diving Session on Friday morning.
This proved (for me) to be the best session I attended.
They had two fantastic videos of cave diving in the
Bahamas, and not only were the flooded cave formations
beautiful to see, but the diver in one video had the most
incredible, economic swimming style I have ever seen.

Sarah and I drove east that afternoon and went on a
kayak trip on the Lamoille River (so named by the French
during their brief colonization of the area). This was a trip
that Sarah really wanted to do, but which had been
postponed twice because of the high water caused by the
rainstorms earlier in the week.  

It was a good paddle, about four miles long, but was
unfortunately beside a busy highway. My kayak, despite
all my best efforts, kept turning to the left. Sarah pointed
out that this was Vermont, and everyone and everything
leans to the left.  Our river trip was followed by wine
tasting at a local winery, which was—shall I say—very
nice.  Sarah did not, by the way, purchase more than four
bottles of wine.  Or maybe five... We had a relaxing drive
back to the Convention.

That evening was the banquet.  The food was
excellent, but there was again very little beer.
Fortunately, we were now wise to the rules and had
brought wine. And there were the Society’s awards: Bob
Frostick and John Parsons received Fellows, George
Phillips a Certificate of Merit for his conservation work on
Big Springs Fork, and Charles and Cathy Bishop the Lew
Bicking Award.

I woke Sarah and Bob at 6 AM on Saturday to get to
the Lake Champlain Ferry.  At 9 AM, Sarah pointed out
that my and Bob’s cars were the only vehicles in the line
for the ferry, and that we had been waiting for more than
two hours. She didn’t really start talking to me again until
we got to New York.

Sadly, we didn’t see Champ on our ferry ride, but
once across the lake, the three of us traveled west and
south and did a brief tour of the Adirondacks. We saw
Whiteface Mountain (which is very impressive!), and
drove through the town of Lake Placid (which was
painfully crowded!). We also visited a so-so museum and
had a picnic lunch. 

Sarah and I then did the travel math, and decided we
better head for home.  Bob went one way, and Sarah and
I drove east and got on I-87. We traveled south, past
Albany, and we got a very expensive motel just north of
Scranton, Pennsylvania. We visited Archbald Pothole
State Park the next morning (which was a pain to find and
then wasn’t much to see), and we drove south to
Hagerstown, and then west and south to Charleston. We
arrived home before dusk on Sunday, having suffered
through a very good trip to a very beautiful area of the
United States.  

To be truthful, it is a trip worth doing a second time!
After all, we never did see a moose!

* * * * * * * * * *
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Top-Left: Bowling at the Barre Quarry (moments
before I got hit with the rubber bowling ball) Top-
Right: A plastic cow with an advertizement in
Burlington (that’s how they do things there). 
Middle-Right: A flying monkey sculpture on a
roof top in Burlington.  Above: Kayaking on the
Lamoille River. Above-Right: Statue to Champ, the Lake Champlain monster.
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Top-Left: Our campsite at the Convention. Middle-
Left: The long line to get on the Lake Champlain
Ferry.  Bottom-Left: On the ferry.  Top-Right: The
Archbald glacier pothole.  Above: Looking at the
pothole.
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