


busier than the Governor’s office. ‘‘Please go upstairs and
turn left.”’ I was greeted by Don Hooper, Secretary of State.
I remember Don ever since he was a goat farmer in
Brookfield. We chatted for a moment. ‘“You know, Claudia
receives so many calls here, she has to go home in order to
write.”” Don handed me her number. ‘‘Feel free to use her
office to call.”

Claudia’s office, too, was minimal: a desk, a chair, law
books. There was a modernish painting that caught my eye.
Done in reds and greens of a peasant woman harvesting
vegetables, it looked Czechoslovakian. Claudia spent six
months teaching English there just recently. ‘*Hi, Claudia. I'm
calling to collect some information concerning the Signpost
article. Guess where I'm calling from? Your office.”’

“Really! Write a few opinions while you're sitting there, will
you?”’

““Gosh, I wish I could.”’ I thought, this could only happen in
Vermont: me sitting at the Assistant Secretary of State’s desk.

Claudia and I were on the Planning Commission for several
years. She still serves. She was and still is the legal mind of
the Commission, giving countless hours of free time to make
sure that the written law is interpreted correctly. The
Commission labored for three years and more writing our new
Town Plan. Claudia reviewed every word to make sure it said
what we wanted it to. She had plenty of training at such work.
serving twelve years on the Vermont Legislative Council. She,
by virtue of that position, has written many of the laws that
govern us today.

Claudia has served as East Montpelier’s counsel for two years
or more so her knowledge of town government is well-
founded. She also served two terms on the U-32 board, three
years as its chair.

When Don Hooper appointed Claudia, he had this to say about
her: ‘‘She’s one of the best attorneys I know. She understands
the Legislature and works very effectively. Assiduously non-
partisan, I’ve never met a person who is less persuaded by
partisan politics of any stripe.”’

While visiting with Claudia on the phone, she had a lot to say
about her Czech experience. She says of herself, “‘I wanted a
change, and I saw my time in Czechoslovakia as an
opportunity. I didn’t know Czech so I used a lot of body
motion in my teaching. But I realized that we take our
freedom so for granted. I lived and taught English to people
who were prisoners in their own country. They were so
friendly and kind. I made some good friends while I was
there.”’

“‘So what do you like about Vermont?’’

‘“‘People are friendly here; the beauty of the area, its
ruralness. And as a woman, I’ve been given far more
opportunities in Vermont than I would ever hope to have been
given in New Orleans.”’

I reflected on what Claudia said late that afternoon as I was
moving across a field, the tractor humming, the chopper

eating the corn like a hungry monster, the late afternoon sun
casting long fall shadows, beautiful Spruce Mountain on my
right. A full grown deer just emerged from the woods and
was browsing the tips of the newly growing alfalfa. A flock of
geese was flying over, going south. I mused, yes, I guess
Vermont is a beautiful place to be, and with people like
Claudia Bristow working at her craft, it just makes it all the
nicer. But I still wonder if hummingbirds catch a ride south on
the geese’s back.

John S. Hall

John lives on Putnam Road and is one of the partners of Fairmont Farm.

TOP OF THE SIGNPOST

It’s easy to get excited about our town in this most
beautiful of seasons, when the sunlit reds .nd golds
burst out of the green woodlands. Have you watched
an ordinary fence or power pole entwined with
woodbine turn in just one day to crimson? Every year
seems to me to be a better show than the last one.

By the time you read this, the leaves will be on the
ground. Winds will be chillier and darkness will come
too soon every day. I’m afraid that November is my
least favorite month of the year, and it takes some
mental gymnastics to lift it from depressing to positive.
I’ve learned how to do this by a combination of
looking backward and looking forward. First I tackle
an intensive job which I've anticipated for months -
putting together family photo albums, for instance, or
writing about my childhood memories. To balance this
memory trip, November brings the hard work of
butchering, and then there are family things ahead like
the Thanksgiving feast and Christmas.

Memories are an important part of weathering the
i short cold days of our lives. Happy memories make us
glow, and they carry us over to sunnier times. We can
put happy occasions in the bank like money, drawing
them out as we need them. That’s rather the way I
store the treasures of wonderful days like September’s
Rally Day. It was truly an occasion when friends and
neighbors pitched in to have fun together. From it I
now hold a mental image of kids pedalling their bikes
up the road, their legs pumping like pistons. And of
proud gardeners and bakers delivering their products
to the school auditorium to be judged. Most of all, my
memory bank is filled with the enthusiasm of
townsfolk working together to make this day special
for us all. East Montpelier is an unusually nice place
" to live!

Jean Cate






















