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Big Wind Fails
IN VVermont

By Stanley Shapiro
Reprinted from the Sunday Times Argus

IVING IN VERMONT iS not trying to force them onto mountaintops,
like living in the rest of the result in uproar everywhere in Vermont.
east coast megalopolis that When big wind came to my town,
stretches from Washington, I was caught by surprise. Tinmouth
D.C., to Portland, Maine. The dominant held a meeting in April after someone
identity of our state is found in and of stumbled on a Web site for a proposal
the mountains. The past 40 years of called Vermont Community Wind Farm
citizen-legislative effort has been to (VCWEF).
preserve the breathtaking beauty of our
home. Spread over a half dozen towns,
perched atop three prominent ridgelines,
We don’t have billboards, we have the project was fully developed,
extraordinary landscapes. We are carefully mapped, with nearly all the
surrounded by and have the privilege necessary leases signed — all with no
of living within our natural order and community input.
communities.

Like most people in Vermont, |
Big wind turbines, and developers continued on page 4

A View To
and From
Suzie’s Peak

By Rep. Dave Potter

Y GRANDFATHER William
Potter married my Grand-
mother Caroline (Callo)
White in the late 1890's.
She grew up in Ira He lived right over
the mountain on the farm in Clarendon.
Too late now, I've often wondered how
they met and courted back in horse and
buggy days. What | can assure you of is
this: that they had six children and cel-
ebrated their 50" wedding anniversary
on that farm in the eastern shadow of
Suzie's Peak. The farm goes back even
further in the Potter family to 1820.

If you have never hiked to the top of
Suzie’s Peak, you should make time to
do it. The 360 degree panoramic view
is spectacular. You can see land in the
majority of towns in Rutland County. |
distinctly remember my yrst trip there
at around age ten accompanied by my
father. On a crisp, clear fall day, we
set out from Grant White’s pasture in
Ira, climbed to the peak, and ascended
down the other side to my grandfather’s
farm. At the summit, it seems like you
are in an airplane looking down on the
local world. The ridgeline falls off more
precipitously to the east into Clarendon
than it does to the west into the Ira
Valley. It’s the only place on earth that
you can see virtually every foot of the
Potter farm from one spot. It was on
this fall day, 55 years ago, standing
alone with my father, looking down on
the green meadows and pasture, that |
yrst connected myself to the heritage
spread out on the valley poor before
me. To either side of that peak lays both
the birthplace and ynal resting place of
dozens of kin on both my mother’s and
father’s side of the family, including
several Revolutionary War Soldiers. My
father didn’t have to say it. Even at the
age of ten, | got it. This is where my
roots are.

A large, pat 50 acre yeld lies between
the Potter farmhouse/barn and the base
of Suzie’s peak mountainside. One
of my earliest childhood memories
is picking up scatterings in that yeld
following the hay loader and wagon
tended by my father and uncles in the
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