
Kent Pond, Vermont USA 

 
DATELINE: 43.6769° N, 72.8035° W 

Between sky and pond sits a Monet canvas, brush strokes of green, brush strokes 
of brown, tiny dabs of red and orange. 

Had not a bird flown overhead, had not waves crashed on the shore, had not 
drizzle wet my face I could have been in Paris at The Louvre, could have been in 
Manhattan at The Metropolitan Museum of Art, could be, but not… 

…I’m in Vermont on the shores of Kent Pond a 100 acre body of fresh water that 
has the Appalachian Trail straddling its shores. 

A storm is sneaking up a mountain to the south, to the north the clouds have 
cleared the airspace for the rain.  The air is cool when you breath it in, a respite 
from the hot and humid summer that is slinking into fall. 

One side of the pond is filled with gentle waves, on the other side it looks like 
glass, I saw the hawk in the reflection before I saw it in the air. 



And it is quiet. 

So quiet you can hear it, listen… 

…listen as the leaves moan to still cling to the branches… 

…listen as the waves wait for the floaters to land… 

…listen to the wings flap, the frogs calling dates, the slap of the water as a bass 
gobbles protein… 

…listen to the way earth was before we started shouting. 

 

Ben & Justin 

“Hey db…” 

A young man in a grey coat is walking towards me from within a tunnel of trees, 



“…hang on a second there’s only a minute left in the Cowboys game and the game 
is close…” 

We are in the middle of nowhere, actually we are in THE middle of THE middle 
of nowhere, and yet the NFL has followed me. 

“No problem dude I’ll be right back have to get something over here.”  A flat out 
lie, I had to pee and in The middle of The middle of nowhere everything out here 
pee’s where they are at…me too. 

Give me a minute, or three (here’s a side fact for all the guys reading this, if you 
are young, enjoy peeing now because when you get old, it’s a whole other 
process/adventure) 

“Ok great…” I don’t need to ask, been covering sports for a long time, whomever 
won the game is the team he is a fan of.  “…Cowboys win, great, that was close.” 

Meet possibly one of the only Vermonters with a bunch of Dallas Cowboy stuff in 
their house, Justin Brouillard: 

He’s 28 years old, lives in Essex, Vermont (way up north near Burlington), othe 
than fishing his favorite sport is Football, most I could pull out of him as to what 
he watches on television is Sportscenter and Law & Order, listens to Country 
music, “…you know db the oldies stuff of 1990.” 

 

 

 



Yeah, yeah, yeah I forgot to take a stand alone photo of each dude so I just 
cropped it in the middle, but regardless, this is Justin. 

“Used to ride my bicycle here when I was a kid, 15 or 16, always met up with my 
buddy, Ben, we’d fish all day into the night.” 



 

Meet (the other side of the crop) Ben Cayer: 

Age 27 from Monkton, VT (forgot to ask where that is in the state).  Favorite 
sport, Baseball “played it in high school.”  Favorite television show, “Office and 
Parks and Rec.”  Favorite music, “Country, Jason Aldean and stuff like that.” 

No mention of “oldies music” as old as my socks. 

“I lived about 10 miles away so my father would drop me off here at the pond to 
meet with Justin, I lived right on the border of another school district so we 
didn’t have the chance to go to high school together.” 



That all changed when it came to college, “Yeah we both went to the same college 
together, were roommates in college, came out with the same degree as well.”  To 
be honest I don’t know which one said that because they both said it at the same 
time, and it gets a bit, um, stranger… 

“…we both have BS Degrees in Civil Engineering and we both work at the same 
place and in the same office.” 

Yep. 

 

The bond of the pond 

“We grew up floating around out there and talking, went through our teen years 
and all that involves out there on the water, talking.” 

Forgot who said that but swear it was said by one of them.  The only time we 



talked about fishing or lures was when they were going through a pile of new 
lures a friend of mine sent them.  The rest of the time we talked of fishing with 
girlfriends, some more interested in it than others, talked some of fishing the 
time they spent fishing with their fathers. 

Ben: “My father works for himself, he’s a carpenter, really busy, I call him once a 
week, text him just about every day but he used to take me fishing…” 

Me:  “…busy guy taking you fishing…” 

Ben:  “…yeah I get it now, it wasn’t so much about fishing, he doesn’t say much, 
doesn’t really talk about his feelings you know…” 

I just listen, we are now at a nearby restaurant, Ben is eating Nachos, Justin is 
eating Hot Wings and sweating some.  

Ben:  “…but spending time with me, taking time out of his schedule just to take 
me fishing that was…” 

Me:  “…his feelings, some don’t say it so much as show it.” 

Ben is just sitting now pushing whatever is in the Nachos around with a chip 
shaped into a little cup thing. 

Justin:  “My father too…” 

Justin’s father just retired from the Vermont State Police, “…even though he 
didn’t work in a big city, it was still pretty tough out there.” 

For the record anyone working anywhere who stands between us and the bad 
guys, anyone working anywhere he runs toward what we run from, no need to 
qualify one ounce what they do…Thank You Mr. Brouillard for your service, 
Vermont was a better place because you were there. 

Ben talking, Justin nodding:  “Fishing gave us, gives us a common ground with 
our fathers, it’s the doorway to other things, we start talking fishing and it just 



branches out.” 

Common Ground, how lucky these young men are to have common ground that 
wasn’t shouting. 

Both Ben and Justin own their own homes, both have serious girlfriends and 
serious jobs.  “The pond is a refuge,” Justin says while dipping a wing in even 
hotter sauce, “it gives us a place to get away to, leave all of the other stuff behind, 
NOT (his capitalization not mine) our girlfriends, but you know what I mean, it’s 
just two buddies fishing, doesn’t matter if we catch something or not.” 

 

It is the stuff of us 

Within us lies the trees, lies the sky, clouds and water. 

We are calmed by places such as Kent Pond not because of how beautiful it is, but 
because way down deep within our souls, way, way down there’s a voice that 
whispers not that we are only visitors to this place but that it is from whence we 
came. 



Dr. Carl Sagan once said we are all made of “Star Stuff,” and in part he was on the 
money, but I believe that’s only half of us, the rest is made up of “Earth Stuff,” 
which is why we feel so much at home in places made of just blue sky, blue water 
and surrounded by trees who gift us the air we breathe.  

Goodnight, 

 

db, bb & riley too 

 

 

 

 

 

 


