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WATERBURY CENTER
76 McNeil Road • Off VT-100N next to Pete’s Greens

(802) 241-1532
*Now with two locations in Waterbury Center and Berlin.

UVMHealth.org/CVMC/ExpressCare

When minor illnesses  
or injuries happen...

CVMC ExpressCare, now in  
Waterbury Center to help you get in,  

get out, and get well.
 

Perfect when you’re visiting the area or can’t get  
in to see your primary care provider.

 
Open every day 9am–7pm | No appointment needed 

All insurance accepted | On-site lab and X-ray  
Co-pay often lower than the ER 

Rocks, ice and the ultimate ski buddy

Martin and l go way back. 
We met in Mrs. Siff’s third-
grade class and quickly start-
ed a band. While he intro-
duced me to popular music, I 
introduced him to real skiing. 
Mad River Glen was a far cry 
from our little local hills near 
Boston, and we tore it up.

Then we went to different 
high schools and lost touch. A 
gifted singer and songwriter, 
Martin found mainstream suc-
cess and even cracked the Top 
40 in 2007. These days he most-
ly produces music for other 
artists out of his Los Angeles 
studio. When he visited New 
England for the holidays this 
year, I jumped at the chance 
to bring him back to his roots.

I’m proud that Martin still 
skis a solid 30 or 40 days a 
year. But living out West, he 
tends to visit places that get 
rather more snow than Ver-
mont does. So I was nervous 
when our day came crunchy 
and thin. He’d gone to Stowe 
solo the previous day and re-
marked that it skied like an 
ice rink. Welcome to the East 
Coast, brother.

MORNING GLORY
We considered Sugarbush 

with its higher trail count but 
settled on Mad River for the 
nostalgia. Starting our sunny 

morning on the double chair, 
Martin said he didn’t need 
a warm-up run, and so I led 
us to the steepest thing open 
which was Quacky. Right away 
in those firm bumps I saw the 
plucky kid I remembered, at-
tacking the terrain with reck-
less enthusiasm and enough 
natural athletic talent to stay 
out of trouble. This was going 
to be fun.

At our first stop Martin no-
ticed a pair of tracks leading 
into the woods. “Where does 
that go?” he asked. And so 
began a comprehensive sur-
vey of every open glade on the 
mountain. After a few laps we 
observed that the higher el-
evations held a deeper base. 
From that point on we headed 
to the Single Chair every run. 
We did it without discussion, 
reading each other’s minds 
in the silent accord of friend-
ship.

Shortly after lunch we made 
our knockout discovery. Off 
the upper Single Chair I navi-
gated to a well-hidden chute 
called Trick or Treat, and I 
realized we were the first to 
hit it in three days. I knew 
this because the last flurries 
fell three days earlier, on the 
end of some freezing rain, 
and we were making fresh 
tracks. Confused where the 
snow came from but psyched 
it was there, we hopped on at 
Midstation and repeated the 
chute twice more.

We paused often, on the 
fringes and in the woods, to 
swap stories and catch up 
on our careers and personal 
lives. I love how skiing cre-
ates these intimate moments. 
Maybe it’s because you can’t 
have a conversation while ac-
tively moving, so you build up 
thoughts and eventually find 
a moment to share them with 
your companions.

You can also ski all day 
without saying a word, and no-
body minds. But we had a lot 
to say to each other.

WHAT’S MY AGE AGAIN?
I had assumed fame and 

southern California would 
turn Martin soft. I was wrong. 
We scraped over rocks 
and skidded on ice, and he 
laughed that he preferred the 
challenge over any powder 
day. (Maybe a little hyperbo-
le there, but still.) He didn’t 
even mind the abuse to his 
skis: “They’re tools, not trea-
sures,” he told me.

Nothing compares to a ski 
buddy who precisely shares 
your speed and terrain pref-
erences. For us, a little bit of 
bravado mixed with a strong 
taste for adventure, and Mar-
tin honored me as the un-
spoken tour guide, which re-
moved any tension. It felt like 
we were 10 again.

See you along the fall line.

Along the 
 Fall Line

By Scott Silverstein
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