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MIDDLEBURY
NATURAL

FOODS
CO-OP

A full service,

natural
f00ds dtore
spectalizing in
healthy, whole,
organic f00ds
and products
. o mo
IN THE
HARVEST

LIES OUR
DELIGHT

1 WASHINGTON ST
MIDDLEBURY

1-802-388-7276

OITM would like
to belatedly
thank The Daily
Bread for their
~contribution to
last July's
Organizers'
Summit

It’s Easy to Shop

AT THE ONION RIVER CO-OP.

e Childcare is available -
To make shopping easier, child-
care is offered. Check with a staff
person for the current chilcare
schedule. While you shop, older
children may use our playspace
anytime.

¢ We give back to

the community -
When you shop here your
purchases help support
organizations that promote
organic farming, education and
art programs and many others.

For your convenience
we’re open longer:

9am-9pm Mon-Sat
11am-8pm Sun

® Anyone can shop,
anyone can join.
You don’t have to be a
member to shop here! If
you'd like to becomea
member, let us know. You'll
get to share in the owner-
ship of our unique, commu-
nity owned natural market
with your neighbors.

We invite you fo come in
and check out our
natural back to school snacks.

A community-owned
natural market
CELEBRATING 26 YEARS

274 North Winooski Avenue, Burlington 863-3659
New hours! Mon-Sat. 9-9 ¢ Sun. 11-8 VISAMASTERCARD ACCEPTED

I v
JNATURAL FOODS, ORGANIC PRODUCE, SUPPLEMENTS

' :
LUPPER VALLEY FOOD COOF

l15% off all books with this coupon

i

i

i - open to the public -

] Monday-Saturday 9-7 Sunday 11-5 + 49 N. Main Street, WRJ, VT

Every batch made
from scratch...

Sweet Rolls ® Muffins ® Granola Bars
Cakes ¢ Cookies — including low-fat,
naturally sweetened & vegan selections

B
S
BAKERY

BAKERY OPEN: M-F 6-6 Sat & Sun 6-4

Bgii?ns(:;?t Breakfast Mon - Fri 6-11
: Brunch Sat & Sun 8-1
444-3148 - Lunch Mon - Sun 11-4

A Community Owned Natural Foods Market & Deli
specializing in Organic Choices!
BRATTLEBORDO
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MONDAY-SATURDAY 9-9 SUNDAY 9-8 * 2 MAIN ST ¢ BRATTLEBORO, VERMONT

" OLLIE, OLLIE, OXEN FREE

When I was a kid we
used to play a game called
“Kick The Can” on hot sum-
mer nights outside in the dark.
We'd lean a tin can up against
a tree and everyone would
hide except the kid who was
“it”. That kid would come
looking for the rest of us. If he
or she saw one of us hiding in
the bushes or under the porch

he or she would run back to the

can, touch it and yell out the
name and location of the kid
they had found. The discov-
ered person had to go in then,
to the tree and wait. after a
while a bunch of kids would
be standing around the tree,
caught, with only a few left out
hiding in the dark. All of a sud-
den, some kid, who hadn’t
been found yet, would come
bursting out of the brush and
run towards the can. If that kid
could get to the can and kick it
before the person who was it
could get there to yell out the
runners name, then everyone
who was already caught
would go free again.

We’d play kick the can
well into the night. Eventually
kids would start complaining
that they had to go home. We’d
hear parents voices hollering
kid’s names out into the dark-
ness. I'd be hiding, covered
with sweat and bugs, sure the
game was almost over. but I'd
never come out until I'd hear
the sacred call that meant it
was safe to come out, that the
game was over. Ollie Ollie
Oxen Free.

I can still picture some of
the kids who used to play Kick
the Can with me on dark sum-
mer nights. Betsy was fat and
ran with a waddle. Winky
drooled when he was particu-
larly excited. Mattie was
tough, a viscous adversary.
There were kids of every age
and shape and personality. Ev-

by Patrick Skater

erybody got to play. The game
was more fun when we had a
larger group. We just wanted
to have fun. Details were un-
important.

I haven't played kick the
can in years, but I still find
myself hiding. 1 lay on the
damp ground, safely out of
sight, listening to the conver-
sation of those who cannot see
me. [ hear the politics bounc-
ing off the trees in the darkness
and I try to breath very quietly,
to keep myself invisible. The
words, the details confound
me. Things are no longer
simple. I don’t get to play sim-
ply because I like to have fun
as much as the next guy. Now
the details are more important
than the thrill of the game.

I hear the arguing go on
into the night, as I lay there
hidden in the brush.

Heterosexuals, gay men,
lesbians, bisexuals,
transgendered folks of all
sorts—queers— bickering
about who is and who isn’t and
why this one can’t play . . . be-
cause . .. and the night goes
on and I think, as I lay there
hidden, getting stiff in my
joints, this isn’t any fun. Where
is the laughter? Where is the
ability to overlook that this one
is fat and waddles when she
runs and that one drools when
he gets too excited? Where is
“You get to play just because?”

When I was a kid, I
played kick the can on hot
summer nights in the dark. My
parents thought I was a girl. I
knew I was a boy. But it didn’t
matter one way or another to
the kids who gathered with an
old tin can by a tree and said,
“Stick out your fists. We’ll
count potatoes to see who's it.”

I got to play because I
was there. I got to play because

.details didn’t matter. The game

was far more fun when there
continued at right
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JACQUELINE MARINO
Senior Associate
REALTOR®

(802) 878-0095 EXT 23 BUS., (802) 878-6288 FAX
(800) 488-5609 TOLL FREE
jackie @together.net E-MAIL

Each Office Is Independently
Owned And Operated.

coLpweLL W
BANKGR O

REALTY MART
288 WILLISTON RD
WILLISTON, VT 05495

This home is set on aimost two acres of beautiful land
dotted with blossoming perrenials and mature trees.
The view from the deck is inspiring. Enjoy the warmth
of this country home that affords privacy. $99,500

RE/MAX North Professionals
802-655-3333 X17

Call Bill Desautels




