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Having a microdairy like Ms. St. Clair’s
was a dream, Ms. Haigh said, ‘‘it just hap-
pened sooner than we anticipated.”

When she and Mr. Haigh heard that Ms. St.
Clair was looking for buyers, they sent her a
handwritten letter expressing their interest.

It reminded Ms. St. Clair of the letter she’d
sent Mr. Keller all those years ago. ‘“Who
sends letters anymore?” Ms. St. Clair said.
“It’s like it’s all come full circle.”

After piecing together two loans and a
grant to come up with the $281,000 necessary
to buy the business and install a dairy at
Rolling Bale Farm, the Haighs took over
Animal Farm Creamery in January. (Ms. St.
Clair wanted to retire on her farm, so the
business and cows were sold, but not her
property.)

Now, several times every week, Ms. Haigh
makes butter and buttermilk exactly as Ms.
St. Clair taught her: by hand, by herself, in
a dairy built on the same pasture where the
Haighs’ herd grazes, but with the addition of
her two young sons tumbling underfoot, eat-
ing as much butter and cream as they can
get their small hands on.

Then, once a week, she ships the butter to
the same six accounts that Ms. St. Clair had
long supplied: Thomas Keller, the Inn at Lit-
tle Washington in Virginia, Menton in Bos-
ton, Ocean House in Rhode Island, Dedalus
Wine Shop and Market in Vermont, and
Saxelby Cheesemongers in New York.

So far, Ms. Haigh said, none of the ac-
counts seemed to notice the change of hands.
Benoit Breal, an owner of Saxelby
Cheesemongers, said the transition had been
‘100 percent seamless.”

“The quality is the same,” he said, ‘‘it’s
still the quintessential artisanal butter.
There’s no one else doing it like that.”

For her part, Ms. St. Clair misses her cows.
But she’s happy to have the time to immerse
herself in orris root, ylang-ylang and the
other heady tools of perfumery needed for
St. Clair Scents.

And Diva, Cinnamon, Dell and the rest of
the herd seem to have fully adapted to their
new home. ‘“Ben and Hilary love their ani-
mals; they’re good farmers,”” Ms. St. Clair
said. ‘“Now when I go to visit the cows,
they’re like, ‘Oh, hi, Diane.’”

She paused and added, a little wistfully,
“They’re doing fine without me.”

———

RECOGNIZING THE GRANITE
INDUSTRY IN BARRE, VERMONT

Mr. LEAHY. Madam President, I
have been honored that Vermonters
have sent me here to the U.S. Senate
to represent them for many years. In
turn, I always welcome the oppor-
tunity to recognize the commitments,
achievements, and successes of
Vermonters and the industries found in
the Green Mountain State. Today, I
want to highlight the granite center of
the world—not Italy, China, or Brazil—
but Barre, a small town of just over
8,600 year-round residents nestled
among the Green Mountains in central
Vermont.

It was 350 million years ago when
geologic processes created a unique
granite formation 10 miles deep, 4
miles long, and 2 miles wide in the
heart of present-day Barre. This ex-
traordinary formation is now home to
the world’s largest deep-hole granite
quarry that produces a form of granite
called ‘“‘Barre Gray.” Known around
the world as the finest quality gray
granite on the market, Barre Gray has
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been an economic engine and tourist
attraction in central Vermont since
the first quarry opened in the 19th cen-
tury. Barre Gray is renowned by fine
architects, builders, and sculpture art-
ists in every corner of the world and is
just another example of the exports
coming from Vermont and extracted by
Vermonters.

The granite industry in Barre has
brought jobs and economic opportunity
to thousands of Vermonters over the
years, including many immigrants.
Like my grandparents, many people
came to Vermont from Europe in the
19th and 20th centuries in search of a
better life. Through a combination of
hard work, skill, luck, and the geologic
processes that created Barre Gray 350
million years ago, many Scottish,
Irish, and Italian immigrants were able
to build better lives for themselves in
Vermont working in the granite indus-
try. Unfortunately, many of the immi-
grants working in the Barre granite in-
dustry also died in high numbers dur-
ing the 1918 influenza pandemic. As
many of the Vermonters we tragically
lost to COVID-19 are now laid to rest
under Barre Gray granite headstones,
so too are many of those who worked
the Barre granite quarry over 100 years
ago.

Today, the granite quarry and sur-
rounding manufacturing facilities em-
ploy more than 1,000 Vermonters who
create the vast majority of the granite
used in headstones and memorials in
the United States. The Rock of Ages
visitor center offers tours of the quarry
and their 160,000-square-foot manufac-
turing facility, which in addition to
the nearby Vermont Granite Museum,
attract more than 100,000 visitors per
year. These institutions also serve as
important educational experiences for
classes of local school children who fre-
quently take field trips to see the geol-
ogy taught in their textbooks take
place in real life.

The granite industry and its history
in Barre were profiled in a June 16,
2022, article published in the Wash-
ington Post. I ask unanimous consent
that the article titled, ‘“‘In Barre, Vt.,
granite is a way of life—and beyond,”
be printed in the RECORD.

There being no objection, the mate-
rial was ordered to be printed in the
RECORD, as follows:

[From the Washington Post, June 16, 2022]
IN BARRE, VT., GRANITE IS A WAY OF LIFE—
AND BEYOND
(By Walter Nicklin)

If one’s final earthly travel destination is a
graveyard, then the penultimate stop might
well be Barre, Vt., the self-proclaimed ‘‘gran-
ite center of the world.”” Here, in the scenic
foothills of the Green Mountains, are the
quarries that produce many of America’s
most sought-after tombstones.

Business is booming. The pandemic’s ‘‘ex-
cess mortality’ has meant increased demand
for quality granite to be quarried, then craft-
ed into memorials. Moreover, as aging baby
boomers realize they won’t live forever, they
often embrace their own mortality by pur-
chasing ‘‘pre-need memorials.”

Even if you don’t like the idea of picking
your own tombstone, Barre (pronounced
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“Barry’’) is worth a visit. You’ll gain an ap-
preciation for what you may have previously
taken for granted, or simply preferred not to
contemplate—namely, gravestones. You’'ll
learn about their fascinating history, along
with the remarkable industry and craft re-
quired in creating them. Most fundamen-
tally, you’ll be exposed to the geological
story behind the sturdy stone that carvers
use to immortalize human transience.

Although small (population less than
10,000), Barre is easy to find, just seven miles
from the state capital of Montpelier. Signage
for Exit 6 on Interstate 89 lets you know this
is where the ‘‘Granite Quarries’” are. You
then might drive along Quarry Street or
Stone Road on your way to a place called
Graniteville. Along the way, you may pass
the Cornerstone Pub & Kitchen, spot fence
posts made out of granite and catch sight of
what otherwise would be unremarkable com-
mercial signs, such as for lawyers’ offices,
engraved in granite.

Granite, granite, everywhere—highlighting
the town’s economic raison d’etre and the
stone artistry of its residents. In front of the
public library stands a stone statue of
Charles Dickens’s Mr. Pickwick. Another
statue—of the poet Robert Bums, next to the
Vermont History Center—was erected by the
19th-century Scottish masons who brought
their stonecutting skills to Barre. On the
other side of town is another, equally impos-
ing statue personifying the Italian
stonemasons who also brought their skills to
Barre.

The European immigrants brought with
them a tradition of organized labor, and
Barre became the headquarters for the Quar-
ry Workers’ International Union of North
America. Still standing on Granite Street is
the old Socialist Labor Party Hall, listed on
the National Register of Historic Places in
2000.

Rock of Ages—not the hymn but a quarry
company with a visitor center of the same
name—is perhaps Barre’s single biggest tour-
ist draw, typically attracting more than
100,000 visitors annually. In the fall, when
the leaves turn colorful, attendance peaks.
But in mid-May, on the very first day it
opened for the summer season, my wife, Pat,
and I were pleased to find not much of a
crowd. In fact, ours was one of only three
cars in the caravan that Roger, the tour
guide, led from the visitor center to the huge
Rock of Ages excavation site called the E.L.
Smith Quarry. Still, Roger jotted on an
index card the number of cars and the num-
ber of occupants in each car, so he could be
sure that he could account for everyone at
tour’s end—that no one had fallen and van-
ished into the massive hole in the ground.
Covering about 50 acres and almost 600 feet
deep, it lays claim to being the world’s larg-
est operating deep-hole quarry for dimension
stone. (Crushed stone—gravel—is the product
of other quarries.)

Now retired after having worked most of
his life in the quarry, Roger knew whereof he
spoke. He explained that the granite quar-
ried here—known as ‘‘Barre Gray’’—is known
worldwide for its fine grain, even texture and
superior weather resistance. Its unique pro-
portions of quartz and feldspar (granite’s
main ingredients) make it especially hard
while also exceptionally receptive to intri-
cate carving and sculpting.

The granite was formed as intrusive igne-
ous rock approximately 350 million years
ago. Called a pluton by geologists, the Barre
granite formation is calculated to be four
miles long, two miles wide and 10 miles deep.
Based on what had been extracted since the
Barre quarries began operation in the 19th
century, Roger estimated that ‘it would
take 4,500 years to extract all the granite.”

Perched on the quarry’s edge was a chain-
link fence to prevent visitors like us from
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falling in. I had seen many quarries over the
years, but nothing like this. As if guarding a
precious artwork, the fence barrier seemed
to make the scene that much more spectac-
ular, even otherworldly. The quarry’s sheer
sides, where blocks and slabs had been cut
away, looked like a huge canvas of abstract
art, with oxidized water stains dripping like
paint. At the very bottom was a turquoise
pool, this seemingly out-of-place color cre-
ated by granite sediments and crystals in the
water when slabs of rock are cut. Framing
the scene in the far distance, the distinctive
outline of Camel’s Hump, Vermont’s third-
highest peak, punctuates the horizon.

About five miles away is the Vermont
Granite Museum, housed in a renovated
manufacturing shed that dates from the tum
of the last century. Although massive (about
30,000 square feet), it was called a ‘‘shed’ for
its open layout and cathedral-like ceiling.
Machinery to cut and move the granite
blocks was powered by a dam and turbines
on the nearby Stevens Branch of the
Winooski River. A railroad spur, leading di-
rectly to the shed, could then transport the
finished stonework. Today’s visitors are
transported back in time through hands-on
exhibits and collections of rock specimens
and old tools, even industrial rollers made of
granite.

Nearby Hope Cemetery showcases local
granite and the artistry it spawned. Estab-
lished in 1895, the 65-acre, parklike setting is
a splendid example of the 19th-century gar-
den cemetery movement, which favored bur-
ials in rural, nonsectarian settings. The co-
incident, ever-more-popular use of granite
for tombstones and memorials created an
outdoor museum of sculpture. The once-prev-
alent sandstone slates and marble
headstones proved much less enduring than
granite.

I’'ve been called a tombstone tourist for
past pilgrimages to the dead-celebrity-popu-
lated burial ground Pére Lachaise in Paris
and Cimitero Acattolico, the Roman ceme-
tery where the poet John Keats’s gravestone
famously reads, ‘‘Here lies One Whose Name
was writ in Water.”” But you don’t have to be
a melancholic taphophile to appreciate the
artistry on display in Hope Cemetery, such
as a Pieta-like statue and realistic represen-
tations of violins and airplanes. It’s the
“Uffizi of Necropolises,” in the words of
Vermont folklorist Joseph A. Citro. All of
the monuments are made of Barre Gray, and
virtually all have been sculpted by Barre
stonemasons—some for their own graves be-
fore they died.

For Pat and me, who had lost one old
friend to covid-19, a lone granite memorial
in Hope Cemetery seemed especially poign-
ant. Erected on the centenary of the 1918
pandemic, it commemorated the many Barre
residents who had died of the flu. They had
suffered disproportionately because of their
existing silicosis (called stonecutters’ dis-
ease) from inhaling granite dust while work-
ing in unventilated sheds.

Our visit to Barre was not all about death
and granite, however. The trip easily in-
cluded the Vermont fare of covered bridges,
village greens, white church spires and
maple syrup. Indeed, Pat insisted that we ex-
perience that quintessential summertime
taste of the Green Mountain State: a frosty
creemee. ‘“‘What’s that?”’ I asked. The deli-
cious answer came at the Morse Farm Maple
Sugarworks: towering swirls of soft ice
cream, especially creamy, served in a cup or
cone, accented with a generous portion of
maple syrup or straight maple sugar.

As granite is hard and enduring, a creemee
is soft and ephemeral—a most harmonious
balance.
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RECOGNIZING STAFF

Ms. WARREN. Madam President, I
ask unanimous consent to enter into
the RECORD the names of my staff who
worked tirelessly to serve the constitu-
ents of Massachusetts and to pass the
Inflation Reduction Act. Many of these
staffers stayed up late into the night
on Saturday, August 5, 2022, and into
the next day on Sunday, August 6, 2022,
in order to secure the passage of this
transformative piece of legislation.

As I told my team in the hours after
the bill passed the Senate, we made
history today. There are tremendous
policy achievements in this legislation:
a plan to cut carbon emissions by 40
percent over the next 8 years, capped
spending on prescription drugs for sen-
iors and finally—finally—authorizing
Medicare to negotiate some drug
prices. For the first time in 30 years,
we have raised corporate taxes for be-
hemoth corporations. Policy is my love
language, but that is because all this
wonkiness is ultimately about people—
little kids who have fewer asthma at-
tacks and older people who don’t have
to choose between filling a prescription
and having a meal and maybe a break-
through that means both our democ-
racy and our earth will survive. Mak-
ing these kinds of changes is exactly
why I am here.

To all of you, I offer my deepest
thanks. Without you, I couldn’t fight
the righteous fights. But with you, we
have already made big, structural
change—and I am convinced there is
more to come.

Caroline Ackerman, Branden Alberts,
Stephanie Angel, Randy Beltre, Prerna
Bhat, Alex Blenkinsopp, Meaghan
Body, Jose Danilo Boquin Moran, Tess
Byars, Matias Cano, Anthony Chen,
Brian Cohen, Kunal Dixit, Jon
Donenberg, Gabrielle Elul, Caroline
Freedman, Bruno Freitas, Laura
Gerrard, Chris Gongora, Daylan Gray,
Allyson Huntoon, Maya Jenkins, Dan-
iel Ki, Amielle Kutzen, Carys Lamberg,
Catherine Laporte-Oshiro, Dana
Larkin, Nikko Mendoza, Diana Nunez
Calcano, Beth  Pearson, Marielle
Rabins, Ruby Robles, Anthony Ruano,
Alex Sarabia, Benjamin Schiller,
Nyanna Slaughter, Mandy
Smithberger, Nikhil Srinivasan, Olivia
Teixeira, Astou Thiane, Evan Turnage,
Caleb White, Zena Wolf, and Jessica
Wong.

—————

VOTE EXPLANATION

Ms. WARREN. Madam President, had
there been a recorded vote, I would
have voted no on the confirmation of
Executive Calendar No. 1105, Carrin F.
Patman, of Texas, to be Ambassador
Extraordinary and Plenipotentiary of
the United States of America to the
Republic of Iceland.

Mr. President, had there been a re-
corded vote, I would have voted no on
the confirmation of Executive Calendar
No. 812, Douglas T. Hickey, of Idaho, to
be Ambassador Extraordinary and
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Plenipotentiary of the United States of
America to the Republic of Finland.

Mr. President, had there been a re-
corded vote, I would have voted no on
the confirmation of Executive Calendar
No. 785, Randi Charno Levine, of New
York, to be Ambassador Extraordinary
and Plenipotentiary of the TUnited
States of America to the Portuguese
Republic.

Mr. President, had there been a re-
corded vote, I would have voted no on
the confirmation of Executive Calendar
No. 979, Margaret C. Whitman, of Colo-
rado, to be Ambassador Extraordinary
and Plenipotentiary of the TUnited
States of America to the Republic of
Kenya.

Mr. President, had there been a re-
corded vote, I would have voted no on
the confirmation of Executive Calendar
No. 782, George J. Tsunis, of New York,
to be Ambassador Extraordinary and
Plenipotentiary of the United States of
America to Greece.

——————

VOTE EXPLANATION

Mr. HAWLEY. Madam President, had
there been a recorded vote, I would
have voted no on the confirmations of
Executive Calendar No. 1069, Carlos
Felipe Uriarte, of California, to be an
Assistant Attorney General; Executive
Calendar No. 1070, Carlton W. Reeves,
of Mississippi, to be Chair of the United
States Sentencing Commission; Execu-
tive Calendar No. 1071, Carlton W.
Reeves, of Mississippi, to be a Member
of the United States Sentencing Com-
mission for a term expiring October 31,
2027; Executive Calendar No. 1072,
Laura E. Mate, of Iowa, to be a Member
of the United States Sentencing Com-
mission for a term expiring October 31,
2027; Executive Calendar No. 1074, Luis
Felipe Restrepo, of Pennsylvania, to be
a Member of the United States Sen-
tencing Commission for a term expir-
ing October 31, 2025; and Executive Cal-
endar No. 1076, John Gleeson, of New
York, to be a Member of the United
States Sentencing Commission for a
term expiring October 31, 2023.

HONORING PRIVATE JOHN
SHAUGHNESSY

Mr. TESTER. Madam President, I
would like to share a few words today
to honor the life and service of Private
John Shaughnessy, a first-class Mon-
tanan and World War I veteran.

A native son of the Treasure State,
John was born and raised in Missoula.
His father, John A. Shaughnessy, was
one of Missoula’s pioneer builders who
constructed a portion of the original
buildings at Fort Missoula.

Never one to shy away from service
or sacrifice, John answered the call to
duty at the outbreak of World War I by
enlisting in the U.S. Army. He was a
member of the 339th Infantry and
served in the American North Russia
Expeditionary force, more commonly
known as the Polar Bear Expedition.

During that expedition, Private
Shaughnessy sadly contracted and died
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