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How To Get Here


Likely as not, you’re coming from the south, so head north about two, two and a half hours. You’ll know your first turn when you see the lake on the right, but keep your eyes peeled between May, when the trees are in bud, and October, when the leaves are falling, because you can’t  see the lake for the trees. Once you have you bearings, look for a right—not the one that ends at the old Demeritt farm, but the one that goes past the fire-pine swamp. A stone’s throw after the spot where Clydie Mason hit the twelve-point buck that wrecked his Ford pickup, hang a left. (Don’t look for Clydie’s truck. They towed it away an hour or so after it happened, about six years ago.) Finally, you come to the bridge. Cross over, but if it’s nighttime, you might not realize you’re on the bridge because it looks just like a road with a river underneath. You can make a right after that, but the next one is better because it takes you onto Brush Hollow Road and over Daniels Hill, which gives you a lovely view of the Village. You’ll know you’re on the right track when you see the big field with the pond. When you see the field, then you’re just down the road apiece.


One word of advice: Don’t look for road signs. There aren’t any in Hardscrabble because everyone knows where they’re going. Oh…and another thing. If you ask a man who’s wearing denim overalls, a plaid shirt, a soft-brimmed felt hat called a crusher, and he’s chewing tobacco, then you’re asking a native. A native is a dyed-in-the-wool Yankee, and Yankees are plain-speaking folk. Ask him where the road goes, and he’ll probably say, “Wal, I reckon it jest stays where it is.”

If you get turned around and all else fails, your best bet is simply to head north by northeast as the crow flies and go straight.


You’ll get here…eventually.
