A Real Wisconsin Winter
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Larry is one of the friendliest people in the village. He is originally from California and we meet at the Post Office in the morning or at the Pharmacy where he works. The conversation often touches on the weather and Larry is wont to say that folks tell him, “Wait until you see a real Wisconsin winter.” Larry is no longer waiting.

Most winters in this part of Wisconsin, the Southwestern corner, I find that I only shovel snow once or twice and then only a moderate amount. Indeed, with a 4-wheel drive pickup and front wheel drive cars we are able to get around fine most days whether we have bothered to keep the driveway clear or not. Most years I am surprised if I hear the sounds of a snowmobile. I have wondered why anyone would want to own one here. Even in NE Wisconsin, where I hunt deer, it is seldom that we have tracking snow in November. It is in the north that people from here venture to when the snowmobile bug hits.

This year, 2007, is different. There is more snow, by far, here than at my cabin in Michigan’s famed deep snow country, the Upper Peninsula. I just talked to my brother-in-law, who was at Beaufort Lake near Michigamme in the central UP, and they had only a base of 6 inches under the one or two inches they were expecting as we spoke. Ken told me that the large storm they had expected, one of those we received the benefit of here, ended up being rain and melting snow rather than adding to the base.
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I have two chickens (hens) in an enclosure in my back yard and they are not venturing out of the small coup they roost in at night. I have had to check on them daily for water and feed and it was necessary to shovel a path to them. There was a full two feet of standing snow. There are actually two small coups as a wall divides it into two houses with separate, albeit adjacent entryways. The hens will go from one room to the other, by utilizing the side by side outside walks, but never venture into the snow for even a step or two.
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The coops are on the right side of the picture above, showing just above the snow covered triangular roof on the doghouse at the bottom right. The brown material is British surplus military netting that covers the chicken yard. I simply built the coop against the wall of our tobacco shed. Snow has covered the netting with a thick white blanket.

As a rule, the chickens are running about outside all day long. The hens enter the housing when the darkness of night descends. It looks like they were not expecting a “real Wisconsin winter” either and have gone into hiding. They must be California chickens.

This picture shows a larger area. Our green house is 'snowed in’. My green composter, which is to the left front of the greenhouse, will require a shoveled path as well. As a rule, we place kitchen scraps (greens and other organic, no meats) in the barrel daily. Our garden is to the right of the greenhouse and benefits greatly from the compost. Over the years, out garden fertility has risen substantially as has our annual yields.

[image: image4.jpg]



Diane has any number of individual flower gardens or patches in the yard, not to mention wheelbarrows, carts, old pots, and barrels full of colorful petunias (all colors) and the like.  They did not escape the onslaught of snow. Pictured below, mostly buried, is a cart I made her with two old Ford Model T wheels. It is hard to tell that there is anything there at all, but for the mound of snow.
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One of the cart’s two wheels is at the forefront of the picture, recognizable as a large snow oval or half moon.

We are accustomed to watching the birds out of the bay window in our living room. They found their treasured landing zone heavily laden with new snow just prior to Christmas day.
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I have shoveled more snow, more times, this year than any other in the 13 years we have lived in this house. Mom and Dad James live in the house next door and I keep a path open between our front door and theirs. It runs over our respective lawns parallel to the street. I shovel this snow all winter. This Christmas season I find myself out their most days cleaning off an inch or two of new snow, if not 6 inches or more.

I must tell Larry that we are now considered veterans, old-timers. We can tell the newcomers what they have to look forward to seeing.
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