
The Year the Snow Wouldn’t Slide

Snow, harder and faster than fifty years had seen.
It did not stop for five days.
When it did, it took a look around

Came back for three more days and nights.

It snowed.

Things get larger; open spaces constrict.

The world gets closer; roofs and roads

And food and heat bring us back

From the dream of switch-flipping

Modern magical fantasies to the very real:


Shovel for three days straight;


Five feet deep in five layers;


Bottom layer hard and dense


A layer of fine grease squeezed


Down by ten inches of heavy stuff


And then another layer of fluff.

An eerie world after wine and dinner;

Songs and dancing and beers and kisses

At midnight we left our homes

To find blue flashing lights where

The Twisp River Lodge had collapsed

And Mary Mattison’s had fallen too,

Up on snob hill.

An incongruous world

To go from celebration

To the face of disaster.

We had to look around.

Town was still there.

The boys getting set for 

the midnight all night plow shift

The best they could do;

But where do you put it all?

One lane of travel 

is all you get. 

Visions of fallen roofs

Creeping through the family joys.

Is it too late?

Dare we look at all?

What if…..?

I met my brother at the road that goes
To the old pioneer hay barns.

Bright headlights; we had to know.

It was as if we passed the first test

Since our father death.

The barns were still standing;

Intact but ladened.

This was the winter that

The snow wouldn’t slide.

Later Tom told of how he climbed

To the top of the old brown barn

To shovel, and with one blow

The roof of snow let go and he

And twenty tons slid to the corral below.

The young men in their twenties

Made it sport to ride the slide from

The tallest peak of homestead to splat

Harmless in the cushion all around us.

Fifty-eight pounds per square foot.

All day long the engineer’s reports

Came across the local radio.

Bands of shovelers, making the going rate;

Fifteen bucks and hour, not bad

For pilfered holiday money

From those unable or unwilling

To climb their homes

To save them.

For those who shoveled
In the New Year of 1997,

The heroes of the holidays,
There was testosterone

And beer and new found

Popularity in arm wrestling.
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