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BEVERLY, MASS. –

Well it’s winter and I’m not a fan. Look, I get that I live north of Boston — I’m not in denial. I just don’t revel in it like my friends who gallop about in snowshoes and zip here and there on cross-country skis and try night snowboarding just “for the fun of it.”

Perhaps I will become a winter enthusiast when I have two children that can dress and fend for themselves in the snow. It’s ironic really, because they love the snow despite, as regular readers will recall, the sledding debacle of years past. On the morning of a snow day they chatter about snowmen and snow angels and snow forts; they hop around in their pajamas bouncing off furniture and crashing into walls until my husband and I can take it no longer. 

This latest snowstorm was no exception.

The girls could almost taste the snow and began ricocheting around the kitchen creating a polar-fleece pajama static field that could power our house.

“OK! Time to go outside!” My husband declared.

I sighed deeply. “I’ll go get the snow gear.”

I descended into our basement and emerged carrying 5 tons of insulated, tech-wicky, down, water resistant, shearling wool, Velcro laden, winter wear. 

My husband put his gear on in about two minutes and vanished out the front door. “I’ll just go out first to clear a pathway for you guys.”

Clever trick.  

Because of course, it took half the morning to dress both girls and myself. By the time all the mittens and hats and snow pants and boot liners and coats had been tucked and zippered and velcroed, we were all out of breath and overheated. We fell out the front door like a human tumbleweed covered in winter synthetics. 

Once outside, our snow day process is pretty basic. The girls play while my husband and I shovel out the driveway. Let me be clear: it’s not a real driveway. A driveway implies a length upon which a car can be driven. Ours is more of a drive-spot that two cars can just barely squeeze onto — it shouldn’t take long to dig out. But in some perverse snow-accumulation to snow-plow ratio, our little drive-spot always gets a 3-foot wall of dirty snow plowed across it. Further, our short section of sidewalk in front of our house becomes the unofficial extra-snow heap. 

As a result we are flat out of places to put snow. The sidewalk snow heap is fast approaching Himalayan status. I expect a Sherpa and an IMAX team to show up any day. So during this last storm we had to find a new place to put our snow. We chose our back yard . . . just to up the ante of difficulty really. Snow shoveling is hard, but walking each shovelful around a garage and tossing it over a fence, well that’s just plain ridiculous. On the up side, it does create a fantastic and large mound to play on.

 In a burst of actual winter enthusiasm I declared, “OK girls! We’re building a snow fort!” 

We tromped into the back yard and began digging and carving. I managed to dig two little snow seats into the side of the mound when my eldest daughter announced it was not a snow fort, but rather a snow castle.

“A castle!” Our nearly-three-year-old echoed with glee. “I want to be the princess!”

“OK fine.” Agreed the oldest, “You can be the princess, but I’m the queen”

I had a sinking feeling as I busily dug away at a small tunnel that connected to two seats, err, thrones.

“And who can Mommy be?” I asked brightly.

“You are the servant!” declared the queen. The princess clapped her hands in agreement and plunked down into her throne.

Wonderful. 

Of course it’s all fun and games until somebody gets snow down their sleeve or realizes that it’s actually freezing outside. In this instance we hit the snow saturation point about 30 minutes into it — nearly the same length of time it took to get dressed to come outside in the first place.  

And so just like that the castle was abandoned. My husband continued the endless job of shoveling, but the queen and the princess needed de-gearing, hot cocoa and warm blankets, so the servant got to work while hoping for spring . . . maybe in June.
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