
Shadow Mountain Farm 

Winter News – 2014 

Happy New Year everyone! 

   I just got done with my morning chores: bringing in the horses that get grain and meds, putting out 

hay in the field with my friend John Deere (tractor that is), turning the horses back out, mucking, 

watering, then on to feeding the small animals (hounds, cats, chickens, and goats). All in all it is about a 

2 hour routine, as long as nothing out of the ordinary needs tending to (like a fence repair or horse 

with an abrasion). 

   Today it felt like spring, 55 degrees seemed very warm after the “Arctic Blast” we had just a few days 

ago. That is what the weather people were calling it, which sounded more like a cold ice-cream 

beverage from Sonic. The most frigid morning during the “blast”, my log cabin porch thermometer 

read  6 below zero. It is a straight up and down thermometer with slashes between the numbers, each 

slash representing 2 degrees. I had never felt below freezing temps before, so it was a mental 

challenge to make my brain read it in the opposite direction (down from 0, instead of up). I can see the 

thermometer from inside my door, without having to go outside, but I went out to make sure I was 

actually seeing what I thought. I counted the slashes three times to not be mistaken. Nope, it was 

definitely 6 below, which I could also tell because my hands started to freeze in the short amount of 

time I was reading the temp. Burrrr!!! 

   There were only two days of the extreme cold, thank goodness. It was enough to make me very 

appreciative I don’t live where that is normal, especially with all my outdoor animals, because the time 

required to take care of them is tripled. For just a couple days it was kind of fun, though. I bundled up 

in five layers, with only my eyes showing. If I squeezed my eyes shut tight I could feel ice in them, 

which actually really fascinated me. The fact that the Polaris Ranger was frozen to the ground and 

would not move was also quite interesting and unexpected, as was the realization that your tongue 

can freeze to metal in such cold. I guess I should have known the latter from “The Christmas Story”, but 

I never knew just how cold it had to be. I learned this when I discovered all the metal clips that I use on 

my gates were frozen shut because of the rain proceeding the cold. This has happened before, but in 

the 20’s, not single digits, and I have always just warmed them with my mouth and tongue until they 

opened. I tried this same procedure when it was 2 degrees, and my tongue was literally just seconds 

away from freezing to the metal. A jug of warm water from the Camp House solved the problem. I was 

just able to get the clips opened before they froze that way, so ended up tying all the gates with rope. I 

guess they don’t use metal clips on their gates in Alaska! 

   The animals all survived the cold nicely, thanks to my efforts, which is a very warm, satisfying feeling. 

The horses got extra hay, alfalfa, and corn, fed twice a day instead of just once, so they always had 

something to eat. A constant supply of eating hay is what keeps them the warmest. I fed the three 

hounds (Gulliver, Billy, and Clementine) extra as well, and made them a “sunken hay pit” in the hay 
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shed. They sleep up in the stacked hay anyway in the winter, but the wind was cold, so I climbed up 

into the center of the hay and took bales out to make the hay pit. It was 8 bales off the ground and the 

walls were at least 6 bales thick. It was 3 bales deep, and about 4’x4’ inside. I climbed down into it and 

called them to come. They all jumped in with me. I sat down, and they happily lay with me, as I rubbed 

bellies and ears. The four of us stayed like that for half an hour. I had just finished with all my cold 

weather chores, and it felt so nice to just be with them in our hay igloo, out of the wind, snuggled 

together for warmth. I was one of the pack, and was so completely relaxed, that I could feel it is true 

what they say about being with animals reducing your blood pressure. Ahhhh!!! 

   I actually ride a lot in the winter (though I did not those two arctic days), but I love to ride in the cold. 

There is something so invigorating about it. I like the feeling of being bundled up in the right warm 

clothes, when you can tell it is cold, but you’re nice and snug. I like breathing in the cool, refreshing air. 

I like the fuzzy, winter-coated horses, and their frisky energy. And I like the fact that there are NO bugs!  

I was riding Birdie, my black and white pinto mare, at Big South Fork not long before Christmas, when I 

decided to cross the river and go a way I had never been. We got semi-lost. We could have always 

turned around and gone back the same way, but I wanted to try to make a loop of it (I always hate 

going back on the same trail). The trail became quite rugged and rocky, and I had to dismount and lead 

across some for safety (I knew Birdie could balance better without my extra weight). It was beginning 

to get dark and cold, when we came to a trail sign that I recognized the name of, “Zenith Crossing”.  

We crossed the river there and made it back to the cabarn (cabin/barn combo) just after dark. We had 

headed out at 10:30 am, and it was 6:30 pm. It was an adventure, and Birdie was a trooper, never 

questioning me or taking a tired step. We were true partners that day, in it for the long haul. Birdie got 

a good rub down, and extra treats and alfalfa that night. And I got the satisfaction that comes from 

sore muscles, rosy-red wind-burned cheeks, a ravenous appetite from being in the outdoors all day, 

and a tired body that fell asleep as soon as its’ head hit the pillow. Zzzzz!!! 

   Well, it is now late afternoon, and I promised the pugs (Trudy and Annie Sue) a “walk in the Ranger” 

which we have not gotten to do in a few days because of the cold. I take them in the Ranger to the 

horse trails and we walk for a mile or two, which is a long way for a pug! All I have to say is, “Let’s go 

for a walk in the Ranger”, and they get hysterically excited, fly out the front door, down the sidewalk, 

and into the Ranger, waiting expectantly for me. Yipee!!! 

   I am headed on a ride in the Cherokee National Forest tomorrow with long time camper/counselor 

Kate on Rain and StarBoy. That always makes for a good day. Wishing you the best in 2014, and hope 

to see you soon. Until then, Just say “NEIGH” !!! 


