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or, as Ellen summed up, A Tale of “No heat, no hot water, no water at all, burned dumplings scorched scallops, puppies, poop, ghosts and unlicensed electricians.”

New Englanders expect a few bad storms every winter. We are accustomed to the trials and tribulations of snow & ice affecting our drive home (Making it interminably longer to go anywhere!), the joys of shoveling and snowblowing, & the inevitable long grocery store lines that precede every predicted storm. 

But, this Thursday evening storm caught many of us off guard, coming so early in the season and on the heels of mild weather. Early in the evening we had some rain… and as rain does in New England at night, when temperatures drop, it turned to ice. This ice storm didn’t APPEAR to be anything terrible, until we heard the first CRACK! Split the still quiet of the night. The dogs let out deep woofs and growls, and we startled from our sleep, listening for what they were warning us about.
Glancing to see what time it was, I realized the power was out. For us, no power means no heat and no water. Still, I wasn’t overly upset… I have lived in Townsend almost 9 years, and in that time, the power has never been off more than 4-5 hours. I have the luxury of living off a main street… where power is always first to be restored.

I fumbled through the dark, stepping over dogs, and went to retrieve a flashlight. I was able to put my hand on three. All were dead or dying.

SIGH. I dug for some candles.

Rick started the wood stove – located in our basement dog apartment for their daily comfort in winter (They have in/out access to play in the fenced fields or get toasty on a sofa by the stove) – and not much help to us upstairs. And then, we went back to sleep, certain that power would be restored by morning.

The rest of the night passed slowly; the dogs frequently warned trespassing trees that falling in our yard meant dealing with our resident guardians! Rick decided to leave for work 2 hours early; fully expecting a hellish ride in.

He called me from our street a few minutes later. Trees & power lines littered the roads; he couldn’t get by til they were moved. Following a front end loader as it pushed trees off to the side, Rick drove over two hours to go as far as he normally goes in 20 minutes.

Meanwhile, I was worrying about the litter of pups staying warm, and trying to explain to the dogs that the constant opening or the door as 16 of them went in and out to frolic was letting priceless heat escape.

We do have gas, so I was able to heat things on the stove top. That was one plus. We have 21 dogs, sheep, rabbits, and horses who all drink a good sized body of water daily. That was a big minus.  I quickly ascertained that we were due for a water emergency if the power didn’t come back on shortly.

A few weeks back, we depleted all of our storm supply of water jugs for use at a dog show. (We realized we had forgotten to buy travel water & raided the emergency supply. Of course we had not yet replenished the stock.)

The day unfolded. I couldn’t work on the computer, I couldn’t clean & bleach the nurseries. I couldn’t vacuum the daily dose of dog hair. I couldn’t recharge my cell phone – which miraculously still worked – unless I turned on the truck…. Which, of course, sprang to life at the turn of a key, and promptly blinged and glowed the complaining warning light indicating an empty gas tank. SIGH.
Getting gas was not possible because there was no power in town.
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After rescuing a slipper, Rick’s shoe, the sofa frame, a magazine (shredded beyond readability), and an adult dog from assaulting puppy teeth; I let the two 4 month old pups out to romp. Isabelle promptly slipped during an acrobatic run-n-leap on the icey lawn. She knocked the wind out of herself and lay yelping, “YIIIYYYYYYYYYYY. This translates to “Mommy.. help I am hurt and dying.”

Isabelle is a tough little critter, so it was with some concern that I sprang barefooted, out to the icey yard to scoop her up and carry her inside. She recovered in 5 minutes, but I decided that, in the interest of avoiding cruciate surgeries or other ominous damage, playing outside was done til further notice. The dogs took up places in the living room and contemplated a revolt.

I contemplated a strong drink.
Rick called to report the news that power might not be restored for  another 3-7 days. And, a state of emergency had been declared. For us, that meant Rick was likely be working extra shifts and would be unable to come home.

I realized suddenly that darkness settles in before 5 pm, Rick was not coming home, I was without flashlights, heat, & was low on water. Not good.

It was going to be a long night!

Many of us had cell phone service throughout, and today’s cell phone technology includes email capability. We communicated via cell and email, trying to do so sparingly to conserve battery life.  My neighbor, who is not on a well, had water, and I was able to get buckets filled for the animals. Carrying heavy horse water buckets long distances is not fun. But, it is possible.
Our friends and extended Traumhof family checked in to report; most were also without power. Those who did have power offered their homes as a refuge. My old friend, John, who I hadn’t spoken to in ages, called to offer me a place to go, and graciously offered to house my dogs, too. (A favorite song, “You find Out Who Your Friends Are”, has new meaning for me!)

For me, with a litter and 16 other dogs/pups, horses, sheep, rabbit… fleeing the now primitive shell of our farm was not an option. 

I settled all the dogs in our bedroom; this many furry bodies closed in a bedroom insulates pretty well and gives off heat. I blanketed the bathroom for the litter, made them a snuggly nest, and surrounded myself in my bed with 5 of the adult dogs, and Gem, the little Gremlin, who insisted on snuggling in with me instead of in her crate.
By Saturday, I was on the brink of a meltdown. What I really wanted was a hot shower! By then, friends and Team Traumhof members, Jenn and Dave,  had rigged up a generator and were housing friends in need. They reported that power was on two towns away from me – and gas stations were open. I decided to leave the dogs home for an hour and go get gas and a hot shower!

The drive over to Jenn’s was eery. Power lines swung precariously and trees littered the road sides. Then, as I drove into the next town, power was on, the town Christmas tree glowed, and life was continuing with no indication of the devastation a couple mere miles away.
Saturday night, Rick realized that we were running low on wood for the wood stove. Of course, by now, there was no wood available to be purchased anywhere nearby. We were able to get flashlights and  some batteries, so at least we could move in the darkness, and the stove was still going.
We continued Team Traumhof communication network via cellphone/text/email. Matt, Ellen and Rob decided intervention was warranted.

Matt packed up his SUV with a store of seasoned firewood, and he headed to our place, almost a 2 hour drive. Rob & Ellen, in nearby Lincoln, had power. They offered everyone a place to come.. and they also packed up their generator, some food, supplies and drove out to our farm. Dave and Jenn had spent the day traveling to friends’ homes so Dave could hook up generators. They added us to the list, and headed over. John and Gayla also sent email invites, telling all of us that they had a generator and were “open” for cocoa and visits, with dogs welcome. Patty & Danny reported no power, but they were warming by wood stove.
Sunday was sunny and not especially cold – except in my home, where it remained 49-50 degrees.

We took a break to walk in the woods – a nice stress relief – and siblings Enya and Bella, accompanied by our Caper, had a nice romp. We humans carefully traversed ice, downed trees, a bridge out over a river. The dogs ploughed through all with gleeful abandon.

Back to the farm and operation Rescue got underway as darkness began to descend. Rob, Dave, Matt and Rick (unlicensed electricians) hurried to set up the generator. Ellen and  Matt agreed to supervise my litter so I could clean up their make shift nursery in our bathroom.
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Matt also decided to use our grill to 

cook up some hot food. He had more success with puppy watch than with chef duty. Puppies are busy folks, and Matt’s attention was occupied fully. When I examined the smoking grill an hour or so later, blackened stones remained where once there were some type of vegetable dumplings, and appetizers. Matt, ever an optimist, insisted they were still edible if you peeled off the outer layer.
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The puppies had also discovered that our fridge was leaking, and set about lapping at the liquid. Matt, Ellen and Jenn ushered pups away, and Jenn emptied out the fridge.

We fed and watered the animals as operation Set up the Generator continued. And then, with all the animals cared for, we did what our Team is good at… opened up wine, beer, champagne, and attempted to rustle up some food. By 8 p.m., we had power! We could not run everything, but we had heat, some hot water, and a couple lights. The relief we felt can not be explained.

Sunday night, we took hot showers and we slept in a warm house. Welcome back to the current century!
Monday arrived; still no power… but we are able to operate essentials with the generator, and, at the time of this writing, we are beginning the clean up. 

As always, we thank Team Traumhof; our family. Ellen, Rob, Matt, Jenn and Dave you guys were heroes!!!!
And then, on the heels of a week with no power... we got snow. And another storm forecasted for the end of the week. Stay tuned.
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This initial installment will be updated with more photos very soon. Please check back.
