










Into Winter

Gramp’s Taxi

It’s cross-country ski season again here at the Morse Farm Maple Sugarworks

and we have a new grooming machine for our ski trails. It’s called a Piston

Bully and it’s a wonderful machine. It’s got a roto-tiller for chopping up ice, a

special drag attachment that leaves an eight-foot swath smooth and perfect, and

has another little gadget for making tracks on one side of the trail (skiers love their

tracks). It also has a bulldozer blade which angles in any imaginable position, and

lights, lots of lights. We can go just about anywhere, day or night, with our Piston

Bully, and we do. About the only thing it can’t do is make snow. Right now, we

need snow so Mr. Bully can get out there and do his job. In fact, I’ve got his heater

plugged in right now so he’ll be ready. Oh, I forgot to tell you. For being such a

versatile winter worker, Mr. Bully has one other limitation: he hates cold temper-

atures. We’ve got to plug him in hours before his Mercedes diesel engine will come to life.

When I was a boy, Leslie Hooper sold Studebakers around here. Leslie was a

neighbor. He was forever showing up with the latest Hawks and Larks, but Dad

SNOWROLLERS—
Every so many years we have snowrollers. 
Snowballs are created by the winds
and moisture in the snow.



Return To SpringReturn To Spring

Two Sounds of Sugarin’

It had been an unusual sugar season. Starting three weeks early with our 

necessary freezing nights and thawing days, it brought about a week of a good

old-fashioned sap run, then froze back up solid. We waited anxiously for its

return and I knew that was about to happen when I started hearing those train

whistles down at Montpelier Junction. Even though the junction is six miles from

Morse Farm, as the crow flies, an approaching storm will make those old train

whistles sound like they are next door. During sugarin’, that’s always good news

because, as I have said, sugarmakers thrive on ornery weather. 

Sure enough, I rolled out of bed the next morning and looked out to a world

of sticky snowflakes as big around as quarters. They descended like feathers and

melted on touchdown, a phenomenon known to sugarmakers as ‘sugar snow’. The

wind was out of the west, the temperature was thirty-six degrees and the sap ran

wicked fast! By mid-morning, steam rolled out of our sugarhouse and barrels filled

with great flavored Grade A Medium Amber maple syrup. 




