The Blizzard of Thirteen
Recently, during the government shutdown seems that’s all the talk shows and TV network news programs were talking about, opinioning and discussing. Everyone was busy playing the “blame” game; all with low scores on the court of public opinion.

An Agricultural occurrence, “The Blizzard of 2013” was seldom mentioned. The farmers/ranchers in western South Dakota, Nebraska and eastern Wyoming were faced with a devastating early snow storm. The storm caught everyone off guard. The storm began with some two inches of rain followed by nineteen to twenty four inches of snow and sixty to eighty mile per hour winds. 

The area farmers/ranchers cattle herds were on summer ranges and had not been brought down for winter near home base. These cattle were found seeking shelter anywhere available, some were found in low areas where snow drifts simply smothered the cattle. Others were soaked from rain and were frozen. Several reports place losses from 80 to 100,000 head. Can you imagine these losses and conditions? Reports from various agriculture sources describe the situation; one contained a poem by “Will Sturgeon” ranch hand related to their situation. 
The Blizzard of Thirteen

The hum of happy chatter filled the mood-lit dining room.

Scraping plates and clinking glasses eased October gloom.

The politicians chuckled, regaling battles won, 

The government had been shutdown, for now their work was done.

They sawed away industriously, at steak, and polemic pie,

Sharp tongues and empty rhetoric, while out West cattle died.

A government statement, no farm bill in two years, 

Eighty thousand cattle died while they prattled in their beers.

Torrential rain, then gusting wind, then driving drifting snow. 
No winter coats, nowhere to hide, and nowhere else to go.

Unweaned calves and pregnant cows still grazing prairie green, 

Caught by surprise, soaked to the bone, by the blizzard of thirteen.

Driven East before the storm, taking shelter where they could. 

Hypothermic, caught in fences, frozen as they stood. 

Driven down by weighted coats, buried in the draws; saturated, suffocated, while DC debates laws. 

Year after year the same routine, and never progress made. 

The house and congress impotent, while nature rules her stage.

Two years the Farm Bill sat expired, while officials spout and proem.

Two days for nature’s verdict passed, the Blizzard of Thirteen.

The dark suits wave their banners high, “We’ve got to stand our ground!”
It’s good for the people, so lets shut the country down.

No matter there’s no services, no leadership, no teams

This is how our Leaders treat our Founding Fathers Dream?

1. While out in South Dakota, where the Western Code holds sway, 

2. Ranchers Care for neighbors cows, and strangers donate hay.

3. Town folks come with four-wheelers, sleds and flat bed trucks, 

4. Helping wounded ranchers wrestle dead cows from the muck.

For through the Government won’t work, or get its business right,

If you don’t render them dead cows, they’ll fine you quick as light.

And while you’re burning this years calf crop, and next years in her mother,

They sit at home sill getting paid, their backs turned on their brother.

The smell of death blows on the wind, across the Western Range.

Broken ranchers soldier on, their virtues never change.

Land and Family still intact, heart and soul still keen.

Out West they had their Brothers back, through the Blizzard of Thirteen.
