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      Once, on one of our early anniversaries, my husband and I had gone to Iceland for a long weekend. We soaked in the waters of the Blue Lagoon, sat up late each night hoping for a glimpse of the Northern Lights, and even taken a day trip to explore ice caves on top of one of the glaciers.

      That trip was when I had first learned about ice cleats. Walking on a glacier, especially in the caves with many chutes down to oblivion that are barely roped off from the main path, they were a lifesaver.

      I just never expected to need them just to check my mail.

      Or to stay upright while shoveling yet another fresh six inches of snow off the pack of hard ice that never relinquished its hold on my driveway. Especially not the bottom hundred and fifty feet, the part that ran from the dirt road, under the thick if currently bare branches of all our many trees, and over the culvert that in the spring would be a roaring stream of rushing water.

      I was the one who wanted to move back to Minnesota, the magical world of my early childhood I had left behind midway through kindergarten and had never been back to. But my husband had been totally on board. He was ready for a change, too.

      And when we had been house-shopping, I had been the one who had fallen in love with it at first sight. I freely admit that. But after a decade living in a townhouse in D.C. with the bustling sidewalk of a busy street right outside our front windows, the idea of living in a house set so far back from the road it couldn't even be seen through the trees had felt absolutely magical.

      It still was, I reminded myself as I took a break from my shoveling to look up the hill to where my house stood, looking pretty modest from this angle. But the basement was a walkout to a cute little patio, and the main floor offered an amazing view of a stretch of wetlands that, unlike most of the open fields around our new home, would never, ever be developed into a planned community of "pick one of our five options" build-to-suit homes.

      But three hundred feet of driveway was a lot. Especially when the snowblower purchased new the fall before had yet to actually fire up when she attempted to start it.

      I was still gazing up at my house when I heard the crunch of tires over snow and turned to see the post office truck pulling away from my mailbox. I had almost finished shoveling the driveway, after a mere three hours, but what remained was the worst of it. The heavy boulders of dirty ice the snowplows shoved into my driveway, forming an all but impassable wall.

      It was like they did it on purpose.

      And my back was already killing me.

      Every time I'd swear to myself that next time I'd start at the bottom and work my way up. But every time it snowed, I'd open the garage door, shovel in hand, and just start working on the snow that was closest.

      Well, it wasn't like I was going anywhere. With our only car still with my husband in D.C., I was basically stuck at home all the time. Thanks to the internet, I had been working from home for years, but this always being home was quite different. We hadn't even thought of it as a problem to be solved when we'd bought the house. We were both so thoroughly city people, it hadn't occurred to us that in most of the country, if you didn't have a car you were out of luck. There was no public transportation to speak of, and absolutely nothing was within walking distance.

      If I were really desperate, I could summon a car with a rideshare app. But shoveling and attempting to deice the driveway was eating into all my free time, anyway. I didn't have the time to go anywhere.

      And at the moment, I really didn't have the time to start tackling those boulders of ice. I would be punching in for my shift in less than an hour, and even if no one else would be around to smell me, I really wanted a shower first.

      I leaned the shovel against the nearest snowbank—taller than shoulder-height on me now, which was a big contributing factor to the stiffness in my back, all that throwing—and headed out to the mailbox.

      The minute I opened the door and saw the little orange card, I felt a rush of annoyance that was starting to edge into actual anger. Another redelivery card. I snatched it out into the sunlight and glared at the box checked. Sorry we missed you!

      "Sorry you missed me," I grumbled to myself. "You didn't miss me. You can't possibly miss me. I'm always right here."

      I guess there's no box on the form to check that says anything like, "I didn't trust my driving or walking skills to get me up your driveway." But they clearly needed one. They hadn't missed me.

      It was doubly annoying considering I had been standing in the driveway at the time. He could've shouted for me to come take the damn box. There was no way he didn't see me. Not in my bright orange parka.

      I looked in the mailbox, but there was nothing but the card. The card with redelivery directions that I knew from months of experience was not going to end with me getting my mail. Not without getting to the post office myself to pick it up.

      It was an hour and a half's walk away. In good weather. Which this was not.

      I was squinting at the card, trying to figure out who could've sent this package and determine whether it was worth taking a rideshare to the post office to pick it up, when the grinding of tires on snow right behind me had me scurrying back to my own driveway.

      But the tires followed me. I fought my way through the protective wall of ice to where I had left my shovel, but I heard the crunch of a plow biting into the boulders of ice behind me and turned to see what I should've expected.

      It was my neighbor Oskar, the only one of my neighbors I had yet met after nearly a year of living in the house. Or, perhaps I should say it was my neighbor's Bobcat with the plow attachment, digging into the city plow's ice wall at an angle. When he'd finally broken through, he worked off a chunk of the wall and shoved it all the way across the road, to the alfalfa field on the far side. He shoved it far off the road, driving his little vehicle expertly over the uneven ground.

      I was pretty sure if it had been me, I would've rolled the thing. Then again, I wouldn't be trying to push everything so far off the road.

      Oskar has this thing about keeping the snow flat. It's very important to him not to pile it up. I don't know if this is a flooding in the spring worry or mere aesthetics or what. I just know he feels pretty strongly about it.

      Maybe it's why he owns his own Bobcat.

      He had to make a number of passes, but in the end he still did in under ten minutes what it would've taken me the better part of an hour to do, and far less painfully.

      He usually just waves and leaves without a word when he does this, but this time he actually parked the Bobcat and got out to talk to me.

      Which was always an interesting experience.

      "Thanks so much, Oskar," I said. "I was just running out of steam myself and was going to leave the rest until tomorrow."

      He didn't answer right away, just looked down at the ice we were both standing on. It was so thick you couldn't even see the surface of the driveway beneath it. Nothing but yellowish, brownish ice stained by the runoff from the dirt road we both lived on. Now that I had taken the top layer of snow off, it was starting to gleam like a hockey rink once again.

      Then he looked up at me again and said, "your husband was here last week."

      "Yes, for spring break," I said. Not that it looked remotely like spring where we were standing. But even the local kids had had the week off school for spring break, snow or no snow.

      Of course, back in D.C., it really was spring. The cherry blossoms were about to start blooming, or so my husband had told me.

      I hated the weather in D.C. I really hated it. I had lived there for most of the last thirty years of my life, but I had never stopped hating the smothering, humid, swamp heat of the place. Even standing in all the snow and on top of the ice that just might be the death of me, I still preferred where I was to where I had been.

      But I did regret missing seeing the cherry blossoms bloom.

      Oskar was just looking at me, and I belatedly realized that I had yet again mistaken what sounded like a mere statement to actually be a question in disguise.

      He wasn't telling me my husband had been home last week. We both knew that was true; what would be the point in saying it?

      No, what he was doing, in his backwards sort of way, was asking me why, if my husband had been home the week before, was my snowblower apparently still broken?

      "Mike looked at the snow blower while he was here," I assured him. "One of the parts is bad. So I guess that's good. It wasn't my fault that I couldn't get it started. That's always good to know, right?" I gave a little laugh, but Oskar just slow-blinked at me. "Anyway, he ordered the part, but it's on back-order until June."

      Because of course it is.

      "But I don't mind shoveling, really. It's good cardio, right?"

      I was such a bad liar.

      But Oskar wasn't looking at me. He was looking at the snowbanks that lined my driveway. The ones that were taller than my shoulders. One more snowfall and I'd have nowhere to put the snow. I don't think I can throw shovelfuls over a wall taller than my head.

      "It has to be spring soon, right?" I finished lamely.

      Oskar just sighed and walked back to his Bobcat. He fired it up and puttered back up the road to where his own house lay, so far back from the road I could only make out the outline of his roof, and then only in the winter when the trees were bare.

      I hefted the snow shovel onto my shoulder and made my way step by carefully planted step up the driveway to the open door of my garage.

      It was hard to guess what Oskar was thinking, aside from a general disapproval of the height of my snowbanks. When we'd first moved into the house, almost exactly a year ago to the date in the heart of an unseasonably early spring, the first thing he'd said to Mike and I after we'd introduced ourselves was, "the previous owners were Socialists."

      Then he'd given us one of his penetrating looks.

      We had stumbled out of that conversation, but later that evening in the middle of some mildly entertaining movie we were streaming, I had gasped aloud. At Mike's raised eyebrow, I had said, "he was trying to ask us how we voted, wasn't he?"

      "Was he?" Mike asked skeptically. Then he blew out an irritated breath. "It's not remotely any of
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