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I did not deal with my new terrain so 
well.  I looked like the ball part of a pad-
dleball game as I bounced on and off the 
snowy hills going approximately Mach 
10.  After a hundred feet or so of playing 
ping pong with the mountain, I decided 
to quit the game.  The problem was, I do 
not handle these situational decisions so 
well.  Rather than locating a soft landing 
spot and easing calmly over to the shoul-
der, I did what I do best—I bailed off and 
hoped for the finest.  That poor little 
spruce didn’t even see me coming.   
 
I plowed into that five-foot pine tree full 
force leaving one ski behind, entangled 
ever so carefully in its branches as a me-
mento of our new relationship.  I then lit 
firmly on the compact snow about five 
feet ahead, after which I took a soothing 
50 foot sleigh ride on my face before 
slowing to a tenuous stop.   
 
As I lay on the snow-pack, dazedly try-
ing to spot the remains of my torso a 
good distance up the hillside, I realized 
that I should make a few changes in my 
decision-making habits.  I had to quit 
being so stupid for one (that resolution 
wore off as soon as the pain did) but, 
more importantly, I had to learn how to 
handle things without bailing.  Because, 
up until that point, I had always bailed.   
 
Although I seem to remember hearing of 
a few crib incidents and a thing about 
rolling off the top bunk, the first time I 

(Continued on page 20) 

the hill that it meant you were sup-
posed to avoid that area? I certainly 
didn’t.  And, apparently, neither did 
the craterous hole lurking on the other 

side.)   
 
Of course the tree thing 
was entirely the fault of 
my pride.  My sister 
and I were skiing with a 
family friend of ours in 
Montana—he was the 
poster child for the guy 
who always has that 

crazy hat on and screams a lot while 
jumping over anything standing still—
and he was encouraging us to adopt 
his ways.  So, being the tough girls 
that we were, and not being able to 
just walk away and say “no, you are 
an idiot who we do not wish to exem-
plify,” we took him up on his chal-
lenge.   
 
Now, I had no problems hitting the 
jumps he dared us over, it was the 
landings I had issues with.  If I did 
manage to stay upright, you’d better 
hope the coast was clear for a good 
hundred yards after, as it took that 
long before I regained anything that 
resembled control.   
 
The irony of this story lies in the fact 
that I actually landed the jump in 
question.  It was the aftermath that 
caused me a few problems.  The min-
ute my skis touched back on Earth, I 
realized that the landing area I had 
requested was not as smooth as our 
friend had made it out to be.  As I 
touched down I found that, instead of 
a gentle, even slope gradually slowing 
me to a stop, I was greeted with a 
mine field of about three billion small 
jumps all in succession, and all for my 
skiing pleasure.  How sweet.   
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M y calves burn.  Both of them.  And 
I am trying in vain to spare them 

by limping on both legs. It’s not working.  
Now I’m just in pain and look like a pen-
guin who is 8 months 
along.  I guess I should 
have thought about that 
before I agreed to go 
skiing two days after 
the 50-pound Christmas 
weight gain and  the 
two full weeks of inac-
tivity and atrophy that 
accompany such a feat.  
But, to a long-time skier, these are not 
things taken into consideration.  Ski now, 
pay later.  As soon as I came out of my 
sugar-induced coma I located my ski gear 
and headed to the hill.  (NOTE:  “Long-
Time” does not equate to “Good.”)  
 
I have skied since I was five years old, just 
never with style or grace.  There has never 
been much shooshing and sticking in-
volved as I made my way down the moun-
tain—mostly just screaming and flailing.  
Of course, what can you expect when my 
basic ski instructions as a child consisted 
of  well-intentioned parents placing us at 
the top of a hill and sending us on our way.  
As we rolled down the hill, we were sur-
rounded by the finest influences of Mon-
tana farmers out for the day in their 
Dickies and ear flaps.  Their skis were 
usually fashioned out of old snowmobile 
runners lashed to the bottoms of their hip 
waders with orange bailing twine.  With 
beginnings such as these, the chances of 
ever being a Park City shoosher were slim.   
 
But so far, my skiing style has worked for 
me.  I have only hit one tree that I can re-
member, and have been at the bottom of 
only one chasm thus far.  (Who knew that 
when the Ski Patrol uses large caution bars 
to form a big red X  in front of a section on 
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can actually remember making the decision to bail was in the 
church parking lot when I was five.  My cousin and I were in 
the car, patiently waiting for my parents to talk to everyone 
between them and the door of the church before we could go 
home.  After what seemed like an eternity we felt the need to 
entertain ourselves.  We began a driving game that involved her 
shifting the gears of our little Volkswagen Dasher while I 
moved the steering wheel back and forth and honked the horn.   
 
After only a short time of the car being in neutral (the church 
must have been on a hill) we began to roll.  I realized quickly 
that I wasn’t so tough behind the wheel when actual motion was 
involved. Unsure of any real functions of a car, and having no 
clue as to what to do next, I realized my work there was done, 
and the only thing left to do was copy what I had seen on televi-
sion—I bailed out.  I opened the door of the car and bounded 
out of the rolling vehicle, urging my cousin to do the same on 
my way down.  I watched that car roll for what seemed like 
forever until it came to a gentle stop by crashing into the car in 
the parking stall behind it.  I knew I was toast.    
 
Then there was the time I was driving my uncle’s grain truck on 
his farm a few years ago.  The truck died, the brakes died with 
it and I began to roll, with my full load of grain, backwards 
down the gravel hillside.  After doing all I could to stop the 
truck (this list included screaming, kicking, and panicking) I 
fell back on my instincts—I bailed again.  This one was a bit 
crazier as the Summer was a hot one and I had been driving the 
truck without shoes—I ended up running barefoot full bore on a 

(Continued from page 19) gravel road to avoid having to perform the tuck and roll.   
 
As I sat on the road in hysterics, watching my truck make its 
merry way down the road, I realized in a panic that the only 
obstacle between it and the five foot drop into a field containing 
an expensive center pivot irrigational system was my Uncle’s 
combine.  But, don’t worry.  My truck successfully rammed the 
combine off the road and into the ditch before dropping off the 
ledge and heading toward the pipes.  Once again, I knew I was 
toast.  (Luckily the truck broke an axel in the fall off the ledge 
and curved to a stop before taking out the water lines.)    
 
As I lay on the snowy ground, remembering all of the good that 
has come from the “bail or die” policy, I decided that maybe 
my strategy could use a bit of an upgrade.  My thoughts on the 
matter lasted about 20 seconds—and then I realized where I 
was.  I gazed up at the awe-stricken faces passing overhead.  
The chair lift riders were staring down on my latest venture 
from their fabulous viewpoints above.  The snickers emanating 
from beneath the hoods of their ski coats were occasionally 
penetrated by a brave well-wisher: “Dude, that was awesome!”  
“Uh, are you okay?”  Of course I got a few “No guts, no glo-
ries” and a couple of “YE-HAW’S!!!”   
 
But, amid all the well wishes, congratulaters and cat callers, I 
heard one I liked: “It will get better.”   
 
Let’s hope so.   


