
 A long time ago, when I first started teaching school, when I was 21 years old, I used to 
go cross-country skiing during the winter. Every day, after the students left, another teacher 
and I put on our winter clothes, threw our skis in the back of her truck, and drove a mile or so 
to the foot of a trail. Our village was nestled in the Rocky Mountains of southeastern B.C., so 
hiking trails were everywhere and once the snows started in October, instead of going for an 
walk after school, we went skiing before it got too dark too see.  
 On Saturdays, we set of on longer expeditions. We’d take our lunches along in our 
backpacks and maybe carry snowshoes, as well. If the trails got too steep, we’d stash our skis in 
the snow and switch to snowshoes and carry on. Later in the afternoons, on the way downhill, 
we’d stop and switch back to our skis.  
 One weekend, when we stopped for lunch in the mountains high above the valley, I 
noticed that Annette had hot chocolate to drink. It smelled so good: sweet and richly creamy. 
The next weekend, I decided to take a thermos of hot chocolate, too, and when we stopped for 
a rest at noon, I happily warmed up my insides with the sweet drink. I looked across at Annette, 
who was eating chili from her thermos. “Last weekend,” she said, “I noticed your lunch and it 
looked so good that I decided this time to bring chili along, too.”  Sitting in our snowsuits on an 
empty black garbage bag for picnic blanket, we laughed.  
 Skiing back downhill, the sun started to set behind the mountains on the far side of the 
valley. Our narrow trail followed the edge of a ravine and as we descended, the light started to 
disappear. The air grew colder. My thumbs in their mittens became stiffer. I started getting 
tired. Instead of skiing standing up, I crouched down so as to almost sit on the ground. I figured 
that if I started to fall, it would be better to be able to quickly stop so I didn’t ski off the edge of 
the cliff. I slowly skied along, moving my thumbs back and forth, so they didn’t become entirely 
useless and I lost my grip on my poles.  
 Annette and I weren’t talking anymore. We just wanted to get home. I watched the sun 
disappear. I was the only one who could get myself safely down to the road. If anything 
happened to me, it would take Annette an hour to get to her truck and then another half an 
hour to drive back to the village, which meant that it would be three hours before anyone could 
rescue me.  
 Slowly, carefully paying attention every second, we made our way down the trail, slung 
the skis into the back of the pickup, and climbed into the cab. We were fine. Completely safe 
and healthy. But I’ve never forgotten that feeling of being in danger without anyone but myself 
to rely upon.  
  


