
Winter Adventure 

 

The world outside the kitchen window was an unblemished marshmallow just waiting to 

be explored.  The phone call at 5 a.m. that my mother sleepily answered let me know that I was 

unencumbered with any of the usual daily responsibilities of a student, and as soon as the fruity 

cereal was washed down with a swig of milk, I began my plan for a day of snowy bliss.  Boots 

on tight, gloves warming my hands, heavy coat and snow pants encasing my body, I searched 

for the last item that would allow me to escape to my chosen destination: the sledding hill. 

 Dragging the beat-up sled down the long driveway, I heard the slight crunch of the snow 

as it was crushed beneath the rails of the sled.  That crunch told me that it would be a good day 

to sled, one that was filled with slightly wind-burned faces and shouts of joy from all who 

ventured to the hill.   As if to send me on my way in true winter wonderland style, a breeze 

shook the trees above me and snow blanketed my uncovered head.  In my haste to enjoy the 

spoils of the day, I had forgotten to put on a hat.  I could turn back and risk losing minutes of 

ecstasy on the hill (which in my child’s mind would seem like hours), or I could continue onward 

with my quest for the ultimate delight that every school-aged student waits for on a snow day.  I 

was sure to get a scolding either way from my mother, so why ruin the fun now?  Her sharp 

words would be waiting for my damp hair and red ears when I got back, whatever the time 

would be.  

My prize was now in sight, anyways, so there really was no turning back.  And it seemed 

that I was not going to be the only winner of the day as many of my neighborhood friends were 

already zooming down on their own battered, but well-loved, toboggans.  Red plastic discs, a 

black inner tube printed with a fluorescent zig-zag pattern, even some wooden-slatted designs 

were available to all to trade back and forth to see which one would get you the farthest and 

fastest on the blanket of white.  I added my sled to the pile and sat back to observe the others 

and decide which sled should be my first pick.  



 As I pondered my choice, I laid back to melt my body into the softness underneath me.  

My arms and legs moved in and out as if controlled by another force to create a beautiful, albeit 

slightly lumpy, snow angel.  The sky above was a hazy gray, full of the possibility of a future 

snowfall that would only add to the bounty that was currently being enjoyed.  My long hair 

became matted with snow crystals, and I was sure they must have made me look like a snow 

queen, covered with the jewels that only nature could provide.  This image of myself as winter 

royalty gave me the confidence I needed to make my sled choice and march to the crest of the 

hill.  Head held high, I situated myself onto the back of my chosen vehicle.   

Grasping the red plastic ropes in between my gloved fingers, I peered down towards the 

bottom of the slope, making a mental note as to which way I needed to steer to avoid the icy 

cold waters of the creek if I went too far to the right.  I rocked back and forth to gain the 

momentum I needed to reach top speed.  The wind caressed my cheeks as my adventure truly 

began.           


