Dear Parker

A long time ago Uncle Paul was a little boy, just like you. Cold crisp winter weather with snow falling out of the sky; covering roads, trees, cars; making everything silent and white, was an invitation for Paul to play. In the first three years of Paul’s life, he had spent many holidays in Mammoth, Alta, Utah and Lech, Austria. I’m going to tell you about a time in Mammoth when Paul was just 3 years old.

1982, two days before Christmas, Grandpa Ed, Uncle Mark (14 years old) and your darling Daddy (I call him Keith, he was just 12 years old) are driving back from Alturas; a little town, way up on the Oregon Border. For two days they braved the freezing cold to hunt for Great Canadian Honkers and now with the geese strapped to the top of their Dodge Van they are out in a huge storm determined to make it back home for Christmas. Grandpa knows that it will snow all the way home and that the roads will be hard to drive on but he feels confident because of his experience driving in the worst of conditions when he lived in Illinois and Philadelphia.

Paul, Tarif and I are preparing for a very white Christmas in our new Mammoth Mountain home. Our day started with the exciting sound of the big yellow snow plow chugging along clearing the long drive way, carving out a path to our garage. With a little help Paul quickly bundles up and runs out to watch the Big Cat dump pile after pile of snow into the tennis court, beside our house. This mountain of snow was Paul’s play ground with a snow fort, a sleigh run and Mister Snowman with his arsenal of snowballs, ready to pelt Mark and Keith . After a long nights snowfall and the destructive work of the snow plow nothing was recognizable, the winter playground was demolished. Paul, his hands on his hips, shakes his head in disbelief starts to cry. Tarif, to the rescue, talks to the cat driver asking him to dig into the snow to start a new cave, it’s awesome. My two snow monkeys get the shovels and work for hours to rebuild the fort, “How about breakfast, you guys?” Well may be some hot chocolate. “How about lunch, you guys?.” Well maybe some hot chocolate. The falling snowflakes are the biggest I’ve ever seen, the snow is dumping. With an I’m so pleased with myself smile on his face, Paul crawls out of the cave and gives me a the biggest hug. I’m the happiest mom in the world, what a great day.

I run up the stairs to get the phone. It’s Ed (Grandpa) calling from Reno. He’s sorry to be calling so late, 1:00 PM. Driving was very slow because the snow was falling so heavy that it was hard to see the road, everything was white. It was very strange to see only white. The snow plows were working fulltime yet they couldn’t keep up with the fast and heavy falling snow. The temperature was dropping so even with chains on, the tires were starting to slip and slide on the icy road. Our tired hunters know their travel will be slow; estimating this, the plan is to be home around 6:00 PM. A wet cold glove is patting on my leg, Paul is standing beside me with snow all over himself and the floor, crying, Daddy, Daddy. “Hi Daddy, I’m building a snow fort with Tarif. When are you going to be here? I love you”. “Here’s Mommy“, back down the stairs “Mark and Keith have geese” out the door. “Hay Paul, close the door!”

Tarif, Paul and I try to clear the snow from the driveway but there is to much to shovel away. “Come on in you guys I’m mixing up some Monster Cookies and need help baking them. Monster Cookies are Paul’s favorite cookies because they are made with oatmeal, peanut M&Ms, raisins and coconut. I pray that the yummy aroma of the cookies baking will bring my hungry hunters home but it’s dark out now probably after 6:00 PM and no sound of our guys at the door.

Paul wants to do everything his big brothers can do so Tarif carefully assists P.J. in plumping up the fire and placing a couple new logs on. The fire, dancing in response, warms the room as the Christmas Tree is lit and Paul checks the gifts one more time. “This is for Keith, this is for Daddy, that’s for Mark and Tarif this one is for me” Paul knows it’s time and everything has to be ready, waiting for his Daddy and his brothers. 8:00 PM, 9:00 PM no family to welcome, on dinner, no bath, no bed. The snow is so high now that it reaches the top of our second story balcony. We can’t see the road anymore but we can hear the sound of the snow cats and see the penetration of their head lights casting a strange orange glow in the snow bank. The plows are so busy keeping the road clear that they can’t take the time to clear our driveway. This concerns me and I wonder how my family will find our home.

Finally after a wild game of Mother Goose (Paul always wins because he knows his numbers) we say a prayer and Trif curls up in front of the fireplace while Paul snuggles up with me on the sofa.

We all jump, startled out of a sound sleep, there is banging on the front door. Paul runs down the stairs, throws open the door, wind and snow blast into the house and there is Keith all bundled up with snow swirling all around and on his shoulder the biggest goose I’ve ever seen. “My God, thank you, thank you!” Paul has his arms around Keith’s legs and he wont let go, it’s wonderful. “Where’s your Dad and Mark?” “Dad couldn’t find the driveway and ended up down in the back complex. He and Mark are coming” Paul and Tarif throw on sown gear and run out to help. Mark meets P J giving him a big hug and then tossing him on to his shoulders. Paul is patting Mark on the sides of his head. 

It’s 1:00 AM Christmas Eve morning and all is well.

After everyone warms up your Daddy, Uncle Mark and Grandpa tell about their trip home. The van hit black ice and spun off the road. A big snow plow came along and helped them get the van back on the road. Later the van spun out again this time taking the it nose first off the road and down a hill. In a short time a huge hauling truck came along and pulled them out with his chains and wench. At the time we didn’t know but the storm turned out to be the biggest in recorded history. The hunters full adventure is another story that you will have to ask them about. We were just so grateful to have our family home, safe and warm. The Christmas Goose made the best dinner I can remember; we shared it with friends and more of the harrowing stories kept us all entertained.

Santa gave Paul his first pair of skis so of course he was out skiing for the first time that holiday. He skied between my legs. May be you, my sweet one, will start skiing in the same way and we will all remember Uncle Paul and all the fun he had in the snow.

I will help you build your very own snow fort and sleigh run. That’s a promise.

I love you my darling,

Grandma, Jeannie

