
LET’S GO PLAY IN THE SNOW by Roger Urbaniak 

“Snow means fun” was an attitude that I developed in my growing up years back in the Mid West.  
School would sometimes be cancelled and I would be free to go outside and just play in the snow.  
Familiar locations and objects took on a mysterious new look as the snow piled higher, challenging our 
memories on what might be buried under those strange looking mounds.  It was a time for building 
snowmen, sledding or tobogganing, ice skating, making snow angels and of course, tossing snowballs.  
Never mind the cold, chasing after whoever tossed that snowball kept our cheeks rosy and warm.   

Years later, when I moved to Seattle, I soon discovered that I missed the snow.  I knew from my youth 
that it could be fun and I also missed seeing it fall from the sky.  I tried skiing at nearby mountain passes, 
but quickly discovered that I was not a large crowd person, especially for a whole day.  Fresh snow tends 
to muffle noise, and I discovered that I enjoyed the peace and quiet of snowshoeing, especially when I 
get off the beaten path where snow clings tightly to tree branches in a forest.  I purchased a good pair of 
high-tech snowshoes for just over $100 and quickly paid for them with saved lift ticket money.    

Snow park areas are located along I-90 between the top of the pass and Easton.  Season passes for snow 
parks are $40 per car plus an additional $40 if you intend to use a snow park with a groomed trail.  Day 
rates of $20 are good for groomed or un-groomed trail parking.  Parking fees encourage carpooling.  
Groomed trails accommodate snowshoeing; cross country skiing and a few locations have snowmobile 
trails.  Contact Washington State Parks for additional information and specific snow park locations.  I 
have used the snow park areas several times and enjoy them, but I prefer areas where I am likely to be 
on my own without the aid of a groomed trail.  Under certain conditions however; specifically deep 
powder, I tend to use the snow parks, as it is too difficult to break trail in deep snow for any distance.   

Finding and identifying animal tracks is my passion on outings.  Often they tell a story as the animal goes 
about its business of seeking food, shelter or possibly avoiding a predator and I enjoy studying their 
behavior.  Some of the more unusual tracks seen are bear, beaver, otter, wolf, pine martin, and bobcat.   
Twice I have back tracked my own trail however and found that I was being followed by a mountain lion.  
I look over my shoulder on outings now as a result.  I tell myself that the animals may have only been 
curious.  After I have repeated this several times, the goose bumps seem to get smaller.   

On the rare day that it snows in Seattle heavy enough to accumulate, Linda and I seldom waste the 
occasion.  We keep plastic discs on hand and walk about a block to a local park with tennis courts and a 
hill.  There we join several preschoolers with our discs and take great pleasure in going further down the 
hill than they can.  At first, parents gave us curious glances, but they eventually got used to us.   A few of 
them even bring their own discs and join us now.  Kids playing on our hill come of all ages.   

On days that we don’t slide on our discs, I will at least walk a mile in the snow downtown to fetch 
something necessary from the store.  In reality, what I come back with is seldom necessary; I just 
wanted to be outside enjoying the snow.  Once it snowed enough for me to strap on snow shoes.  At 
least one of the grocery clerks was impressed by me showing up.  The soft touch of a soft snowflake on 
my skin as I watch it pile higher and higher brings back pleasant memories of my youth.   They say there 
is a little child still in most of us.  For me, all it takes is a good snow storm to bring him out.   


