
MEMORIES OF PLAYING IN THE SNOW  by Roger Urbaniak 

Since I grew up in Michigan and went to college in the upper peninsula near Houghton where the 
snowfall back then often exceeded 200 inches, snow was not a novelty for me.  For some reason though, 
even though it was cold and miserable for some, I enjoyed being outdoors and feeling some of the white 
snowflakes melting on my face before they had a chance to make it to the ground.  I enjoyed how the 
snow changed the scenery and that new fun games would develop with the coming of this new material.  
Sledding, tobogganing, ice skating and snowball fights gave me new opportunities to have fun.  When 
we made our snowmen and snow castles, we had a chance to show off our artistic side to our friends, 
and then hit them with a snowball.   

As I grew older, I was able to try on snowshoes, hike in the woods with them and marvel at the many 
creature tracks in patches of woods that I had previously thought barren.  The quiet of the woods and 
my surroundings was also noted.  Snow hanging on tree limbs seemed to absorb most of the noisy 
distractions normally present although the squirrels and blue jays would outdo the snow’s muffling 
effect with their chatter.  Skiing came next for me, although there were not many good hills near me in 
Michigan back then.  My inexpensive skis allowed me to travel quicker through than snowshoes under 
certain snow conditions.  Even though I got very good with skis on steeper hills compared to the dare 
devils that whizzed past me and waved, my memories of using them were still very positive. 

When I moved Seattle some 50 plus years ago, I assumed my days in the snow were over.  It did not take 
me long to discover that I missed the snow.  Fortunately, as I got to know my way around the state, I 
discovered that it was only 40 minutes to skiing, snowboarding or snowshoeing at Snoqualmie Pass. 
Other ski areas such as Crystal Mountain, White Pass and Mount Baker were all within driving distance 
for my typical one-day outing.  Skiing was fun for a few years, even though I never got very good at it, 
but I found that I did not enjoy the crowds.  I tried riding on a snowmobile, but did not like the noise.  I 
tried out snow park areas where I could park my vehicle in a shoveled lot and immediately follow a trail 
where cross-country types and fellow snowshoe enthusiasts had broken the trail for me.  This still 
seemed to keep me from the animal sightings that I enjoyed.  Snow on the ground for me was a chance 
to get close to the nature I could not see through the leaves of summer and fall.  It was also a chance for 
quiet, solitude and reflection.   

After reading a book on Tracking by John Brown one year, I had a new hobby to pursue. Understanding 
how to recognize the different movements of humans or animals by the tracks they left in the snow 
soon became a skill that I wanted to master.  I also became fascinated by the stories that the tracks in 
the snow told, as predators chased their prey, how prey would try to escape, and often did.  I frequently 
enjoyed tracking mountain lions to see what they were chasing until one day when my tracks formed a 
circle and I realized a mountain lion was now tracking me.  I don’t do that much anymore.   

These days if it snows in Seattle, the snow is usually not very deep and usually does not last very long.  I 
celebrate by walking a mile to the grocery store just to enjoy being outside.  Next, I grab a plastic disc, 
walk a block to a hill behind my home, and join kids sliding down the hill.  Snow still means having fun! 


