Skiing with the Rangers

While the liftie that had only been supervising the top of the lift for maybe an hour, he had already became sleepy in the lift shack.  His eyelids continued to drop as the warmness of the shack tried to put him asleep.  He gazed out the window and tried to keep his mind busy on this uncharacteristically slow morning.  His eyes migrated to the spokes of the bullwheel that cast a spinning shadow on the perfect white blanket of snow that lay on the roped off section below the unload station of the ski lift.  Empty chair after empty chair flew silently over the unload zone and back around the bullwheel to start its journey back down the hill.  Sparkling snow lay all around as the sun shone bright on the beautiful winter morning.  The beauty was lost on the young man though, as he rested his head on his hands watching the endless repeat of the double chairs going round and round the lift.

As always it is the days that we think are the most mundane that provide us with the most interest.  The routine of the day wore on the lone employee on this isolated beginner peak, but something caught his eye.  He wiped some of the sleep out of his eyes that he hadn’t gotten out prior in the morning hoping that that was the reason for seeing what he was seeing.  Could it have been that he had been far more inebriated the night before than he originally thought? Could a hangover still be affecting him even here on this bright morning?  He surely didn’t feel hangover, or out of it.  Beyond sleepy he didn’t feel that his judgment was impaired at all.

And yet sitting there right in front of his eyes as one of the chairs rounded the bullwheel he could have sworn he saw a bunch of rodents and a fly disembark from under the chair and ski off from the lift.  He wiped his eyes one more time, and not seeing the group of animals on the snow anymore, decided it must have just been his imagination and sat his head back down on his hands.


“Gadget? Gadget? GADGET!?” Chip yelled trying to get the female mouse out of her trance that she was in staring directly at the skilift.  Chip shook his head, he should have known that mechanical pieces of equipment wouldn’t be conducive to getting Gadget going anywhere soon.

“Come on Gadget let’s go,” Dale said trying to help his friend get Gadget going.


“Golly, it’s a Riblet lift, you don’t see these as much anymore.   It’s an insert type grip.  It’s quite ingenius really,” Gadget started.  “They literally unwind the haul rope and then insert the grip into the haul rope and then re wind the haul rope which intwines the grip in the rope.  They were the first and really only lift manufacture to do it.  It made for an incredibly smooth ride, lower maintnience, and is easier on line machinery but wasn’t as conducive to building detachable lifts, which sort of spelled Riblet’s doom.  Also…”


“Fascinating,” Dale said as they listening Gadget go on about lifts more than they ever wished.  “How about you talk about something else? Anything else?  Preferably less boring.”


“Yeah how about the weather, or just anything!” Chip added as Gadget continued her monologue of information related to the skilift.


“Golly it’s much colder up here than I thought it was going to be,” Gadget spoke quickly and coyly as she continued to stare at the lift.  “Not to say I didn’t think it’d be cold, after all it is a ski hill covered in snow and as such has to be somewhat cold to maintain the snow cover, it’s just colder than I expected.”


“Better, I suppose,” Chip added.


“Crikey! Ya call this cold?” Monty said in disbelief.  “Why oi’ve been frozen in Frostbite Falls before, this ain’t nothing.”


“It’s below freezing it’s cold in my book,” Chip said adjusting his hat red poof ball hat that Dale had given him for Christmas.


“I just don’t get why we have to ski,” Dale remarked.  “Snowboarding is so much more cool!”


“This is the only proper way to go down a hill Dale,” Chip responded.  “Two boards are better than one I always say.”


“When have you ever said that?”


“Back when I was a ski instructor.”


“You were never a ski instructor…”


“Yes I was, it was back in college…”


“Oh and I suppose the next thing you’ll tell us is you were a fencer as well…”

Chip just stared at his friend and as he tried his best to bonk him over the head with his pole Dale quickly countered and their poles met in midair.  Smiles crept over the two chipmunk’s faces as they began crossing their poles in rapid succession.  They then with their other pole popped themselves out of their bindings so that this battle could become mobile.

Dale at first seemed to have the upper hand as Chip took a bit longer to get out of his bindings but it wasn’t long before they were both running up against each with ferocity.  The other Rangers just stood and watched in amazement as the two chipmunks not only did well with their makeshift foils, but also with their clumsy footgear.  While the footwork was nothing a fencing instructor would be proud of, it was nothing to be ashamed of either.  The quick hits by each munk continued to rain as the poles continued their delightful dinging together.  The spectators wished for popcorn and sodas as the battle continued and grew quicker and more impressive by the moment.  

Finally exhausted the two munks let both their guards down and took a step back from each other.  They then both took a running thrust at each other with their poles, however Dale had a better idea, and at the last second ducked to his left as Chip went flying over him into a snow bank.
The Rangers laughed amongst themselves as Chip tried to get himself extricated from the snow bank.  As he emerged with his pole in hand he shook off much of the snow that had clung to his clothes.  “I have to hand it to you Dale, a bit unorthodox, but very effective.”

“Why thank you, us worthy adversaries often use non traditional methods to vanquish our enemies,” Dale responded.

“Is Dale alright?” Monty asked.

“I must have hit him really hard and didn’t feel it,” Chip laughed.

Gadget began poling over the flat spot at the top of the lift and towards the groomed slope leading down the mountain, “You guys coming?  I need some extra eyes to see how these gyro stabilizer skis work.”
“The only way ta get her off one invention, is ta get her on ta the next,” Monty chuckled.

“I thought the deal was that you weren’t going to work Gadget, and this was just a fun vacation to take a break from all the rigors of case work,” Chip queried.

“Chipper, yer forgetting that fer her inventing random stuff probably is vacation,” Monty added.
“True true.”

The Rangers followed Gadget across the flat and stood atop the beautifully groomed coudary snow.  It lay out before them like a wide road of white fabric just waiting for their skis to make their mark.
“You know Dale, since you won you ought to go first don’t you think?” Chip mentioned.

“What you scared?”  Dale asked.

“No, just want you to be the first to fall!”

“I’ll have you know that I’m going to be very good at this sport thank you very much,” Dale said pushing himself onto the slope and promptly losing his balance and falling into the soft snow.

“I win,” Chip said as he laughed at his friend stuck in the snow.  

“Let’s see you do any better,” Dale remarked.

Chip started down the hill and begun carving beautiful, long s’s in the snow as he made his way down the hill.
“Show off,” Dale grumbled.

Chip just stood a ways down the hill and smiled at his friend.

Gadget flipped a switch on her skis and started down the hill, only to have them each go opposite directions and forcing her into a very uncomfortable splits, before falling back into the snow.

“Gadget luv, maybe ya ought to try doing it tah old fashioned way,” Monty said helping her up.

“It’s fine I just put them on the wrong feet,” Gadget explained laughing at herself.  She turned the skis off, took them off, and then reversed the feet that each ski was on.  “There, that should work with no problems.”

Monty rolled his eyes as Zipper saluted a good luck wish to Gadget.  She again turned her skis on and started heading down the mountain.  This time she didn’t fall, and she gained speed as she continued down the mountain, but there was a different problem this time, she couldn’t turn.  She tried to put more weight on this foot or that foot, trying to get some sort of turn going but alas she just continued in her bee line on down the mountain.  Gadget tried to fiddle with a few knobs she had on the back of her skis, and even tried turning the things off, but the switch had shorted and she continued to pick up speed going straight down the hill.  She sat back on the back of her skis and went to full work trying to get the gyros to let up.

Chip had decided that it would be a while before his friend made their way down the mountain so he had taken out a trail map and started inspecting which trails he thought could be fun, as he hoped  that he’d have a chance to get off the bunny hill at least once today.  He was just inspecting the trails off the new Northway lift when he heard a scream and looked up the hill just in time to see Gadget careen into him at high speed.
The crash sent articles of clothing, and ski equipment flying every which direction till the point that the often used, ‘yard sale’ description of the crash was far more than fulfilled.  One ski of Gadget’s was ten feet this way, one of Chip’s was fifteen feet the other, it was like a bomb had gone off and dispersed their stuff every which way it could.
Monty and Zipper skied down to ground zero of the crash and helped Gadget and Chip pick up their stuff. Dale made his way down the hill in a variety of crashes and falls and then helped the others get Chip and Gadget in order again.
“Golly Chip you make it look so easy!” Gadget said trying to adjust her gyro skis once again.  “Were you really a ski instructor?”

“It’s been a while but I was for a year or two,” Chip replied.
“You never told me that!” Dale retorted.  “Your own friend you  don’t tell these things to?”

“I probably did, you probably weren’t listening.”

“What?” Dale whipped back, and then joined in with his friend over a laugh.

“Where did you instruct skiing?” Gadget asked.

“Bretton-Woods,” Chip replied.

“Ya an economics major?” Monty asked.
“No he was a skiing major sounds like it,” Dale laughed.

“Oh it wasn’t that bad, I still had time to play with you in the band,” Chip responded.

“Yep,” Dale said examining the rest of the slope.

“These should work, I don’t see why they aren’t!” Gadget said very frustrated as she had taken off one of the skis and was tinkering with it with a pair of pliers she had brought with her.

“Gadget,” Chip calmly spoke looking over her shoulder to see what she was working on.  “This isn’t that difficult that you need gyros to make you stay upright.”

“You’re right Chip it’s not that complicated, I just need to figure out which of the simple feedback loops that the ski has to use is misfiring.”

“I don’t think you’re listening,” Chip said with a sigh.  “If crazy Scandanavians could ski on just wood planks don’t you think we could?”

“I suppose if I tension these stabilizer springs a bit more then maybe…”
“GADGET!” Chip yelled trying desperately to get his point across.

“What?”

“Do me a favor, and let me try and teach you,” Chip spoke.  “But without the gyros.”

“They’ll work I just know i...”

“I’m sure they will Gadget but just trust me here ok?”  A long pause hung over the ski hill as Gadget turned the idea of skiing without the help of the machine she had done so much work on in her mind.  After some time she finally nodded her head in agreement.  “Ok so put your skis back on, and don’t turn them on, and we’ll try this my way.”

“So what’s next?” Gadget said after putting her skis back on.

“Give me those,” Chip said pointing to her poles.

“Why?” 

“Cause you don’t need them, just give them to me, or better yet hand them to Monty,” Chip added.

“What’s the big idea?” Dale butted in, “I could carry the poles.”

“Ya’ve enough trouble staying upright Dale,” Monty laughed.

“Ok now give me your hands,” Chip said.  He was faced uphill with his skis in a wedge with the tails of his skis dug into the snow pointing downhill.

“Ok,” Gadget responded.

“Now put your skis in a wedge like mine… good,” Chip said. “Ok let’s go,” and with that he narrowed his ski’s wedge up a little and the two started gliding slowly down the mountain.  The other Rangers just stood on the mountain and watched as Gadget and Chip made their way slowly down the mountain, while the other Rangers followed, some further behind than others.  Finally after a while they all got down the mountain in one piece, although bruised and battered in Dale’s case.

“So that’s skiing, that’s all there is to it,” Chip said letting go of Gadget’s hands and then motioning to Monty to give her back her poles.  “It’s all about balance, of which the body is just as, if not more so, adept at than gyros are.  Just don’t over think it so much and you’ll do fine.”
“Thanks Chip,” Gadget smiled as she followed the other Rangers over to the lift to take another run.  “So what do we do next?”

“Rinse and repeat.”

