
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Being at Heavenly Valley always takes me back to my part-time job there during the 1963-64 ski 
season at age 15. I had a different assignment most every day and every day was a learning 
experience.  
 
For example, I learned the phrase “Blow it out your **s,” when it was directed at me by some 
guy who did not take kindly to my asking him to please not block the only way in or out of the 
parking lot. He did it anyway, locked his car, and tromped off to the lift. I stood there stunned--
and a little stoked to have a new phrase in my sophomoric “put-down” arsenal. 
 
Some days they put me in the ski rental shop—with minimal training—fitting skiers with ankle-
high leather boots, 200 cm metal Head skis with cable bindings and long leather “safety straps” 
to stop skis from hurtling down the mountain when they came off. They came off a lot. I 
instructed the renters to be sure and scream “Ski!” when one got away to warn those below 
that a pointed, metal projectile was missile-ing towards them at 80 mph. I hope no one died or 
was maimed on my watch. 
 
Some days I worked bussing tables in one of the grills run by a short fused, short-order cook; a 
rough-hewn, red-headed woman from Valdez, Alaska who would yell, “Hell’s Bells,” whenever 
she was angry or amused. (The phrase was a little corny for my arsenal but good to have in 
reserve.) I think she tolerated me since I was a fellow red-head but mostly she scared the hell 
out of me. 
 
The biggest eye-openers came on my shifts as a “Lifty,” years before that term was coined. Back 
then, lift workers weren’t college “gap year” kids or Trustafarian slackers, they were high-
schoolers like me, a few bum-kneed ski bums, and hardened, to me anyway, older guys who 
couldn’t or wouldn’t hold a regular job. They showed me how to stop the lift when the chair full 
of supplies for the snack hut above passed by so we could help ourselves to cokes and candy 
bars. More beneficially, my lift shack mates filled my young, Catholic imagination to the point of 
exploding with new words like “poontang” and stories about their “old ladies” in Livermore or 
Lovelock or Chino Women’s prison, then sent me out trembling to punch the lift tickets 
dangling low from zippers on women’s parkas. “The occasion of sin,” the nuns at St. Theresa’s 
would have called it, and rightly so.  
 



Another part of the job was to grab and slow the fast-moving chairs as skiers were getting on to 
make the process a little smoother and safer. I figured out on my own how to hold the chairs 
back a bit longer when my smart-ass, smirking “friends” showed up in the lift line to ensure that 
they would get a high velocity whack in back of their knees, sending them sprawling. Did I 
mention I was 15? 
 
All that education plus $1.25 an hour. I recommend it highly. 
 
 


