More Adventures of Don & Tom

Uncle Jim’s Toboggan
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A few years after my brother Don & I destroyed most of Uncle Jim’s balsa wood airplane collection, Uncle Jim decided to give us another chance. He loaned Don & I his wooden snow toboggan.  Uncle Jim always took good care of his things including his snow toboggan.  This toboggan, made of fine wood, looked like it was new.  The bottom had been carefully waxed to make it go faster down hills.  The top was polished, the holding rope and the hand ropes running down each side were in perfect condition.  The toboggan easily carried four riders.
Our church had a winter young men’s activity.  Our leaders decide to take us to Big Cottonwood Canyon, above Salt Lake City.  They found a series of hills where they dropped us off, and could picked up again a few miles down the canyon. Here the hills came across the road again.  This year, in early December, we had plenty of snow.  The snow conditions were perfect for our Saturday activity.  
Don & I were excited to show our friends Uncle Jim’s Toboggan.  We had talked about bringing it to the activity.  That morning our leaders took us to the predetermined place where we would be picked up. Then they drove us a few of miles further up the canyon and dropped us off.  They said “Don’t worry you won’t get lost, keep sledding down the mountain, until you come to the place where you cross the road, we will be there waiting for you.”  
To us this was a real adventure, we would climb, pulling the toboggans to the top, and sled down the other side. Each time the hills would become a little harder to climb, but as you sled down the other side, the toboggans would go faster and faster.  Uncle Jim’s toboggan was faster than the others, being waxed and ready for any challenge. 
As the hills became steeper, sometimes our toboggan would get buried in the snow banks.  On occasion we would have to dig out one of our friends from one of the snow drifts, at the bottom of the hill.  
We climbed each hill pulling our toboggan behind us.  After climbing a huge hill we thought this was our last run.  This time we decided to build up more speed so we could be the first toboggan down.  Usually three of us would get seated, and the one in the very back would push the toboggan as hard as he could and then jump on.  What great fun flying down the hill at top speed knowing that we would be the first ones back to meet our leaders.

When we arrived at the bottom, we saw another hill, bigger than any others.  So we waited for the other toboggans. This hill was hard to climb. We took turns pulling the toboggans to the top.  On the top of the hill we still couldn’t see the place where we were to meet our leaders.  From above we noticed a small hill at the bottom, we though if we could gain enough speed, we could make over this hill to the bottom.  We wanted to make sure we were the first toboggan down.  We knew that the rider in front could not push, he had to hold the rope and position himself in the very front.  Three of us pushed as hard as we could and climbed on behind. 
Steering was a little tricky, to change course a little, we all had to lean in the same direction.  As we approached the bottom we had plenty of speed to climb the other hill.  We could not see the road or our meeting place, we only saw a hung snow bank straight ahead.  With all our might, we leaned just enough to miss the snow bank.  Approaching the other side, the toboggan started to glide across the snow.  In an instant we were air born, a few inches off the snow.  We flew over the small hill and landed right on the road.  

Luckily no one was hurt, but we were all a little shaken up.  Feeling fortunate that there were no cars or trucks coming traveling on the road.  Our leaders ran over to make sure we were ok and helped us off the road.  Don & I thought, “OH NO, what about Uncle Jim’s toboggan.”  We ran to the toboggan as fast as we could.  We found that some of the slats had been ripped right out of the bottom, of the toboggan.  The rest of the bottom was severely scraped.  We looked at each other thinking here we go again.  How are we going to try and explain this one!  Uncle Jim would not want to hear this story. Destroying most of his balsa wood airplanes was bad enough.

We decided maybe we could have Dad and Mom take the toboggan back to Uncle Jim, and explain what happened.  Dad and Mom listened intently to our story, with the two friends who rode with us giving their input.  Dad and Mom went with us to tell Uncle Jim.  It was important to my parents that we learned to be responsible for our own actions, regardless of the consequences. 
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