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The master of ceremonies is a local lad and 

his duties are to recite the words of the songs. 
All the dances are square farm dances, the 

words providing the key for the changes of 
movement, and they are hilarious. "The 
Turkey in the Straw," that good old American 
tune, is the favourite always. 

We bow and we scrape and we whirl- we do 
chains from hand to hand- we are lifted off our 
feet by stalwart Pierres and Louies- faster and 
faster, till another minute must surely bring 
breaking point. 

We get gayer and gayer. The room is full 
of smoke and laughter. The pianist goes on 
taking dreadful hazards, the violinist goes on 
chewing gum, and the M.C. begins to get 
hoarse. 

Midnight. The party is over. It is Sunday, 
and the French-Canadians are good Catholics. 
We pile in the sleigh, tired and happy, but not 
too tired to sing with our heads on each other's 
shoulders. 

We are wakened on Sunday morning by the 
bell of the little wooden church calling the 
faithful to early mass. The house is warm, but 
we know the temperature has dropped. All is 
still and everything sparkles in the sunlight. 

After a heavy breakfast we buckle on our 
skis and start on the long trail over the 
mountains. We pause near the top and look 
down at a seemingly toy village, with its cluster 
of wooden houses and church, everything with 
its fairy crust of snow. We dip down towards 
the valley, where the river is silenced in the 
grip of winter and which we cross on the ice. 
Miles and miles of mountains, gorges and dips-
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each corner bringing a more beautiful vista than 
before. The air is clean and bracing, it makes 
our faces tingle and icicles form on the end of 
our noses. The blood races through our veins 
and we swoop madly and often disastrously 
down the trails. 

We eat our sandwiches in a sheltered hollow 
and rest there awhile with our skis leaning 
against the fence. 

About four o'clock on the homeward trail it 
starts to snow, hnelv, the flakes almost like 
sugar, dry and light." The lamps shine out a 
welcome from the windows as we near the 
village, and Madame Labelle has a hot supper 
ready for us of tomato soup, hamburger steak 
and pumpkin pie. 

We are tired and we loll lazily by the stove. 
About eight Jacques drives us to the station 

and we stamp about until we see the Ski Special 
winding down the valley-its great light 
shining along the track. 

"Revoir" calls Jacques from beside the 
sleigh. 

We climb aboard to hnd all our companions 
of the previous day healthily tired and in­
vigoratingly full of mountain air. 

"You know that telemark turn- broke my 
ski .... " 

"How was the snow your way?" Bit soft 
up ... " 

"Gosh- I'm tired . . . " 
Montreal. We trail into a cafeteria complete 

with skis and have bacon and eggs. It is part 
of the ritual. 

Then bed- memories of a perfect week-end 
make us ready for Monday's work. 
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Ski-ing begins at Ninety 

THE INAUGURATION of a veteran's 
class in the Laurentians for all old men of 

thirty-five and over brought grey hairs to many 
a hitherto youthful head, and we look with 
especial interest on items relating to the care 
and feeding of skiers in their second childhood. 
In Bosion's Ski Bulletin we found some passages 
on this, quoted from the Ottawa Ski News, which 
remarked: "A noted physical culturist once 
said tha t a normal being should be able to 
touch the palms of both hands on the floor 
without bending his knees until he is ninety 
years of age. After that he should limit himself 
to touching with the tips of his fingers, not 
that he could not do more but because, after a 
certain age, one should practice moderation in 
all things. If this is so and we don't doubt it, 
then a healthy man or a healthy woman for 
that matter, should be able to keep on ski-ing 
until near the century mark. The main thing 
is to keep at it, to keep in training. Why do we 
drop off ski-ing? Is it because our strength 
fails us? Not at all, it is merely on account of a 

lack of will power on our part. It takes a 
certain amount of will power to get started 
every year, to brave the first cold, to take the 
first hill. Once out, we enjoy it just as much 
as we ever did, but the difficulty is to resume 
the habit. Because we no longer feel the urge 
to go out, that burning and feverish desire for 
the trails and for the hills that we experienced 
in our youth at the first snow fall, because a 
slight effort is required to put on our ski togs 
and we lack the will power to make that effort, 
we imagine tha t we are growing old and 
relinquish a source of enjoyment that should 
be ours to the end of our days. Ski-ing, good 
ski-ing, is easier than walking and infinitely 
more pleasant. No one would deny that walk­
ing can be kept up until extreme old age; why 
not ski-ing? The main thing is to acquire skill 
at an early age, to make easy work of ski-ing, 
so as to be able to keep it up throughout life. 
This business of quitting ski-ing at forty, hfty 
or even sixty, because it is a sport for the 
young is sheer nonsense!" 
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