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Blizzard 

 

It was early evening and it was dark as Jason was driving home. It had 

been snowing hard on the mountain since morning. The skiers had all left in 

the afternoon before the road closed or gone back to the hotel or the condos 

where they were staying, and in some cases, if they were among the elite or 

the lucky, to their big custom homes that occupied the mountainsides and the 

upper fringe of the valley. If it had been snowing like this in any city, 

everything would have been shut down in a state of emergency, but on the 

mountain it was just what they needed. 

 Jason had to shovel away several feet of new snow from the front door 

before he went in. He had a love-hate relationship with the weather, but for 

the most part, personally, a snow storm like this was a joy and his shovel 

moved quickly through the task. The house was dark and cold, and empty. He 

kicked the snow off his boots and then went straight into the living room and 

made a fire in the wood stove. The pitch-wood burned quickly and he sat down 

in a big leather chair, watching the flames dance on the high ceiling and the 

fire spark and crackle as it heated up. It was Sunday, and it had been a long 

week. The resort would be slower tomorrow, but it wouldn’t matter that the 

roads were closed. The mountain crew would do what they could to open at 

least some of the lifts, and the stranded guests would still use the bars and 

restaurants and stores. 

The fire was starting to take the chill out of the air. It would be good, 

he thought, to stay home tonight, eat a bowl of soup, and relax instead of 

following his normal routine. The bar at the inn would be packed; business as 

usual. It was a short discussion that he had every night with himself, debating 

the merits of his job, the hours involved, and his engagement in this crazy 

industry. He pushed himself up from the chair, picked up his gloves, and 

headed for the door.  

Another three inches of snow had accumulated, and he walked through 

the snow down the walkway from his house and climbed back into his big 



SUV. The powder snow was cold and light, and the wipers cleared it easily 

from the windshield when he started the engine. He waited for the defroster 

to clear a small window in the frost from the windshield and then drove down 

the hill.  

The inn was only a mile away, and he had made this drive a hundred 

times, no problem, no thought. The road was slippery and steep, and the SUV 

skidded on the new snow, drifting a little sideways and to the left as he 

pumped the brakes, sliding slowly down the hillside road to the intersection 

below. There were no cars coming, no headlights floating in the snow other 

than his. He gave up on the brakes and accelerated into the turn, a trickle of 

adrenaline then reminding him of running gates down a giant-slalom course 

on an icy mountain; he couldn’t help but smile at the rush. The four-wheel-

drive made a quick, unsteady left turn onto the main road, its headlights 

glaring off the high banks of snow and the snow-crusted trees and sweeping 

across a kaleidoscope of crystal-white flakes cascading at him and solidifying 

fifty feet ahead in a wall of white-out.  

The parking lot at the inn was full of other four-wheel-drives and a 

cluster of four snowmobiles, parked rather haphazardly and covered with 

snow. He found a gap in between two company trucks and parked. A 

crescendo of music and conversation poured from the bar as he walked up to 

its big oak door and pushed it open into the room. It was warm, bright, and 

jubilant inside, and it felt good to come in from the cold.  

The Kirkwood Inn was a log-wall building with a high, steep roof and 

open ceiling that had originally been built in the late 1870s as a stage stop on 

the Old Emigrant Trail. The resort had renovated it five years ago and added 

more restaurant area, but the bar room still had the original log rafters, the 

long oak bar, and the huge etched-glass mirror behind it that made the room 

seem larger than it actually was. It was the type of bar that drunken cowboys 

used to ride their horses into, and there were more than a few bullet holes in 

the old posts and walls to punctuate the legends. Tonight the bar was packed 

with locals and employees from the ski resort celebrating the new snow. Hats, 

gloves, and parkas were piled on chairs along the wall by the entrance, and 

the big rock fireplace was ablaze with a pile of flaming, split, pine logs. 

A few heads turned and nodded in his direction as he walked in 

brushing the snow off his parka. There was a group of resort employees at the 



far end of the bar with Joe Bledsoe, the ski patrol director. Most of the old 

employees called him José, a nickname that had been coined one night twenty 

years ago drinking shots of Cuervo Gold. Joe had mellowed since then. They 

were all doing a round of Fireball whiskey shots.  

Jason needed a drink and he headed their way. 

“Oh-oh here comes the boss.” Molly Hatch, one of the ticket-sales 

supervisors, saw him coming. She was drunk and her boyfriend, Tom Renner, 

was holding her up. 

“Hello Molly.” Jason walked up to them. 

Molly broke away from Tom and nearly fell into Jason’s arms. She was 

a pretty, gregarious blonde with long, curly hair, and even though she was 

bundled up in a big sweater, and jeans, and boots, she looked like she belonged 

more on a beach in Southern California than in a mountain bar. Just the type 

of girl who would get senior management in trouble. Jason was happy that she 

was Renner’s problem. 

 “Having fun?”  

“Oh, you know it!” Molly said, pushing away and falling back into Tom 

Renner. He was a good-looking kid in his third year at the resort, a supervisor 

now in the lift operations department. Jason didn’t think that he and Molly 

would last through the season. 

“What will it be boss?” the bartender, Bruce, asked from behind the bar. 

“A Macallan, on the rocks,” Jason said, flashing a twenty-dollar bill. 

“No problem.” Bruce waved off the twenty and handed him the drink 

through a gap in the bar crowd. 

Typical Sunday night, Jason thought. Sundays were the resort 

employees’ Friday, and Jason knew he would be lucky if sixty percent of the 

staff showed up on time in the morning. They were mostly first-year 

employees who came to work there for the free skiing that all of the employees 

got. He knew some of their names, but not most, and most of them wouldn’t 

last through the season anyway. 

He took a sip of his drink and glanced around the room. He had hoped 

that he might bump into Liz tonight but he hadn’t seen her. She had been 

another one of those innocuous employees, a part-timer waiting tables in the 

lodge bar the year before; hard not to notice her though, tall, with red hair and 

green eyes, more of a mountain girl than Molly. She had had a boyfriend then, 



but they had broken up during the summer, and she and Jason had struck up a 

conversation one afternoon in the bar at the start of this season. She had a 

great smile, and that night had carried on to an on-again / off-again covert love 

affair that had been in a cooling stage for the past couple of weeks. It hadn’t 

been much of a secret. Everyone knew everything about everyone in a place 

like this. They had both gotten tired of pretending that there was nothing going 

on but didn’t know quite where to go with it.  

“Where’s Liz tonight?” he leaned in close to Molly and asked, trying 

not to sound too obvious. She and Molly and Tom rented a house on the 

mountain that they also shared with a couple of ski instructors who came up 

on the weekends. 

“Probably in bed with some other guy,” she said, looking over her 

shoulder at him with a grin on her face…..  

 


