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Knight on the Town

b

On Top of Old Hogsback

Drove out to see an old friend the other day and
found little evidence of the years that have d

on to the rope and all piling on top of the poor guy,
2)r ining stationary by letting the rope rip their

us.

Hogsback Hill and I go way back. It could not have
been too many years after my parents first came to
Reedsburg that I was riding between my father’s legs
up the rope tow at Hogsback swathed in erough
scarves, mittens and sock to clothe the Brady Bunch.

mittens and coats to shreads, or 3) letting go of the rope
and all piling onto the people in back of them. I am not
sure if I ended up on the top or the bottom of the pile
that day but I do know I met several new friends in a
hurry.

Upon arriving at a point on the hill where a graceful
di t d ible, the trick was to let go of

Dad would shove me off at the first of
a landing much to the relief of any serious skiers behind
us. The nice thing about the Hogsback rope tow is that
you can bail out just about anywhere along the line. Try
that on a Devil's Head chair lift and you could very well
ruin your day.

The challenge at that time was not as much being
able to ski down the hill as it was managing to make it
up on the rope. The object, as I remember, was to grab
onto the rop as tightly as possible and hope that you
started moving before your mittens began to smoke.

Naturally it took a few good headers into the snow
before one got a feel for this particular mode of travel.

I recall one of my first solo attempts when I finally
secured a good grip on the rope and found myself
shooting unsteadily up the hill. Just as I began to feel

h trol, h ,-the clutz in front of

0! under
me fell down. When someone falls down on a rope
tow, the people following have a chvice of 1) hanging

the rope without snapping the person behind into the
woods. In later, more irreverent years, snapping people
into the woods actually became part of the sport at
Hogsback until one of my friends, while trying to fling
me off the rope, failed to notice his mother right behind
me. I hung on. She did not. He didn’t ski much longer
that day.

Even without a staff of Norwegian instructors,
Hogsback was an excellent place to learn how to
ski. Learning the fine points, such as turning and stop-
ping, were not a matter of choice at Hogsback; they
were a matter of survival.

Reedsburg’s only ski hill may not be as long as some,
but it is plenty steep and narrow. A skier hurtling down
Hogsback without the ability to turn or stop is asking
for trouble and there are several trees, rocks and other
immovable objects to accomodate him.

Such thoughts bring to mind the toboggan slide that

used to run down the hill next to the ski slope, I am not
sure if it is still there and I do not really care to know. I
can’t remember much about that run mainly because
of one Saturday when Rollie Schultz and I, fifth graders
at the time, artfully steered a toboggan right into a tree
a full speed. There was barely enough of the t8bog-
gan left to carry me to the car on.

Long before cross country skiing became popular,
some of us would take the Hogsback rope tow to the
very top of the hill and blaze a trail down around the
back side through cornfields, woods and other un-
charted wilderness. This was especially challenging at
night when we would strap flashlights to our heads and
strike out like a troop of skiing coal miners. Some of the
squirrels up there are probably still laughing.

Looking up at Hogsback the other day, however,
other memories were of the moonlit nights at the top
of the hill where a gentle snowfall would deaden the
groan of the poor old tractor engine tugging at the rope
below and where the darkness and peace of the moment
would be broken only by the quiet whoosh of skis
streaking down the headwall.

One of these days I'm going to have to try that again.
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