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Looking out of the window 
at the moment, I see 
nothing but snow and a 

few faint bird tracks. Soon, 
hopefully, most of the snow will 
have melted and there will be 
a whisper of spring in the air. 
No promises, though, because 
for now at least, Mother Nature 
appears to be having one of 
those diva moments and is in 
need of a Snickers bar.

The sun relecting off the new 
snow lends at least an illusion of 
warmth, so I open our big front 
door and stand there for a few 
minutes, cradling a cup of hot 
cocoa in both hands. The Jack 
Russells rush over to soak up 
some of the bright light with me, 
and as we stand there a group 
of three neighbor girls go by, 
crunching down the middle of 
the uncleared road with a sled. 
Our noisy little Jacks know most 
of the neighbor kids and bark 
excitedly, hoping that one or 
more of the girls will stop and 
give them some attention. They 
glance our way, but much to the 
dogs’ disappointment they do 
not stop. After all, in our parts 
it’s not every winter that you 
get a big snow like this one, so 
with a wave and a few called 
out helloes they hurry along to 
make the most of it while it lasts.

Neighborhood shenanigans
Later, I tag along with the 

girls and take a few pictures of 
the fun. Their sledding hill is 
the berm between the railroad 
tracks and one of the streets that 
runs alongside them in Morton’s 
Gap. The hill isn’t very long but 
it is steep enough to get a little 
speed up, and it bottoms out 
at the edge of the street with a 
slight upward curve. There is no 
real danger of sliding onto the 
pavement, but since there is only 
one sled between the three, two 
stand watch while the third zips 
down the hill.

The girls have already been 
sledding for a while, and their 
cheeks are half-numb and 
cherry red. Cheyenne, in a 
heavy snowsuit, jumps around 
at the bottom of the hill while 
Chrissy takes one last spin. 
Autumn sits squarely in the 
middle of the hill and takes off 
a boot and one very wet sock. 
Her toes are also red and numb, 
so regretfully, it is time to call it 
quits for the day. I feel certain 
that all three will sleep well 
tonight.

Sled hill time warp
Watching the girls and 

listening to their carefree 
laughter takes me back to my 
own childhood, and reminding 
me of how my father would 
surprise us with a couple of 
inexpensive plastic sleds every 
winter once the snow started 
sticking. Looking back now, I 
admire his ability to tolerate the 
decibel level of our ear-splitting 
screams as he walked through 
the door and presented the sleds 
to us. Immediately, we began 
tripping over one another in a 

mad dash for boots, hats and 
mittens, (or a pair of Daddy’s big 
socks if mittens were in short 
supply) and then raced out the 
door to the hill, followed closely 
by one or two dogs.

Our one and only hill was a 
man-made affair of dirt piled up 
over the cellar where, somehow, 
a sour apple tree had managed 
to sprout and thrive despite our 
youthful savagery. My sister, 
Nean, was the bravest of our 
crew and, with a personality 
much like one of Peter Pan’s 
lost boys, was usually the irst to 
blaze a trail down the hill for the 
rest of us. After that, she or Gina 
— the sister closest to me in 
age — would place me on a sled 
and sit down behind me with an 
arm wrapped irmly around my 
waist while we whisked down 
the slope together.

The blazing of the actual 
trail took a good degree of both 
inesse and experience, as there 
were a number of hazards to 
avoid, depending on the route 
taken. If we went down the front 
of the hill we would smack right 
into the shed. To the left was 
Mama’s lower garden, and if we 
hit the rose bushes we would 
end up pulling thorns out of our 
hats, gloves and britches.

Straight down the back we 
faced the big gooseberry bush, 
and if we managed to swerve 
around it we still had to dodge 
the apple trees — something 
that my sisters regularly dared 
one another to do. To the right 
lay our neighbor, Judy’s chicken 
coop. This was a double peril 
because not only could we hit 
the coop and face Judy’s wrath, 
but there was also the very real 
possibly of coming out of the 
ordeal covered with old feathers 
and chicken poop.

If we really wanted a nice, 
smooth ride and to go as far 
as the sled could take us, our 

only option was to head in a 
kitty-corner direction between 
Judy’s coop and the apple trees. 
If done correctly, this path would 
carry us out into Joe’s cornield, 
and after a few preliminary 
runs to latten the stalks, it 
afforded the lowest percentage 
of bloodied noses and bumped 
heads. Ending up in the 
middle of the snowy cornstalks 
somehow made me feel like we 
had just landed in a mysterious 

new world.
After what seemed like hours 

of sledding but was, in reality, 
probably more like half an hour, 
we’d stumble our way to the 
back door, laughing and soaked 
through with icy cold. Sitting on
the loor to pull off our boots, we 
took turns shaking the chunks 
of snow from our stiff socks 
and then remove them, too, and 
lay them across the top our big 
space heater along with hats, 

gloves and scarves.
In the kitchen: The clatter of 

dishes as Mama sets out a bowl 
and spoon for each. Crackers, 
hot sauce and onion (for Daddy) 
join the big pot set in the middle 
of the table. Mama calls out, 
“Girls, supper’s on the table!” 
Hands and feet still aching from 
the cold, we scramble into the 
kitchen. Time for chili.
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From the left, Cheyenne Downs,13, Autumn Faulk, 11, and Chrissy Hopper, 19, making the most of the big snow in Mortons Gap.
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Mild and beefy, this Wendy’s style chili is the perfect one pot cold weather meal.
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Cheyenne Downs shows of some of her sledding maneuvers.

CHILI RECIPES
FROM PAGE C1

When it comes to chili there are 
numerous variations, and one or more is 
sure to please family and friends. Adjust 
the level of spice and serve it up with 
crackers, cheese, sour cream or any other 
topping that suits your gang.

Pork Chili Verde
Although this no bean chili is a bit more 
complicated to make, it’s easier to digest than 
the with beans versions, and is delicious 
served over plain white rice.
11⁄2 pounds fresh tomatillos
4 lbs boneless pork, cubed
1⁄4 cup lour
1⁄4 cup cooking oil
2 onions, diced
1whole head garlic, skinned and chopped 
ine
2 teaspoons coarse salt
1 tablespoon ground cumin
1 teaspoon black pepper
6 poblano peppers, diced
3-4 jalapeno peppers, seeded and chopped 
ine
1⁄2 cup chopped fresh cilantro
1 quart chicken stock

Preheat oven to 350 degrees; spray a roasting 
pan with non-stick spray. Remove the husks 
from the tomatillos, rinse them, and place them 
whole in the pan. Roast, uncovered, about 30 
minutes or until the skins are slightly browned. 
Remove from the oven and cool. Remove the 
skins, then place the tomatillos in a blender and 
puree until smooth.

Place the pork in a large bowl and toss with 
the lour. Heat the oil in a large kettle and saute 
the onions just until tender, then add the pork 
cubes and brown them. Add the remaining 
ingredients including the tomatillos to the 
kettle, bring to a boil and then reduce the heat 
and simmer, uncovered, for 2 hours or until the 
pork is very tender. Add more chicken stock or 
water if the mixture become too thick before the 
pork is done. Serves 8-10.

Mild Chili Con Carne
Mildly spiced like the the familiar Wendy’s 
chili, but this recipe is beeier, and a good 
choice if you prefer a little more liquid to 
soak up a handful of crackers without 
becoming gummy. If you prefer a thicker bowl 
of red, use tomato puree instead of tomato 
juice.
2 pounds 85 percent lean ground beef
1 medium onion, diced
3⁄4 cup diced celery
1⁄2 cup diced green pepper
3 tablespoons mild chili powder
11⁄2 teaspoon black pepper
2 teaspoons salt, or to taste
2 14.5-ounce cans diced tomatoes, und-
rained
1 8-ounce can tomato sauce
1 15-ounce can tomato juice
1 15-ounce can pinto beans, undrained
1 15-ounce can light red kidney beans, und-
rained

Crumble the beef into a large kettle with the 
onion and celery. After the meat begins to 
brown you can use a potato masher to break it 
into smaller bits, if you like. Continue cooking 
until the beef is well done; drain. Add the 
remaining ingredients and stir well. Cover, bring 
to a boil and then reduce heat and simmer, 
stirring occasionally, for about 20 minutes. 
About 10 servings.

Weight Watchers Crockpot 
Chicken Chili
According to the Weight Watchers website, a 
serving of this chili is 2.5 points. Throw this 
in your Crockpot in the morning before work 
and it will be ready when you get home.
12 ounces boneless, skinless chicken breast 
(2 small), diced
113⁄8 -ounce packet chili seasoning
1 quart canned tomatoes
1 15-ounce can whole kernel corn, drained
1 15-ounce can kidney beans
3⁄4 cup salsa

Spray a skillet with non-stick spray and sear 
the chicken pieces. Add them to a Crockpot 
along with the remaining ingredients and cook 
on low for 6-8 hours. Serves 8.
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S
ometimes you just 
need a quick trip to 
the beach. But as 

an American without a 
passport — mine had been 
stolen — I had limited 
options for an easy but 
interesting getaway.

I decided to try Puerto 
Rico. The island, which is 
a U.S. territory, offers for 
Americans all the comforts 
of domestic travel — easy 
entry, no extra charges for 
cellphone service, and the 
U.S. dollar as the currency.  
But Puerto Rico also has 
Caribbean beaches and 
Latin culture along with 
waterfalls, colonial Spanish 
history and good food and 
drink. That made it more 
appealing to me than a 
stateside beach.

I convinced my 
irst-grade pen pal to join 
me at the very last minute, 
and we spent ive days 
relaxing on the beach, 
exploring old San Juan, 
hiking through the island’s 
rain forest and, of course, 
enjoying tropical drinks as 
we pondered our futures.

Puerto Rico has two 
seasons: wet and dry. 
Prices tend to be lower in 
the rainy months, April 
to November, but that’s 
because you run the risk 
of getting stuck inside 
your hotel room waiting 
for the rain to subside. 
Traveling there last fall, 
I knew this going in, but 
was willing to take my 
chances.

Take my chances I 
did. The irst full day 
on the island found 
us in the middle of a 
possible hurricane that 
led the government to 
shut down alcohol sales 
at all restaurants for a 
few hours. Talk about a 
buzzkill.

Ultimately, the ban 
was lifted and my friend 
and I were able to enjoy 
margaritas and piña 

coladas while eating 
mofongo, a plantain mash 
that can be served with 
meat, seafood, chicken or 
vegetables.

The hurricane ended 
up passing by the island 
overnight, so the next day 
we were able to explore 
historic Old San Juan, 
which includes a National 
Historic Landmark district 
and UNESCO World 
Heritage sites. Christopher 
Columbus landed here in 
1493 and Ponce de Leon 
founded a settlement 
on the island in 1508. 
Centuries-old waterfront 
forts, La Fortaleza and 
El Morro, were built to 
protect it from invasion. 
Puerto Rico remained 
a Spanish colony until 
1898, when the U.S. 
took over following the 
Spanish-American War. La 
Fortaleza remains in use 
as the governor’s mansion.

A large gate and tunnel, 
Puerta de San Juan, still 
lead to the old city through 
what’s left of the tall walls 
that once surrounded 
it. Pink, blue, green and 
yellow buildings caught 
our eyes as we wandered 
the cobblestone streets 
with their fountains and 
plazas.

We also spent a day at 
El Yunque, Puerto Rico’s 
famous tropical rain forest. 
Many visitors rent a car 
and make the trek on 
their own from San Juan 
— it’s about 30 minutes 
away — but we booked a 
guided tour through our 
hotel that included a hike 
and swimming beneath 
a waterfall. There are 
several different places 
where you can swim, 

but be prepared for a bit 
of adventure, including 
slippery rocks and a river 
with a rope swing.

After a couple of days 
of sightseeing, we were 

ready to indulge in the 
main reason we’d come 
here. Our hotel, like many 
in San Juan, was right 
on the beach, and that’s 
where we headed.

For Americans, Puerto Rico is an easy beach getaway
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Beachgoers enjoy the sun and sand i October 2014, at Isla Verde Beach in San Juan, Puerto Rico. Puerto Rico, a U.S. territo-
ry, ofers all the comforts of domestic travel — easy entry, no extra charges for cellphone service, and the U.S. dollar as the 
currency — along with Caribbean beaches and Latin culture, waterfalls, colonial Spanish history and good food and drink. 
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Colorful buildings like this one are seen throughout Old 
San Juan, Puerto Rico. 

IF YOU GO
EL YUNQUE: http://

www.fs.usda.gov/

elyunque .

SAN JUAN NATIONAL 

HISTORIC SITE: http://

www.nps.gov/saju/index.

htm

AISLE ALIAS MAGNUM INVADEJumbles:

Answer: It was dinnertime after a long day of planting

bushes and he was ready to — DIG IN
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