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*  to push  x  to pull
L A N G U A G E  N O T E

V O C A B U L A R Y
1 steep [stiːp] – strmý
2 exhausted [ɪɡˈzɔːstɪd] – vyčerpaný  
3 handbrake [ˈhændbreɪk] – ruční brzda
4 stuck [stʌk] – zaseknutý
5 to skid [skɪd] – dostat smyk
6 to dig (sth) out [ˌdɪɡ aʊt] – vykopat
7 shovel [ˈʃʌvl] – lopata
8 pour [pɔː] – nalít
9 bucket [ˈbʌkɪt] – kbelík

Not Much Skiing
BORIS PATLOCH (CZ), editor ALASTAIR S. EDWARDS (UK)

I pushed 
our car.

O ne winter, my father, my sister and I decided 
to go skiing. We were so excited going to the 
mountains! We packed some food, our jackets 

- and, of course, our skis - in the car. 

“Here we are!” said dad. There was a long, steep1, 
empty hill. We put on our skis and skied down the hill. 
We enjoyed skiing in the fresh snow. Nobody skied 
there before us! Wonderful! But down the hill, what 
a surprise! There was no ski lift. “Sorry, kids,”  
our dad apologized. “We will have to climb back up  
the hill ourselves.”

The long, steep hill, heavy boots and skis, and deep 
snow... What hard work to walk up the hill! When  
we climbed back up to the car, we were exhausted2.  
It was getting dark. We put our things in the car and 
got in. My dad started the car, but it didn’t move.  
The handbrake3 was frozen, and the back wheels were 
stuck4. Dad asked us to push* the car. The road was icy 
and slightly uphill, so it was hard work. We did it! But 
when we got up the hill, the car skidded5. The brakes 
didn’t work, and the car ended up in the snow. 

We were in trouble. We tried to dig6 the car out with 
our hands, but it was too hard. My father went to find 
the nearest restaurant to borrow a shovel7. My sister 
and I were really freezing. We got back into the car and 

waited for dad. An hour later, we finally saw him with 
a shovel in his hand. 

We shovelled all the snow away from the car. Another 
car passed by, and the driver pulled* our car back on 
the road. But what about the brakes? My sister had 
an idea. “Let’s pour8 hot water on them,” she said. 
The other car pulled our car to the restaurant. There 
we got a full bucket9 of hot water. We poured it on the 
brakes and it worked! When we got home, it was past 
midnight. Cold, hungry, tired, but safe!


