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utside of this hotel. {t's snowing a few inches an hour. Inside, I'm
shivering in a sleeveless, white wedding dress. Forget cold feet. T'm
shaking head to toe

s marning | skied lines in afull-scale blizzard, calling 1t quits early
oroed meto get my hair done. Now, here | am; all
withmy dad and walk down

Thi
only because my mom |
primped and waiting for my cueto link arms
this aisle, this hine

1 peek out through the doorway to the I:|:n; :rowded room={ull
of cousins and college roommates and soon-t e in-laws all seated
patiently in rows of chairs—and thera's Dan, ‘.'.'.j-il;['l'll! f-:)nr me at the other
urld :1 'ﬁ:l.ddnr L-.l:'L‘:.'hI]IIH-"..l ook on his face He's dressed ina nice, gray

i } ting foa lifetime with him. 1
couldn’t be more certain thatit's the:l;:_'u rJ1|r|-1 todo. Helsmy light when
darkness closes in. My partner in adventure My closest confidant. The
one [ belleve in even when | lose [aith in the rest of the world. But still I'm
and fear turns my spin for a moment
It's theavalanche For thelast waysbeen theavalanche It
wakes me ina startled fright or sends me into a spiral of doubt. And itf
me with sadnessso deep, [ feel like [ have no insldes. lam unable to take
a step forward, Like I'm trapped. Like matter what joy and splendor
might come my way, nothing wil =] whaole and right again

After the slide, I swore [ wou '-:'. never return to the backcountry. The
place that once brought me peace had become a warzone

That pledge didn't last long That promise is not like the vows [ will
make today

Becatlse soon there will be another backcountry ski. The day after
tomorrow, Dan and [ will bring cur cl nds and family members
us on a bt trip-a group honeymoon on skis. It seemed like a grand

1enth, [tsal

[Fhoto] Trying to avold cold feet on wedding day. Darin McDuoid
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idea months ago the mountains after the
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5! untain and my heart used to
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Adnessseen z ]

ine pumping through
alling outside the windows. a
Tcould for

me, [z Even the sno
L smeoftheday
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Iexhale [leanovertos K down the lins
reme, [ can see glimpses wo days, we will
descend through powdeT-choked, 1ow e“,_Jr,-_- I[l—lr_-:_ 1wl Il SmeEmber I1f1
worship the sensation of being out there in the mountains, [ wil
ink of the men we lost, and I will cherish the company of the friends we
still have
Beyond that, I can see lives full of brilllance ‘Filled with a love that
runs even deeper than my sorrow. Wa survived that day when others did
We owe it to them to make the mast of the time we have
Sofarnow. Thaveajobioda I"-'-II ling tomy dadsarmancd st
intothal rocm
choose hap

and find

sigh
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epforward

[ [will h:_.::'.l o keep it that way. I will breathe and push off
light that's standing right in front of me. —=Megan Michelson
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Editors Note: Forty-three dal er the February 2012 Tunnel Creek ava-
lanche that killed Chris Rudolph, Jim Jack and Johnny Brenan. Editor at
Large Megan Michelson married fellow survivor Dan Abrams. Since their
Froup Roneymoo, an and Dan have returned sparingly fo the back-
countriy, oni fof days and always v ds. Thet lve
in Tahoe City, Callfornia
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