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the left side of an Cutsido Magazine

Foraker or the steep, constricted  spread with a remarkabie tite: “Theill
slots he haunts in Utah's Wasatch Daddy Dreams of Powder Dawn.” The
I ski mountaineer Andrew MeLean sub-tite does a better job of anentation:
wanted exposure last season, all he “Andrew McLean is a shaggy-haired,
had o 60 was go o e newsstand. lefbrained industrial designer whose:
First, the mid-Fi ¥
‘Sunday edion of The New York Times,  of adventure skiing. He's also found the.

lumn highiighted pig 1o take his gear o
his o-snow ly ights: himselt "
Samuels. ‘Sawhat's with allthis, Andrew?

Then The New Yorker (*Yes, The
New Yorker!) came outwith an Aprl
faux cover

No matier that your fiancée, a Utah
‘assistant attomey general, is also 8

with stary called
“Death and Sking.” Which tumed out to
be in the Sporting Scene department,
 section that once brimmed with golf
and horse racing, But here i was:
“Dangerous Game: A Ski Mountaineer
and a History of Tragedy.”

Shorty after,  ful-page phota of a
snow-facked McLean—more on this
o follow—oocupied

Andrew McLean, hot off the presses..

20 Backcountry

's got a lawyer-father,
who was a former Assistant Secretary
of the Treasury, and a mother well-
connected in Manhatten real-estate)
insured tha

v read The ew York Times?™
MeLean was even more surprised
at how many people read The New
Yorker. Nick Paumgarten's sizable
pieos s as much a mediation on te
ol hal sking the wid side has taken
on his family—his Austrian-bom, ski

11901 a good laugh.” McLean says of
Barcott’s assertion. McLean recals that
the photographes had bien direcied

o shoot himin *a raging storm.” Nat
likely 10 happen that spring week in
Utah, and The Canyons Resort had
long shut down its guns. But money

avalanche in St. Anton; angther look
his aunt, skiing out of bounds in Aspen
thirty years ago: and

got a snow gun running for
“ficttious snow,” s MeLean puts i, Of
McLean, Barcatt writes: *A wry man,

i watched his father emerge from a
burial, Paumgarten is an experienced
skier, but McLean chuckles when
reminded of his response {0 the witer's
fearful anticipation of a Wasatch
ouling: “Don't know what you think you
signed up for, Nick, You're here with

went fo The Timas. Which assigned an
Aspen-based writer to cover it—with
the couple's compliance—lor the.
“Vows” fealure, skelching the courtship
and the ceremony on the wedding

MeLean says

0 guy”

Paumgarten siis the south face of
Mt Superior with McLean. Oufside’s
Bruce Barcott bails on the nearby
Suicide Chute. (He's primariy a
climber,” McLean says. of the veteran
Barcot, whose approach is more
gear oriented. ‘But he's a betler skier
than he lets on.") But while McLean is
working pretty much the same Litle
Cottonwaod ground with them both,
itbecones known (o each writer that
they are wril

he h that rides
o his lean 145-pound body, 5o that
he vaguely resembles a five-footen-
inch-sunflower” Paumgarten's take
“Mekean has the trim and sinewy buikd
of a Sherpa...and a rubbery, sighty
hunched posture, but his bright-bue
eyes, bobblehead propartans, and
anachronisti heimet of ight brown hair
give him an imgish appearance.”

Wel, McL sans mug—flocked
in white ke his sk, clothes and
pack—daesn't ook so impish under
snow gun that wasn' arcing flakes, but
shosting a barely frozen siurpee point
biank and horizontal. Callt a rime
job—as McLean says, ‘In two seconds
every bit of my clothing was soaked. |
was hypolhermic.”

Just another day in the writing irade.

(check tho publeaton dofs), Thad
no idea both [magazines] would do.
features.” McLean says. A Now Yorker
teaiter, he thought i would be a short
itern in the “Talk of the Town.” | staned
toget " he says.

Says Melean, pieces:
I enjoyed the process of working witn
those guys. As a fledgling writer, | look
10 52 how the pros did it And | didn'
mind spreading the gaspel ™
Neither the tablos nor women's

The level of discomfort manifestly

YeL ot much has
changed.” McLean says. "No moe

hings off-piste,”as Barcott calls hin,
poses for a full-page Outside portrait.
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