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Divine wintervention: The week that was

Last week goes down in his-
tory as the most epic stretch 
of skiing and riding in recent 
memory. Set up by a storm the 
previous week that made the 
February warmth a distant 
memory, snow began falling in 
The Valley on Tuesday, March 
13, and it never stopped. The 
result was four powder days 
in a row.

Here’s how it broke down. 
Mad River Glen reported 6 to 
8 inches of new snow on Tues-
day, 12 to 14 inches Tuesday 
night, 5 to 6 inches on Wednes-
day, 6 to 8 inches Wednesday 
night, 2 to 4 inches Thursday, 
and 2 to 3 inches Thursday 
night. Add that up and you get 
33 to 43 inches, a snow total 
better associated with Utah 
or Alaska.

If ever there was a week 
to cross things off your life-
time bucket list, this was it. 

Church, Slide Brook, Tower 5, 
Three Cliffs ... all the legend-
ary stashes had wall-to-wall 
cover with myriad fresh lines 
and bottomless landings. For 
those lucky enough to get out 
of school and work midweek, 
it was a dream come true.

The unnamed storm stalled 
over the Maritimes and 
curled back to northern New 
England, producing remark-
ably steady snowfall. While it 
never added up to free refills 
on every run, it never over-
whelmed our infrastructure 
either. Road conditions were 
great and except for a spot of 
wind hold on Friday all the 
chairlifts kept running. Lift-
ies and plow drivers: Thank 
you from the bottom of our 
hearts.

Things look different with 3 
feet of snow on top. The Bravo 
headwall becomes a wide-
open pitch when the rocks get 
buried; the ledges on Chute 
disappear. If you’re the first 
to ski the Lower FIS runout, 
it takes all your wits to find 
the exit back to GMX. You can 
butter turns on a bump run 
and straight-line a groomer; 
the powder takes care of 
speed control.

Deep snow is not without its 
hazards, especially at margin-
al temperatures. You’ll find 
most of them in the woods. 
Keep your distance from ev-
ergreens or you could fall 
into a tree well. And if you 
see a steep-sided gully, there’s 
probably open water at the 
bottom.

A barely covered stream 

nearly swallowed Laura as 
she cruised out of the trees 
Tuesday afternoon. She 
popped off her skis to untan-
gle herself and tossed them 
up out of the ditch to me. 
Then she tried to climb the 
45-degree bank, sank in to her 
waist, and finally asked for 
her skis back. She traversed 
out instead.

Give yourself enough warn-
ing and it’s possible to navi-
gate open water safely. At 
the end of a glorious Pi Day I 
arranged to meet folks at the 
Mad River Barn and headed 
down Lower Antelope with 
my sister-in-law. Entering 
19th Hole we were the second 

(and third) pair of tracks, fol-
lowing a path with knee-high 
walls of snow on both sides. 
Then the path disappeared. 
Whoever went before us had 
turned around at the first sign 
of water and boot-packed out.

We pressed on, break-
ing trail the whole way, and 
crossed the water bars by 
sidestepping down and pack-
ing in a snow bridge. In some 
cases we found an existing 
bridge, or we just picked up 
all the speed we could muster 
and jumped across.

It turns out first tracks aren’t 
always an enviable thing – 
not on a logging road with 
little to no pitch. Down below 

2,000 feet the temperature 
rose above freezing and the 
snowpack turned as heavy as 
pizza dough. But the trek was 
beautiful as always, passing 
through widely spaced new 
growth with sightlines much 
longer than a typical gladed 
trail. Air hockey and drafts at 
the Barn kept our family busy 
and they didn’t mind the extra 
wait time.

What’s your powder day sto-
ry? With lingering Arctic air 
and a favorable storm track, 
the first two weeks of spring 
may well bring another round 
of hero snow. See you along 
the fall line.
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