
Day Three (Day Three Photos):

In what would turn out the only bad weather of the trip, the D’Alises woke up to a drizzly, cold, and gloomy
day. Not much incentive to head into the park. What to do, what to do? … why, you take a little drive.
Packing some of their ample supplies (the room had a small fridge), the D’Alises decided to head north on
Route 191. This follows the Western edge of the park, and the thinking was to go up for a while, and then come
back. Well … plans are made to be broken. Bozeman. They went all the way to Bozeman. Driving along
what they dubbed “The Road of Death”, they chatted and enjoyed the scenery. They called it The Road of
Death because they noticed a disturbing detail. Nearly every curve and even some straightaways, sported small
white crosses, some adorned with flowers, some with names on them. Sometimes there were single crosses,
sometimes multiple ones. While not a major concern, it did occupy a small corner of their minds … would they
make it to Bozeman? Would they survive the trip? Or was this the end of the road … or road to the end? You
would think there would have been some warning at the beginning of the road. Something like “This road kills;
enter at your own risk!”.

Lest some may think this a trivial matter, a conservative estimate put the number of crosses in the multiple
hundreds. One could surmise only a limited number of scenarios. One: fatalities occurred during inclement
weather. Two: people lost control of their vehicle as they marveled at the beauty of the scenery. At one point,
the theory was put forth of the crosses being “planted” by the state’s highway division as an effective means of
keeping drivers attentive and within the posted speed limit. Then, the postulate was put forth the road itself
attracted the less capable, the driving impaired, and generally unskilled people … this was quickly dismissed
since the presence of the D’Alises on the road invalidated that particular hypothesis.

But ultimately, the road was no match for Emilio’s consummate driving skills. Bozeman came and went, as the
intrepid pair continued on to Livingston, MT. They would have spent some time at those places, but rain kept
them moving. At Livingston, they turned south toward Gardiner, the northern gateway to Yellowstone. That
particular stretch of road is very scenic. Made more so by a gradual clearing of the sky. By the time they hit
the north entrance to the park, the weather was passable, but not great. They had traveled a total of 180 miles,
and there were another 60 to get back to the hotel. But really, there was no hurry to getting back. The decision
was made to head down to Old Faithful … really, a perfunctory visit, as neither of the D’Alises had any kind of
desire to mingle with crowds of people, heavy traffic, and lame display. But you know … when in
Yellowstone, you have to go see Old Faithful.

But Mammoth Hot Springs was their first stop. Emilio had gotten some excellent pictures on their last trip, and
there were a few he wanted to re-shoot. But alas, the weather was not ideal. The decision was made to come
back the next day. But before proceeding through the park, the obligatory "looking at the Elks". You see, there
are always Elks in the middle of town. They must have figured out that being ogled by humans was a small

price to pay for the relative safety of the town
square. One change from the last visit was
the presence of park rangers, enough to
roughly surrounding the small herd. Their
main function was to keep the humans away
from the large, horned, and somewhat
irritable animals. You'd think humans,
supposedly the smarter of the two species,
would have enough sense to keep a safe
distance. Not so. The older ones (humans,
not elk) seemed to have the least worry about
trying to get close. So much for the theory
linking wisdom to old age! Then again,
perhaps these older humans had poor
eyesight and just wanted to get to a good



viewing distance. One might imagine that would be somewhere in the neighborhood of 2-3 feet from the
ruminants. Ready with the camera, Emilio waited for one of these geriatric daredevils to slip by the Rangers
and provide an entertaining shooting opportunity. Alas, the gods conspired against entertaining human/animal
antics. Disappointed, the D'Alises headed to grab something to eat.

Was it mentioned there were a lot of people about? The one good thing was that
they were nearly all pushing up there in the age department. The near
impossibility of getting to a restroom was the only drawback, as in all other
endeavors old people can easily be avoided. They move kind of slow and seem
easily distracted by the most mundane and banal things. Well, OK … food is
another thing that seems to hold their interest. The many buses were a good
indication of the kind lines one would encounter in the restaurants, and they
proved to be spot-on. The D’Alises opted for their own snacks, lest they get
stuck shuffling along in some line.

This is a good point to stop and discuss eating in, and around, Yellowstone.
Although the food selection inside and outside the park is pretty diverse, the
D'Alises restricted themselves to a fairly unadventurous diet. The female
favored leafy greens, the male invariably ordering something with "buffalo" in
the name. Hamburgers and meatloaves were eaten a plenty. This was in the
way of repayment for all the times Emilio had to wait for the smelly brutes to

clear out of roadways the D’Alises were traveling. You’d also
think that with the abundance of buffaloes, their meat would be
cheap and abundant. Not so. The stuff is pretty expensive.

Sated, the D’Alises boarded their transport and headed out toward
Old Faithful. On the way, they would take a few detours, usually
for picture opportunities. One must comment on the patience and
tolerance exhibited by the female half of the pair. Then again, there
had been plenty of warnings leading up to the trip; this was a to be
a redemption from the previous trip. Back then, Emilio’s camera
was new, and he … let’s just say mistakes were made. Nothing
horrible, but certain shots simmered in Emilio’s mind for a whole
five years. Several blood oaths had been sworn, self-challenges issued and plans forged. The clouds conspired
to limit the number of photos, but some amount of vindication was achieved. It would have to do until skills
improved, better cameras purchased, and expensive lenses acquired. Yes, yes … next time it would be better.

Clicking, snapping, eating, drinking, looking, chatting, and
occasionally swearing at drivers who ignored the rule to pull
off the road when stopping to look at animals, the pair
slowly made their way down to Old Faithful. As expected,
the place was pretty crowded. Not expected, the very nice
visitor center that used to be by Old Faithful had been torn
down, and temporary quarters were in place as construction
of the new visitor center proceeded. The thing is, the “old”
one had been quite nice. Seemed like a waste of money.
But then, it is a government agency running the place. The
D’Alises were lucky, as the next eruption was nearing. Old
Faithful is not really so faithful anymore. The time interval

between eruptions varies, and the eruptions themselves run a wide range. Sometimes they are spectacular (300+
feet), and other times they border on anemic. But like the old trooper it is, still manages to regularly get



something going … without the use of any blue pills, either! The D’Alises bundled up (it was windy, and with
the sun having hidden behind some cloud, quite chilly). They waited . . . er . . . faithfully for something to
happen. The viewing area was filled with people, some who must have been there for at least 20 minutes of so.
Poor bastards. Finally, some gurgling; the crowd tenses, lens caps are snapped off, and people get ready for the
big event.

. . . . . . . . gurgling . . . . . . . more gurgling . . . . . . a little steam . . . wait, wait . . .
yes! It’s starting! Must have been too soon since the last time. Twenty feet,
thirty tops, and the whole thing was over in under a minute. Some men looked on
enviously. Women nodded knowingly, and with sad looks toward the receding
column, they lingered on, hoping against hope for something more. Most people,
including the D’Alises, just scampered back toward their cars. Next time, this
would definitively be at the bottom of the list of things to do.

The day was drawing to a close, and the D’Alises headed back to the hotel, with
plans to retire early. The next morning was scheduled to be an early one, as they
were heading out to the Lamar Valley, and a valiant attempt to see some wolves.
A number of packs roam the park (Yellowstone Packs), with the ones in Lamar
the most active, and most likely to be seen. Those in “the know” had told the
D’Alises one must get up early to have any chance to see wolves. And so the
alarm was set for 4:30am. The drive from West Yellowstone to Lamar Valley is

about one hour and twenty minutes sans idiots, and unknown if meandering, inconsiderate tourists littered the
roads. As the lights went out in their spacious corner room, the third day drew to a close.


