
Like Lewis and Clark, only with more stuff, the D’Alises started their trek to find the fabled land of 
smoking ground, boiling water, and belching mud.  Yep, they headed out to Yellowstone.  Right away a 
glaring difference became apparent between the D’Alise’s mode of transportation, and the Lewis and 
Clark boat.  No, we are not talking the difference in speed, or the ability to traverse large tracts of land 
without porting their supplies and vehicle.  Nope.  We are talking about the small cannon Lewis and 
Clark had mounted on their transport.  Heading through the morning Denver traffic, Emilio mourned the 
silly rules that keep his vehicle from being equipped with serious firepower. 
 
Other drivers, knowing they were relatively secure from being blown to smithereens, used the 
opportunity to really show off their poor driving skills, road rudeness, and general disregard for any kind 
of structured rules while behind the steering wheel of their own personal weapons of mass destruction.  
In all fairness, the D’Alises made it through the morning rush without significant slowdowns.  Not so for 
the poor bastards heading the other way.  One little fender bender caused what looked like a ten miles 
backup . . . neat, especially since the D’Alises were heading the other way. 
 
But back to their trek; as soon as the smog-laden metropolis was a mere memory of an image on their 
rear view mirror, Emilio began what would turn out to be an unrelenting attack on all manner of food 
that had been packaged for the trip.  Not to mention some good coffee to wash it all down.   
 
Ah, the joy of the (relatively) open road; heading off toward the horizon, putting some serious distance 
between themselves and their domicile, and wondering what they forgot to turn on, or off, back home.  
 
But there was no turning back.  Trip-Tick on hand, they headed out for terra incognita.  Everything 
between Laredo and Yellowstone was new territory for the intrepid travelers.  No GPS for these guys; 
there is a certain satisfaction that comes from following one’s progress on a map.  The GPS may be 
more accurate, but it seems cold and uppity; it knows where it’s at, and sharing that information with 
their owners makes those same owners subordinate to the electronic gadget.  Not so a map.  Maps get 
folded, refolded, ripped, wrinkled, and all sort of other things happen to them as a reminder of who is in 
charge.  No subordinate, the map-reader is king . . . er . . . queen.  She interprets, and reconciles, the 
various landmarks that flash by to the ones listed along the route.  It’s all part of the mystique of the road 
trip.   
 
The route suggested to the D’Alises took them along roads that had been labeled as “scenic”.  In 
Wyoming this means the chance to observe different hues of brown, barren hills, and landscape only 
occasionally broken by some hidden canyon.  Seriously, the rolling hills were nice, and the D’Alises 
took pleasure in spotting the wildlife . . . mostly antelopes.  There is something relaxing to driving for 
hours and only passing a few cars heading the other way . . . and seeing no cars in front, or in the rear 
view mirror.  It rekindles hope for mankind, the planet, and personal sanity. 
 
Their first destination was Jackson Hole.  Braving a construction delay between Dubois and Jackson, the 
trip was otherwise relaxing, and a good preparation for the week to come.  In Jackson, the D’Alises met 
with a friend, sharing a good meal at Bubba’s, and some coffee and conversation at a small coffee shop.  
Yep, you hear it right.  The D’Alises actually have some friends.  The evening ended with the exhausted 
pair deciding to retire early and get an early start in the morning.  And so ended the first day. 
 
 



Day Two(Day One and Two Pictures): 
“Early start” is a relative term.  It was, after all, a vacation – the only D’Alise vacation for the year. A 
far cry from the four weeks plus holidays of yesteryear, and really removed from the recent two-plus 
years of no work.  But, we’re here to review the recent, not the distant, past.   
 
The Grand Tetons.  They loom large just outside 
Jackson.  They are a young chain, still sporting the 
rugged look of recent (geologically speaking) 
forming.  In the early morning, they are donned 
with clouds tenaciously hanging on, seeking refuge 
from the sun’s rays in glacier-clad valleys. Theirs is 
a valiant, but ultimately doomed struggle.  The sun 
slowly regains control of the slopes, but not before 
their struggle is captured for posterity.  They may 
have been vaporized, but those clouds can be proud 
of having posed for Emilio’s poor attempts at 
landscape photography.  Their reward is to live on 
electronically, as long as someone is interested in a snapshot chronicling their struggle against our 
distant star. 
 

Heading into the park, the pair are pleasantly surprised by the light traffic, 
good weather, and beautiful scenery.  Their first destination is a short by-pass 
that follows the contours of both String Lake and Jenny Lake.  It offers the 
opportunity for a short walk, and for a number of very photogenic views of the 
two lakes.  Emilio is armed with enough memory cards for about 1,800 
photographs.  That works out to about 250 photos a day, about 20 an hour for a 
twelve-hour day, or one every three minutes. Still, he shows some restraint . . . 
occasionally, more than six minutes passed between shooting sprees.  
 
In recognition of Emilio’s self-control, they are rewarded with the sight of 
their first elk (in the woods), a couple of deer (in the woods), and one deer 
calmly munching on a shrub at the side of the road.  The deer briefly paused 
her feeding to try and figure out what all the clicking was about, and then 

returned to her meal.  Obviously, she was not impressed with the brand spanking new lens trained at her 
head.  “Amateur!” she mouthed . . . or maybe she was just ruminating. 
 
The two continued on making their way toward 
Jackson Lake Junction.  Their next destination 
was Oxbow Bend Turnout.  A slight detour from 
their trek North, but one that is mandatory for 
most photographers.  This used to be one of the 
more photographed places in the planet (before 
the Brittany Spears’s no panties episode).  At 
Oxbow bend one can gaze over a stretch of the 
Snake River, with the Tetons looming in the 
background.  When conditions are right, and the 
wind is not blowing, the river is like a mirror, 
making for a spectacular shot.  Alas, once again 
conditions were not right.  But the place is very photogenic.  It still ranked as a worthwhile detour. 

http://picasaweb.google.com/ejdalise/DayOneAndTwoTetonAndYellowstoneNP?authkey=NyTQRzR2UIA


Especially since on the way back toward Jackson Lake Junction, two moose were casually munching on 
some vegetation a scant couple of yards from the road.  A crowd 
was already there (a sure indication animals are about), and the 
moose were none too bothered by the commotion they were 
causing.  Emilio happily snapped away, despite shooting against 
the sun.  He considered asking the moose to move to more 
favorable lighting, but decided against it.  This was one of the 
best sightings of these Northern Exposure symbols the D’Alises 
had ever had the pleasure of witnessing.   
 

The D’Alises continued north, making a few stops here and there, hiking a bit, and making their way 
toward Yellowstone.  Grand Teton is a nice park, but you can go through it relatively quick unless 
interested in hiking the backcountry.  Soon enough, they entered Yellowstone, where they made a quick 
stop at Lewis Falls for some photos, and to dispose of some of those burdensome snacks. The day was 
still young, and with the planned check-in at West Yellowstone a number of hours away, the D’Alises 
decided to take a driving tour of the lower loop.  This took them east, along the shores of Lake 
Yellowstone, up along Hayden Valley to Canyon 
Village, then back west toward Norris, then 
Madison, and on to West Yellowstone.  Not many 
stops, but enough to take a few pictures, with the 
highlight being those of a coyote feasting on a 
dead elk.  The elk was not visible in the tall grass, 
otherwise it would have made it more of a 
morbidly gross experience, rather than the cute 
photo op it turned out to be.  Along the same 
drive, they saw elks, buffalo, eagles, and other 
coyotes.  Only the first day in the park, and 
they’d already seen most of the animals on the to-
see list, leaving only wolves and bears.    

 
West Yellowstone was like the D’Alises 
remembered … except with a lot more people.  
Their last trip, some five years before, had been 
later in the year, and the contrast in the number 
of visitors was … annoying.  The D’Alises are 
basically friendly folk … but not too keen on 
having too many people around.  “Too many” is 
loosely defined as more than 100 per square 
mile.  Fortunately, the room they got was on the 
corner of the top floor of the hotel.  Quiet, 
comfortable, and on the edge of town, it was just 
what they would need after each day’s 
adventures in the park.  After checking in, they 

made their way into town, and found a place that served decent food (one they remembered from the 
previous visit), the Timberline restaurant.  That, with an occasional after dinner visit to the local Dairy 
Queen, was the only restaurant they frequented for their stay.  Interestingly, all of the waiters/waitresses 
were Eastern Europeans here for summer work.  In fact, most of the businesses in the area employ 
temporary labor from Eastern Europe.  Back at the hotel, plans for reading, relaxing, and some TV 
watching were quickly abandoned, and sleep fell upon the two explorers.  This was quite the surprise to 
Emilio, who had brought what seemed like a hundred pounds of reading material anticipating his usual 
4-5 hour sleep cycle to afford him the opportunity to catch up with some of his reading.  In a ritual to be 
repeated through their stay, it was lights out, and early to bed.  And so ended the second day. 


