
Nemo's Anonymized and Cleaned Fieldnotes for Day 10, part 2

After Harry and Julia left us at Old Faithful, we watched the geyser go off then we went to the ranger's 
office to find some back-country maps because we weren't sure how to get to our campsite (for which 
we had a permit) The ranger's office was closed, but fortunately we ran into a gentleman from the 
nearby first aid station who was going into the ranger's office, and we asked him for a back-country 
trail map, which he provided. 

I asked him how he had gotten the job of working with the red cross here, and he said that he had been 
a paramedic with the firefighters in Oregon for 30 years, had gotten his ranger training in Flagstaff, AZ, 
so he had most o the holes punched by the time he applied; this was a bucket-list thing. He said that 
they started getting plenty of calls to assist people on-trail, mostly for shortness of breath and nausea: 
people just had to realized that it didn't matter how fit you were, altitude sickness could kick in. He 
then asked us if we had bear spray, told us to be safe out there, then bid us goodbye.

We then went to the nearby grocery store to get a power bar and some chips, and while we were 
enjoying these on the porch of the grocery store a gentleman lit up a cigarette and started talking to us; 
later he wuold introduce himself as Alabama. His real name was Matthew but since there were so few 
other people from the state of Alabama out here, he just went by that. Alabama told us all about how he 
had worked and lived in some 6 different states doing landscaping, construction, overseeing a 
trailerpark, and others besides. He had come to Yellowstone to work and live here for a bit, first as a 
housekeeper and then as someone who cleaned public spaces. People liked him because he was a hard 
worker. But he was going to move om soon. Yep, that's him: he was a nomad (to which he took a long 
drag from his cigarette and blew a sharp, pointed cloud of smoke). 

Alabama said that a lot of people, young folk especially, come to work like him, since the company 
provided for your lodging, food at the employee canteen, and there was the employe bar, plus the pay 
was decent. There were also these people called Champions, who would come from overseas to work 
here and save some money: they were supposed to be getting some Malaysians soon. What he didn’t 
understand was how that could make any financial sense given the cost of the plane ticket. After a 
while we said goodbye, since we had to get on the trail, so we made our way to the road and stuck our 
thumbs out, until we got a ride from...

6:30PMish: A group of 3 people from China whose names we never caught: a younger woman, her 
mother, and a gentleman. They asked us if we needed any help and we said we just needed a ride to the 
trailhead down the road. We rearranged some stuff in the car, then headed down. Conversation was 
brief: he was into hiking too and was from Shanghai and when Agarina started talking in Mandarin to 
them the young woman seemed very surprised. They dropped us off at the trailhead, gave us some 
water, and we said goodbye. 

We walked for a couple of miles to our campsite, in the middle of a very young forest on top of burnt 
trees, appreciating hot springs on the way. We had a dinner of PB&J tortillas, then went to bed. 


