
Nemo's Anonymized and Cleaned Fieldnotes for Day 8

Direct Transcription for Day 8, May 27: 

We awoke near 7AM to our tent rustling and something hitting it. At first it didn't seem like all that 
much but then something hit the tent hard, a big blunt object, coming straight down above our heads 
but sliding down the fly of the tent, because the fly sloped outwards. I realized something was wrong, 
so I grabbed the little pocket knife and opened the tent door, at our feet and opposite the blows from the 
blunt object. 

When I stuck out my head I saw a full-grown cow elk stomping with one hoof on our tent, right where 
our heads would be if the sloping, wet fly didn't deflect the blow. When the elk saw my head pop out of 
the tent it bolted some 10 feet away, looked at me for 3 seconds, then started grazing as if nothing had 
happened. 

Needless to say, Agarina and I were in a deep state of "what the fuck just happened?" Had the elk been 
trying to lick the water off the fly? But then why try and stomp it? Did the bright blue and orange 
somehow incense the elk? When we asked the campground attendant, he said that elk were known to 
attack cars, but of any colour. In the end we had no idea why the elk tried to stomp our tent. But 
reflecting on my reaction, sticking my head outside to meet an unknown foe clutching a 3-inch blade 
did seem pretty absurd. What, was I going to stab the elk with a picket-knife, or better yet, shank a 
bear? Henceforth, I kept the bear pepper-spray close, because I reasoned that would cause far greater 
pain to anything with mucous membranes than whatever I could do with my little knife. 

After this incident we had breakfast, packed up and climbed the hill to go to the Mammoth Hot Springs 
Visitor centre and get back-country camping permits. Here we were assisted by Ranger Rob, who 
planned us 3 days and 3 nights of 7ish miles/day of hiking in northern chunk of the park and around 
Old Faithful, gave us the relevant permits and showed us a park safety video. 

When I asked Ranger Rob about how he got his job, he said it was kind of a long story. He had finished 
college with a degree in radio and telecoms, and got a job working with radio infrastructure in Erie, 
Pennsylvania, which he didn't really like. But one summer in the early 90s he came and visited 
Yellowstone and fell in love with it. When he got back to Erie he quit his job, put everything he had in 
his truck, got a job working in a hotel in Yellowstone and would take back-country passes every 
weekend. He did this for 3 years until his boss at the hotel said there was an opening for someone with 
good knowledge of the back-country, so Rob applied, got the ranger job, and that was fifteen years ago. 

Ranger Rob said we could try and hitch a ride from Mammoth to Black Tail Creek trail-head, where 
our itinerary began, some 7 miles off, at the nearby intersection. So Agarina and I waited there for 
some 40 minutes until we got a ride from... 

11AMish: Tal and Boaz of Israel, on a month-long vacation in the States. They were both in the IDF, 
she was in the navy and he was with the medical corps, and in fact they could take this vacation 
because he was about to retire. 

They said that you could drive horizontally from one end of Israel to the other in 1-2 hours, which 
really gave us perspective on how big the US was. They had lived all around Israel because that's one 
thing that the army does: move you around. They said that their son had done a lot of hiking too, and 
when I mentioned that my pack was some 30 kilos, Boaz said that I could be in the infantry. They said 



that it was a very common thing for your Israelis to go see the world after completing the IDF, almost 
like a cultural ritual. They dropped us off at the trail-head and we said goodbye. 

For the rest of the day we hiked some 7 miles, saw some antelope, had a dinner of rice and lentils, then 
pitched camp and went to sleep, after a long day of hiking. 


