
Nemo's Anonymized and Cleaned Fieldnotes for for Day 11, Part 1

8AMish: We woke up, had breakfast, then went for a hike to see the Fairy Falls and some other geysers 
they had in the area. We came back for lunch, had mustard lentils with pita, packed up, and then headed 
for the road. We waited for ten minutes, then got a ride from... 

3PMish: Hillary and her boyfriend, whose name eludes me. They both went to college in the thumb of 
Michigan and had come to Yellowstone to work in the hotels, make some money and thus explore the 
park, like Hillary's boyfriend's brother had done. They said that this was a really sweet gig, working for 
Xanterra, who ran most of the hotels in Yellowstone, and in fact in a number of other national parks (so 
if you wanted to go somewhere else you just had to request a transfer). 

They had applied online near December to be sure to get a spot, but because there was such high 
turnover they were sure they could get a place now too. Xanterra treated its employees very well: 
entry-level salary was $8.75 for housekeeping, they gave you your food and lodging, you had an 
employee bar, two days off per week, and a 35-40 hour working week. They were excited to discover 
the rest of the park. 

Hillary and her boyfriend dropped us off near the employee area around Old Faithful. From there we 
walked up a bit, then struck out our thumbs until we got a ride from... 

3:30ish: Bill and Sarah, who were doing a driving tour of Yellowstone and were going down to their 
son's place in Jackson, WY. They were from New England and had flow here to see their son’s family, 
who was a snowboarder who worked in Jackson. 

Sarah offered ot make us some PB&J sandwiches, and while Agarina and I ate they told us a bit about 
themselves. Bill had worked in a factory for 30 years, then went back to college at SUNY Albany, 
where he studied history and political science. He said he was surprised to be the oldest there, and had 
all these jokes like "what do you call the professors around here? Kid." He said that he had been in 
class once talk to a TA and a student came up an started asking him about class, to which Bill told the 
fellow student to address the TA, but the student just laughed and kept talking to Bill. 

Sarah was a psychotherapist and when I asked what this entailed she said that people would come to 
her with some problems, trying to figure things out and wanting to change their lives, and she would 
help them as best she could. I asked her how many of the skills she had as a psychotherapist came from 
her training and how much she had learned on the job, to which she replied "half-half." 

From there began a conversation with Bill about the nature of learning and how university was just a 
first step on the way to a greater journey of knowledge. They drove us all the way through Grand Teton 
National Park, and even though it was somewhat cloudy and the peaks were obscured, we still got 
some good views of the mountain. As we descended into Jackson, Bill pointed to his fenced off area on 
the right, called the National Elk Reserve, where apparently some 30,000 elk come down from the 
mountain every winter to spend the season there. If you looked at the plain from a slope in the winter, 
you could see all of them, they looked just like ants, so many black dots in the snow. 

Finally, Bill and Sarah dropped us off near the road going towards the pass, which led to Victor, Idaho, 
and eventually Idaho Falls. There we went to the gas station, loaded up on some water, stuck our our 
thumbs, then got a ride from...


