
Day 27: Tuesday June 1 – a Day of “Vision Rest” in the Grand Tetons 
On Day 27, we more or less took the day “off”, from visual overload.  Rather than hunting for more pictures, we decided to wander around the town of Jackson, do a little shopping for Maren's carved bears (which at this stage of the trip we still hadn't found),  catch up with grocery shopping,  and do a mechanical errand that turned out a bit more complicated than I first anticipated. 

The town of Jackson is not synonymous with “Jackson Hole”. The latter is a term assigned by the first trappers who entered this valley from higher ground to the North. From their initial viewpoint, the valley of the Snake River that runs south along the base of the Tetons appeared to be a sort of wide, flat “hole” of meadows and low hills. 

The town of Jackson itself retains a certain “rough and ready” flavor – though the remaining settler aura seems muted by a mixture of modern trading posts, general “mercantile” stores, galleries and very expensive boutiques -- some of them selling such necessities as $4,000 dollar bison trophy heads, $300 dollar 2-foot carved bears, and ski-wear by Prada (I kid you not!). The flavor of earlier days is perhaps more startlingly suggested at the town square. Four gateways to the park are framed at corners of a small city block, by thick arches of elk horns, piled 18 feet high. We learned that the male elk naturally shed their horns every year, and the nearby National Elk Reserve provides a plentiful source without hunting them. However, in the days of the trappers, this was not always so. 

A bit later in the day, Maren took a nap while I worked on sorting out the tires for our trailer. When we had returned from Yellowstone the afternoon before, I decided it was time to change out a badly worn tire that was developing a split in the tread. Our spare was brand new – but unlike the four tires mounted on the trailer, it was a radial -- not the cheaper bias-ply. When I rotated the radial “spare” onto the road wheels of the trailer, we needed to buy a new radial tire to go on the opposite side of the same axle. 

Buying the tire was easy enough the morning we were in Jackson – though trailer tires, I discovered, are expensive. However, I needed to inflate the former spare tire to its rated 50 pounds per square inch... and that was when things got "interesting". The air pump at the “resort” where we were staying wouldn't put air into the tire. The next “service station” up the road didn't have an air compressor at all. So I had to drive to Moose Wyoming – 18 miles away – to find a station with a working air compressor. As the attendant at the service station phrased it, "welcome to living in the country”. 

Eventually, I got back to Moran with a properly inflated tire and changed it onto the trailer. Meantime, I took a few more pictures of the Tetons, in better light (even when I take a day "off", the pictures sometimes seem to chase me!).  The following are some of the better ones. 
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Image 4963: Grand Teton Panorama, Early Afternoon Light
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Image 4968: Grand Tetons From Elk Ranch Flats
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Image 4976: From Site of the Cunningham Cabin
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Image 4981: Grand Tetons From Snake River Overlook
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Image 4998: Saddle Near Nez Perce Peak

Day 28: Wednesday, June 2 -- Moran Wyoming to Rawlins Wyoming (255 miles)

We began this day by breaking camp in a persistent drizzle alternating with rain. One more “resort” had turned out not to deserve the name. The footing was muddy as I unhooked us, and we had to make a stop to leave our remaining garbage bag at the only "dumpster" on the property, a rattle-trap, by-hand-constructed trash trailer beside the main office. 

Our route took us south and east on US Highway 287, across Blackrock Pass and Tugwotee Pass -- the latter at 9544 foot elevation, the highest place we took Captain Hook on this American Journey. Spring has brushed the land only lightly up in these boulder-strewn and half-melted slopes. But fortunately the roads were clear and not too wet. From these heights, we descended along the Wind River, through several drastic changes of climate and terrain. 

One of the things that surprised us about this area was the remarkable frequency of French place names. Though I haven't researched the history, I suspect several of the first white trappers to enter the region may have been French. It would be an interesting exercise to learn if present inhabitants of Dubois or Kinnear Wyoming pronounce their town names from a French or English tradition. 

Whatever their historical roots, the local folk still retain a uniquely American sense of humor. Not far from the town of Dubois, we were startled to see a large, well-kept wooden road sign at the entrance of a narrow dirt road that looked in want of maintenance: “American Trial Lawyers' College”. Unless there's oil somewhere underneath this land, I wouldn't bet long odds on the condition of the “campus” or the number of active faculty. 
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Image 5025: US 287 descends with the Wind River through a series of winding canyons beside red-rock cliffs.
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Image 5027, 5030: In places, the terrain resembles the Magenta Cliffs of Glenn Canyon Utah, with alternating layers of yellow, deep ocher, purple and red in a tumble of arroyos and small canyons. 

[image: image9.jpg]



[image: image10.jpg]



Image 5036, 5039: The Rockies to the west reminded us of where we'd just been, as we moved down into richly green high prairie, with its mixture of low grass and sagebrush... 
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Image 5042, 5047, 5048, 5066: About a third of the way to Rawlins Wyoming, the land opened up into a seemingly endless rolling plain punctuated by mesas. 
The road passed beside long Buttes (Maren's idiom is still “Butts”), and then across the mesa tops themselves. In this area of Wyoming it seemed to us that “rush hour” might comprise a crowd of three vehicles within a quarter mile. 
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Image 5054: Tilted strata of the great inland sea that once covered this part of America. Did this tilt occur rapidly?  How might the place have appeared if the land moved visibly beneath the viewer's feet?
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Image 5071:  "The Land That Walks Forever"
Vistas like the one above prompted us to wonder if Indians such as the Shoshone and Blackfoot who once lived on these plains might not have related to a description of Wyoming that passed through our thoughts while driving along this stretch:  “The Land That Walks Forever”. 
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Image 5069: Snow Fence, Wyoming Style

Likewise, the structure to the right of this road gives one pause: this snow fence is ten feet tall and constructed of 2 x 8 planks bolted and nailed together as solidly as a bridge truss,  bearing a passing resemblance to sports stadium bleachers. For one who has lived along the Eastern Seaboard of the US, such a snow fence might suggest that any eastern counterpart of simple twisted wire and 1-inch lathe is not even a puny imitation of the “real” thing. 

We must have seen over a hundred miles of these fences along Route 287. They are built to keep the highway from being buried in drifts during hard winters. In addition to fences, the edges of this road and many others in Wyoming are marked by frequent steel way-posts carrying brilliant reflectors, at four feet and sometimes again as high as seven feet above the ground. One repeatedly sees permanent road signs such as “When yellow light is flashing, road is closed ahead”, or “Tune FM 88.5 or AM 1410 for weather information”. 
These people are serious about the winter storm winds!
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Image 5076, 5085: This land once killed people who were not profoundly self-sufficient. Some remnant of that history lives on in the isolated ranches that still remain, in places where water is reliable. 

Another view that struck us as odd: at even the most hard-scrabble farm houses, very often a travel trailer or recreational vehicle was parked close by the house. Do these folks head south for the worst of the winters here -- or perhaps use their trailers because the plumbing is better? 
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Image 5089, 5096: Sometimes we felt as if we could have been the only people in a hundred miles.  This is a land which indeed visually “walks forever".
105

