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 Old Faithful is arguably the most famous geyser on earth.  I tend to think, then, 
that it is also the most famous in the universe.  Now, I am sure that there are far more 
spectacular, more forceful, more voluminous, larger, hotter, maybe even more 
predictable geysers on other planets and moons, but since we do not know as much 
about them, and we do speak of them as much, none of them are more famous. 

 The actual eruption is pretty neat, gushing upwards to about --- feet, and lasting 
– to – minutes (my show was about 4:45 long) from first spurt to final fizzle.  But what 
has earned the geyser its name is its remarkable predictability.  For as long as mankind 
has known about Old Faithful, it has faithfully been blowing its stack every 90 minutes or 
so.  Records show that the interim has been as short as 35 minutes, and as long as 
120.   

 So, we’re talking about 18 steamy gushes per day, every day of every week, 
every week of every month, every month of every year, every year of… well, you get it.  
Faithful indeed, right?? 

 I timed my arrival pretty well.  A couple thousand people (or so) had already 
gathered along the semicircular boardwalk which was constructed at a radius of about 
200 feet from the geyser’s blowhole.  I parked a parking lot or two away.  It made for a 
longer walk than I usually like in parking lots, but I just counted it as a “hike” and felt 
better about myself. 



 Sitting was not an option, unless I sat on the “floor” of the boardwalk. Every 
bench all the way around – and there are a lot of them – had long-since been claimed.  
Man, this gusher sure does draw a crowd.   

 So I picked the closest available standee spot, behind some short person that I 
could shoot over the shoulder of.  I had very briefly considered bringing a tall tripod, but 
that thought leaked out of my head as quickly as it had flashed in.  I was only now 
realizing what a sensible notion it had been.   

 But, I did what soooooo many others were doing:  holding my phone as steady 
as I could, waiting for the show to start.   

 It took about 10 minutes before the low flow of steam began to quicken and 
thicken.  Then another few before the vapor gave way to splashes of scalding water.  
When it finally reached that point, it was game on.  In seconds, the four-foot-high spurts 
became this 100-foot-high spew:  swirling clouds of steam and forceful vertical jets of 
water.    

 How much pressure does it take to shoot water that high into the air?  Your 
garden hose would not come close.  A firehose?  Maybe, though maybe not.   

So, there is a relentless heat source under there, and a water supply that it 
constantly brings to a boilover point, again and again and again, every damn day and 
night. The water is always there, no matter how much of it spurts and steams away, and 
the kettle refills over and over and over.  Pretty intense when you think about how it all 
works. 

But once the eruption subsided, it was time to go.  But, of course, everybody else 
thought so too.  I did my best to not get peeved by people walking stupidly slowly, or 
even stopping suddenly just to pull out their phones (you can’t do that while you’re in 
motion??), but it was not easy.    

    



 But I made my way through and had just begun my walk across the parking lots 
to Blue Maxx, when I took a look to my right and saw the enormous log building there.  I 
had seen it on my first stop-in two nights ago, and, of course, I noticed it as I pulled in 
today, but this time, my brain said, “Hey, dumbass, let’s go get a better look at that.”   

    



 

Old Faithful Lodge, secondary entrance 



 

Old Faithful Lodge, primary entrance 



Once I got closer 
and figured out the lay of 
the land, I realized that 
this was the “back side” 
of the building.  The front 
(other) side had a much 
more grand entranceway, 
dominated by elaborate 
log structures.  Man, this 
edifice was impressive! 

So, of course, I 
had to check out the 
insides. 

  The words 
“holy shit!” came to mind 

when I walked into the Grand Hall.  From the outside, the upper-level windows 
suggested a second, third, and even fourth floor of guest rooms, so when I saw this 
crazy-tall room, I was amazed.  I mean, look at all those freaking logs!! 

 This was nuts: all that vertical 
space and ground-level rooms only.  Wow.  

 And warm air rises, right?  I don’t 
care how big that freaking stone chimney 
is, how the hell could they ever heat this 
room in wintertime?? 

 And we all could go wherever we 
wanted in there.  There were plenty of big 
wooden tables to eat at on the ground 
floor, and dozens of big wooden chairs to 
sit in along the railings of the upper levels. 

 I chose a comfortable lounger on 
the second level and settled in to people-
watch for a while.  Soon I became aware 
of a bespectacled man in the corner to my 
left, unpacking a violin and making his 
preparations to play for us all. 

 OMG, how those notes filled the 
room!  The acoustics were incredible.  
The sound seemed to follow the contour 
of the ceiling and pour out over the Grand 
Hall.  I just sat there and chilled.  So good.  
What a gig for the violin player!  He must 
have been loving it! 



    



In all, I have to say that I was more impressed 
by the Old Faithful Lodge than I had been by Old 
Faithful itself – and the geyser had honestly impressed 
me! 

From what I could see on the rest of my 
walkaround, the rooms here were quite small – though 
I assume at least some had been combined into suites.   

There was also a large restaurant that I could 
look down-and-into from my second-floor location. 

And, even more importantly, there was The Bear 
Pit – the bar! – with its wooden ceiling and bartop and 
tables, and its wall of laser-etched glass windows.  
Man, was it inviting! 

I was over budget, but caving fast, when I 
realized that I had left my wallet in Blue Maxx, and, 
hence, my purchasing power was compromised.  And it 
was time to start heading back anyway.   

Next time, though, I’m getting trashed here.  Ha. 



 

    



It was a long ride back to 
Mammoth CG:  more than an hour.  
That’s now big Yellowstone is.  If you 
come in from the south entrance, it takes 
you an hour-plus to get to Old Faithful.   

I was camping in the park and 
home was another 60-minute ride away.  
Think about where you live, and where 
you could go with a 60-minute drive.  

But I know you wouldn’t have the 
waterfalls, geysers, and herds of bison 
on that ride that you’d pass by here. 

Ahh, yes, the land of the yellow 
stone.  Such beauty. 

I hope I make it back here again 
before it blows the world up. 

 

 


