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LOVE JACKSON HOLE LIKE WE DO

Welcome to summer in Jackson Hole:  
the last of the old west.

This is a taste of the wild experiences, natural beauty,  
and passionate people that make this place a remarkable 

adventure unlike any other.

We hope these photographs and stories will inspire you  
to cherish your time here in Jackson 

whether you’ve lived here for years, or are visiting for a week.

For many, it’s love at first sight.

   @outpostjh



Dirt roads are a staple in the West, where it’s common to find unmapped 
routes crossing vast swaths of unfettered space. We hold dirt roads in high 
regard — the average nameless turnoff is only the first step in a day of 
exploring wild places. Because in this corner of the world, adventure almost 
always begins with dirt.

That’s why “going for a drive” in Wyoming typically involves some gravel, 
dust and mud, if you’re lucky. It’s pretty simple — just pick a road and 
drive it, roll the windows down and let some of that sage tinted air waft in. 

Abandoning town for a more scenic and colorful route is when we gain 
real knowledge of our surroundings. With cell service unable to catch 
up, the car swells with conversation.  Discussions trace and probe the 
landscape as we roll through it. 

Although adventures are special to share, solo excursions are no less 
clarifying. If the moment is right, but a partner isn’t available, going for a 
drive can be just as rewarding in the peacefulness of solitude. Trips taken 
alone can inspire contemplation of the universe, and many great ideas 
are hatched in the wild.

Finding paths less-traveled is easy around Jackson Hole, where 
unassuming backroads are plentiful and each one has the potential to 
reveal a view of the Tetons that can otherwise go unnoticed. Whether 
from right underneath the towering range or a glimpse stolen from across 
the valley, the Tetons are startling as they appear suddenly from around a 
corner, silently looming in their magnitude. 

Four-wheel drive and a willing copilot are all that’s required. Commit to a 
way ahead until there’s a view worth stopping for. From there, all it takes 
is one amber-rose colored sunset to create an unforgettable moment in 
the outdoors. After all, that’s what backroads are all about.

A LOVE LETTER TO  
THE ROAD LESS TRAVELED

GOING FOR A DRIVE IN JACKSON HOLE

BY CHRISTINE COLBERT

WANT TO KNOW MORE? READ THE FULL ARTICLE ON ITSWHATWEDOHERE.COM
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Beneath sweeping views of the 
Gros Ventre and Teton mountain 
ranges, a relaxing evening 
settles down to the soundtrack 
of bubbling water and birds 
singing of summer. Picnic tables, 
Adirondack chairs and large, 
overturned barrels complete 
the picture as a group of five 
rambles out to enjoy a tasting 
from Jackson Hole Winery. Ian 
Schroth follows, pouring a  
silky stream of pinot noir into  
a glass and handing it to one  
of the guests. 

“All the wine is made here,” 
Schroth says, who is the 
assistant winemaker of the 
family-owned business that 
utilizes Jackson’s high altitude 
to their full advantage. “At  
6,000 feet, there’s 16 percent 
less oxygen, and that’s what 
builds the complexity and the 
more refined flavors.” 

It’s not possible to grow the 
grapes in Jackson, but after 6 or 
more trips hauling grapes back 
from California’s Sonoma County 
during harvests, the family has 
created a growing selection of 

award-winning wines, from their 
summery rosé to their smoky 
zinfandel to their best-selling 
chardonnay. The family keeps 
everything small – their process 
doesn’t use any automated 
machinery. Though the winery 
feels remote and rustic, it’s 
actually only a few miles from 
Town Square,  
making it an ideal spot to wind 
down the day.

He continues the tour into the 
winery where 70-gallon barrels 
are stacked to the ceiling, 
and then shows the group 
the winery’s first riesling. The 
grapes are sourced from Oregon, 
producing a dry riesling with 
a floral nose. “A lot of people 
wouldn’t put it in a barrel,” he 
says, twirling a taste of it in his 
glass. “But that’s what gives it 
such a creamy mouth feel while 
still having the big fruity flavors.” 
He passes out glasses, and 
aftertastes of lemon, green apple, 
subtle pear – even a touch of 
grapefruit – linger as the evening 
sun sends a golden glow across 
the meadow, another day in  
the books.

TASTING ALTITUDE

BY EMILY FRAZIER

WANT TO KNOW MORE? READ THE FULL ARTICLE ON ITSWHATWEDOHERE.COM





As the first sun of August rises, shadows slowly recede across the 
National Elk Refuge. This first light, so often a time of quiet, reserved 
for the last watchful glares of owls and scurries of tiny field mouse feet, 
is today busy with anticipation. Experienced hands deftly slide fly rods 
out of soft casing, and assemble familiar pieces in the emerging light. 
Miniscule knots secure tapering leader to tippet,  
and hair-fine tippet to fly.

Each year, anglers greet opening day on Flat Creek at first light. A unique 
fishery, this blue-ribbon trout stream is literally in Jackson’s backyard. 
For the majority of the year, the expansive National Elk Refuge though 
which the creek tarries is off-limits to humans. The brief fishing season 
is one of the only opportunities to spend time in this remarkable slice of 
landscape.

Flat Creek ranks among the area’s most technical fisheries, and many 
anglers have spent hours casting, only to trudge home without a nibble. 
A variety of factors converge to make Flat Creek a challenge, but the 
most significant is the fish themselves. Lying unperturbed by anything 
besides passing wildlife, the trout are notoriously easy to spook. Once 
frightened, it’s difficult to coax them back into eating. 

The expansive meadow surrounding the creek is tough, too. With no 
vegetation for camouflage, an angler must always be cognizant of where 
the sun tosses her shadow. This also means there is nothing to slow the 
wind that sweeps through the valley. Strong gusts can make it almost 
impossible to unfurl a picture-perfect cast to a suspicious fish. 

So, whether you’re accustomed to fishing gin-clear spring creeks, or 
you’re still fine-tuning your cast, Flat Creek is worth a visit. You may be 
rewarded with a memorable catch. Or you might learn a thing or two.

There’s one guarantee: you won’t hate the view.  

A LEGEND IN THE BACKYARD
EVERY AUGUST, FLAT CREEK OPENS ITS HIGHLY TECHNICAL  

WATERS TO ANGLERS.

BY MELISSA THOMASMA

WANT TO KNOW MORE? READ THE FULL ARTICLE ON ITSWHATWEDOHERE.COM
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Bigger isn’t always better when 
it comes to Jackson’s latest 
dessert craze. Meet Nom Nom 
Doughnuts, purveyor of simple 
Americana sweetness, the 
everyman’s dessert shop on 
wheels with a well deserved cult 
following. Melissa Mattson is the 
woman with serious business 
acumen behind the adorable 
airstream trailer’s window, and 
she is a tiny, energetic, devious 
dessert genius. 

“I make fun, happy snacks… I 
enjoy making them,” Melissa 
tells us. Melissa grew up in Bend, 
Oregon, where she soaked in 
the eclectic Pacific Northwest 
food truck scene. After moving 
to Jackson, Melissa noticed the 
food truck culture hadn’t quite 
reached our little mountain town. 
So, she decided to seize the 
opportunity to enter this niche 
and undoubtedly cool market, and 
began looking for an old airstream 
trailer in need of a little TLC. 

Melissa loves “the eclectic, artsy 
look of an airstream,” which 
suits her own personality and 
complements her quirky donut 
flavors. To turn the worn down, 
well loved old trailer she found 

on Craigslist into her current 
glimmering kitchen on wheels, 
Melissa solicited a little help from 
three friends: Gary, Google, and 
YouTube. With #VanLife trending 
on her Instagram, she completely 
restored its exterior and gutted 
and rebuilt the interior. 

The Nom Nom airstream can be 
booked for private catering, and 
provides the most deliciously 
awesome delivery service in 
the Valley, serving up made to 
order donuts 7 days a week to 
your home or office. Fact: a case 
of the Mondays is easily cured 
by a fresh donut made with 
real Vermont maple syrup and 
candied bacon. 

Melissa is a mountain biker 
and snowboarder when she 
is not covered in dough, and 
she dreams of expanding the 
food truck culture in Jackson, 
introducing locals and visitors 
alike to a lovably offbeat culinary 
scene that is mobile, versatile, 
and outright fun. The old 
Shakespearean adage holds true 
when it comes to Melissa, her 
airstream, and her outstanding 
donuts: “though she be but little, 
she is fierce.” 

HOLD ME CLOSER, TINY DONUTS

BY MICHELLE DELONG

WANT TO KNOW MORE? READ THE FULL ARTICLE ON ITSWHATWEDOHERE.COM
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The boat leaves the shoreline in a lurch, its stern tracing a line in the 
sand until it launches into the clear water. String Lake stretches forth, a 
crystalline, glassy plane that seems to support the entire Teton Range.

In the calm morning’s light breeze and still water these lakes are at their 
finest: Jackson, Leigh, String, Jenny, and Phelps lie like a necklace of 
turquoise beads at the foot of the impossibly jagged Teton Range. As 
ancient glaciers scraped out the valley bottom almost 2 million years ago 
on their thoughtful journey southward from the Yellowstone Plateau, 
they left the earth pocked and pitted. The Jackson Hole valley retains, 
and boasts, the glorious scars of this age.

The inlet stream at String Lake bubbles under a low wooden bridge, 
continuing its slippery southbound journey to Jenny Lake, the next 
of these shimmering liquid emeralds. Although most visitors are 
drawn, understandably, to the seemingly endless (and epic) hiking 
opportunities in the area, accessing the Tetons by boat offers a unique 
perspective into the quieter corners of the park. From the canoe, quietly 
sliding across the water, the mountains reveal subtleties not visible from 
the forested intimacy of the hiking trails.

A series of white sand beaches stretch between clusters of lodgepole 
forest. A perfect picnic spot. The canoes coast toward the beach: not 
a sound aside from a breath of wind and the calm dropping of water 
beads falling from the glossy wooden paddles. The sand, warm to the 
touch, welcomes the watercrafts as we haul them ashore. Our tidy beach 
spot frames the lesser-known Moran canyon, sparking talk of potential 
adventures and future days of exploration.

On the water, time seems to slow down. The Tetons’ piedmont lakes offer 
a unique and unforgettable perspective of our majestic range. All that 
matters is to keep the bow straight and take another paddle onward.

BY CATHERINE DISANTO

WANT TO KNOW MORE? READ THE FULL ARTICLE ON ITSWHATWEDOHERE.COM

PADDLING THE TETON’S  
TURQUOISE NECKLACE 

EXPLORING THE LAKES OF GRAND TETON NATIONAL PARK BY CANOE
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