
The Hundredth Meridian 
by Chilton Williamson, Ji. 

The View From Mount Nebo 

Last summer this expansive sagebrush 
basin at the lower end of the Wyoming 
Range made the annual encampment of 
the Rainbow Family of Living Light, 
spawn of a eongestive eivilization. Fif
teen thousand strong, they organized 
according to their various pursuits: drink
ing, drugs, nuditv, fornication, and— 
for all the Lincoln County Sheriff's 
Department knows—cannibalism and 
human sacrifice. The Rainbows hung 
on for most of the season and chose for 
this summer's jamboree the state of 
New Mexico, home to several tribes of 
Apache hidians who have not forgotten 
their old practice of burning intruders 
head downward, hi late July or early Au
gust thev allowed a campfire to get away 
from them, but the blaze was extin
guished with the help of the Big Piney 
Fire Department before it could burn 
its way into the timber. Now Snider 
Basin stretched peacefully, intact and 
empt\', between Deadline Ridge, Mount 
Thompson, and Mount Darby as I ap
proached from the northeast on the dirt 
road from Big Pincy, the horse trailer 
rumbling behind the truck in the loop
ing red curves above Porcupine Creek. 
Beyond the pioneer graves on the Lander 
Cutoff of the Oregon Trail I turned into 
a rutted track ascending to a bench 
above South Piney Creek and parked at 
the edge of a spit of forest running into 
the sagebrush. Already the sun was trv-
ing to fit itself into the groove where the 
creek emerged from the mountains be
tween Darby and Thompson, and the air 
had begun to chill. The guard station 
half a mile out stood deserted, and the 
wind coming down from the mountains 
at the close of the day was the only hu
manly audible sound except for that of 
the horses stamping impatiently in their 
tin box. 

1 untied them through the manger 
doors, opened the big ones to the rear, 
let down the butt-bars, and drew them 
out by their tails. The headed grass be
neath a stand of lodgepole pines waved 
smoothly on the wind. I led the horses to 
it, picketed the gelding on 30 feet of 
rosined lasso, and, leaving the mare to 
trail her lead rope as she grazed, walked 
back to the big lightning-stricken pine 

half of whose trunk had been removed 
bv the blow. Four years later it stood 
strongly, its pulp unrotted, still bearing 
needles from the thrusting branches of 
its uninjured side. I walked round the 
tree several times, observing the sur
rounding ground. Then I walked over to 
another tree and went round it. Finally I 
returned to the hurt tree and scraped the 
grass with the side of my boot sole until I 
had removed the duff, twigs, pineconcs, 
and fragments of rock from an area six 
feet long by three wide. W h e n the 
ground was perfectly smooth I returned 
to the truck for the horsepack, which I 
lifted onto my shoulder. The canvas bot
tom was slick and hard with horse grease. 
I carried the pack to the edge of the 
space I had cleared and dropped it with a 
dull clank on the ground. I had packed it 
at home the night before with everything 
I would need for three davs in the moun
tains. Then I unstuffed the sleeping bag 
and spread it on the even ground above 
the soft green grass. 

Enough firewood lay around for sut
tee, dry as if it had come from a kiln. I 
gathered several armloads and removed 
the fired rocks at the center of the fire 
ring I had built four years before. There 
was no need of kindling. When the fire 
was burning hotly, ragged and orange 
with very little smoke, I brought the 
camp baskets from the truck and lifted 
out the bottle of red wine. Having 
forgotten the camp knife with the 
corkscrew on it, I had to push in the cork 
with a screwdriver, splashing a pattern of 
pink stains across the front of my blue 
work shirt. I would wear them comfort
ably for three days now. I poured some 
of the wine into a plastic cup and settled 
my back against the rough bark of the 
tree. I set the cup on the pine needles. 

leaned forward to place the grill across 
the fire that was already burning down to 
coals, and sat back against the tree again, 
drinking wine. 

The sun went down and the evening 
star arose behind Deadline Ridge. A coy
ote on the forest's edge 200 yards from 
camp raised a wicked whoop, and re
ceived a chorusing reply from a pack over 
on Coal Creek. The cries began just as 
darkness fell, and ended with its comple
tion. Far back in the mountains a stran
gled bugle sounded as a voung bull elk 
tested his breaking voice for the coming 
rut. I went to check on the horses and 
move the gelding's picket. Back at the 
fire I filled a pan with water from the 
bladder, and set it on the grill. Using the 
camp knife I opened a can of red beans 
and put the beans in a second pan beside 
it. When the water boiled I added a bag 
of minute rice, and when the rice was 
done poured off the water and added the 
beans to it. I poured another glass of the 
wine and ate the beans and rice together 
in one pan, seated on a pine stump I had 
dragged over. After I was through I filled 
the pan from which I had eaten with wa
ter and set it to boil again while I went for 
the horses and snubbed them to the tie 
rings at the back of the trailer. Then I re
moved the pan and the grill from the 
fire, threw on a pile of wood, and got in
side the sleeping bag on my back with 
the .41 magnum hog-leg by my head. 
Above, the pine boughs were underlit by 
the leaping fire that showed the grasses 
rippling as far as the edge of the circle of 
light, and presently the moon, just past 
the full, rose, across the valley from the 
glow that still outlined the western 
mountains. Beyond the circumference 
of its radius the Perscids sparked and dis
appeared. Wrapped in the bag, from the 
verge of sleep I thought I felt the ground 
move, but it was only the horses stamp
ing on their shortened leads. 

At dawn I built up the fire for coffee 
and let the horses graze while I broke 
camp and reloaded the horse pack; since 
we would be following water up to the 
pass it was not necessary to take them to 
drink at the creek. I loaded them back 
into the trailer and followed the flood-
plain of South Piney Creek as far as I felt 
sure of backing the rig around. The 
horses stood patiently in the hot sun 
while I saddled and loaded them, whisk-
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ing horse flies with their tails until I 
sprayed them down with a strong repel
lent. The gelding carried the big pack, 
the bedroll tied into the saddle strings 
ahead of the pommel, and myself; the 
mare had only the water canteens and 
the day pack with the medical kit over 
the horn. Wc rode out half an hour later 
at a slow trot, ponying the mare on a lead 
I held with my gloved hand. 

It was cooler in the forest though still 
warm, and at the first water we came 
to the horses refused a drink. But they 
drank at the next crossing, where we 
turned north and began the climb diago
nally across the east slope of Mount Dar
by above the North Fork of South Pinev 
Creek. Across the steep canyon the parks 
showed brilliant green and along the 
trail the columbine was still in bloom, 
though the lupin was fading. I sat re
laxed in the saddle, letting my hips sway 
with the movement of the horse and 
hearing the hollowish thud of hooves on 
the trail, interrupted occasionally by the 
marc scrambling behind us to keep up. 
Tlirough the screen of the trees I caught 
a glimpse of a great bird, most likely an 
eagle, sweeping down canyon on leveled 
wings. Where the trail steepened and 
swung left against the watershed we 
climbed above the lodgepole forests and 
ascended among the huge limber pines 
beginning at around 9,600 feet, wide-
spaced monsters with trunks several feet 
in diameter admitting a hazy sunshine 
that slanted between them and glowed 
in the thin grass growing from the forest 
floor. We broke into the first of the high
est parks enclosed by curving battle
ments of pink rock and rode on along the 
base of the cliff until we came to a partial 
amphitheater resembling half a volcanic 
crater with a forested cone rising at the 
center. Patches of snow remained on the 
talused walls below a four-point bull elk 
and four cows who watched from the es
carpment 700 feet above as we ascended 
the cone to make camp within the white-
bark pine scrub that covered it. The mo
ment I dismounted they turned and 
dropped behind the crest of the ridge. 

My fire ring after four years was undis
turbed in the shade of a white-bark pine 
curving outward in five separate trunks 
from the base. I unloaded the horses be
side it and picketed them before I spread 
the groundcloth on the grassy slope amid 
tiny alpine grasshoppers jumping in the 
warm sun, and erected the tent above it. 
By walking a few steps away from camp 1 
could look down Fish Creek drainage to 

the Green River Basin, and across the 
plain to the Wind River Range 80 or 90 
miles to the east. I placed one of the sad
dles over a low branch, spread the blan
kets to dry in the sun, and set the other 
saddle upright on the pommel. While 
the horses grazed I sat propped against 
the saddletree, surrounded by lupin, 
blue forget-me-nots, cinquefoil, and the 
large fleshy green gentians, reading the 
English explorer Wilfred Thesiger's Ara-
bian Sands, an account of his travels by 
camelback in the Empty Quarter of 
southern Arabia in the late 1940's. 
When my friend Steve Bodio of New 
Mexico recently proposed to his publish
er that he write a book about falconers in 
Mongolia, the editor patiently explained 
to him that travel books are "passe." Per
haps she was right, since the literature of 
travel is in some ways the richest in the 
Western literary tradition for its devotion 
to reality, something in which the mod
ern reading public has scant interest. In
deed, travel itself is passe. For Thesiger, 
a heroic man and a fine writer, now 85 
years of age, his explorations were per
sonal ventures. Of the Empty Quarter 
he says, "1 went there to find peace in the 
hardship of desert travel and tlie compa
ny of desert peoples." Despising ma
chines and the Western concept of 
progress, feeling himself an exile during 
his stays in England, he nevertheless ap
preciated the danger of falling between 
two wodds, alienated from his own peo
ple while remaining unable ever to be
come one of the Bedu or the Abyssinians 
whose way of life he so admires. While 
the camp robbers squawked and flew 
down to peek at the pack stretched on 
the ground, I read the poignant descrip
tion of his encounter at the well at Man-
wakh with a lovely Arab girl wearing her 
hair in braids over her shoulders and a 
blue tunic open at the neck to expose her 
breasts. "She was very fair," Thesiger 
says. Condemned by the life of his 
choice to bachelodiood, elsewhere in his 
work he appears uninterested in female 
companionship. Putting aside his book, I 
went with a pan to seoop snow from a 
compacting drift for my solitary evening 
toddy. 

I did not make use of the tent but 
slept again under the stars after watching 
the moon come up and whiten the sur
rounding cliffs. We were on our way by 
ten the next morning over Cheese Pass. 
The trail, which from a distance appears 
to be slipping off the cliff face, in reality 
is secure enough: 1 led the mare on foot 

and let the gelding, who does not lead 
so well on the steeps, follow us. We 
reached the saddle, elevation 10,440, af
ter a climb of 660 vertical feet. I mount
ed the gelding, took the mare in hand 
again, and followed the switchbacks 
down the more gentle, wooded western 
aspect of the ridge. Near the bottom we 
found a spring rising among moss and 
elephant head, where I dismounted to 
fill the canteens before riding north, 
downhill into the forested hole where the 
East Fork of the Greys River heads. The 
climb out of the bottom was steep 
enough that I was forced to get down 
and lead once more, but when I mount
ed again we were traversing the great 
alpine meadow tilting west toward the 
Greys River Valley. We climbed on the 
diagonal across thin grass growing over 
fresh elk droppings and fractured shale 
on which the winded horses stumbled 
occasionally. I paused long enough to let 
them blow before ascending a red pul
verizing knob above a snow cornice 
marked 10,460 on the topographic map. 
The knowledge of what lies beyond this 
knob is never sufficient to lessen the im
pact of the view, as Bald Mountain and 
Wyoming Peak come suddenly into 
sight, their twin peaks rising from mas
sive pedestals in huge red triangles 
streaked with snow against an ultraviolet 
sky. 1 rode on across the meadow feeling 
the horse tipped sideways by the terrihe 
wind, until we reached a reading of 
10,920 on the map. Here I dismounted 
and let the horses crop the grass while, 
standing amid alpine forget-me-not, 
pipestemmon, larkspur, Indian paint
brush, blue flax, and eruptions of purple 
lupin, I gazed about a horizon extending 
360 degrees. Beneath my feet Middle 
Piney Lake lay inset in a furrow of rock 
2,000 feet below. Utah, Idaho, Wyo
ming, Colorado; Wasatch, Gros Ventres, 
Wind River, and Uinta Mountains; the 
Salt River Range. "Gilead as far as Dan, 
all Naphtali, the land of Ephraim and 
Manasseh, all the land of Judah as far as 
the Western Sea, the Negeb, and the 
stretch of the valley of Jericho, city of 
palm trees, as far as Zoar." There is soli
tude, even loneliness, in the wilderness. 
But only from wilderness do you ever 
gain a view of the promised land. I stood 
for several minutes feeling the sun burn 
my face and the hard wind chafe it. 
Then I remounted and started back the 
way we had come. From this place, there 
was nowhere to go but down. 
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"Liberty, Property, and States'Rights'' 

Annual Meeting, November 17-19,1995 
San Mateo, California 

"RIGHT-WING EXTREMISTS" UNITE! 

Y 
ou have nothing to lose but your chains, your taxes, and your foes. Join the 
sixth annual meeting of the John Randolph Club as we discuss our lost liberties 
and property, their bulwark, states' rights, and how we can tum back the clock 
to restore the Old Republic. 

* * * 

The conference includes a reception on Friday evening as well as a luncheon, banquet, and gala 
reception on Saturday. The price is $225. Checks should be made payable to the John Randolph 
Club and mailed to Burton S. Blumert, Center for Libertarian Studies, 875 Mahler Rd., Suite 150, 
BurUngame, CA 94010. 

Rooms are available at the conference headquarters, the Villa Hotel, 4000 South El Camino 

Real, San Mateo, California, 94403, for $69 a night, single or double. 

Phone the Villa at 

415-341-0966 
to make your reservations, being sure to 

mention the Club. 

Or phone CLS at 

800-325-7257 
to charge your conference fee to your credit card, 
and we'll make your hotel reservation for you. 

Our distinguished speakers, none of whom is a suspect in the 

Oklahoma City bombing, include: 

Thomas Fleming, Hans-Hermann Hoppe, 

Samuel Francis, Llewellyn H. Rockwell, Jr., 

Allan Carlson, Paul Gottfried, Joseph Sobran, 

Michael Levin, Wayne Lutton, E. Christian Kopff, 

Justin Raimondo, Peter Klein, Joseph Salerno, 

Jeffrey Tucker, and Michael Hill. 
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NATIONAL STANDARDS 
or 

NATIONAL DISASTER 
The National Standards for Teaching 
History have been heavily criticized in 
the media for being biasal and "politi
cally comect." But the Committee on 
Standards has continued to aggressively 
promote the Standards among educa
tors. 

Should schools adopt the Standards? 
Should we allow the Clinton Admini
stration and the educational estab
lishment to politicize the education of 
students? 

This special issue of Continuity is en
tirely dedicated to these questions and 
is the most comprehensive and schol
arly analysis available on the National 
Standards for Teaching United States 
and World History. Historians who 
have contributed chapters include 
Herman Belz, Burton W. Folsom, 
Robert Freeman Smith, Forrest 
McDonald, and Wilcomb Washburn. 
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