The Hundredth Meridian

by Chilton Williamson, Jr.

The Grave Robbers

From the dry wash where they sat in
camp chairs beneath an improvised ra-
mada built of box-elder poles with arm-
loads of cut greasewood laid on top, they
could just make out, through the brush
that obscured the wash, the wide, shal-
low cave arched thinly across the enig-
matic yellow face of the opposing sand-
stone cliff. Lance Barber turned his wrist
over to read the time.

“The day’s nearly shot already,” he
observed. “Night comes on before you
know it down in these godforsaken can-
yons. It seems like it's always later than
you think. Paquito—you have the gear
packed up and set to go?”

“All ready, Dr. Barber,” Paquito an-
swered cheerfully. Paquito was always
cheerful and bright; an agreeable boy,
almost overeager to please.

“And don’t use your headlamp until we
get started climbing this evening. It's not
a toy, and we can't afford to waste more
batteries.”

There were three of them beneath the
ramada, waiting for dark: a man, a wom-
an, and an Indian boy. Lance Barber,
though he liked to describe himself as a
grave robber, was actually an archaeol-
ogist who had conducted unauthorized
diggings in the Mediterranean Basin,
Chaldean Mesopotamia, and northeast
Africa, where he had located a hitherto
undiscovered Coptic Christian burial
site, from which he had removed rare ar-
tifacts worth a large sum of money on the
black market. A tall, lanky, sandy-haired,
sun-reddened man with a long jaw and a
wispy beard, he had little or no interest,
anthropological or otherwise, in the cul-
tures he casually and thoughtlessly vio-
lated; nor did he value them, except for
the profit and —even more—the adven-
ture they offered him. The woman, in
her early forties, had been his mistress
for nearly a year already: prematurely
gray, with a mane striking and silken like
ayoung blonde’s, her silhouette was well
proportioned and sweeping as an ocean
liner’s, her hazel eyes feline and search-
ing. She had stayed with Lance Barber
eleven months because he really was a
nice man, though she understood he had
no morals. He had no morals simply be-
cause he lacked imagination, moral or
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otherwise, although he had plenty of ed-
ucation. The boy, a Ute-Navajo of seven-
teen, had been hired off the reservation
near Price by Barber, after being offered
twice what the man calculated his knowl-
edge of the backcountry made him worth
and sworn to the strictest secrecy through
an oath reinforced by a vague, yet unmis-
takable, threat. The lowering sun, glaring
hot still beyond the isolated coolness un-
der the ramada, had reached by late after-
noon to the back wall of the cave, lighting
the brick granaries and the ivory skulls be-
hind them. Aligned in a seated position
against the ochre rock streaked white with
the guano of swallows and bats, the mum-
mies faced blankly toward the wash from
under the smoke-blackened overhang of
the cave.

“A thousand years is a long time to
sit staring at nothing,” Lance Barber re-
marked.

“Maybe they're looking inward,” Su-
san suggested, “like Buddha.”

“Don’t pay them no attention,” Pa-
quito protested. “Don’t even talk about
them, or they'll be coming round here to
haunt us.”

“I'll haunt you myself if you don’t quit
messing with that damn lamp,” Barber
told him. “When I was your age, [ wasn’t
afraid of anything or anyone. In fact, I
thought nothing and no one could hurt
me. | was quite certain I was never go-
ing to die.”

“lain’t scared of nothing, except chin-
dis,” the boy muttered. “Anyone has any
sense is afraid of chindis.”

“Are you saying I don’t have sense?”
Barber, amused rather than irritated,
asked him.

“Don’t pick on the boy, Lance,” Su-
san said. “You have your way of think-
ing. He has his.”

“Idon’t mean to pick on Paquito,” Bar-
ber told her. “I just don't want him to
panic when we climb up there and be-
gin work tonight.”

“lain’t going to panic,” the boy prom-
ised. “I'm a Ute,” he added, proudly.

“I don’t expect you will,” Barber fin-
ished. “There’s not a thing in this world
to be scared of. Except getting caught in
here red-handed, of course.”

Athousand years before, the long sand-

stone escarpment, dark with pifion and
juniper forest, had sheltered several-doz-
en villages of Fremont Indians, cousins to
the Anasazi farther south. Afew hundred
years later, the Indians were mysteriously
gone, leaving their homes intact. Some
centuries after, a white man, who had
bought the vast tract of land to run cattle
on, discovered one of the villages while
running down a straggler that had strayed
to the top of a steep, shovel-fronted cliff.
For nearly half a century, the rancher
guarded his secret carefully. But rumors
had arisen concerning a major archaeo-
logical site so perfectly preserved that ar-
rowheads lay around attached to their
wooden shafts; so that the man, finding
his hand forced, held a press conference
at which he simultaneously announced
the discovery itself and his transfer of the
property deed to the state of Utah. The
tribes, which had been entirely ignorant
of the villages’ existence, insisted that ac-
cess should be restricted solely to Native
American visitors. But with the state be-
sieged by applications from archaeol-
ogists from around the country, it was
already too late for that. The extreme re-
moteness of the site, approachable only
by the rancher’s primitive two-track road,
made enforcement of the access laws a
reasonably simple task. Lance Barber
alone, it seemed, had refused to be dis-
couraged. “You can't keep Lance out,”
he had promised Susan after reading the
news story in the New York Times. Now,
scarcely a month later, he’d made good
on that promise.

Shadow pooled in the wash and rose
against the surrounding cliffs as evening
came on. The air grew suddenly chill,
and the lowering sun seemed to draw life
away with it, along with the light. The
harsh green of the mesas dulled to flat
black, and the glowing rock flared outand
expired, leaving the canyon as cold and



dead as a graveyard in winter. The Barber
party ate a supper of tinned deviled ham,
dried fruit, and nuts, and then Paqui-
to, taking the gallon canteen with him,
climbed out of the wash and hiked over
to the spring for water. The birdsong that
had started up at sundown ceased abrupt-
ly as he approached the box-elder grove
where the water welled up through moss-
covered rock surrounded by maidenhair
fern. Paquito had risen from his knees
beside the spring and was starting back
to the ramada with the canteen slung on
his shoulder when they all heard the air-
plane coming up fast over the canyon
from behind the mesa. Barber and Su-
san saw the Indian look round over his
shoulder, and then he simply wasn’t there
at all —vanished like a ghost in the gath-
ering dark. When Paquito materialized
again, his head barely showing above the
greasewood, he was less than ten yards
from the ramada and the plane, a twin-
engine model, had been reduced to two
winking lights receding rapidly between
an invisible wingspan toward the distant
escarpment.

“Idon't think they saw me,” Paquito
hissed, as he set the dripping canteen in
the dust.

“They weren’tlooking for you to begin
with,” Lance Barber assured him, clip-
ping the holstered semiautomatic pistol
to his belt. “There isn’t a soul suspects
we're around. Go ahead and fill the water
bottles now, and we'll get started.”

“It’s going to storm again tonight,” Pa-
quito muttered. “I can smell it coming.”

In the darkness, without benefit of
the headlamps, they lugged the packs
through the brush, across the canyon to
the cliffside. The belaying stakes were
already anchored in the brittle rock, fif-
ty feet above their heads. Barber shoul-
dered the largest and heaviest pack and
rappelled rapidly to the floor of the cave.
Susan followed slowly with the specimen
bags folded over into an empty backpack;
lastly, Paquito struggled up carrying the
water bottles, a packet of sandwiches, and
more tools. Barber assisted each of them
over the water-smoothed lip until all
three stood together, facing out from un-
der the sandstone vault toward the night
sky that seemed suddenly bright as day-
light. There was a smell of primeval rock
and bone-dry dust, compounded with the
dung of bats and cliff swallows. When
Paquito took hold of the packs to pull
them back inside the cave, Lance Barber
switched on his lamp to help him.

Susan made a sudden choking sound,

and even Barber, seeing the line of igures
ranged against the back wall, caught his
breath. More skeletons than mummies,
they sat surrounded by potsherds and
corn cobs, scattered charcoal, metates,
and a variety of stone tools. In the blue
halogen light, the knobby skulls gleamed
like porphyry above broken double rows
of brown teeth.

“I'm sorry,” Susan apologized. “I
didn’t mean to act like an amateur.”

“It’s truly something,” Barber said in a
hushed voice. “Hardly anything as pris-
tine as this has been seen by white men
since Weatherill’s time.”

“I don’t like it,” Paquito said. “I don’t
like it, atall.”

“Relax, kid,” Barber urged him. “Just
a few hours and we’ll be done with this
place and on our way. Any chindi dumb
enough to mess with us earns himself a
dose of lead poisoning.”

He and Susan inventoried the cave,
selecting the most valuable artifacts that
were easily portable. These they sealed
in the plastic bags and stowed the bags
carefully in the packs; when each was ful-
ly loaded, Paquito strapped it to his back
and rappelled down to the canyon floor.
Barber noticed that the boy kept as far as
possible to the cliff edge, hardly venturing
into the cave; also, that he worked with
unusual speed and efficiency.

“Needs must when the devil drives,”
he joked to Susan.

“You don't believe in the devil,” she
answered him. “But I'm beginning to
think I do.”

They had been at work for nearly three
hours when lightning began to flash along
the Western horizon. Paquito called up
to them above the roll of distant thunder
to say that one of the packs had come un-
done and he was having difficulty refas-
tening it, and Barber descended to help.
He climbed back to the cave to find Su-
san standing as far away as she could get
from the mummies, in a kind of grotto
plastered with bats’ nests.

“Look there,” the woman said, point-
ing, as soon as his head lifted into view.

The skeleton at the end of the row of
mummies was lying on its side in the dust
and guano, staring at him from its fathom-
less eyes, its fixed grin unchanged.

“Itfell over,” she added in a trembling
voice, “just like that. T never touched it,
or anything. Itjust fell over.”

Barber struggled to a standing position
on the cave floor and regarded the mum-
my skeptically.

“It's been sitting there a thousand

years,” Susan went on, “and we've been
here just three hours.”

Lance Barber felt confused, and angry
in his confusion.

“What of it?” he demanded. “Odd
things happen at times, you know. I re-
member in Italy once—"

“That was Europe,” she insisted, “the
truly New World. This Old World has
something different—something prime-
val, unimaginably darker, unutterably
evil. Here, there’s no patience, no com-
prehension, no forgiveness for what we're
doing—don’t you feel it, Lance? Can't
you understand?”

A flash of lightning illuminated the
cave just as Paquito’s head emerged
above the rimrock. “O my Lord Jesus
Christ!” the boy exclaimed at the sight of
the fallen-over mummy.

Lance Barber, swinging round, saw,
in the beam of the headlamp, what he
recognized as a second mummified face
suspended in darkness below the over-
hang. He heard Susan’s scream, but not
the deafening rapid-fire shots, nor the
thump of the Indian’s body on the hard-
pan hifty feet below. Automatically, he
reholstered the pistol, not forgetting to
thumb the safety lever first.

Susan took her hands away from her face.

“What did vou do it for?” she asked
slowly.

Barber crossed to the back of the cave
in four quick steps, seized the mummy
by the shoulder, and pulled it roughly up-
right beside its fellows.

“He was going to report us to the au-
thorities,” he told her. “I've known it for
davs now.”

Barber thought for one terrible mo-
ment she was going to laugh in his face;
instead, Susan shook her head. “You
killed him because you were afraid,”
she said.

He was old enough to know the futility
of lying to women about two things: oth-
er women, and vourself. Lance Barber
sat down on the granary nearest him and
began to cry. In early manhood, he had
come to terms at last with death. The fact
that he must die, someday, was not what
had hit him. Instead, the sudden, over-
whelming realization that he was never
going to live impelled him to draw his
pistol for the second time in something
like ninety seconds. But, once again, the
woman was ahead of him, so that, before
he could properly position the barrel be-
hind his ear, the gun was gone from his
hand and sailing out through the cave
mouth into the black night beyond. <¢
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If you think that Bill Clinton’s influence will
end when he leaves office, you need to
read this book. With her inimitable wit
and devastating logic, Janet Scott Barlow
assesses the real—and lasting—damage
wrought by the Clinton presidency.

At Last!

A book that exposes the true eultural significance of the Clinton presidency

The Nonpatriotic President: A Survey of the Clinton Years
by Janet Scott Barlow

Whitewater . . .

Filegate . . . Monica Lewinsky

The scandals are only the beginning

“The letter carriers think they have toted some sacks of
angry, pro-Clinton mail! Just wait. It is going to be very easy to get mad at
Mrs. Barlow. The lady swings a mean rolling pin. (Would Hillary regard that
metaphor as sexist? Good, let’s keep it.)”

— From the Introduction by William Murchison of the Dallas Mornming News
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The Nonpatriotic President features 20 hard-hitting chapters, including: “My

Nixon,” “Communication as Manipulation,” “Hillaryland,” “It's About Sex,” :
“Don’t Ask, Don’t Tell,” and “The Politics of Arrogance.” PR St s
JENET SCOTT BLRLOW
; 9 send check or money order to 928 N. Main Street, Rockford, 1L 61103 k Pri
Tl .
ChmniC]eS * call (800) 383-0680 to order with MasterCard, Visa, Amex, Discover Papetbac ce $1 5.95
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* purchase online at the webstore on ChroniclesMagazine.org {$12.95 + $3.00 shipping and handling)

Back in Print!

Carolina Cavalier: The Life and Mind of James Johnston Pettigrew
by Clyde Wilson

Chronicles Press is proud to announce the republication of Dr. Wilson’s highly sought-after biography
of one of the South’s most brilliant and remarkable sons.

chronicles
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“A strong, forthright book.”
—W.J. Cooper, Jr.,
Civil War History

“Transcending even first-rate
biography, Carolina Cavalier returns
us to the fine old tradition of history as
moral narrative.”
—Steven Davis,
The Courier

“Magisterial intellectual

history.”
—M.E. Bradford,
National Review

Carolina Cavalier
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“Wilson is, in short, an exemplary
historian who, in this book, displays
his formidable talent.”
—FEugene Genovese,
Chronicles: A Magazine
of American Culture

“In Wilson’s sensitive hands Carolina
Cavalier is biography raised to an art
form.”
—Michael J. Bonafield,
Charleston News
and Courier

“No study of a commanding general of either side better conveys the personal, social, cultural, and
religious qualities of its subject; of no Confederate general is there in this regard a superior one-volume

study.”
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¢ send check or money order to 928 N. Main Street, Rockford, IL 61103
» call (800) 383-0680-to order with MasterCard, Visa, Amex, Discover
* purchase online at the webstore on ChroniclesMagazine.org

—David Bovenizer, Southern Partisan

Paperback Price

$27.95

($24.95 + $3.00 shipping and handling)




Is Islam Really a Religion of Peace and Tolerance?
On September 11, 2001, America was, for the first time in her history, forced to confront Islamic
militancy as it has assaulted the rest of the world for almost 14 centuries. The Sword of the Prophet
presents the unvarnished truth about the rise of Islam and the actions of its founder, Muhammad;
the historical meaning of jihadt the broad sweep of the global military, political, moral, and spiritual
struggle that faces us; and what we must do if we wish to survive. Everyone needs to know the
real score of the post-September 11 world, and this invaluable volume is the place to start.

“At last, someone has told the real story of Islam and its challenge to the West. No Christian can
afford not to read Srdja Trifkovic’s masterful account. It is a chilling reminder of what is at stake.”

—Thomas Fleming
THE POLITICALLY INCORRECT GUIDE TO ISLAM

“The arbiters of official Islam will not tell us what Islam is,
only what they want it to be. For the truth, we must turn to Dr.
Serge Tritkovic, a European historian of broad learning, sound
philosophy, and keen political insight.”
— Brian Mitchell, Washington bureau chief,
Investors Business Daily

The SVOfd
of the Prophet

“This book pulls no punches in identifying the rise of Islamic
fundamentalism as the greatest danger to Western values since

the end of the Cold War.”

—Ambassador James Bissett

, ; “There is a culpable blindness of such an intensity that it can

i % q : survive exposure even to the survey of aggressive Islamism
E‘ A W ] given in this book. However, as [Dr. Trifkovic] demonstrates,
history. theologs impact an thevorld where Islam and other religions have come together the track
SERGE TRIFKOVIC record of peaceful coexistence is outweighed by the record of

human catastrophe.”

— Dr. Michael M. Stenton

The Sword of the Prophet Order Form (please allow 4-6 weeks for delivery)

Paperback Price $24.95 X Quantity = Total
($19.95 + $5.00 shipping and handling each)
Name
[] Check or money order enclosed
Address j Please bill my: D MasterCard D Visa D Amex I:] Discover
Card #
City/State/Zip Expiration Date

Signature

Please mail form (with payment) to: Chronicles/Products, P.O. Box 800, Mount Morris, IL 61054

or, to order toll-free, call 1-800-397-8160
ASWOL0



Islam is doubtless the greatest threat to Western civilization,
but it is not the only one. Today, China is an economic threat;
tomorrow, a military one. Cultural afflictions from “gay
marriage” to anti-Christian hate groups are destroying us
from within. Today, would the heroes of the Alamo find the
civilization they died to defend?

The John Randolph Club Comes to San Antonio!

The Rockford Institute DEtalLs
and The conference will be held at the historic Menger
Chronicles: A Magazine of American Culture Hotel, across the Plaza from the Alamo and right

present around the corner from San Antonio’s charming
. Pasa del Rio. The Menger’s famous bar served as
The 15th Annual Meeting of the recruiting office for Teddy Roosevelt’s Rough

THE JOHN RANDOLPH CLUB | Riders.

“The Enemies of the West, A limited number of rooms are available at a
» special rate of $108.00 per night, single/double
from thEAlamO to Kosovo 4 occupancy, breakfast buffet included. To
ember 12-1 2 make reservations, please call (800) 345-9285
NOV ‘ 3’ OO and mention the John Randolph Club. Room
Join your favorite Chronicles editors reservations must be made by October 12, 2004.

and contributors, including:

Special optional lunch program on Friday,
November 12: “The Alamo: Characters and
Controversies,” featuring Native
Texan Wayne Allensworth and
Old West historian Roger
McGrath. Includes a guided
visit to the Alamo!

Thomas Fleming, Samuel Francis,
Chilton Williamson, Jr., Roger McGrath,
Scott P. Richert, Aaron D. Wolf, Wayne
Allensworth, David Hartman, Srdja Trifkevic,
William Hawkins, and Tom Piatak

in the city where great men stood their ground and
gave their lives in defense of the West.

N.B. All registration prices increase $25.00 after October 15.

NAME(S) (AS THEY SHOULD APPEAR ON NAME TAGS)
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PHONE/FaX
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SATURDAY PANELS ONLY gjloli\hflfglﬁcﬁézg\%s) MEMBER AND NON-MEMBER —— @ $100.0==§__
SATURDAY NIGHT BANQUET ONLY MemseR Or Non-Meneer . @ $100.0%=§_
A1amo LuNcH PROGRAM AND TOUR MeMBER Ok Non-Meveer . @ $30.09=$__
ToTaL Encrosen $
Enclosed is my donation of $ so that worthy young students can attend this important event.

Make checks payable to The Rockford Institute and mail with completed form to
JRC, The Rockford Institute, 928 N. Main Street, Rockford, IL 61103
or pay by credit card by calling Cindy Link at (815) 964-5813




