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... life often depended more on a fast horse than a just cause....

—Dr. Walter Prescott Webb

(on Texas in the 1800s)
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If they don't have highpoints in Heaven, I'm not going.

—Jack Longacre

(Founder, Highpointers Club)
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Hello!  If you’re new to the Ameritrekking and Highpointing series of books and booklets, Welcome!  If you and I have met before, however indirectly, Welcome Back!
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I’ll explain what this little booklet is all about in just a moment but first I wish to be completely upfront and make the following ...

!!!!!  FULL DISCLOSURE  !!!!!

... which is that this short story is taken from a full-length book entitled Ameritrekking and Highpointing: Discovering America the Beautiful.  Therefore, if you already have that book, there is no need to buy this booklet.
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And now, here are quick explanations of Ameritrekking and highpointing.  What are those things?  What’s it all about?

Ameritrekking is a word I made up.  It came about in 1995 when my employer required me to start using up a great deal of vacation time I had accumulated over eight years of taking almost no time off.  The full story is told in the main book but in short what happened is that I talked my way into taking three weeks off to see the country by car.  Along the way I realized that something above and beyond a long vacation was happening.  That something I eventually called Ameritrekking.  The next year I took another three-week trip and a pattern was established.  It’s been about 20 years now and I’m still rolling around.  So far I’ve driven over 100,000 miles and been to all of the states in the Lower Forty-Eight.  After each trip I created an extensive report based on notes and pictures I had taken along the way.  Lastly I rewrote the detailed reports to create what I hope is a series of entertaining tales about a very beautiful country.  All of that is Ameritrekking.

Highpointing is a word somebody else made up.  A highpoint is defined as the highest natural geographic point in each state.  Every state has a highpoint, even lowly Florida.  Every state is unique and so is every highpoint.  Some are mountains while some are not.  Some are accessible by wheelchair (once you drive to them) while some require a significant investment in mountaineering equipment and training even to attempt.  I have been to 45 of the 50 highpoints.  I live in Florida within walking distance of saltwater and have few illusions about my abilities.  I am not a mountaineer and probably never will be a mountaineer.  Nevertheless I inspired myself to climb higher than I thought possible way back when and maybe reading about my journey will inspire your own journey through life one way or another.  All of that is highpointing.

Highpointing involves a lot of travel, much of it by car.  Even someone who decides to fly whenever possible will find that in most states airports and highpoints are far apart, so you end up driving quite a lot of miles anyway.  Ameritrekking and highpointing are two different creatures but they complement each other very well, especially if you embrace the idea that often the journey really does matter more than the destination.  In the next chapter you can read about my second highpointing adventure, the hike to the top of Guadalupe Peak in Texas.  Keep in mind that before and after the highpoint there was a lot of driving, a lot of Ameritrekking.  It’s now been about two decades since these things came to pass and looking back over that span of time I honestly can’t say that the highpointing was better than the Ameritrekking or the other way around.  They were both worth doing and today the recollections of each are warm and fuzzy in some vital but indescribable way.

They form a mental bank account on which we draw in leaner times.

—Edwin Way Teale

(On memories)

The chapter about the climb of Guadalupe Peak is called The Top of Texas.  When I was writing up the original Ameritrek reports I gave each highpoint story a name.  Other people were already calling Guadalupe Peak “The Top of Texas.”  I liked the name and saw no reason to reinvent the wheel, so I didn’t.  Guadalupe Peak is part of the Guadalupe Mountains, which in turn is part of the Rocky Mountains.  It is located within Guadalupe Mountains National Park in West Texas, an hour or two out of El Paso.  It is a wild and beautiful place and you should think about going there one day just to visit even if you have no intention of ever climbing.

Chapter 2 in this booklet first appeared as Chapter 26 in the book Ameritrekking and Highpointing: Discovering America the Beautiful.  There are occasional references to things in the full-length book that may seem a little out of sequence here.  I left those references in to avoid rewriting the chapter; also, it lets you see just what you’ll get in the book.  The events described took place on Sunday and Monday, 27 and 28 August 1995.  On the 27th I had started out in Tombstone, Arizona, and that's where the next chapter picks up.  Guadalupe Peak was my second highpoint and as you will soon see I made some beginner's mistakes.  I was learning by doing.  I’m still learning.  I hope you enjoy the story and if you ever try for the summit yourself, may you profit from my example.
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If I owned Texas and Hell, I would rent out Texas and live in Hell.

—Gen. Philip H. Sheridan

(1855)
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Main-engine start: The time was 0745 hours, the temperature was pleasant, and the sky was 50 percent overcast.  The day's goal was to accomplish a lot of eastbound driving to set me up for the last big goal of the trip, scheduled for tomorrow morning.  I returned to I-10 and proceeded to execute the plan.  About two hours later, Arizona fell behind and la turista y Ameritrequero José entered the twentieth new state of the journey:

It grows as it goes.

—Motto, state of New Mexico

Nickname: Land of Enchantment
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¡Bienvenido! (Welcome!)

Driving east on I-10, I saw a lot of soaptree yuccas, the bloom of which is the state flower.  The soaptree, a member of the Lily family (Liliaceae), is a plant with competing scientific names, including Yucca elata, Yucca glauca, and Yucca angustifolia.  The southwestern region of New Mexico is known as the Yucca Plains.  There are large areas where the dominant large plant is the soaptree yucca.  Probably due to the dry conditions, the yuccas are not found close enough together to make a real forest.  There are big bare areas between one yucca and the next.

Soaptree yuccas grow 6 to 25 feet tall.  This does not include a fruit stalk which can add another 6 feet.  At the top end of the fruit stalk are dozens of fleshy green pods that resemble 3-inch peanuts hanging down.  There is a single big thorn on the end of each pod.

The leaves make the yucca look like a saw palmetto, a plant growing in my Florida yard.  Each leaf is about one-half inch wide and up to three feet long and has a long, sharp point at the end.  Stumbling into this plant in the dark would be like walking into a bayonet.  Unlike the leaves of the palmetto which fan out in two dimensions, the yucca's leaves form ball-shaped clusters.  Green leaves are only found at the growing end of the trunk and the few main branches.  Lower down, dead leaves fold back against the trunk completely covering it, appearing hairy from a distance.  Where the bark is visible, it is grayish-brown, like a palm.  The wood is fibrous underneath and does not look strong.  The trunk can grow to be 12 inches in diameter.  The plant is pleasing to behold up close by itself and also from a distance when there are hundreds or thousands spreading out over the plains.

Native Americans in this area used to eat the shoots, which is amazing considering the bayonet point at the end of every leaf.  The young shoots must be much softer. The early Euro-American pioneers that settled here used the roots to make soap, hence the name.  Sandals and baskets were constructed of the leaf fibers.

A sign at a rest area with a large yucca stated that all pollination is performed by a single species of moth attending to the white flowers in the spring.
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This is a soaptree yucca.

Continuing east, I passed through Luna County, New Mexico, at 1300 hours.

At another rest area just west of Las Cruces, I learned something unexpected.  The rest area had won an award several years back.  I had not been aware that there was such a thing as an award-winning rest area, but there is.  In truth, the rest area was one of the best I experienced during the trip.  It was not, however, as good as the best Idaho has to offer.

I arrived at Las Cruces, New Mexico, at 1310 hours.  Las Cruces is a city of 62,100 people at an elevation of 3,890 feet.  Las Cruces is a Spanish phrase meaning "the crosses" after the crosses left atop the graves of early white settlers killed by Mescalero Apaches.

I crossed the storied Rio Grande River, which is not only storied but repetitive, the combined Spanish and English words meaning "River Big River."  The famous river was not as grand or attractive as I'd hoped, being only about 100 feet wide and recently dredged.

In the Las Cruces area, I-10 joins with I-25 temporarily.  The combined freeway heads south for several miles, carrying me and the little white car into the twenty-first new state of the journey:

Friendship.

—Motto, state of Texas

Nickname: Lone Star State

On that first trip, New Mexico to me had been like Nebraska, merely a big impediment to be gotten through as quickly as possible.  As I was to learn the next year, it held much promise and peril.  At some point in the next twelve months I decided that I wanted not just more Ameritrekking but more highpointing too.  Specifically, what I wanted was to try to climb a mountain high enough to have snow on top lasting through summer.  As it turned out, New Mexico’s highpoint of Wheeler Peak is such a mountain: I was destined to return.

Shortly after crossing into Texas I entered the city of Anthony, where I stopped to take a picture of the city’s welcome sign for Tony.  In later years I would collect pictures of city signs to complete his name: Anthony Joseph Victor.  I tried to do the same thing for my boss but I never found a place named Covella and probably never will.  Female place names are rare to start with and hers seems to be unique.
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Anthony, Texas.

I passed through the city of "The Pass," which is what El Paso means.  El Paso was a large city of half a million ánimas (souls) with heavy traffic for a Sunday afternoon, as well as large poor areas.  I saw a sign informing that México was one-quarter mile away.  I fiddled with the radio hoping to hear the famous song "El Paso" by Marty Robbins but without success.  Taking umbrage at this slight on the part of the city's deejays, I hurried on.

The plan had been to stop in one of the suburbs east of El
































[image: ]







[image: ]


























































[image: image]

























[image: image]




d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Highpointing Texas's

Guadalupe Peak






d2d_images/image001.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.jpg





d2d_images/image000.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image005.jpg
; ¢
4
} ¥
&
d —
"
i
e






d2d_images/image003.jpg





d2d_images/scene_break.png





