
Nemo's Anonymized and Cleaned Fieldnotes for Day 7, Part 2

...CC dropped us off at the gas station in Billings. There we waited for some 45 minutes until we got a 
ride from...

2PMish: Lorenzo, who works as a plumber in North Dakota and was driving to Missoula, MT. Said he 
could take us to Livingston, MT, where the road started to enter Yellowstone from the North via 
Mammoth Springs.

Lorenzo had dropped out of school near 16 years of age and started hitchhiking from place to place, he 
did most of the US that way. He said that he did it alone, and when I asked him how he handled the 
hours spent by oneself, he said he loved it, suited him just fine. Lorenzo said he was pretty much from 
everywhere since his father had been spreading the Word. When I asked if his father had been a 
salesman Lorenzo laughed as said that that was basically the case.

Lorenzoo was working in North Dakota on the rigs and said that there were billions of barrels of 
proven reserves, all of it sweet oil, but they had only been able to extract it from the shal recently 
through fracking. He said he made good money up there, but it took a heavy toll, since he was away 
from everybody and you lost touch quickly with people. He was hoping this could be his last big break, 
then he would retire. I mentioned that we'd heard that crime had sky-rocketed in North Dakota and he 
said that yes, people had a lot of money and not a lot to do, so they bought cars and guns and drove 
around. But most people don't stay long: people bring their sins with them. So they worked a couple of 
years then went back to wherever they were from. The turnover was very high.

Lorenzo also warned us about the wolves in the hills, which he knows about because he hunted. About 
20 years ago they introduced wolves into Yellowstone, and because the states hadn't really managed 
them, they had spread out all through Wyoming, Idaho, and Montana. They were really big, he'd seen 
paw prints as big as the centre of a steering wheel, and went around in packs of 15-20. They were really 
clever. They were attacking livestock, so last year it had actually been open wolf-hunting season since 
they weren't endangered anymore.

Finally, he dropped us off in Livingston, MT. There, we went to the Albertson's grocery, had a meal of 
canned potatoes, canned beans, and fresh veggies, then got on the road, where we got a ride from:

6PMis: Simon, who ran a painting company. He was originally from France and had trained there as a 
pastry chef, and when he came to the States in the early 90s he worked as a baker for a while, painting 
on the side. But then painting got bigger, so he started doing that full-time. 

I asked Simon how he had come to Emigrant, MT, where he lived, and he said it was kind of a long 
story, but mostly he came through his affiliation with the Church Universal and Triumphant. He had 
heard about it in France, then went to one of their communities in Holland, where he met a woman and 
they married. In that time he had won the visa lottery, so they decided to go to the States and they had 
some kids. Some years later however, she decided to go back to the Netherlands, but he stayed behind. 
Because the Church community is big in emigrant, he stayed there. 

I asked him what type of Church the Universal and Triumphant one was, and he said it was mostly 
Christian, but also took a lot from other faiths, such as Buddhism. He said they believed in the 
development and evolution of consciousness and the soul, and in reincarnation as well. But the church 
was still mostly Christian-based.



Finally, Simon dropped us off where a side-road branched off going to emigrant. There we waited for a 
bit, had a person going to  nearby restaurant offer us a ride closer to Yellowstone if we were still out 
after they ate, but before that could happen we got a ride from...

7PM: Inigo, who was a Web Developed for The Summit-Lighthouse, an affiliate organization of the 
Church Universal and Triumphant. Inigo had a big bag of bananas on the floor of his car, and upon 
enquiry he said that he had heard about the Japanese banana diet and wanted to try it himself.

When I asked Inigo how he came to be part of The Summit-Lighthouse, he said it was a long story. In 
Mexico City, when he was in university he was voted as the class drunk (like some people were voted 
sportsmen and so on) and he was a real party animal. This continued after he moved to Texas, to try and 
get a job, because he lived a with a friend who was a bartender and Inigo was constantly in that scene. 
It would appear that bartenders have this system whereby whenever one goes to a bar, he gets free 
drinks on the "zero card," with the understanding that when another bartender will visit his own bar 
they will receive the same treatment. Because Inigo worked at a brunch restaurant, he would get off 
work at around 2PM and then party for the rest of the day.

Inigo got into quite a few car crashes, one of which was pretty bad, got him in the hospital and he lost 
feeling in a portion of his face. But even then not much changed, he just went on as before, in fact used 
the experience as something of a bragging card, you know how young men are.

But then one day he saw an interview with Deepak Chopra on Larry Kind and they actually had the 
Dalai Lama on the phone to answer some questions. Inigoo was very impressed with how the Dalai 
Lama spoke, and thought that he just wanted to be like that type of person. He later read a Deepak 
Chopra book, and that put him on the journey, and now he was here at The Summit-Lighthouse. Inigo 
was particularly impressed with the Four Noble Truths of Buddhism:

1. There is suffering in the world
2. Suffering is caused by unwarranted desire
3. One can't stop this suffering
4. There is a way to stop the suffering, for example as found in Buddhism

So the Summit-Lighthouse folk believed in reincarnation and stopping the cycle of rebirth, but there 
was no need for religious belief in order to appreciate the Noble Truths. Inigo then reminisced a bit 
about his own experience hitching, with his brother's hiking club, and even though Inigo was too young 
(12 years old) they let him come because of his brother. Sometimes to get to a certain place they would 
hitchhike. I asked him how he'd become staff at the Summit-Lighthouse HQ in Gardiner, MT, and he 
said that there had been a opening, he had applied, and he got it. There used to be way more staff, some 
600, but now there wre just 60-90. There had been some upheaval in the organization after the death of 
the founder and IRS problems.

We stopped by the Yellowstone Northern Park Northern Entrance (the gates) just outside Gardiner, and 
then Inigo drove us to the nearby front-country camping site, where there was a spot reserved for 
backpackers and/or bikers. Inigo left and we pitched a tent there, had dinner, stowed our stuff away in 
the bear boxes, then went to sleep. 


