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I
AM sitting in the doorway of a house of the

Stone Age — neolithic, paleolithic, troglodytic

man — with a roofless city of the dead lying

in the valley below and the eagles circling with lonely

cries along the yawning caverns of the cliff face

above.

My feet rest on the topmost step of a stone stair-

way worn hip-deep in the rocks of eternity by the

moccasined tread of foot-prints that run back, not to

A. D. or B, C, but to those post-glacial sons when
the advances and recessions of an ice invasion from
the Poles left seas where now are deserts; when giant

sequoia forests were swept under the sands by the

flood waters, and the mammoth and the dinosaur

and the brontosaur wallowed where now nestle farm
hamlets.

Such a tiny doorway it is that Stone Man must
have been obliged to welcome a friend by hauling

him shoulders foremost through the entrance, or

able to speed the parting foe down the steep stair-

way with a rock on his head. Inside, behind me,
is a little dome-roofed room, with calcimined walls,

and squared stone meal bins, and a little, high fire-

place, and stone pillows, and a homemade flour mill

in the form of a flat metate stone with a round grind-


