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IV INTRODUCTION

were skipping through Myrcanian Forests clothed
mostly in the costume Nature gave them; Herbert
Spencer would have you believe, skipping round with
simian gibbering monkey jaws and claws, clothed
mostly in apes' hair. Vet there lies the little lady
in the cave to my left, the long black hair shiny and
lustrous yet, the skin dry as parchment still holding
the finger bones together, head and face that of a
human, not an ape, all well preserved owing to the
gypsum dust and the high, dry climate in which the
corpse has lain.

In my collection, I have bits of cloth taken from
a body which arch:rologists date not later than 400
A. D. nor earlier than 8,000 B. C, and bits of corn
and pottery from water jars, placed with the dead to
sustain them on the long journey to the Other World.
For the last year, I have worn a pin of obsidian which
you would swear was an Egyptian scarab if I had not
myself obtained it from the ossuaries of the Cave
Dwellers in the American Southwest.

Come out now to the cave door and look up and
down the canon again ! To right and to left for a
height of 500 feet the face of the yellow ttifa preci-

pice is literally pitted with the windows and doors
of the Stone Age City. In the bottom of the valley
is a roofless dwelling of hundreds of rooms— "the
cormorant and the bittern possess it: the owl also

and the raven dwell in it; stones of emptiness; thorns
in the palaces; nettles and brambles in the fortresses;

and the screech owl shall rest there."

Listen ! You can almost hear it — the fulfillment


