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Tonawanda, the Wooden Indian of a Broad-

way Tobacconist, Becomes an African Fetish

By ALEXANDER DEL MAR

men, who

Ihese appeared to conduct a trading
company, spoke both the Arabic and negro dialects
and were on excellent terms with the native authorities,
In a week's time I accomplished the object of my
journey, and was preparing to return to Dakar, when
my friends proposed a visit to Timbuktu I have
called it Timbuktu, and intend to stick to that name,
but in reality it was not Timbuktu although not far
fromit.  Suffice it to say that it was a city of equatorial
Africa, about a thousand miles eastward from the
coast of Senegambia

Four of us rode into the town together
unnecessary scrutiny

To avoid

we stained our hands and faces
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As we advanced closer to the
troop, some officersrode forward and
saluted my friends, with whom they
seemed upon intimate terms. This
afforded me an opportunity to ex-
amine the dress and accourtement
of their orderly He was a stalwart
negro in the full summer costume of the old Imperial
Guard, all except the brogans, for he was bare-footed
"His weapons consisted of a flint-lock musket and single-
barreled pistol. The musket was French: the pistol
English. The former might yet be an effective weapon;
the latter was a mere toy, a brummagem outcast, of
the Hanoverian period.

““Another of Templeton's specs.,” said the nearest
Englishman. *“We call them *Immortals,’
they never kill anybody

We rode forward.

Near the city gate we were met by a band of musi-
cians, who, like the Fratres Arvales of old, danced to
a chorus of shouts, a clashing of cymbals
and a clinking of swords. The cymbals
were curious. They resembled bronze
stew-pans with long handles. Surely, I
had seen something of the kind before,
yet 1 could not place them; so I looked
inquiringly toward one of my English
friends

“Yes,” he replied, “you're right.
They're old English warming-pans grown
useless and sold in a job-lot for a mere
trifle. We originally got more than
their weight in gold for them; but they
are now giving us trouble, for in order
to avert a disastrous break in the African
musical market we have been obliged to
buy up every blessed lot of warming-pans
which some malign trader in Wolver-
hampton has been shipping to the Bight
of Benin.”

“Then
remarked.

He laughed. **We call ourselves
Antiquarian Society, Unlimited.””’

“What does the Unlimited refer to?”

“The profits.”

We passed the wall and entered the
town. It consisted of several hundred
houses, chiefly of adobe, mostly of one

because

youre old junk-dealers,” 1

‘The

story, a few of two stories, and all with
brick azotéas. The streets were thronged
with negroes: not a Moor was to be
seen., We put up our horses at an inn

and made our way on foot to the farther
side of the town, where the M’Lenga’s
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Skies ing a procession toward the entrance.
The negroes without cried '*M’'Lenga!”

and dropped on their knees; the mnegroes within
caught the cry and shouted *‘‘M’Lenga!”’ while my
!in;i'li\h friends followed the general example, and

drawing the hoods of their garments over their heads,
they plumped down in the mud on their knees, with
to M'Lenga.

“You’d better follow our example,”
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W hi\] ered one

of them. 1 remembered the Roman proverb and
obeved

The procession now issued from the 1iple and
swept past us. First came a band of warming-pans,
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sleigh-bells and tom-toms

upon a frame and bearing some gilt letters, too much
: legible. Like everything else in this
resembled some cast-off finery from a
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