F 1 could have a thousand Years—
Just one little thousand years—
more of life I might In that time
draw near enough to true Romance

to touch the hem of her robe,

Up from ships men come and from
waste places and forest and road and
garret and cellar ¢o maunder to me in
strangely distributed words of the
things they have geen and considered
The recording of their tales {8 no more
than a matter of ears and fingers. There
are only two fates I dread—deafness
and wrhkter's cramp. The hand is yet
steady; let the ear bear the blame if
these printed words be not in the order
they were delivered to me by IHunky
Magee, true camp follower of Fortune,

Biography shall claim you but an in-
stant—1 first knew Hunky when he was
head walter at Chubb's litle beefsteak
restaurant and cafe on Third avenue.
There wasg only one waiter besides,

Then successively I carromed against
him in the little streets of the Big City
after his trip to Alaska, his voyage as
cook with a treasure seeking expedition
to the Caribbean, and his failure as a
pear] fisher in the Arkansas River. De-

tween these dashes [nto the land of ad-
venture he usually came back to
Chubb's for a while, Chubb's was a

port for him when gales blew too high;
but when you dined there and Hunky
went for vour steak You never knew
whether he wonld come to anchor in the
kitchen or in the Malayan Archipelago,
You wouldn't care for his description—
he was soft of volce and hard of face
and rarely had tno use more than one eye
to quell any approach to a disturbance
among Chubb's customers.

One nlght T found Hunky standing at
a corner of Twenty-third sireet and

Third avenue after an ahsence of sev-
eral months, In ten minutes we had a
little round table between us In a quie
corner, and my ears bhegan to get husy, |
I leave out my =ly ruses and feints l{
draw Hunky's word of mouth blows

all came (o something like this: ‘

“Speaking of the next election™ sald
Hunky, “did you ever know much about

Indians? No? 1 don't mean the Cooper,
Beadle, cigar store or Laughing Water
kind—I mean the modern Indian—the
kind that takes Greek prizes in \wl‘.-u---i
and scalps the halfback on ithe other |
slde In football games, The kind tha:
eats macaroong and tea in the after-)

noons with the daughter of the pr
sor of biology and fills up on grasshop- |
pers and fried rattlesnake when they
get back to the ancesiral wickiup.

“Well, they ain't o bad, I like ‘em
better than most foreigners that have
come over In the last few hundred
yearg, One thing ahout the Indian is
this: When he mixes with the white
race he swaps all his own vices for
them of the palefaces. And he retalns
all his own virtues Well, his virtues
are enough to call out the reserves
whenever he letg 'em looge. But the im-
ported foreigners adopt our virtues and
keep their own vices—and [t's going to
take our whaole standing army some day
to police that gang,

“Rut let me tell you ahout the trip 1
took to Mexico with High Jack Snake-
feeder, a Cherokee twice removed, a
graduate of a Pennsylvania college and
theAatest thing In pointed toed, rubber
hecled, patent kid moccasing and Ma-
dras hunting shirt with turned back
cuffs, He was a friend of mine. 1 met
him in Tahlequah when 1T was ont thers
during the land boom, and we got thick
He had got all there was out of colleges
and had come back to lead his people out
of Egypt. He was a man of first class

o= |

style and wrote essays, and had been
favited to visit rich guys’ houses in
Boston and sach places

“There was a Cherokee girl In Mus-

cogee that High Jack was foolish about,
He took me to see her a few 'mes. Her
name was Florence Blue Feather—hbut
you want to clear vour mind of all ldeas
of squawsg with nose rings and army
blankets, This young ludy was whiter
than vou are and better educated than
ever 1 was. You co.ldn’t have told her
grom any of the girls shopping In the
swell Third avenue stores. 1 liked her
go well that 1T got to calling on her now

and then when High Jack was=n't along
which s the way of friends In such
matters,

“She was educated at the Muscogee
College, and was making a specialt of
—let's see—cth-—yes, ethnology, That's
the art that goes back and traces the
descent of different  races of  people,

leading up from jellvfish, through mon
keve and to the o’'DBirlens. High Jack
had took up that line, too, and had read
papers about it bhefore all kinds of riot-
ous assemblics—Chautanguasg and Choe-
taws and chowder partles and such,
Having a mutual taste for musty Infor-

mation like that was what made ‘cm
ke each other, # FlUppose But 1
don't know! What they call congen-
lality of tastes aln't always it

“Now, when Miss Blue Feather and
me wis talking togethor T Pstensd to
her afMdavits about the fipst families

of the Land of Nod being cousins ger-

linto the expense ac-
| count,

A i,
o :

who does?) to the
mound builders of
Ohlo with Income
prehension and re-
spect. And when 1'd
tell her about the
Bowery and Coney
Island and sing a
few songs that I'd
heard the Jamaica
niggers sing at
their church  lawn
parties she didn't
look much less in-
terested than she
did when High Jack
would tell her that
he had a pipe that
the first inhabitants
of America origine
ally arrived here on
stilts after a freshet
at Tinafly, New
Jersey,

“But 1 was going
to tell you more
about High Jack.

“About =ix months
ago I mot a letter
from him sayving
he's been commis-
sioned by the Mi-
nority Report Bue-
reau of Ethnology
at Washington 1to
go down to Mexico
and translate some
excavations or dig
up the meaning of
some shorthand
notes on 8Bome ruins
— or something of
that sort. And if 1'd
go along he could
squeeze  the price

“Well,
holding napkin
over  my arm at
Chubb's ahout long
enough then, so I
wired High Jack
‘ves,! and he sent
me a ticket and 1
met him in Washe
ington, and he had
a lot of news to tell
me. First of all was
that Florence Dlue
Feather had  sud-
denly disappeared
from her home and
environments,

“Run away? 1 asked,

“*‘Vanished,! sayvs High Jack., ‘Dis-
appeared like your shadow when the sun
goeg under a cloud. She was =een on
the street and then she turned a
ner and nobody ever sceen her after-
ward, The whole community turned out
to look for her, but we never found
a clue

“‘That's bad—that's bad,’ says I,
was a mighty nice girl and as smart
as you find 'em.’

High Jack seemed to take It hard, 1
guess he must have esteemed Miss Blue
Feather quite highly, 1 could see that
w'd referred the matter to the whiskes
juz, That was his weak point and many
another man's, I've noticed that when
a man loseg a girl he generally takes to
drink either just before or just after
it happens,

“From Washington we rallroaded it
to New Orleans, and there took a tramp
steamer bound for Belize. And a gale
pounded usg all down the Carlbbean and
nearly wrecked us on the Yucatan coast
opposite a little town without a harbor
called Boea de Coacoyula.  Suppose the
ship had run against that name In the
dark!

“Metter fifty vears of Europe than a
eyclone in the bay,” says High Jack
Snakefeeder. So we get the captain to
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“The girl gives a little jump backward, and her eyes fly open as big as doughnuts.’

beautiful graft. We used to brag about
Morgan and E, H. and others of our
| wisest when I was in the provinees—but

| now no more, {That peninsula has zot
| our little country turned into a sube
marine without even the observation

tower showing,

“Major Ding's idea was this, He had
the population go forth into the forest
and gather these products, When they
brought em In he gave ‘em one-fifth for
their trouble, Sometimes they'd strike
and demand a sixth,  The Major always
in to 'em,

“The Major had a
to the sea that the e inch tide secped
through the crack= in the kitchen foor
Me and him and High Jack Snakefeeder
sat on the porch and drank ram from
noon till midnight.,  He sald he had piled
up $J00.000 in New oricans banks, and
High and me could stay with him for-

gave
|
bungaiow so Close

ever if we would, Dut High Jack hap-
pened to think of the United States,
and began to talk ethnology,

*Ruins?' says Major Bing. ‘The
woends are full of ‘em I don't know
how far they date bock, bat they were
lhiere before | came.’

“High Jack asks him what sort of
worship the cltizens of that locality
were addicted o,

“Why,' says the Major, rubbing his

send us ashore in a dory “'“.ﬂ the squall] ool " can't hardls say. | imagine s
seemed to cease from sqgualling, infidel or Aztee or Nonconformist or
““We will find ruins here, or make "em' | oomothing ke that., There's a church
says High, ‘The Government doesn't) pope—n Methodist or some other kind,
care which we do.  An appropriation | gy o parson named S8kidder, He claims

is an appropriation.’

1o have comverted the people to Chrls-

“HPoca de Coacovula was a dead town, [ tianity, He and me don't assimilate ex-
Them Diblical towns we read about cept on state occasions, 1 imagine they
Tired and Riphon——after they was de-| worship some Kind of godse or idois
gtroved, they must have looked like|yet,  Hut Skidder says he has ‘em in

Forty-second street and Droadway come-
pared to this Boca place, It still elalmed
1.300 inhabltants, as estimated and en-
praved on the stone couri house by the
census taker in 1507, The citlzens were
a mixture of Indians and other Indians;
but some of ‘'em was lght eolored, which
I was surprised to see. The town was
huddled up on the shore, with woods so
thick around it that a subpena server
couldn't have reached a monkey ten
vards away with the papers, We wone-
dered what kept It from belng annexed
to Kansag; but we soon found out that
it was Major Bing.

“Major Bing was the ointment around
the fly. He had the cochineal, sarsapa-
rilla, logwomd, annatto, hemp and  all
other dyewood and pure food adultera-
tion coneessions cornered,  He had fives
sixths of the Boca de Thingamajiggers

man (well, if the Germans don't nod,

work'ng for him on shares, It wus a

the Tfold,!

“A few days later High Jack and me,
prowling around, strikes a plain path
| the forest and follows it o god
| four miles. Then a branch turns to the
!ln-ll. We go a mile, maybe, down that
land run up against the finest ruin yYou
ever saw-—solld stone with trees and
vines and underbrush all growing up
against it and in it and through it.  All
over It was chiselied carvings of funny
beasts and people that would have been
arrested if they'd ever come out In
vaudeville that war,  We approached
it from the rear,

“High Jack had been drinking too
much rum ever since we landed in Boea
You know how an Indian is—the pale-
faces Axed his clock when they intro-
duced him o firewater,  He'd brought
w guart along with him.,

“‘Hunky,' says he, ‘we'll explore the

inio

|

ancient temple. It may be that the
storm that landed us here was propi-
“tlous. The Minority Report Bureau of
Ethnology." suys he, ‘may profit by the
vagarids of wind and tide

“We went in the rear door of the bum
edifice,  We sstruck a kind of
without bath, There was a granite dav-
enport and a stone washstand without
any soap or exit for the water and
some hardwood pees drove into holes
in the wall, and that was all. To go
out of that furnished apartment into a
Harlem hall bedroom would make you
(eel like getting bidk home for an ama-

alcove

teur violoneello solu at an East Side
settlement house,

“While High was examining romm
hieroglyphics on the wall that the ston
masons must have made when thel
tools slipped 1 sopped into the front
room. That was= at least thirty by fifoy
feat, stone Moor, =ix lttle windows ke
square portholes that didn't let much
light in,

“1 looked back over my shoulder and

sees High Jack's face three feot away,

“High.' says I, ‘of all the -*

“And then I noticed he looked funny,
and I turned around,

“He'd taken off his clothes to the
wilst and he didn't geem to hear me, |
touched him and came near beating it
High Jack had curned to stone, 1 had
been drinking =ome rum myself,

“inggifled!" T says to him loudly,
knew what would
itup

“And then Migh Jack comes
the alcove when he hears n
with nobody, and we have a look at Mr,
Snakefecder No, 20 1t's a stone
god or reviscd statue or gomething
it looks ns muach Hke High Jackeas on

‘1
happen If you kept

In from
COnversing

green pea looks HKe fiself. 1Us got ex
actly his fave and =ze and color; buat
it's steadier on its pins It stands on a
kind of rostrum or pedestal, and you

can see \Us been there ten milllon years

“'He's a minge,’ High
and then he turns solemn,

“Hunky," he sgavs, putting one hand
on my shoulder and one on the statne's
1'moin the holy temple of my ancestors,

COWell, If looks for anything
says |, ‘vou've struck a twin, Stand
ide with buddy and let's see if
there's any difference.’

“There wasn't, You know an Tndian

consin of rings

zoes

side by

cin keep has tace as @l as an lron
dog's when he wants to, 80 when High
Jack froze his features you couldn't

have told him from the other one,

““There's some letters,’ says I, ‘on his
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nob's pedestal, but T ean’t make 'em out
The alphabiet of thig country seems (o
be composed of sometimes a, ¢, 1, v and
u, but generally z=, 18 and ts”'

“High Jack's ethnology gets the up-
per hand of higs rum for a minute and
he investigates the insceription,

“*Hunky.' says he, ‘this is a statue of
Tlotopaxld, of the maost powerful
souds of the anclent Aatecs,'

*3lad to know him,' says I, ‘but in
hig present condition he reminds me of
the joke Shakespeare got off on Julius
We might gay about vour friend:
‘Imperious What's His Name, dead and
turned to stone=—No use to write or call
him on ¢he phone,”*

“'Hunky,” says High Jack Snake-
feeder, looking at me funny, ‘do you be-
in reincarnation?

“1t gounds to me
a cleanup of the slaug
new kind of Boston pink.

(iesal

1vs I, ‘like either
hter houses or a
I don't know.'

“T believe,” says he, ‘that T am the
reincarnation  of  Tlotopaxl, My re-
searches have convinesd me that the
Cherokees, of all the North American
tribes, can boast of the straightest des

geent from the promwd Aztee race

sayvs he, ‘was a favorite theory

and Florence Blue Feather's,
what if she—'

“High Jack grabs my arm and walls
his eyes at me.  Just then he looked
ke hig eminent co-Indian mur-
derer, Crazy Horse,

COWell! savs T, ‘what if she, what if
she, what if she You're drunk,” savs
. *IUs impersonating (dols and believ-
ing In—what was it ?7- recarnalization?
Let's have a drink,' savs | 1w
here as o Brooklyn o artitieia
tory at midnight with the

That,’
of mine
And she

as

Pk
Hmh fa
turned down.'

“Just then T heard somehody
vl 1 sl High Jack
less bed chamber, There was
Lored throngh the wall =0 we

RS
coming
bl -

prepholes

it into

cornld s

the whole front part of the temple
Major Ring told me afterward that the
wncient priests in charge usod to rohbe-

ber through them at the congregation,

“In a few minutes an old Indian
waortnan came in with a big oval earthen
dish full of grub,  She set it down on
o osEguare #tone in front of the graven

image and laid down and walloped her

face on the floor a few times and then
took o walk fur herself,

“Hizh Jack and me was hungry, so
Weo cime out ated looked it over There
wits gout steaks and fried rice cakes
and plantaims and cassava and broiled

lund crabg and mangoes—nothing like
what you get at Chubb's,

grub for Bingham's

“We ate hearty)] carcerated too. If T could «

and had anuther’ myself, *‘whether she has o n e

round of rum. | 1oft—* but the next minute | o
“'It must be old | looked oneseighth of a =hads n

Tecumseh's - --l'l Florence. DBut she looked po 1ate

whatever you  calll And High Jack hadn’t druni m

him — hir[hda)’,': that had been drank.

gays 1. 'Or do thes “The girl went up within f :

feed him every day 7| the bum idol and got down

1 thought gods only | saged her nose with 1) H| .

drank wanilla on| rest did Then she went

Mount  Catawaum-| lald the flower wreath on {

pus’ stone at High Jack's feot, R |
*Then some more | was, 1 thought It was kind f

native partles  in| her to think of offering flow

ghort kimonos that | of household and kit

showed their abor-| Fven a stone god ought to

inginees  punctured | lirtle sentiment ke that on

the near horizon | fancy grocerles they had

amnd me and High | front of him,

had to skip back “And then High Jack steps

into Father Axk hig pedestal, gulet, amd m

tree’s private bou-| words that sounded fust 1ike

doir.  They came by | ophtes carved on the walls of

ones, TWwWaoas FIRTE The girl gives a Htrle in

threes, and left o ind her eves fiy open an

worts of offerings— | ,.tx. hut she don't beat

there was enouszh “Why didn't she? I tel

nlr ‘da ¢ w think why It don't seem
in IO ar 3
e Of  War | cupernataral,  unlikely
with plenty left] 0 e e, =
over for the peace startling that a stone d
' e tu Hfe for her. If he was
conference  at The s oo o
one of them snul nosed hrowg
Hague, the other side of the wool
“They brought| o .1q nt 1t her
jars of honey and 2 : b !
3 oo qald to herse Well, goodn
bimches of bananas . 1 fn \ g . g
and bottles of wines s I i _.] ‘l : o
and stacks of tort!l- i i m I n
las  and beautiful} - .
“1 she 1l holds
shawis  wuri :
hundred dollay it ikl ! ““
apiece that the 1 L |
dian women weavs LRt rodr
of a Kind of veget n W y :
able 11hre <ill 1 up the pat "
Al of ‘em down vl bhad come
il wr 1 on t = 1 read n pl
floar in front of that | e a play to wa om
hard 1t h rod ‘”.i! ip at him, and him
t! ! sneaked  off best that an
t igh the woods] the wa ! '
weain wnsn't anyth
T wonder wl and revulsion to tintyg
gets  this rakeoff? “‘Hey! Tnjun!’ 1
remavks High Jack, | Jack ‘We've gol a
**Oh,) mays 1, wnoand you're lea u
‘there's  priests  or|cent, Brace upand cu
deputy  fdols or altan fisher maiden and
committee of disar- | home”
rangements BOme - ‘Put on the two goee W
where In the woods | ing onee back until
on the job. Wher-| the forest swallowod on
ever yvou find a god | never saw or heard of 1
vou'll find somebody walting to take | feeder from that d 1
charge of the burnt offerings.’ know if the Cherokeos
“And then we took another swig of | Aspios: bt if they
rum and walked out to the parlor front | went back,
door to cool off, for it was as hot insgide “AIL T econld do was

as a summer camp on the Palisades. |

“And while we stomd there In the
brecze we looks down the path and
a young lady approaching the
hiasted run, She was barefooted and
had on a white robe and carried
wreath of white flowers in her
When she got nearer we saw

L long blue feather stuck through
Wlack hair, Ardd when she st
still me and High Jack
grabbed cach other 1o Keep
bling down on the floor
face was much like
Feather

as his was | Ke
cology's,

“And then was whe
booze drowned his system
He dragged me inside back to the statu
ang says:

“Lay hold of it, Hunky, We'll pack
it Into the other room. 1 feit it all the

Ss

“
hand
ha!l
her
neares
Snukefeeder
from tum
w the glirl's
rence e
old King Toxi

she

as

Jack's

of ethnolowey

1T

h

to that Boea place and pa

Bing., e detached hims
of his winnings to huy me
And T'm back again
Chubly's, sir, and I'm ¢
steady Come  arennd
the steakes as good

T wondered  wlhy ¥
thought aba Wi
him {f he had an
warnation and trans
such mysteries as i 1l

“Niothing  UHke it
positively “What !
wag too much |}

They'll do an Indian uj
“Put what abo \f 1

time,' savs he, ‘I'm the reconsideration
of the god Locomator-ataxia, and Flor-
ence Plue Feather was my bride a thon-
sand Pears ago, Bhe has come to seek
me In the temple where T used to
relgn,t

AN right,' savs There's no s
argning againsgt the ram question. Yo
take his feet)'

‘We lifted the 200 pound stone ol
amd carvied him  into the b room
of the cafe—temple. T mean—and leaned
him auainst the wal It wias more
work than bouncing  three live ones
| from an all night Broadway joint on
New Year's eve,

“Then High Jack ran out and bronght
in a couple of them 1ndlan stk shawls
and began to undress himself,

CYOh, flgs!t says 1 1 thus? Strong
drink Is an adider d o =ubtractor
Ix it the heat or thn of the wild
that's got you.'

‘But High Jack ton full of exalta
tion and cane Juice to g He stop
the disrobing bosiness ju ort of the
Manhatian Beach rules, and then wind
them rod-and=white shawls around him
amd goes out and stamds an pedestal
as steady as oany platlnum deity vou
CVer SIW And 1 looks throngh a peck
hode o see what he Is up to,

“In a few minutes in comes the girl
with the tHower wreat Danged ir |
wasn't knocked o Vel sy when she
got elore, she Jooked exaetly

like Florence HBlue Feather, I wonder,'

says 1 to myself, *if she has been rein-

I persisted
“Sav.” =ald Hunky
little lady that stole )
nVeMne 4 jlar when
at her: but it was
remember 1 told vou 1
Mizs Florenee 1t I
from  homie about
where she landed
n ag neat g tve
Twentv-third st
slilvwaves th I
| Magee vver 1
l-l wprriaht 1 ! X
f'un
a1en of s
s F vl wen
I harbinge r
chunuad the
“my oansswer wonld
of fire ) d
| When y
back, t} irnal
to starud it
the hors foedl
lt"-‘ formidaid
the contre of
NN !
*There 1
practical, but 1 alw
| tire |} voado
I;"h|-|" Wit hie
| more, I never f
1y oW P |
1o met a s i
T e
Somehow T
horse drawn
| for, alfter ol
| hove more sentin

thaa the up ta dat




