
Letter from the President 

Dear F r i e n c s ,  

F i r s t  t h e  h o u s e k e e p i n g ,  t h e n  t h e  f u n  s t u f f .  The nomina t ing  commit tee  

is  c o n s i d e r i n g  nominees f o r  t h e  f o u r  o f f i c e s  on t h e  E x e c u t i v e  Board and 

f o r  s e v e r a l  p o s i t i o n s  on t h e  Board. T h i s  i s  s e r i o u s  work, a s  you a l l  

know. because  t h e  E x e c u t i v e  Board d o e s  most of t h e  work f o r  o u r  o r g a n i z a t i o n .  

Now i s  t h e  t ime  f o r  people  i n t e r e s t e d  i n  t h e  F r i e n d s '  work t o  v o l u n t e e r  

t o  run  f o r  any of t h e s e  p o s t s .  The b a s i c  r e q u i r e m e n t s  a r e  i n t e r e s t  i n  

Loren  E i s e l e y ' s  work,  t h e  a b i l i t y  t o  a t t e n d  monthly Board m e e t i n g s ,  and a  

w i l l i n g n e s s  t o  per form a  v a r i e t y  of t a s k s  from f o l d i n g  and  a d d r e s s i n g  

n e v s i e t t e r s  t o  c r e a t i n g  and 6 r g a n i z i n g  programs. P l e s a s  l e t  u s  know 

i f  you v o u l d  l i k e  t o  s e r v e .  I f  you have  a  Fr iend  you f e e l  would do a  good 

j o b  but  vho i s  t o o  shy  o r  modest t o  v o l u n t e e r ,  send u s  t h e  name and we 

w i l l  a s k .  We're n o t  shy.  

We a r e  p l a n n i n g  t h e  Spr ing  F l i n g .  Traditionally t h i s  i s  a  p o t l u c k  p i c n i c  

i n  t h e  home and e x t e n s i v e  backyard  of Yar ian  and B e r r r a n d  S c h u l t z ,  and 

we a r e  i n v i t e d  back  t h i s  y e a r .  The d a t e  i s  S a t u r d a y ,  A p r i l  3 0 ,  b e g i n n i n g  

a t  noon. F r i e n d s  w i l l  p r o v i d e  s e r v i c e ,  s o  p l a n  t o  b r i n g  y o u r  f a v o r i t e  

p i c n i c  food and e n j o y  sampl ing  o t h e r  F r i e n d ' s  f a v o r i r e s  a s  w e l l .  Our 

program w i l l  be s h o r t  s e l e c t i o n s  from E i s e l e y ' s  w r i t i n g s  chosen ,  p r e p a r e d ,  

a n d  r e a d  by a  p a n e l  of F r i e n d s .  F r i e n d s  a t t e n d i n g  t h e  p i c n i c  a r e  encouraged  

t o  b r i n g  t h e i r  own s e l e c t i o n s ,  under t h r e e  minutes  i n  r e a d i n g  t i m e .  t o  s h a r e .  

The purpose o f  o u r  o r g a n i z a t i o n  i s  t o  encourage  t h e  r e a d i n g  and enjoyment 

o f  E i s e l e y ' s  work, y e t  r a r e l y  do we a s  a group  have t ! ~ e  o p p o r t u n i t y  t o  

s h a r e  m a t  we e n J o y .  h'e e s p e c t  t h i s  program co p r l v i a e  such  on o p p o r t u n i t y .  

Another  r e a l l y  n i c e  chance t o  expose a  new a u d i e n c e  t o  E i s e l e y  and h i s  

work has  come o u r  v a y .  J i m  Gul ick  of ' t h e  L i n c o l n  C i t y  Libraries asked  

f o r  a  program from u s  on t h a t  v e r y  t o p i c  f o r  t h e  Nebraska w r i t e r s  s e r i e s  

g i v e n  monthly a t  t h e  Bennet t  X a r t i n  P u b l i c  L i b r a r y .  On Feb. 25 th .  Naomi 

B r i l l  and John  Janovy gave  a  j o i n t  program. Naomi provided  a  b r i e f  bio- 

g raphy  of E i s e l e y ,  and John ,  a s  a  s c i e n t i s t  who w r i t e s  a b o u t  s c i e n c e  f o r  

a  g e n e r a l  a u d i e n c e ,  e x p l a i n e d  how and why E i s e l e y ' s  w r i t i n g s  a r e  i m p o r t a n t .  

I t  was a n  e x c e i l e n t  e d u c a t i o n a l  e x p e r i e n c e  f o r  t h o s e  who a t t e n d e d .  

In  c h s l n g  l e t  me encourage  you a g l a n  t o  v o l u n t e e r  f o r  t h e  E x e c u t i v e  Board. 

k h a t  b e t t e r  way 1s t h e r e  t o  pu t  t o  work v o u r  i n t e r e s t  i n  Loren E i s e l e y ?  

S i n c e r e l y ,  

S h e r r i l l  D a n i e l s  

TWO VOICES FROM 
THE PRAIRIE SCHOONER: INSIDE! 

"Lowry Wimberly, founder 
and editor of the Prairie 
Schooner, first met Loren 
Eiseley, a University of 
Nebraska undergraduate, in 
1927 when he published the 
young poet in the third 
issue of the Schooner. 
Fascinated by "Doc's" dis- 
trust of the twentieth 
century, Loren became a 
fixture in Wimberly's 
Andrews Hall office, where 
they took turns haranguing 
one another on the foul 
state of the human condition." 

At the same time, Mabel 
Langdon, who became Loren's 
wife in 1928, was working as 
Curator of American Art 
Collections at the University 
of Nebraska that were housed 
in Morrill Hall, the State 
Museum out of which ~iseley's 
field expeditions originated. 
She also was a poet, and 
her poems appeared in those 
early issues of the Schooner 
as well. 

The following poems by 
Loren Eiseley and Mabel 
Langdon were first published 
in the 1928 issues of the 
Prairie Schooner. 

d 

(Quotation is from 
Loren Eiseley and Lowry 
Wimberly: Companions in 
Alienation," by Gale 
Christianson. 
iU( Heritage of the Great 
Plains (Summer 1987) : 21-27.] 

'We ham joined the camran, you might 
say, at a certain point; we will trauei 
es far as we can, but we cannot in one 
lifetime see all that uw would like to 
- 

see or learn all that we hunger to know." 



POEMS BY LOREN EISELEY AND MABEL LANGWN . . . r e p r i n t e d  from THE PRAIRIE SCHOONER. 

TWILIGHT XUSING 

MABEL WNCDQH 

When I am old. I'll sit within my room. 
Stately, dressed in a gown of softest rose. 
My white hair waved, low-knotted at  my neck. 
My hands kept soft and lovely through the years. 
Wax tapero in their silver candlesticks 
Will send faint  shadows dancing on the walls 
And I ehalk think, without regret, of youth 
And smile a t  youth's strange fancies. I shall know 
That I am lovely - that  have kept mysolf 
Beautiful (Oh, I'll still be vain. I know) 
And muse, with p i t y i n ~  thought, of other women 
Less wise than I . .  . who lived . , . and woke to know 
Some blackened morning that  their charm was spent. 

Then I shnll softly blow my candles out 
And quickly go to bed and wrap myself 
In covers of soft silk-and I shall lie 
So deep in sleep that I shall never know - 
Girl with brown hair and youth so denr to her- 
If you stand quietly without my door 
And whisper of your love -and pity me. 

THE CATHEDRAL 

MABEL W C D O N  

Cand!zs 
Glow and dicker . . . 
A small breeze stirs the dead 
Air healy with incense . . . Nothing 
Stirs me. 

Promise 
Of rest and peace 
Steals from the orgnn . . . Oh- 
I have heard promises as  sweet 
Before. 

In black 
She comes to kneel 
With eyes tear-misted still . . . 
In anguish, thanking God for his 
Great blessings. 

The priest 
In sumptuous robes 
Extols the blessings of 
Poverty. Tired faces lift to 
Listen. 

Service 
Ends. The poor rise 
To leave the cathedral 
And seek their hovels - the blessings of 
The poor. 

SPIDERS 

LOREN C. EISELEY 

Spidcrs 
Akc poisonous, hairy, secretive. 
Spiders are old - 
They watch from dark corners while wills are made. 
They weave grcy webs for flies, and wait . . . 
Tiles drop from the roof - 
Leaves turn mouldy under the black, slanting rain - 
People die . . . 
And the spiders inherit everything. 

Spiders are antiquarians - 
Fond of living among ghosts and haunted ruins. 
The black jade pillars totter in the halls of Marduk; 
Stones fall from the archways, 
At night grey sand 
Whines by the lampless windows. 
The god lies shattered, 
His green-jewelled eyes arc gone; 
The sockets are hacked and empty as a skull. 
Upon his face a squat tarantula is creeping . . . 
A bland yellow noon 
Smiles a t  a black tarantula 
Creeping on the skull of a god ! 

Spiders are ghouls - 
They live secret lives in graveyards. 
A red spear of light 
Pierces the shined vault-windoxv 
And makes ti warm pool on a black conin in  a niche. 
A lean spider droops on a thread from above, 
Falls into the light and changes color . . . 
A crimson spider 
Sprawling on an ebony coIlin 
Mumbles a fly in his toothless mouth. 

Spiders . . . 
Time is a spider 
The world is a fly 
Caught in the invisible, stranded web of space. 
I t  sways and turns nirnlcssly 
In Lhc winds blowing up from the void. 
Slowly it desiccates . . . crumbles . . . 
Thc stars wcavc ovcr it. 
I t  hnngs  . . . 
Porgotlcn. 

THE LAST GOLD PENNY 

LOREN C. EISELEY 

I shall be treasure to the ancient earth 
The secret worm, the slow blind roots clcraml 
When I come homing to my place of birth- 
The dust that tvaits beyond the heart's last wall. 
Within the muted dark the crumblins brain 
Shall strew in riot all my hoarded gold- 
Neither loved faces nor the wan night rain 
Nor bells in twilight, shall escape the mold. 

Death drives hard bargains for one dusty bed- 
Narrow, not over-soft. In rain I kncelcd 
And paid rich coin to rest m y  tired head - 
He asks the last gold penny! JIust I field 
Your voice, your memory for the earth to keep? 
That is a high price for this bed of sleep! 

THE 



THE iNNOCENT ASSASSINS: 
A 25-MILLION YEAR OLD CA TFIGH' 

A UNIVERSITY OF NEBRASKA STATE MUSEUM FEATURED E X H I B I T  

This remarkable specimen cons i s t i ng  of the skull of a n  e x t i n c t  ca t - l i ke  animal with i ts 
e longate  canine too th  p i e rc ing  a l e g  bone of another  c a t ,  i n sp i r ed  Nebraska-born poet 
and s c i e n t i s t  Loren Eise ley  t o  compose a poem, "The Innocent Assassins ,"  which begins: 

Once Ln f i e  sun- d iuce  badtan& o 6 .the w e s t  
Ln Ah& s&unge caunfruj o 6 vo&canic a6 h and ca n u ,  
rurwrded b y  ha&, cut &.to p~t~ga,Zo)LiQR 6 h a p u  , 
whae n o h g  gnowb, no see& s p h g ,  no beas t  m o v u ,  
we dowzd a dabehtooa%, rn0b.t anancient cat, 

dawn in aLt .thou ceeea/rd 06  d u d  &e. . . . . . .  . . . . .  . . . . .  . . . . .  . w e d u g  
wztie f ie  Ltngfi 0 6  t h e  shiking s a b u  blrowed 
bedLLtidLLe L Z ~  To&& s t ea t ,  and dine a W v l s  s U  
prraent  d o n g  ~e blade, a mutatpiece 06 rmndewub at 
. . . . . T h d  w a  no 0 m h w u . j  d e a t h  . . . &o beaba  
had &ed in mo/ctaL cornbait, (,on. .the bone 
had nevm beevr &&eased; a%ae v m  no chance 
.tkid cat had even  uded 6 ~ ~ ) 2 g ~  cigain. . . . . 

AND, IN THE WORDS OF LOREN ESELEY, 
A BONE-WGGERS APOLOGIA 

References t o  h i s  work as a f o s s i l  hunter  f o r  t h e  Universi ty  of Nebraska S t a t e  Museum a r e  
s c a t t e r e d  through the  wr i t i ngs  of Loren C. E ise ley  (1907-1977). E ise ley  w a s  a member of 
the Morr i l l  Pa leonto logica l  Expedition (South Par ty)  of 1932 which discovered t h e  unique 
f o s s i l s  on d isp lay  i n  M o r r i l l  H a l l .  I n  t h e  f i r s t  chapter  of h i s  f i r s t  book, The Immense 
Journey (Random House, 1957) he r e c o l l e c t s  f i nd ing  a f o s s i l  s k u l l  i n  t he  depths of a 
s l i t - l i k e  ravine i n  t he  badlands of western Nebraska. In  h i s  r i c h  prose, reminiscent of 
t h e  b e s t  na ture  wr i t i ng  of Thoreau and Hudson, Eise ley  v iv id ly  evokes f o r  t h e  reader  a 
sense of vas t  s t r e t c h e s  of evolut ionary t i m e ,  a dimension denied t o  us except by our 
descending i n t o  the  rocks. I n  a l a t e r  chapter  of t he  same book (pp. 171-172) he descr ibes  
an experience probably shared by most pa l eon to log i s t s  a t  one t i m e  o r  another but which few 
s c i e n t i s t s  have the  l i t e r a r y  s k i l l  t o  convey: s tanding  on a badlands h i l l  "spined l i k e  a 
dinosaur 's  back" a t  sunse t ,  h i s  knapsack "heavy with t h e  p e t r i f i e d  bones of long-vanished 



c r e a t u r e s , "  E i s e l e y  w i t n e s s e d  a common enough phenomenon--a f l i g h t  o f  b i r d s  headed sou th  
"with t h e  undev ia t ing  r e l e n t l e s s n e s s  o f  a compass need le . "  The c o n t r a s t  between t h e  in- 
t e n s e  a c t i v i t y  o f  t h e s e  " t i n y  l i v i n g  b u l l e t s "  and t h e  i n e r t ,  moon-like s t i l l n e s s  of t h e  
badlands  landscape brought  t o  h i s  mind t h e  paradox of  t h e  permanence o f  t h e  chemical  
b u i l d i n g  b locks  of l i f e  and t h e  f l e e t i n g  n a t u r e  o f  i n d i v i d u a l  c r e a t u r e s .  " F i f t y  m i l l i o n  
y e a r s  l a y  under my f e e t ,  f i f t y  m i l l i o n  y e a r s  o f  be l lowing  monsters  moving i n  a green 
world now gone so  u t t e r l y  t h a t  i t s  very  l i g h t  was t r a v e l l i n g  on t h e  f a r t h e r  edge o f  space.  
The chemicals  of a l l  t h a t  vanished age  l a y  about  m e  i n  t h e  ground. Around m e  s t i l l  l a y  
t h e  s h e a r i n g  molars o f  dead t i t a n o t h e r e s ,  t h e  d e l i c a t e  s a b e r s  o f  s o f t - s t e p p i n g  c a t s ,  t h e  
hollow s o c k e t s  t h a t  had h e l d  t h e  eyes  o f  many a s t r a n g e ,  outmoded b e a s t . "  But, i n  a 
s e n s e  ". . . t hey  were s t i l l  h e r e ,  o r  . . . t h e  chemicals  t h a t  made them were h e r e  abou t  
m e  i n  t h e  ground. The ca rbon  t h a t  had d r i v e n  them r a n  b l a c k l y  i n  t h e  e r o d i n g  s t o n e .  The 
s t a i n  of i r o n  w a s  i n  t h e  c l a y s .  . .I . . . l i f t e d  up a f i s t f u l l  o f  t h a t  ground . . . 
w h i l e  t h a t  wi ld  f l i g h t  o f  southbound w a r b l e r s  h u r t l e d  o v e r  m e  i n t o  t h e  oncoming dark .  
There  went phosphorus, t h e r e  went i r o n ,  t h e r e  went carbon,  t h e r e  b e a t  t h e  calcium i n  
those  h u r r y i n g  wings. Alone on a dead p l a n e t  I watched t h a t  i n c r e d i b l e  m i r a c l e  speeding 
pas t . "  

During h i s  t h r e e  summers a s  a c o l l e c t o r  f o r  t h e  Museum, Loren E i s e l e y  p a r t i c i p a t e d  i n  many 
important  d i s c o v e r i e s .  On page 122 o f  - The Night Country: R e f l e c t i o n s  o f  a Bone-Hunting 
Man ( S c r i b n e r s ,  1971) he  d e s c r i b e s  h i s  emotions upon s e e i n g  a major new d e p o s i t  o f  f o s s i l  - 
mammal bones i n  Banner County, Nebrasi-a: 

"Maybe t h i s  won ' t  mean a n y t h i n g  t o  you. Maybe you d o n ' t  unders tand t h i s  
game, o r  why men f o l l o w  i t .  But I saw i t .  I t e l l  you I saw f i v e  m i l l i o n  
y e a r s  o f  t h e  p l a n e t ' s  h i s t o r y  l y i n g  t h e r e  on  t h a t  h i l l s i d e  w i t h  t h e  yucca 
growing o v e r  i t  and t h e  r o o t s  working through i t .  . . I saw t h e  i v o r y  from 
t h e  t u s k s  of e l e p h a n t s  s c a t t e r e d  l i k e  broken c h i n a  t h a t  t h e  r a i n  h a s  washed. 
I saw t h e  s p l i n t e r e d ,  m i n e r a l i z e d  enamel o f  huge unknown t e e t h .  I paused 
o v e r  t h e  bones o f  f e r o c i o u s  bear-dog c a r n i v o r e s .  I saw p r o t r u d i n g  from a n  
e r o d i n g  g u l l e y ,  t h e  jaw o f  a shovel- tusked amebelodont t h a t  h a s  been gone 
twice  a m i l l i o n  y e a r s  i n t o  t h e  n i g h t  o f  g e o l o g i c  t i m e .  I t e l l  you I saw i t  
w i t h  my own eyes  and I knew, even as I looked a t  i t ,  t h a t  I would never see 
any th ing  l i k e  i t  again ."  

Such moments a r e  rare, however. A s  E i s e l e y  p u t s  i t ,  "Bone h u n t i n g  is  n o t  r e a l l y  a very 
romant ic  occupat ion.  One walks day a f t e r  day a l o n g  m i l e s  of f r e q u e n t l y  unrewarding out-  
crop.  One grows browner, l e a n e r ,  and tougher ,  i t  is t r u e ,  bu t  one is  f a r  from t h e  b r i g h t  
l i g h t s .  . . ' I  and t h e  s h e e r  boredom sometimes invo lved  i n  c o l l e c t i n g  t h e  raw d a t a  of 
paleontology i s  evoked i n  E i s e l e y ' s  r emin i scences  o f  two months h e  s p e n t  i n  1933 digging 
Miocene rh inoceros  bones n e a r  Br idgepor t  i n  M o r r i l l  County, Nebraska. 

"There w a s  a n  e r o d i n g  h i l l  i n  t h e  v i c i n i t y ,  and on  top  o f  t h a t  h i l l ,  j u s t  
below t h e  sod cover ,  were t h e  f o o t  bones,  hundreds  o f  them, o f  some l o s t  
T e r t i a r y  s p e c i e s  o f  American r h i n o c e r o s .  It is u s e l e s s  t o  a s k  why w e  found 
on ly  f o o t  bones o r  why w e  ga thered  t h e  m i n e r a l i z e d  t h i n g s  i n  such f a n t a s t i c  
q u a n t i t i e s .  . . But t h e r e  were t h e  f o o t  bones,  and t h e  o r d e r s  had come down, 
s o  w e  dug c a r p a l s  and metacarpa l s  till w e  c u r s e d  l i k e  a n  army p la toon  t h a t  
h e a d q u a r t e r s  h a s  f o r g o t t e n . "  (& Unexpected Universe ,  Harcour t  Brace and 

World, p.  220-221) 

Ne i the r  Loren E i s e l e y  n o r  t h e  f o s s i l s  h e  c o l l e c t e d  h a l f  a c e n t u r y  ago d u r i n g  t h e  Dust Bowl 
y e a r s  are f o r g o t t e n  today.  It seems l i k e l y  t h a t  E i s e l e y ' s  m e d i t a t i v e  essays  on t ime, man 
and n a t u r e  w i l l  b e  read  by many g e n e r a t i o n s  t o  come and t h a t  t h e  Museum's t r easure - t rove  
of f o s s i l s  w i l l  con t inue  t o  i n s t r u c t ,  amaze, and d e l i g h t  i n q u i r i n g  minds of a l l  ages .  

Michael R. Voorhies 
Cura to r  of V e r t e b r a t e  Paleontology 

mi. d c l a  m y  ba rmprintmd without p.rris8im. 5/04. 9 /81  
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THE LARGE-HORNED BISON 
HUNTED BY PALEO-INDIANS 

A UNIVERSITY OF NEBRASKA STATE MUSEUM FEATURED E X H I B I T  

Hichael R. Voorhies 
Curator of Ver tebra te  Paleontology 

ME L U G E - H O ~ D  BISON IS ONE OF THE "HEAVY HEADED BEASTS OF 'IHE CONE TIHE" 
celebrated i n  the  wr i t i ngs  o f  Lincoln-born author  LOREN EISELY who p a r t i c i -  
paced In the  excavation and i n t e r p r e t a t i o n  of che ScoCtSbluff Bison Quarr j .  
Ln 1932 chis  s i t e  y l e lded  one of t h e  e a r l i e s t  documented a s s o c i a t i o n s  o f  man- 
made s tone  cools v i t h  ske l e tons  o f  big-horned bison i n  Xebraska. 

A TRIBUTE TO LOREN C. EISELEY 

We a r e  h igh l igh t ing  t h e  e x h i b i t  o f  t h e  Large-Horned Bison a s  a t r i b u t e  t o  Loren C. 
Eise ley (1907-1977) i n  commenoration of t h e  75ch anniversary  o f  h i s  b i r t h .  I n  
add i t i on  t o  being a d i s t i ngu i shed  an th ropo log i s t .  Eise ley was v e l l  knom a a 
n a t u r a l i s t .  e s s a y i s t .  and poet  who explored,  i n  h i s  many widely-read books. t h e  
r e l a t ionsh ip  of mankind to  t h e  nacu ra l  world. The e m t i o n a l  and i n t e l l e c t u a l  
Impact of e w l u t i o n a r y  ideas  on modern man is a dominant t h read  i n  h i s  wr i t i ngs .  

As a Univers i ty  of Nebraska s t u d e n t  du r ing  t h e  e a r l y  years  of t h e  Great Depression. 
Loren Eiseley voriced f o r  chree  summers a s  a f o s s i l  c o l l e c t o r  f o r  t h e  Museum. In  
:lay, 1932, a bone bed loca t ed  by M r .  Fay Swanson o f  Scoctsbluff  vas  repor ted to  
the  Museum's South Par ty .  ? lorr i l l  Paleontological Expeditions, vhich vas  t hen  work- 
ing i n  vescern Nebraska. Eise ley.  a long wi th  Hr. and Y r s .  C. B. Schui tz .  i nves t i -  
gated the deeply bur led s i t e ,  locaced on a creekbank near  t h e  base o f  S i p 1  Butte 
southvest  of Scoctsbluff .  Real iz ing t h e  p o t e n t i a l  importance o f  t h e  discovery,  t h e  
f i e i d  par ty  excavated the  bonebed (desc r ibed  as "a s o l i d  mass of s k u l l s ,  jaws, and 
bones" 2-4 feec  t h l c k  extending some 30 f e e t  along t h e  creekbank)'. Eight s tone  
artifacts vere  found along v i t h  che bones of s e v e r a l  dozen b i son ,  some of vhich 

f i e  f i e  m a h h s  0 6  2he R;(tenches whene y e w  ago we dug 

and we dound ~ m ,  dound 

f i e  Ice  Age Long-haihed b b o n ,  

f i e  dea@ p o i n t  bwtied AW 
in 2he maddive v a t e b ~ . "  fron "?xight OF AN NQIMIsT ~ 5 7 ~ ~  i n  

by U * * ~ Y  (Scr ibaara ,  1972) 
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uff  s i t e  i n  1935 and 1936, emphastzin3 tne  
s l g n l f i c a n c e  of f inding d a r t  polnts  a n d  o the r  cools  along i r ~ t h  the  remarns o f  very 
l a rge  bison. 

THE SXELETON 

The ske l e ton  exh ib i t ed  i n  H o r r i l l  Hall.  assembled from among the  many thousands of 
i nd iv idua l  bones co l l ec t ed  ac  t h e  Scoctsbluff  Quarry, s tands  i n  mute testimony co 
Che hunt ing s k i l l s  of t he  e a r l y  Americans. These people, usual ly  ca l l ed  "Paleo- 
Indians ,"  lacked bovs and arrows but produced beaucifui ly-f laked s tone poincs and 
blades  vhich must have been l e t h a l  i n  c lose-quar ters  huncing of l a r g e  and dangerous 
Prey. 

THE DATING OF Homo sapieos  I N  THE NEW WORLD 

Eiseley vas  an a c t i v e  combatant i n  t he  debaces concerning che da t ing  of Harm 
h a p c e n 6 '  a r r i v a l  i n  the  New World. Consenrative a rchaeo log i s t s  i n  t he  1930's 
were convinced :hat humans a r r i v e d  i n  Norch America a t  a very l a t e  da t e ,  probably 
coo l a c e  t o  have seen any of t h e  e x t i n c t  Ice  Age animals-amwths, mastodons, 
camels, etc.--which a r e  so  c o m n  i n  t h e  Amerrcan f o s s i l  record of t he  l a t e  I ce  
Age. Eise ley,  along with o t h e r  young 'mavericks'  vere  impressed by gradually- 
accumulating sc raps  of evidence t h a t  nun had a r r ived  e a r l i e r  than che skept ics  
claimed. Eise ley vroce many papers during the  1930's and iO's supporting the  
emerging p i c t u r e  t h a t  e a r l y  hunters  had, indeed, penetrated in to  the High Pla lns  
e a r l y  enough t o  hunt mammoths, s l o t h s  and big-horned bison.  

Even though he was noc a paleoncologis t ,  Eise ley was impressed by the  importance 
o f  evidence provided by f o s s i l s  i n  t he  debaces over  t he  chronology of ea r ly  man. 
The f o s s i l  h i s t o y  of t he  bison e s p e c i a l l y  i n t r i p c e d  him and he wrote numerous 
a r z i c l e s  posing cogent quest ions  which a r e  s t i l l  being researched and argued by 
p a l e o n c o l o g ~ s c s  and anthropoiogiscs :  How and when did  the  t r a n s i t i o n  from 
e a r l i e r ,  l a r g e r  bison to  t he  sma l l e r  b ison f a u u l i a r  today occur? Hov much 
ind iv idua l  and geographic v a r i a t i o n  occurs i n  f o s s i l  and rodern bison populations? 
What e f f e c t  d id  human huntlng pressure  have on bison s i z e  and shape? What was the  
r o l e  o f  man i n  the  ex r inc t ion  o f  t h e  l a r g e  bison and o t h e r  "big  gam" animals? 
Despite t h e  passage of f o r t y  years  s ince  Loren Eiseley posed t h e  quest ions ,  and 
the  advent of eve r  more ref ined rechods of da t ing ,  d e f i n i t ~ v e  anwers s t i l l  e lude 
us. 
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they a r e  necessary Ln awry h w  m l f u r s ,  l i k e  A d e l l  ssrga.nOo8 
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WmCOME TO THE FRIENDS ( 
OF LOREN EISELEY! 

A h e a r t y  welcome t o  a l l  of  ' 
t h o s e  who have r e c e n t l y  
j o i n e d  t h e  F r i ends !  

"I have mver Men sure what nature i a  about. Some8bOe I rea it 

peering a0 ma fron t h e  pigmmQ spots  on A nnai l '8  horns, ot, mnny 

years l a t e r .  I once heard it ka t k e  shape of A CaL, addre88 ma upan 

ethics." p 82,  A l l  t he  Strams Hours 

Eloise Dickerson tierrfck of Lincoln who iniCfancd our Quotatio~. 

t o   ember '' is a Chartat Manbn of t h e  Friends of Lotan Etaeley, has 

sczvad as Treasurer and is  curr(mC1y A Board ? l a b e ,  bad? and d 1 l F n g  

to take on any and a11 tanka, I f  you ~ u l d  l i k e  to ahare your favori t -  

uich others ,  send them t o  uar and b c l u d a  aomath5ng abaue yourself and 

Elseley . 

Comments and contributions 
are welcome (250-500 words or less). 
Send to: 
Friends of Loren Eiseley 
P.O. Box 80934 
Lincoln. NE 68501-0934 

We know there is deep and sustainec 
interest in Dr. Eiseley and hfs work. 
So please send your check to help us 
keep in touch with all Eiseley fans 
and increase awareness of his writingr 

Just $5 keeps you on the mailing 11 
for a year and includes a subscriptfor 
to the new quarterly newsletter, 
The Caravan. 

You can be a contributing member fa 
5 2 5 ,  a supporting member for 6 5 0 ,  and 
patron for $100.  

Dues were payable at the first 
of the year. so let us hear from you 
this summer, please! 
We need Your SuDDOrt. 


