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HE PASSING
OF THE OLD

Historic Figure In San Diego, Califo
nia, Old Matawhur; Goes to Join

His Fathers

(Sao Frnnclsco Chronicle. )

A tragedy la suroly nienaursed by

j qaallty In finality. It. Is this qunt- -

- of terrible finnllty that Inst week

ide tho death of Chief Clnon Diiro

nd tho consequent pnsslng of tho

ta Gramlo Indians ns a trlbo bo

iglc a moment In tho history of tho

iilan affairs of this Btnto. It Is

e tragedy, soon or Into, of ovory
dlan trlbo In this country. Doth

it sentimentalists nnd tho loss
ijiglnatlvo ethnologists ens ta look

ick anu leu u uirui 01 puy uiu
hit was so utterly past; tho death

that white-haire- d weary old In- -

un, wlio remeinbcrod tho. Mission
.tiers and tho tribal hato when tho
ite was a tribe.
Clnon Duro (the Spanish trnnsln- -

of tho Indian, Mntn Whur hard
Eon

I.e. a rock) was born nt tho
Ifjlanlng of tho last contury. Ho

memberod tho enrly strugglo of tho
ithers nt Snntn Ysabcl Mission; ho
membercd tho death of Father

Ircgorlo, who nenrly a hundred
s aco tried to innko his "pcaco

Kith tho trlbo at tho Httlo mud
lurch, and, with his crucifix lifted
hh, was shot full of arrows by this
tainted people, who could not under- -

anil, Clnon remomborod his child's
lorror on that dny. Ho described It
p ono who had befriended him, not

sreat while before his death.
All through tho long Intervening

! bo hns lived near tho mission.
Ia tbo cherry trees flower nnd
ML Old Clnon. ns tho whites call- -

It hla, was tho oldost surviving In-p- i,

and with him rested many a
ped legend nnd chant that the
fait man will now never know; lo--

Ndi and ceremonials that have
pae down to him from his tragic- -

M forefnthers; chants that havo a
pnendous Interest to tho othnolo- -
!it!.

'nero wns a strango primitive
"cal strain in tho old man's

,0d. ho was tho born romanticist,
ad tho tribesmen know it nnd had
Jde him not only chiof, but enn- -

k"-- 1 ' '"iirinmmiiiii'nnnMiiiiiinmiiiinwiTin

ii - ii

-- in in ma

AYcCelabJcPrcnaratlon tor As- -
slmuaurtg ikriToodandncgula-un- g

the Stosochs andBowels of

Promolea'KJesHon.Ckewrul-tes- s
and Hest.Cotains aclfccr

4iumjMorpbJne aorlffiocfaL
"OtNarootic.

& aroum-siMcaimM- a

J)vhA SmJ- -

&n&J Juafr .

ApCffcft Rprruwlvj PArfVinalinA.
on. SourStomKh.Diarrhoca,

"onnaonvutswBS.FcvensU'
'icss and loss of Sleep.

faeSunUe Signature of

newyohk.
IttfiMwlHBFMWBElB

&ea-- -- -

sense In ..,.,: V,li
fYOAniALJOURNAL, SALEM,

Miiiiiiiu irnm

you are sick a.vm. . . " In time

or not, just as he sL 0lds Then

fflasfflssaja.a 'O.ArCa..
XiOWtll M.

CHIEFTAN

todoro, "Slngor of the People," nnd
be loved his trust.

When a strango white mnn came
up from tho vnlloy below to loam
from Clnon tho legends ho guarded
so cnrofiilly, ho found tho old chief,
weatlior-boate- n nnd wrinkled, clothed
In rags, hording goats on Mount Vol
enti looking over tho Santa Ysnbel
valley, tho valloy that had seen his
wholo tribal drama, tho old man
was looking with dim forgetful eyes
Into tho sutiBot, lonnlng on n crook-
ed mnnznnlta. stnff.

Whoa tho strnngor from tho white
man's far-off- " city asked him to toll
his Btory of tho creation and offered
him a handful of silver, tho old mnn
turned dumbly away, and the Indian
who had guided tho stranger hoard
him utter, "Ho asks Clnon to soil his
fnthor's birthright!"

Yet It was but a short tlmo after
wbon Clnon ennio to a whlto woman's
door nnd asked to toll his storlos.
It was a whlto woman who had lived
and loved long among tho trlbo.
Clnon trusted hor. Ho said:

"I hnvo no son to toll my storlos
to. I glvo thorn to you. You hnvo
given mo corn In tho bid years and
grapes and figs. When It Is sunset
come to mo on that hill. I toll thorn
to you whon tho sky Is yollovv." And
so tho old man gnvo to tho friond ho
trusted, though hnlf-starvo- ho re'
fused to soil to a strangor to wrlto
down in a strango touguo.

"Then Knd Has Come."
Clnon Duro lay a vory great whlto

dying nfter tho cruol nccldont with
his horso that wns the beginning of

the end. One of tbo suddost things

about his stoical mirroring was his

consciousness of the ond not his

own end, but the end of tbo tribe,

that jealously through tbo ondless

years he had led to tho little mud

chapel on tho hill, and as zealously

taught the old chants and rites and

festivals of his own people.

"Homon-- e sono! Son, son homon-o!- "

he monned over nnd ovor. They

were the last words he uttorod.

"Thr end has come! All, all la over!"
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The great pain he suffered ho bore'
"i splendid stoicism; onco he

whispered in Spanish to the friend
who bent over him: "If vm. .ni.i
leave mo I could die; it is your lov-
ing kindness that keens mo wv
Go away and closo the door."

" nen that patient old man finally
passed away tho whole countryside
mourned. Tho white people of Mesa'
Grande aro singularly sympathetic
toward tho dying tribe; they appre-
ciate the tragedy of Clnon's unguld-e- d

charges, nnd went to tho funeral
In tho llttlo chapol with tearful eyes
nnd a sympathy they did not nna-lyz- e.

The llttlo church standing on a
hill among the oaks and poplars Is,
within, ono of thoso tragic places
that voice tho upward striving of a
lnlmltlvo people. The old women
stood around sobbing, between their
chants, bright handkerohlofs tied
over their white hair, tho candles
ontio Indian acolytes weirdly light-Ingu- p

their furrowed faces, their
foot haro and black from tho long
wnndorlngs of scores of years. Tho
brlght-clothe- d llttlo bablos crooned
and walled, clinging to tho Bklrts of
the weeping women. Only tho men
wero silent. The wholo tragedy
seemed written In their eyes. It wnff
a realization of defeat and Hnnlly so
poignant It mado tho tears come.
And when Old Antonio, tho brother
of the dead chief broko down nnd
wnllcd aloud, leaning on his stick,
his whlto head bowed and bis fuce
twisted with pain, something seemed
to snnp within one; It had grown
too blttor for tears.

Tho dead chief Iny In n plain open
coffin, gny flowers pneked closo about
his still roslgned fnce. The box
stood between four chnlrs, nnd tho
candles shed a lmlo light ovor tho
whole scone; tho old mon and worn-o- n

pressing close, thoso who under-
stood, tho young brnvo3 with bright
neck cloths and gnyly clad girls
silent and In the outer
circle tbo now gonorntnu who could
not comprohond. Tho acolytes hold
their candles wavorlngly; their stolid
brown faces wero dirty and tearful,
nnd they wntehed tho strango still
face wnndorlngly.

Tho Aged 1 tender.
Old Angoln, an Indian woman of

near a hundred yearH, road tho otrico

for tho dead. I say rend: tho long
Lntln service sho chanted, tho knows
qulto by honrt, as she knows every
ofllco of tho church. Katltor Ia
Polnto can not como ofton from
Escondldo, nnd Old Angola has boon
lny roador for a scoro of yoars.

Thon the trnglo llttlo procosslon

wound out Into tho church yard, a
little Indian boy nt tho head bonrliih
tho cross high, with n wroath bound

around It. In this llttlo sordid oity

of the dead, negloctod mounds nnd

wooden ernes, n sudden realization
of death Momod to strlko tho bright
colored crowd. Tho walling of tho
womon roso to a shrlllor and moro

plorclng strain nnd tho moaning of

tho mon mado a torrlblo minor.
Thoy stood shnkon with sobs about

tho opon grnvo. An Indlnn stoppod

forward and ruthlessly nailed down
Hip black box. Tho thud of tno Ham-

mer strokos wns torrlblo. Old An

tonio watched with a toaso solf-con-tr- ol

thon burst Into drondful sobs.

Then the chnnt for tho dead n

gtrnngo Indlnn chant wns taken up

by tho womon, rising hlglior nnu

higher in tho bright nlr, with a note

of utter abandonment.
Tho whlto strnngors loaned on tho

boundary fence trying to appear con

servatively unmovod, their ej'os fill

ing and sobs rising. In a far oornor

of the yard knelt an old stout woman

In red cllco before n llttlo gravo.

The general lose to hor was raorged

In her personal low, and tho toara

streamed down hor furrowed faoo as

who beat her breast with bony, work-wor- n

hnnds.
On the outer edge of the clrclo of

Indians, looking on nt tho coremony

with n strange tragic disdain, stood

the lonolloet figure In that little
churchyard, a half-brood.t- son of

degenerate Englishman of noble

family. Tho boy's dark, proud n

featuros nnd sllghtor frame

are belled by tho tragic eyes of bis

mother's race. To tbo Americans

who watched him, old Clnon's finished

race seomod greatly simple be

side that blrthrlifht of humiliation

and alien desires.
Fut of llio Vvaa.

Vow came the time to honor tholr

own strange gods, tho gods tho white

man ha never been able to under- -

Und. Old Antonio, the dead man

.rother, to whom had passed tho

.lumea of ohlofshlp without Its au- -

iborlty. conducted mo grcai
for the dead, assisted by tbo rem-

nants of tho original tribe, the old
'men who had struggled through tho
'years around tho dead chief: Kar-'clss-o,

Ramon, Haslllo, Jose 1 Car-jin- en

and Cbrywntbo.
Tho fiesta of the dead lasts novetf
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dnys, tho culmination being tho great
nance of the Homumbrnnco, when
trophies and ulfts aro sent to tho
dond man, to typify tho last remem-

brance In which ho Is to bo held.
Tho Dance of tho Hcmombrnnco

was nt night, nnd wo drovo to tho

MM

flostn ground ns day was falling Into J would hnvo rrawlud through the
dark. Tho big court with Its bordorKn.at bed of coals but for tho lenp-o- f

llttlo branch-buil- t partitions was(jnB prevention of tho circle of cbnnt-nlmo- st

desorted but for u crowd of.nK spoctatorri.
Indlnn cowboys on rostlosa llttlo
ponlos, clustered In tho contor of tho
squnre, laughing nnd Jesting; tho
new generation who laughs at the
trlbo and at the old men who still bo--

llovo In tho strango rltos. Tho llttlo
rnmnda housos fronting on the
court woro busy nnd lit within; nt
tho doorynrdssnt tho women with
il.ilM ii..iii.lu at tilfinl.ivi.fl IIMIn rmiiilinuii v.un.... .;. wn-w- - """
as qulto ns the purple evening It- - j

en. '
Then tho rnmnda grow darker,;

tho purple becoming donso, giving
.. . .. ..-.- .. i ii.. i. ,.. .,..

way to mo iiiiick; nuu mu imk nnun
eamo out. An old man began to
build a great lire, muttorlng strange
(limits. Tho crimson clow In tho
darkness weirdly lit tho watching
faces. The cowboys scattered with
much dust and a clattor of spurs
Into tho darknoss. An tho fcublo old

man sat on a bench within tho red
elrole, loaning on tholr stnvos; their
lit fneoa seemed full of memories. A

great qulot had como. Thoro was

only tho snap of the firo and the
hurrying upward of sparks that
seemed futllo against tho Immensity
of tho stars. It all somehow seemed
to typify tho kindly life of tho dead
old man, Its tumult ovor. purple star-

lit peaoo como down nt last.
Tho camo a torrlblo sound of

moaning from tho dark rntnada
Tho firo had died to a great pllo of
glowing coals. Tho old mon within
tho red clrclo bogan to moan sottly
and tho walling without rose to a
plorclng chant of droadful sorrow,
tho strango words making It seem
the moro slnlstor. Then a weird
figuro leaped out of tho darkness,
dancing from side to side, keening
shrilly, clad only In a skirt of oaglo

feathers, tho body ribbed and striped
with blue nnd white paint. It was
grotaaque. Hut no ono. laughed.

Tho awful chant from tho dark
had taken n a stranse din as of
onlmals, and out of tho black
emerged tho most droadful sight I

havo ever seen; a great close-huddl- ed

orowd of Inhuman creatures
creeping along tbo ground lifter tbo

fantastic dancer with his clapping
itlcks-wll- d hair, and feather, and
painted bodies emitting Inhuman
cries and dreadfut moans. There

wuh something npnlllng and prlml-tlm- o

In tho sight, und ono realized
for the first tlmo tho temerity of tho
early fathers.

On thoy rnmo, their awful olnmor
becoming moro Intonso, u perfect

1 fronzy seeming to govurn them. Thoy

Tho wholo square had nwakoned
to vivid life; a great crowd of dark-skinne-

Indiana wnllud nnd urled as
If hypnntlzod ns thuy watahud tbo
painted lendorn In tho center. Only
on the outer eduo of tho olrolo stood
tho Indlnn boys, smoking elgaruttus
nonobalantly nnd laughing nt the
grototfquo show. One realized Hild
. . . . . ... . .,.

'.ueniy uiai union h tiny nnu uio tun
trm) (nyfl wero ovor, 'ri,()ro Bt,)0(j

tint future In those young men.

TJ0 m u(ro ()f ,h( mfm ,(f
, ,,.,,,...,. tvi.lflu.l tbo sonroli

for the dond man through tho afttr
world, each bravo disguised as tho
nnlmnl that was Ills totem, nnd tho
romnlndor of tho strnngo rlto wuh

devoted to n weird dancing back nnd
forth of tlit whole eeeembluBo of old
Indians, hearing various articles to
the smoldering lump of coals yards
and yards of bright calico, a coat, a

hat. bngM or tobacco, fruit und little
meal enkos. The great wreaths of
vlolot smoke blurred the chanting
dancera nnd waiting spectators. Ono
hoard only their keen crying and tho
rythmic bunt of tholr feet.

The danced until tho sky grew
pato and tho stars faded, gradually
encroaching on the embers and beat
ing thoin Into the tltisL

Tho chnnt had grown fainter and
falntor, and as the naked .weary.
pulntod things crept bank finally to
(ho ramatlas, It tllod quite away, and
tho faint whltUh beginning of dawn
stretched behind the shadowy live

oaks on tho dark hill behind.
Thus ended tho last festival of th0

dead. In another year there will bo.
few of these old Indians left on the
Muia Grande reservation. Old An- -'

torilo. with hU pnthetlo plumos of a
dead chlefs'ilp, will certainly not llvo'
through thft rigor of the coming win-to- r.

And Clnon's mounrful prophecy
Is realized. "Ilomon-- o sone!"
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