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4 tragedy fa surely measursed by he loved hi .
quality 1o finality, Tt s this qual- When a strange wi man eame
E of terrible finality that last week up from the wall below to learn

from Cinon the legy _—

s the death of Chief Cinon Duro n the legends he guarded
| 8o enrefully, he found the old chief

g the conscquent passing of the |
|

I rag

weathor-beaten and wr lnkled, clothed
i, herding goats on Mount Vol-

{c a moment In the history of the can looking over the Santa Yeabel

grande Indians as a tribe so
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The great paln he suffered be bol'i'
with splendig stolcism; once he
Whispered in Spanish to the friend
Who bent over him: “if you would
it s your lov-
Go away and el o o L
iWa) ose the door."

When that patjent old man finnlly
passed away the whole tountryaide
ul!nnruod The white people of Mesa
Urande are singnlariv sympathetie
toward the dying tribe; they appre-
tlate the tragedy of Cinon's unguid-
o charges, and went to the funeral

In the little chapel with tearful eyeos
andd

leave me T conld dle:
ing kindness that ke

4 BYmpathy they did not Anae
Iyge
The IMtle ehureh st indlog on a
!”.” among the oaks and poplars fs,
Within, one of (hoso tragic places
that voleo the npward striving of n
PrEINItve  people. The old women
stoosd aronnd gobbing, between thelr
thants, bright handkerchlofs  tied
Yer their white halr, the candloes
ofthe Indian ncolytes welrdly 1ght-
Ing uwp their furrowed faces, thelr
feot Ware and black from the long
wanderlags of scores of vears The
bright-clothed 1ttle bables erooned

and walled, elinging to the skirta of
the weeping women,
Wi The tragedy
soemed written in thelr oves. 1t wad
A realization of defeat and finally so
polgnant |t the tears
And when Old Antonlo, the brother

Ounly the men

re sllent whole

mnde come,
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T of the de hile .
ln affnirs of this state. It 1Is | :\"'rl!""“ 'I'i“' _.‘I..:l' v Lhal ,T.Ilﬂl seen his walled Iill::ll:d,l h}l.'-_:“:::;k::n I‘;:I‘:nul:tf:l
tagedy, «oon or late, of every I“_.rului.‘l.',}il,ril;:. ‘ll,l‘“m Fhe old man|nis white hend bowed and his l'm‘t:
up tribe In this country. Both -”...,, ,-”,,' “;. I\'l1 .1 mml r..u-u.\r.ml EYCS |twisted with paln, something scomed
sntimentallstsa  and  the ll'-';i.v'.f n-l-u.,...-ai-..; - rl‘lm'.; on @ crook-fto snap within one; it had grown
pginative ethinologists cas ta look | o O too bitter for tears
and felt o thrill of pity—the | When the stranger from the white The dead chief lay n a plain open
wag 50 utterly past; the death l;t:-.-n tar-ofl city asked him to tell [roMn. eay flowors packed close abont
. that white-haired weary old In |!.I-- tory of the ereation and offered | his «tin roslened e The box
l b4 ¥ho remembered the Mission him & handful of sliver, the old man |stood betwoen four chalra, and the
dors and the tribal hate when the |'I“ ned dumbly aw: and the Indian feandles shed a pale Hght over the
g was a tribe i Who had guided the stranger heard whole scene; the old men and woms
Civon Duro (the Spanish transia |!'”m wtter, “He aske Cinon to sell hig oy pressing close, thoge who under-
b of the Indian, Mata Whur—hard { father’s birthright!™ stoodl, the young bravea with bright
pd, 1.o. & rock) was born at the! Yot It was but a short tlme after |neck clothe and gavly e¢lad girls
ginning of the last |31Ivn[,ur_\-. 1 | when Cloon came to n white woman's | silent and self-conselons In the outer
mbered the early strugele of the | door and asked (o tell his stories. |elrele—the new generaton who conld
Bers ut Santa Ysabel Misslon: hel It was a white woman who had lived | not comprohend. The arolviea held
membered the death of Father land loved long among the tribe, |thelr eandles waveringly; thelr stolld
gorlo, who nearly a hundred|Cinon trasted her.  He sald brown faces were dirty and tearful,
ago tried to mnke his peace I have no to tell my stories|and they wateched the strange still
Y the tribe st the lttle mud|'®- [ glve them to yon, You have|face wonderingly,
reh, and, with hig erucifix lifted | $iven me corn In the bad years and The Aged Header.
th, was shot full of arrows by this | Srapes and fig When it Is sunsel Old Angeln, an Indian woman of
isted poople, who could pnot under- | “Pme b on that hill, T toll them |near a hundred years, read the ofice
nd.  Clnon romembered his child's lip you when the sky is vellow.” And|for tho dead I say read: the long
eror on that day, He described “l. a0 the old man gave to the friond he | Latin service she chanted, she knows
e who had befriended him, not i-’ ustod, though half-starved, he re-|quite by heart, as she knows every
gteal while before his death. ‘.'u-- 1 to to a stranger to write|ofMee of the chureh Father La
All throngh the fong Intervening down In u strange tongne Pointe ean not come  often  [rom
1 he han lived near the mission “Then End Has Come.™ Bacondido, and Old Angela has beon
the chorry trees flower and| Clnon Duro lay o very great while lay reader for a score of Years
it 0ld ¢ inon, as the whites call ."." Ins ernel aeeldent with Then the teagle little procession
LM, was the oldest surviving In-|bis horse was the beginning of [Wound ont into the church yard, &
had with him rested manv alth m One of the suddest things| WU Indian boy at the hoad bearing
™ legond and chant that the ! uirerit Wis | the with n wreath bound
Bl Binn il oW mever know: 1 ; - il it h wronnd It In this Httle sordid ety
Bl aud ceremonials that ! ¢ sy s e :Iillt o ”.:.I ‘ .|II:
k dow Iy j il Wik , A sidden reallmatio
down to him from his trag i th o Tee e atiiha th et
®l lorefathers; chants that have a | had I to the e
endous interest to the ethnolo { chapol the hi il a8 zealously lored vl Fhe walling of the|
414 ltanght w in and rites and | Women rose o a shriller and more
There was g strange pritnlr.l\-,_'r._- virl his own P \'.-'HZII.'T train :.!.a!“'!r‘t- ”I”'”I.lha of
Wllal strain In the old man's Hom ne! Sou homon. | the Wen made a terribie minos
W he was the born I‘ﬂllmnllt'luT-. 01" he m d od ¢ I'hes They stood shaken with sobs ahout
! the tribesmen knew it and had | wero th he uttered, [1De open Brave |\“ o s
e bim. not only chief, but can- ! *“The end hi w! Al all la ov forward and "’I'Ih"""'l‘ Relied Gown
: . the black box 'he thud of the ham
= - ~ | me okes was terrible. Old An
W valched with a tense self-con-
w tridl then burst into ltll'tll"ti] wiphs
- 'hen the chant lor the dead
T e ynge Indlan ehant wan (aken up
by the women, rising higher and
kigher in the hright alr, with & note
' f utter ahandoninent
”"' l—'“—‘—"l“‘ For Infant! ﬂnd Children. Thé white strangers leaned on the
T - sundary fonce Lrying to Appear cone
5 . e tively numoved, thelr eyes Nl
The Kind You Have [:m i o e
of the vard knelt an old stout waman
= =g g~ ._.*31;_:) Always Boughl . rod callco belore n litle grave
' — rho gencral loss to her woas mergod
A\mmwhh' in her personil loss, and the tear
mulu‘mmmla gm- . troamed down her furrowed face as
“Msm d Bears the '] she heat har breast with bony, wark
worn hands
(i the outer edge of the cirela of
m tadlans. looking on at the eeremony
| tion Cheerful A g o g n
{ with a strange tragle disdaln, stood
m{;::ﬂ% this lonellest figure [n that 1i"'-':
or NnUOtlc. ¢l hyard, & half-breed.the son 0f
degenerate Englishman of noble
- I SONUZL FUCERR fumily The boy's dark. proud un
““‘ﬂ_" indian features and slighter frame
m‘:‘- re bellod by the tragie eyes of his
w‘ ln mother's race To the Americans
m | who watehad him, old Cinon's finish-
[ e led race secmed greatly simple be-
& us E laide that Girthright of humiliation
FEsu and allen desires
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Feast of the Doad,
Wow came the time to honor thelr

o Los oF bisk For Over

lSh. ' wls the white

e Ur own FIFADES gods, the gods the
ud w”o' l'- Man has never been able to under-
yor - s : tand, 0)d Antonjo, the dead man’'s
Ew 1m Thlrl ea rs hrother, 10 whom had paxsed the
n . : siumes of chiefship without Hs au-
' thority, conducted the greal flesta
for the dead, aasisted by the rem-

ants of the original tribe, the old
nsen who had struggied through the
cars around the dead chisf Nar-
jsso. Ramon, Basillo, Jose o Car-
nen and Chrysautho.

The festa of the dead lasts seves

Hop Growers!

We have several cars of
“Galvanized” Hop Wire com-
ing and can make good

prices

delivery.
See us for prices.

-

and sure and quick

Wade, Pearce & Co.
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dave, the enlmination belng the great  was something apalling and primis |
Dance of the Remembrance, wlmnlllnm- In the sight, and one realized
trophies and gifta are sont to llu-l for the first time the temerity of the ' ] - ™Y
dend man, to typify the lnst remems [ oarly fathoars |
brance In which he is to bhe held | On they came, thely awful clamor I _—_STtAMm
The Dance of the “l‘l"""“’””“'":'Iwrnlull.n'. more intense, n  perfaet POMONA AND OREGONA LEAVE
was at night, end we drove to the freney seoming to govern them, They PORTLAND MONDAY, WHEDNES-
fleata ground as day was falling (010 | would have erawled through the DAY  AND  FRIDAY AT 10 A
jark. The big court with Ita border | great bed of conls bt for the leap- Mo TUESDAY, THURSDAY AND
of Hitle branch-bullt partitions wad jng prevention of (he elrele of chant- | SMATURDAYS AT 6:00 A. M. FOR
plmost desortod but for a ecrowd of jng spoctntors [ CORVALIS TUKSDAY, THURSDAY
indian cowboys on  restlesa little The whale square had swakened AND BATURDAY ARDUT & P, M,
ponies, elustered in the centor of the Lo vivk , dna - “m‘
1re, llnn;hil:: and jesting tha --1L1||:|-|"|I 1]::dLl::“-:‘.‘:l:'_"; _:“i "tl:?:;‘:“ " M. p' BALD ’ A"
new generition who lapghs at the o b aniiivod as they watched the
tribe f:l“l Tl the old |Ilt‘|ll “'I”_I;'Hl’l I"I. painted leaders In the eonter |ml] Tbc F‘Shion St‘bl“
Hieve o strange ritop he lHttle
|,.|||m!:: lhlull-u-luiI L\frul:?!lli{ on the -l|.|“ (N CUIEP ARERAT AN SIS, 000 Formetly Blmpson's Btablea
; 10 Indinn boys, smoking olgnretles Uptodate lvery and oab lise
court were busy and Nt withing ot ohatanily and langhing at  the ; ' !
the doaryards sat the woamen wilth | Fune sl turnoute » specialty. Tally-
prdteague show Oue remlized sad W Fur plenien and exeurslons, Phone

thelr erowds of black-eyved Hitle ones

the purple evening it

donly that Cinon's day and the old | 4 CHAN W YANNKE. Prop

Thore stowd |

quite as tribal duys wers aver 24T and M0 High e
olf "the Mature I those young mes ’

Then the ramsda row dnrkor
' . "“l' ““: . "'H The feet figure of (he Danco of  Seeeeestetssstessttstetsns
the purple bee ‘A, vin

'S ' ISTONLIng Gehin, § - the Hemembriance typified the search

way to the biack: and the big stars
e out An old man began o
bulld & great free, wattoring strange
chants, The glow in the
darkness welrdly the watching
The acultervd with
dunt of spurs

i

crimeon
It
cowhoys
clattar
A the fecbile old
within the red

Fnie

mugh and a

pio the darkpess
nan sat on & bench
ircle, leaning on thelr staves; thelr
fnces seomed full of memories. A
real guiet had There was
ouly the snap of the fre the
burrying apward of sparks  Lhat
waemed futlle agninst the immensity
of the stars. It all somehow seemed
to typify the kindly life of the doad

purple star

\
came
nnd

d man, 1ts tamult over
It peaco come down nt last
The a terrible
moaning from the dark
The fire had died to a great plle of
glowing coals, The old men within
the red clrcle began 1o moan softly

of

ramada

came Wi

and the walllng withoat rose to B
plorcing chant of dreadful sorrow
the strange words making It secm
the more sinlstéer. Then & welrd
figure leaped out of the darkness
dancing  from side Lo side, keoning
ahrfily, clad only In & skirt of cagle

teathers, the body ribbed and siriped
with blue and white palnt. It was
grotesque,. But no one,laughed.
The awinl chant from the dark
had taken on a strange din as of

animals, and out of the bilack
smerged the most droadivl sight |
have ever seen; & grest  close-

huddled crowd of Inhuman aresiures
croeping along ihe ground after the
faniastic dancer with his eclagping
sticks-wild balr, and feathers, and
painted bodies emitiing Inhuman
ertes and dreadfiul moesns. There

| for the dead man Lthrough the afters

_Gko[d Dust Flgg

warld, sach brave disguised an the
anlmal that was hia totem, snd the Mads by THE AYDNEY row.
remainder of the strange rite was ER COMPANY, Bdnay, Oregon

Made for family ves, Ask your
for it wod shorts

devoted 1o a weird danciag back and
forth of L savemblage of old

whaol e ar Hian

Indians, bheariog variops articles o alwuys on hand

the smoldoring heap of coals — yards -

and vards of bright callco, » coal, & P B w

hat, bags of tobacon, fruit and Hithe | o e, .ll‘“
monl cakos The grent wreaths of Acm.

violet samoke hlurrad the cochanting

tine
koen crying and the

dancers and walling specialors,

hoard aonly thel

rythmic boat of thelr feet
The daneed the

pale the

nhy
kradually

until grow

wnd slars faded,

FIRE!

What a ehill this horrilying ory
chasing through one's e
You will have noe cause for
dread apprebension of danger
friveg thi » destruetive glement
and the danger of

Appalling Loss of Life

Will be sliminated if you equip
your affice, store or realdence with
our thermostat fire slarm systam.

anchi on the embers and bhaat

ng
ing them into the dust

The had grown [aintar
fainier, i b i)
palnted things crept back Ruaily
the ramadas, it diod guite away, and
the faint whitish beogluning of dawn
siretehest Lehind the shadowy live
oaka on the dark hill hekind

Thus ended the last fostival of the
dead. In another year thers will be
few of these old Indians left ob the
Mesa Grande il An-
tagio, with his pathetle plames of &
doad chilefihip, will certaluly not Hve
through the rigor of the coming win-
. And Cinon's meunrful propheey
8 roalized, " Homon-o sone'"

- —————

CASTORIA

Vor lufasts and Children.

Mhe Kind You Have Always Bought

Boars the
Blgnaiaiv vl

¢ ipnt wind

Rod aa Lhe JERTY

Lo
svndn

Lain.

romir vallon

They nover fall to work, sad are
always at their post of duty.




