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By Adeline Robinson

N & tise of nine corpses would yom
rather be the top or the Dbottom
objeat?

Had you Deen duried one hundred
years ago imn the cemetery of ths Sants
Barbara Mission you might have been
et ghe dottom of Lhe tier, Had, howe-
ever, yuvar funeral tsken place ouly
thirty or forty years eago you might
today enjoy the dist'nction of a head-

stone Ia this unusual <ily of ‘the dead,
for you might have been at the top of
he tler where all pos: Ty might read
your epitaph. Tlere 4 t few monu-
ments in this cemete:y., and lhey are

for the comparatively moden dead Be-
neath lle nameless underlings, forgot-
ten and forlern, unidentificd

There are five thousand people buried
in this churchyard, and the churchyard
is not & whole 2cre !n extest. But one
conclusion can be drawn, the very fact

.

that the burled lle in rows and layers
fer upon tler. .

Tt 18 estimated that in this place of .
the de2d the skeletons lie in thelr: *

grayeyard nine deep.

The little churchyard is the qnllﬁt-
est thing in California. It !s & thing
of the past. Like a cormer of Tigly Is
this acre of the depsrted. And when

at various festlvals the monks of the
old mission set up shrines to the-sairts |

and march Inte the graveyard, chante
ing thelr prayers, the sight is, one not
to be met with elsewhefs In America.

“the earth above
pr time, people who
} thelr lives as they
k&‘lovod and wove the

The acre is inclosed upon two sides
by high stone walls, and upon the third

b by the massive wells pf the old mis-

sion church, High over the five thou-
#and looms a beautiful arched Ddell
tower from which, a hundred years
ago, the bells tolled the knells of those
who lie beneath their shadows. The
bells - still toll, but not for those who
are to rest beneath them. ¥For the five
thousand are to be through all eter-
nity ths only tenants of their crowded
plaece of rest. Their number is com-
plete. Not one iz to be added to the
tale. Touching elbows they must lle,
while smoke of incense ¢uris from the
decp-set windows of the church besgide
them and gently floats across their
acre.

" The famous “Portal of tha Three
S8kulls” leads from church to.cemetery.
It is one of California’s ancient treas-
ures. Built {n the side of the Mission
Chureh, it leads through s wall six
feet thick. The dJdoors are of heavy
pine, hewn in the dJdays when Santa
Barbara was an Indlan village, and
when neophytes did the bidding of the
missfonary - padres from, anclent Spain.
Into the solid rock above the door two
skulls were set by the pious bdbullders,
and there, to this day, they grin their
message to' the living, warning the
hurrying thron“ that It may not always
burry,. but one day turn to dust, even
s turnéd thoss two who are nameless.
Set above these Is the ecarved stone
image of a skull, a message of a cen-
tury gone by to the lUving of all time,
for this is a well that must endure, so
stanchly dld those early.heroes of the
church build churches to save the souls
of Indlans. 4

Beneath this famous portal stood
President McKinley and John Hay. not
long before the former was murdered
and the latter passed away. One of
the choicest possessions of the Mission
Fathers s a large photograph of the
President and his honored friend, at
the Portal of the Three Skulls.

From the portal a red tils paved
walk a hundred years old winds
through the flower beds. The cemetery
Las bright colors that catch the eye.
Vivid geraniums bloom foréver in this
acre. High overhead ar¢ the Dbroad
leaves of banana trees, with clustered
frult hanging half  ripe. There are
roses and flowering vires, and along
an ‘outer wall !s a long avenue of
cypress trees, beneath which monks of

" the mission, padres grown old In the

service of God, and young students just
donuning-the robes of holy orders, walk
to and fro, reading their breviaries.
‘Novices about to  be ordained to the
holy calling of the priesthood here
meditate upon the sdélemnity of the
vows they are to take, and from this
crpress walk, on feast days, fraters
of the Order of Franciscan Monks may
‘he watched, culling roses or gathering
snow-white lilles to garnish the high
aitar of the church pr the shrines of
salnty. =

Heres and there fraters care for the
flowers. "But it Is not wise to dig too
deéply 'ab6nut their roota. " Often when
tréds or shirubs are planted or re-
moved the Uonés of human beings are
turnéd up by ‘the ‘spades. “Hamlet's
diggers ' migiit ‘have ' found muoh to
think upon besides poor Yorfck's skull
kad they ‘dug poor Ophélia’'s’ grave in
t*'s well. popuidted city of the dead
B4t Nero Hamlet's ‘fedr that “the rest
1s silence” gives place to hépe and truss
-’;g'wnou thoughts are turned toward
the end of ‘human life. ;
Where Each Awaits His Hour

For the rteligious community of the
Mission “there’ is a constant rem!nder
in' this actre of the mutabllity of hg-
man ‘existence. .For each prlest of the
Mission tiiers Is a grave reserved In

‘the churchyard: .In an angle of the

outer wall, where nearby mountalns al-

most cast thelr shadows upon the flow.
ors, there stands a little, modern stone
house of the dead. Its foundations
plercs many an ancient grave. It is
a vault into which members of the or-
der are carried when thelr hours are
come. For each of thoge now at the
Mission there !s a place, and of those'
who Dbuilt the vault thers ars already
many ia the narrow homes selectad
for them ere they passed away. The
living may read the epitaphs of dead
companions, may sea the places they
themsaelves shall 811 when dJdeath has
lald. them low.

Along the high church walls lle many
btried in stone vault .
were given In the days
and women whose
pray at the doors
were hidalgos and zr
factors of the chur One of the early
bishops of the church lies here His
hishop's-hat hangs at the door of his
resting place. Baneath the church, de-
side the cemetery, are the tombs of
early fathers and of the rich and pow-
erful of a hundred years ago.

Here and there n the cémetery are
stone vanlits rising amid the fowers
from the realm of. death The ocou-

places
to men
children still
tomba. These

iges and dene-~

pants were of the day when Spanish
was the language of Santa USarbara
and Californla. Tha latest headbeoard
in the acre marks the resting place of
a sailor of the United States nBnOvR
While his frigate was !n Santa Bare
bara harbor he sickered and disd and
was buried at the Mission. Three tears
are painted upon the white cross that
lives to hls memory. Thers is no nAMe
upon the cross. Oid priasts remembey
the funeral of the boy In the biue

jacket.
Upon other crosses there are mang
names iliar in California. Maeme

bers of the o!d Spanish familles aro
buried here. Often one, old and Qeap
wrinkled, may be seen kneeling at the
tomb-of seme one who was dear half
a century ago.

The feast of Corpus Christi is the
glory of the lNtt!s churchyard Thad
day's celebration is the most beautd
tul service of the church. Costly laces
and cloth of gold decorate the shrines
nf saints. Candles burn upon thems
The priests, in a stately processtonal,
vidit each shrine in turn. A beautiful
silken canopy, carried by white robed
ncolytes, waves above the priests. The
silent congregation feollows, awed teo
prayer by the beauty of the scens Im
the place of many dead.

The riassive walls of the church are
overgrown with moss. Deep red of the
stains of many wint pon the
stones, giving a glint to the color of
the moss. The shripcs, built Inte the
cemetery fromi the LQurch, and the
row of tombs, lend mystery to the
sight. Artists delight to palnt the
colors of this anclent wall,

Near the bell tower there s a weep=
ing willow tree, sign of the churche

yard. Its drooping branches cover the

are

resting places of hundreds of the dead
ut dominating the whola acre
stands the figure of the cross. It is

a costly tribute to the memory of the
crucifled Savior, to whose bLosom have
flown the Five THousand. ‘1: is the
work of an Italian artist who gave ft
beauty, not knowing that through the
years it should stand silent in this
place of the dead, serene and promis-
ing mercy to all who tread, no matier
how carelesely, over the heads of those
who lle beneath fts shadow. Ca!m and
forceful is the face of the I!mage
Thers is pity there also, and love
Priests reverently cross themselves as
they pass the foot of the cross. Theay
murmur prayers as the Savior looks
down upon them, speaking ne word
but looking into their hearts and blese-
Ing them as they tell their beads
And ihls little acre is the Kingdom
of the Five Thousand. Thoy need fear
no Intrnders. Their acre is foreves
their own. They outnumber any army

of the living that might chcose te
stand above their heads. Of the IMve
ing, 5000 canld nct crowd into a space
80 narrow. But the dead care not whe
cories or goes above them. One may
come, or 5000, the Five Thousand are
at rest. Nothing shall disturb them.
Shoulder to shoulder they are there te
hold thelr ground. Who shall dispute
them sole possesaion?
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