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JONESTOWN, Guyana—The cans
of diet Dr. Pepper were still lined up
with the vitamin pills in Jim Jones'
cabin and Haroon Bacchus, the
coroner, was in no mood to linger as
he led five solemn jurors from the
bushlands of Guyana through his on
the-scene inguest here Thursday.

“Now move along,” he said in his
nervous sing-song voice. “Let’s step
along. That's quite enough. My good-
ness now, this is awful, let’s move
along.”

‘The jurors, four men and a woman
from the remote area of Matthews
tern Guyana who were

sen Lo sit in an official inquiry into
the cause of death of the Americans
whose lives ended here, were not re-
luctant to move on themselves, but it
was not easy to move quickly through
the ek that remains in Jonestown.

It was the second day of the in-
quest, in which coroner Baechus,
chief public prasecutor Emanuel Ro-
mao and other key personnel were
flown from Georgelown on a grueling

two-hour helicopter ride to Matthews
Ridge, The settlement is the site of &
played oul manganese mine, a small
government service center and a
short blacklop air strip. About 4,
settlers are said to live in the region
on widely scattered farms.

The trip to Jonestown, now guard
ed by about 30 ununiformed Guya-
nese police officers and prowled by a
legion of hungry cals, was requested
by the jurors themselves after they
had spent the first day of the inquest
listening to_testmony from three
Guyanese officials

They were told that tesis per
formed on 54 victims in Guyana—be-
fore the bodies were removed to the
U.S.—indicated they died from um
ning, and that two other
ons, including Peopies Temple leacer
im Jones, died of gunshot wounds.

Government bacteriologist Dr. Les.
lie Mootoo told the jurors that Jon
had died of a bullet wound to the
head, fired at close range, but he
could not tell if the shot was fired by
Jones himself.

He said another Peoples Temple
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member, Elizabeth Ann Moore, was
shot in the head from some distance
with a high powered weapon.

o begin Thursday's proceedings,
the two US, Army helicopters, pilot-
ed by American crews based in Pana
ma, landed in a light rain on a lumpy
clearing where Janestown residenLs
once played softball. The settlement
was quiel, except for the buzz of in-
sects and Lhe sounds from the sur-
rounding jungle. The Guyanese offi-
cers who had been lefl to guard the
place seemed to materialize from no
where.

The jurars, ranging in age from 37
to 66, disembarked with grave faces
and great dignity. Some of them, like
Prince Albert Glascow, a 53-year-old
metal worker, carried briefcases and

pads and pencils. They set out
solemnly, trailing the vaices of prose-
cutor Ramao and coroner Bacchus,
the two East Indian officials who
seemed 1o be looking forward 1o 3
long day full of opportunities 1o cor-
rect each othe

"I 1 were you,” Ramao said, as the
parly came 10 a fork in the path, “1
would go this wa

‘Follow me,” the oblivious Bacchus
said

One of the first stops, as the group
entered the B 3 cabins that
served as livin ers for Jones-

town resides Mla was a trash barrel.
The grou as Bacchus
picked through e garbage. The sun
had come out. Clouds of gnats hung in
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On Inquest Tour of Site of Massacre,
Guyana Coroner Says: 'l Feel Quite Il
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the oppressive air

“And what is this?” Bacchus asked, picking out an emp-
ty diet cola can. He looked at it closely and handed it to a
nearby witness for further inspection.

“And where was it made?” Bacchus asked.

“San Francisco,” came the answer.

“Aha,” Bacchus said, “make a note of that, please. San
Francisco.”

Lnere were some in e group, €vell Ole 0L LW Julvio,
who smiled quietly, but the smiles faded as Bacchus turned
and advanced up the pathway, past torn packages of Fla-
vor Aid that left rain-soaked red stains on the light brown
clay mud, past heaps of clothing, silent numbered cabins
and numberless black-and-white sneakers, left here and
there in the grass, always in pairs.

Bacchus stopped before half a dozen cabins, asked ques-
tions of Odell Rhodes, one of the two men who fled Jones-
town during the night when their fellow residents were
dying. Rhodes pointed out the children who lived in this
cabin, elderly women in another. The party pressed on to
the assembly area where Jones had gathered his people for
their final audience

The ground had been swept bare and then soaked with
gasoline and singed in a not-completely-successful effort
to burn away the odor of decaying bodies,

CUTOMNOI DacCCilus Ulged Lic
center of the area.

“Smell,” he instructed. “Just come and smell.”

Piles of clothing, sleeping bags, mattresses and other
material had been gathered at the side of the assembly
area. A reporter looking through it found an organizational
chart of the Peoples Temple. Bacchus ordered the report-
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