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INTRODUCTION.

This book is respectfully dedicated to the boys and girls born on the Pacific Slope, of pioneer
parents.

Its object isto draw a correct and faithful picture of pioneer timesin California, and thus expose
the misstatements of itinerant lecturers and thoughtless or vicious writers, who seem to delight in
wholesale misrepresentation of the habits and character of the first American settlers of this coast.
The time has come when this matter should be discussed and set right; for the pioneers are fast
passing away, and in afew short years not one will be left to contradict and expose the slanderous
charges now constantly put forth against them.

In the picture | have drawn, | have sought to avoid claiming for the pioneers one virtue not fairly
theirs; nor have | attempted to conceal their errors. When speaking of individuals, | have tried to
avoid undue praise or unjust censure. How far | have succeeded in making my picture a truthful
representation, | leave my fellow pioneersto judge.

The destinies of the great young States of the Pacific are fast passing into the hands of the children
of the pioneers, and we, the parents, cheerfully resign our trust, feeling sure that the amor patrice
with them is most heartfelt, and, burning brightly, will be “the pillar of fire by night and the cloud
by day” to guide them onward, and ensure a great future to the States of their birth. In resigning our
leadership, it ought to be our ambition that our children should honor our memory, and feel proud
that they are the children of Californiaand Oregon pioneers.

It isthis ambition that has prompted the writing of this volume. It is directly addressed to our

young people; but | hope it will be found attractive and interesting to every American citizen, and
especially so to all our pioneers, who, day by day, as the shades of evening fall on their path, and
their numbers lessen, grow nearer and nearer to each other, and more and more attached to all the
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recollections of the days when, as a band of brothers they, with cheerful hearts, faced every danger,
side by side, and aroused into life this whole Pacific Coast.

If my fellow pioneersfind that | have performed the task | assigned myself but indifferently, | hope
they will at least credit a good intention and an earnest endeavor to the author.

WILLIAM GREY
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CHAPTERII.
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In the year 1854, when the duration of the American rule in Californiawas yet but little over

five years, three well known citizens, then residing in San Francisco, wrote and published a book
entitled “ The Annals of San Francisco,” and dedicated it to the “ Society of California Pioneers.”
This book was neither more nor less than a caricature of the manners and habits of the early
American settlers of this coast. We all knew of its grave misrepresentations, and looked upon

it with contempt, not only for that, but because it was plainly got up to puff individuals mostly
unworthy, and because it was written in a style of bold, immoral bravado, that was disgusting to
all true Californians. Notwithstanding this, it was for atime widely circulated, and read almost
without adverse comment, for in the rush and excitement of those days no one had time to attack it
and expose its true character. It had itsrun; and, asis the case with al such books, it soon dropped
out of sight. Its publication and its fate, however, prevented any attempt by othersto write amore
faithful history of the times; so that to-day it remains the only book claiming to be aregular,
authentic history of the pioneer timesin California.
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As| have said, it was dedicated to the Society of California Pioneers, and they never repudiated
the dedication. The book, therefore, went forth with their indorsement. This gave it a standing

it never could have had otherwise. Asthe Society of California Pioneersis of the very first
respectability, each individual member is supposed to be a competent witness to the truth of its
assertions. This criminal neglect by the society, in not repudiating the dedication, was most serious
in its consequences, for, although the book is very seldom met with in private libraries, we find it
constantly quoted by lecturers and writers on California, asfirst class authority.

In thisvolume | do not pretend to give aregular history of pioneer timesin California; but smply
apicture of them, intending to show the true character of the emigrants who flocked to this State
on the discovery of gold in 1848, and later. This picture of mine will be found so entirely different
from any that could be drawn from the “ Annals,” that, to satisfy my readersthat | do not condemn
that book unjustly, it is necessary for me to give some parts of it in a short review.

In many instances the “Annals’ give the facts of history correctly, but the trouble is the authors are
not satisfied to let the facts speak for themselves, when the impression given is opposed to their
views and prejudices. No; in such cases they do all they can to make “truth seem alie,” or vice
versa, as may be agreeable to them.

For instance, let ustake the history of the early Missionsin California, just asit is recorded in the
“Annals,” without the comments, sneers and “reflections’ of the authors themselves, and what do
we find? We find that, alittle over one hundred years ago, in 1776, this beautiful State of ours lay
almost asleep here on the Pacific slope, inhabited only by about seventy-five thousand Indians.
According to the “Annals,” we find those Indians to be of the most degraded caste, making a
precarious and miserable livelihood by hunting, fishing and collecting the acorns that are found
on asort of scrub oak in the mountain districts. They were naked and houseless. Then we find
coming on the scene the Missionary Fathers, at first four in number, and according to the “Annals’
men of wonderful energy, of surprising judgment, pious and virtuous—*“pure in their lives, and
faithful to their calling,” they tell us. They had nothing of self to work for. Their lives were ssmple
as frugality could make 3 them. They had no wives and children to be aggrandized and made rich.
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They had no string of poor relations hanging around them to be cared for. No; according to the facts
given usin the“Annals,” they had nothing to urge them on but the purest benevolence and their
anxiety to bring those benighted, poor, miserable human beings to the knowledge of the true and
only God, and at the same timeto relieve their physical wants by clothing the naked and feeding the
hungry. According to the “Annals,” the Missionaries succeeded in converting more than twenty-
five thousand of these people to the knowledge of God and the Christian religion; and then we find
these Indians clothed, fed, housed, and happy. We find them industrious and hard working, as the
monuments left attest. We find, by the testimony of the “Annals,” that the government under which
the Missionary Fathers had brought them was of akind, parental character. The same authority tells
us that “towards the converts and actually domesticated servants the Fathers always showed such

an affectionate kindness as a father pays to the youngest and most helpless of hisfamily.” Then,
from the “Annals’ we learn, that the labors of the Missionaries were crowned with success to the
fullest, changing thisidle, vagabond people into an industrious, productive farming community, as
the following statement of live stock raised by the Missionariesin 1825, and of the farming produce
of the harvest of 1831, will attest:

In 1825 the Mission Dolores, of thiscity, had 76,000 head of cattle, 950 tame horses, —breeding
mares, 84 stud of choice breed, 820 mules, 79,000 sheep, 2,000 hogs, 456 yoke of working oxen,
18,000 bushels of grain, $35,000 worth of merchandise, and $25,000 in specie.

In 1823 Santa Clara branded 29,400 calves as the year's increase, and owned 74,280 head of full-
grown cattle, 407 yoke of working oxen, 82,540 sheep, 1,890 trained horses, 4,235 mares, 725
mules, 1,000 hogs, and $120,000 in goods.

San Jose had, in 1825, 3,000 Indians, 62,000 head of cattle, 840 tame horses, 1,500 mares, 420
mules, 310 yoke of oxen, and 62,000 sheep.

San Juan Batista, in 1820, owned 43,870 head of cattle, 1,360 tame horses, 4,879 mares, colts and
fillies, 69,530 sheep, 321 yoke of working oxen, $75,000 in goods, and $20,000 in specie.
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In 1825, San Carlos branded 2,300 calves, and had 87,600 head of cattle, 1,800 horses and mares,
365 yoke of oxen, 5,400 sheep, much merchandise, and $40,000 in specie.

Santa Cruz, in 1830, had 48,200 head of cattle, 3,200 horses and mares, 72,500 sheep, 200 mules,
large herds of swine, and $25,000 worth of silver plate.

4

Soledad, in 1826, owned 36,000 head of cattle, 300 yoke of oxen, 70,000 sheep, and more horses
and mares than any other Mission. So rapidly did its horses increase that they were given away in
order to preserve the pastures for cattle and sheep.

In 1822, San Antonio owned 52,800 head of cattle, 1,800 tame horses, 3,000 mares, 500 yoke of
working oxen, 600 mules, 48,000 sheep, and 1,000 swine

San Miguel, in 1821, owned 91,000 head of cattle, 1,100 tame horses, 3,000 mares, 2,000 mules,
170 yoke of working oxen, and 47,000 sheep.

San Fernando, in 1826, owned 56,000 head of cattle, 1,500 horses and mares, 200 mules, 400 yoke
of working oxen, 64,000 sheep, 2,000 swine, $50,000 in merchandise, and $90,000 in specie. Its
vineyards yielded 4,000 gallons of wine and brandy per annum.

In 1829, San Gabriel had 70,000 head of cattle, 1,200 horses, 3,000 mares, 400 mules, 120 yoke of
working oxen, and 54,000 sheep. Its annual income from wine was $12,000.

In 1826, San Luis Rey had 70,000 head of cattle, 2,000 horses, 140 yoke of tame oxen, and 68,000
sheep.

At one time San Luis Obispo had 80,000 head of grown cattle, 2,000 tame horses, 3,500 mares,
3,700 mules, and 72,000 sheep.
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LaPurissima, in 1830, had over 40,000 head of cattle, 300 yoke of working oxen, 2,600 tame
horses, 4,000 mares, 30,000 sheep, and 5,000 swine.

Santa Inez, in 1820, owned $800,000 worth of property.

Santa Barbara, in 1828, had 40,000 head of cattle, 1,000 horses, 2,000 mares, 80 yoke of oxen, 600
mules, and 20,000 sheep.

San Buenaventura, in 1825, owned 37,000 head of cattle, 600 riding horses, 1,300 mares, 200 yoke
of working oxen, 500 mules, 30,000 sheep, 200 goats, 2,000 swine, orchards, vineyards, $35,000 in
foreign goods, $27,000 in specie, with church ornaments and clothing valued at $61,000.

The harvest of 1831 was:
Bushels of whesat 62,860
Bushels of corn 27,315

Bushels of beans and peas 6,817

In what an absurd light this showing puts the sneers of the authors of the “Annals!” Supposing these
Indians to be of our own race and intelligence, could they have done much better, considering their
numbers and the primitive sort of farming tools in their possession, and the total absence of farming
machinery?

Thereis not one material fact cited in the whole account by the “Annals’ affecting the character

of the Missionary Fathers. The picture of contentment, happiness and physical comfort this people
present to our view is most charming, so much so that even the authors of the “Annals’ themselves
cannot help exclaiming: “ The great beauty and peacefulness of such 5 alife must be a delightful
subject of contemplation to the wearied spirits who labored through the turmoils, anxieties and
vexations of the great world.” These Missions flourished in all their splendor for about seventy-
five years, and for that long period more than thirty thousand human beings were well fed, well
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clothed and well housed. They were taught to be industrious and useful workers, while their leisure
hours were made happy by the inauguration of innocent amusements. Not only the authors of

the “Annals,” but every writer of credit who has treated of these Missions, agreesin saying that
the Indians, while under the control of the Missionary Fathers, were virtuous, industrious, good
and happy. “A tree is known by itsfruit,” and one would suppose that the “Annals’ would have
been content to give the facts of history in regard to the Missions, and let their readers form their
own conclusions. They, however, do nothing of that sort; they interlard the whole account with
sneering comments and absurd “reflections,” that do them no credit if they pretend to be believers
in Christianity. They go to the expense of having wood-cuts prepared for their book, intended

to bring ridicule on the Missionary Fathers. They assert that the Indians were only seemingly
converted, and that, after their seeming conversion, they were nothing but “lazy, fat, over-fed
beasts,” worse than when they were naked, hungry and houseless, under the control of sorcerers
inreligion. Then, with a self-complacency that is refreshing, they say: “California and humanity
owe nothing to the Missionary Fathers. Away with them!” Y ou, my young readers, who are natives
of this Californiaof ours, will, | trust, feel it a duty to examine this subject for yourselves, and

see how far the “Annals’ arejustified in the judgment the authors pronounce with such apparent
satisfaction to themselves. When you do so, | think you will find every fact of history in relation

to these Missions a condemnation of the flippant judgment they give, even if you search no further
than their own book. If it were otherwise, how could it have been possible for the Missionary
Fathers to accomplish the wonders they tell us of? If the Indians, when fed, clothed and housed,
were not immensely improved, morally, intellectually and physically, could they have made the
showing recorded in the “Annals’ in stock-raising and general farming? If men do not believein
religion of any sort of course they will, as the authors of the “Annals’ do in this6 case, ridicule as
absurd the attempts that religious men are constantly making all the world over to bring heathens
to the knowledge of God and Hisreligion. If thisisthe position of our authors, we can understand
them, so far asreligion goes; but they should explain to us how it is that humanity owes nothing to
those who, as they tell us, rescued thousands, and tens of thousands, of poor human beings from
nakedness, hunger and cold, and changed them into a happy, well-fed, prosperous people. They tell
us the Missionaries were virtuous, good, and faithful to their calling. Why isit that that calling was
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not a noble one which they so faithfully followed for over seventy-five years? Why isit that if the
authors of the“Annals’ had saved ten human beings from cold and starvation, be their skins white,
black or red, they would expect their praises to be sung throughout the land? And so they surely
would be. Y et, the mighty work of the Missionaries * deserves nothing from humanity!” Why isit
that the name of Florence Nightingale is a household word with the English-speaking people all

the world over? Y et, what comparison is there in what she did to earn her well-deserved renown

to the life-long charity of the Missionary Fathersin California? Y et the “Annals’ tell us they
“deserve nothing from humanity.” It isto be regretted that such a man as Doctor Stillman should
also yield to early-imbibed prejudices so far asto chime in with these authors of the “Annals’ in an
onslaught on the California Missions, as he does in his very entertaining book entitled, “ Seeking the
Golden Fleece.” His statements to the disadvantage of the Missionaries are supported by quotations
from the reports of some early navigators on this coast—one a Frenchman, another a Russian,

and two more, Englishmen. Every one of these men was the bitterest natural enemy of Spain, and
anxious that their own respective nations should get possession of this beautiful country. Some

of them were badly treated here, and were generally only permitted to remain afew daysin the
country. Under these circumstances, it is not surprising that the reports they gave of all they saw in
California should be most unfavorable to the Spanish authorities, and especially to the Missionaries.
But why go back so far to get testimony for or against the Missionaries of California, when we
have it here at home, where its truth can be tested? Why did not the Doctor go to Santa Clara,

or any of the other principal old Missions, and 7 interview old men, who are there to be found

even now, who lived at those Missions at the very time some of the Doctor's witnesses are said to
have visited this coast, and ascertained from those living witnesses the truth as to the conduct of
those Missions when under the rule of the Missionaries? When we came here, in '49, there were
Americans, Englishmen and Scotchmen living here who had been on this coast from ten to twenty
years before our time, and of course while the Missions were in the hight of their power, yet not a
word had any of them to say that would corroborate Doctor Stillman's representations. The Doctor's
statement, in brief, is about this: That the Missionaries were “cruel” and “brutally tyrannical” in
their government of the Indians. That they sunk the Indiansto a lower state of “nastiness and filth”
and “genera degradation” than they found this people in when they came among them. Then the
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Doctor concludes by telling us, in sober earnestness, that “ The three great divisions of Christendom,
Catholic, Greek Catholic and Protestant, give afearful array of evidence” to provethat all this

is s0. One division he makes out to be the Frenchman, as he supposes him to be a Catholic. The
second division of Christendom he calls the Russian, as he takes him to be a Greek Catholic. The
third division is his English witness, as he supposes him to be a Protestant. If the Doctor is right

in holding that Christendom or Christianity was embodied in these three men, the evidence they
giveisundoubtedly very important; but if the plain truth were known, | think there are nine chances
to one that not one of these sailors cared afig about religion of any sort. They were all men of the
world, attached to their own nationalities and against all others, with the strong prejudices of those
times. They undoubtedly agreed on one point, and that was, that al done by Spain was badly done,
and must be represented to the home government in the worst possible light.

Dr. Stillman's attack on the Missions is more wholesale than that of the “ Annals,” because the
“Annals’ givethe facts of history, and those facts contradict their own assertions. The Doctor tries
to avoid this, and does avoid it, except in one instance. On page 304 of his book he quotes from
his great Catholic witness, La Y seronse, who says, “ There was no attempt made to teach them [the
natives| the most common arts. Their grain was ground by women in the primitive Indian method.”
8 On page 315 the Doctor gets his Greek Catholic witness to tell us that when the Missionary rule
ceased, “Not a solitary memorial of benefit conferred remained. No mill, not even a blacksmith, and
the commonest wants of civilized life were not supplied to mitigate the rigorous despotism.” Then,
on page 320, in speaking of this same period, the Doctor calls up an English witness, who says:
“They [the Indians] had been taught in many of the arts, and there were, in almost every division,
weaver s, tanners, shoemakers, blacksmiths, carpenters, bricklayers and other artificers.”

What now becomes of the Doctor's great Catholic witness, as quoted from page 3047 It surely
cannot be that one whole division of Christendom lied. This quotation from page 320 also puts the
Greek Catholic division of Christendom in avery questionable light—in fact, it looksto me asif it
let both these divisions out, as witnesses worthy of credit, particularly aswe all, here in California,
know, of our own knowledge, that the quotation from page 320 istrue, and the other untrue.
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But what is the use of further notice of such misrepresentations of the Missions as these of Dr.
Stillman, who bases his accusations on such testimony as that of long since dead sailors who

visited this coast only for afew days, and who were filled with national prejudices against the
Missionaries and the nation to which they belonged, while he ignores or refuses, or neglects to hear,
the testimony of witnesses, many of whom have not yet passed away from among us, and who flatly
contradict the representations of those roving sea captains of long ago.

We cannot help feeling pity for men who allowed themselves to be so governed by their prejudices
as to make them seek to rob the glorious dead of the good name they so fairly and justly won. We
should all be sure to have an authentic history of those wonderful Missionsin our family library,
and when our heart sickens, as it sometimes must, at the daily exhibitions all around us of selfish,
cunning, plotting, hypocritical men, each trying to outreach and get the advantage of the other,
crushing out, in their mad struggle with each other, all the teachings of Christianity, and all the
natural benevolence of the human heart. When every one, as he rushes by in his frantic pursuit

of selfish, worldly joys, criesfool to him who is yet humane and unselfish, and who seeks, in

the light of the teachings of the Cross, to share all with all. Y es, when our faith is shaken by this
disgusting 9 aspect of our humanity, which makes the beasts of the field seem superior to us, let
us take from the shelf that book and read the story of the Missions of California, and it will restore
firmness to our faith and admiration and respect for our humanity. For there we will find men of
education and of the highest order of ability, resigning home, friends and every prospect of worldly
comfort, dedicating their whole lives, without any reserve for self, to astruggle in aforeign land,
to rescue a nation of miserable, degraded savages from hunger, nakedness and the lowest depths
of superstition. Asthe worldly-proud white man reads the first line of the story of the Missions,
which announces the landing in Californiain 1776 of these Missionaries, he is surprised how sane
men could undertake such atask with any hope of success, and exclaims, perhaps, “Y ou will not
succeed; and if you do, what are those red savagesto us?” The Missionary answers, “In them |

see brothers, human beings like ourselves, every one as dear to God as a prince on his throne.”

In such faith—afaith that knows no doubting—the Missionary works, strives and toils; and,

as we behold their wondrous success, our astonishment and admiration are mingled with pride

A picture of pioneer times in California, illustrated with anecdotes and stories taken from real life. By William Grey [pseudonym] http://
www.loc.gov/resource/calbk.181



and gratitude to God that He has endowed our humanity with such heroism in charity; and its
contemplation inspires us with adesire to do our part in efforts to drive back and stay the flood of
selfish teaching that threatens to stifle every noble aspiration of our humanity. Aswe lay the book
down—no matter what our peculiar viewsin religion may be—we fedl that the virtues and triumphs
won by the Missionary Fathers of Californiabelong alike to Christian civilization, and that their
memories should be guarded by all from misrepresentation. It may not be out of place here to quote
afew passages from the late Hon. John W. Dwinelle's address, delivered on the occasion of the
Centennial Celebration of the founding of the Mission church in San Francisco. It will show how
such men as Mr. Dwinelle sympathized with the authors of the “Annals’ and Dr. Stillman, in their
foolish attempts to belittle the work of the Missionaries:

“The immediate results of the Mission scheme of christianization and colonization were such as to
justify the plans of the wise statesmen who devised it, and to gladden the hearts of the pious men
who devoted their lives to its execution. At the end of sixty-five years (in 1834), the Missionaries
of Upper Californiafound themselves in the possession of twenty-one prosperous Missions, planted
upon aline of about seven hundred miles, running from San Diego north to the latitude of Sonoma.
More than 10 thirty thousand Indian converts were lodged in the Mission buildings, receiving
religious culture, assisting at divine worship, and cheerfully performing their easy tasks. Over seven
hundred thousand cattle, of various species, pastured upon the plains, as well as sixty thousand
horses. One hundred and twenty thousand bushels of wheat were raised annually, which, with

mai ze, beans, peas, and the like, made up an annual crop of one hundred and eighty thousand
bushels; while, according to the climate, the different Missions rivaled each other in the production
of wine, brandy, soap, leather, hides, wool, oil, cotton, hemp, linen, tobacco, salt and soda. Of

two hundred thousand horned cattle annually slaughtered, the Missions furnished about one-half,
whose hides, hoofs, horns and tallow were sold at a net result of about ten dollars each, making a
million dollars from that source alone; while the other articles, of which no definite statistics can be
obtained, doubtless reached an equal value—making atotal production of the Missions themselves
of two million dollars. Gardens, vineyards and orchards surrounded all the Missions, except the
three northernmost—Dol ores, San Rafael and Solano, the climate of the first being too inhospitable
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for that purpose; and the two latter, born near the advent of the Mexican Revolution, being stifled

in their infancy. The other Missions, according to their latitude, were ornamented and enriched with
plantations of palm trees, bananas, oranges, olives and figs, with orchards of European fruits, and
with vast and fertile vineyards, whose products were equally valuable for sale and exchange, and
for the diet and comfort of the inhabitants of the Missions. Aside from these valuable properties and
from the Mission buildings, the live stock of the Missions, valued at their current rates, amounted
to three millions of dollars of the most active capital, bringing enormous annual returns upon its
aggregate value, and, owing to the great fertility of animalsin California, more than repairing its
annual waste by slaughter ****x*x**

“1t was something, surely, that over thirty thousand wild, barbarous and naked Indians had been
brought in from their savage haunts; persuaded to wear clothes; accustomed to aregular life; living
in Christian matrimony; inured to such light labor as they could endure; taught a civilized language;
instructed in music; accustomed to the service of the Church; partaking of its sacraments, and
indoctrinated in the Christian religion. And this system had become self-sustaining, under the
mildest and gentlest of tutelage; for the Franciscan monks, who superintended these establishments,
most of whom were from Spain, and many of whom were highly cultivated men—statesmen,
diplomatists, soldiers, engineers, artists, lawyers, merchants and physicians before they became
Franciscans—always treated the neophyte Indians with the most paternal kindness, and did not
scorn to labor with them in the field, the brickyard, the forge and the mill. When we view the vast
constructions of the Mission buildings, including the churches, the refectories, the dormitories,

the workshops, the granaries, and the rancherias—sometimes constructed with huge timbers
brought many miles on the shoulders of the Indians—and look at the massive constructions at Santa
Barbara, and the beautiful sculptures and ribbed stone arches of the church of the 11 Carmelo,

we cannot deny that the Franciscan Missionary monks had the wisdom, sagacity, absolute self-
denial, self-sacrifice and patience to bring their neophyte pupils forward on the road from barbarism
to civilization, and that these Indians were not destitute of taste and capacity. It is enough that

the Franciscan monks succeeded in all they undertook to accomplish. It matters not that the

Spanish theory of the available capacity of the Americo-Indian races for final self-government

A picture of pioneer times in California, illustrated with anecdotes and stories taken from real life. By William Grey [pseudonym] http://
www.loc.gov/resource/calbk.181



and independent citizenship was a false one; after having shown that these people could be
christianized and civilized by the attraction of kindness and the imposition of systematic, regular
and easy tasks while in a state of pupilage, the destruction of the Missions of California seemsto
have demonstrated the converse proposition that these are the only conditions of the proximate
christianization of these races.** *******

“But although the Missions, as such, were destroyed, although the Mission system thus disappeared
and the body of the neophytes was absorbed in one general cataclysm of drunkenness, mendacity
and disease, still some results remained, which were worth all that they cost. Taking the number
of 30,000 Indians, who resided in the Missions at the hight of their prosperity, and estimating the
life of the average Indian as a short one, as it undoubtedly was, | calculate that during the sixty-
five years of the prosperity of the Missions no less than 60,000 christianized Indians were buried
in her campos santos —her consecrated cemeteries. | estimate that during the last hundred years
no less than 20,000 whites—native and foreign—were buried, as baptised Catholics, in the same
holy soil. | know that during al this period, the Mission Churches filled the office of Secular
Churches to the native and foreign populations; and that when people came into California as
emigrants, from England, Scotland and the United States, they almost always were baptised into
the Catholic Church. So that when the Mission system reached its period by limitation, and the
United States succeeded to the political dominion of Spain and Mexico, something still remained,
which had not died, and which can never die. It was a series of Catholic churches, extending

from San Diego to Sonoma, with the altars, the vestments and the paraphernalia of worship. It
was the solemn Registers of Births, Marriages and Buria's, extending backward for a hundred
years, and invoking the mysterious solemnity of religion upon those acts upon which repose
domestic happiness and the security of property. This was the position which the Church occupied
in California; a position which she did not choose, which she did not contend for—which came to
her by inheritance.********x
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“1 have not, on this occasion, uttered aword in praise of the Catholic Church. If | had been one
of her sons, | should have given her such atribute, as full of gratitude as of truth. But, asit is, this
might seem like adulation, and she does not need to be patronized by me.”

During the last fifteen years of the existence of the Missions, the Mexican population of California
was considerably increased, and had become very influential with the home government. 12
Prominent citizens among them entered into active intrigues to overthrow the Missionary system,
seeing in its destruction fortune and power sure to fall into their own hands. Of this class Mr.
Dwinelle says:

“This new class of adventurers, characterized by the exuberance of their noses, their addiction to
the social game called monté, and the utter fearlessness with which they encountered the monster
aguadiente, were both constant and consistent in their denunciations of the monks who bad charge
of the Missions. They were accused of being avaricious, these poor monks who had taken the vow
of perpetual poverty. They were said to be indolent; they who roused themselves at the morning
Angelus, Summer and Winter, and to whom the evening Angelus was only asignal that their
evening task was only begun and not ended.”

From this time forward there were two political partiesin California—one sided with the
Missionaries; the other sought their overthrow. The anti-Mission party, asit might be termed,

was finally and completely successful in 1845. Then came a general scramble for the property
belonging to the Missions, with a shameless disregard for the rights of the Indians. They were
robbed of everything—Iland and all, and sent adrift without a place to lay their heads. The Mexicans
divided up their lands among themselves, allowed the Indians to put miserable shantiesin the
neighborhood of the houses of the new owners of the land, and gave them employment at almost
nominal wages. Every Saturday night the pittance alowed them was paid—mostly in whiskey. The
consequence was, that the Indians lay drunk until Monday morning, when they were kicked out to
work by their self-constituted masters. When we came to California, in 1849, this was the almost
universal condition of the Mission Indians. Isit surprising, then, that the whole Indian community,
once so industrious and happy, should, under this new system, have sunk to the lowest depths of
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degradation, and soon almost disappeared from the face of the earth. Nor isit surprising that the
community, the race who robbed and plundred these poor human beings, depriving them of their
daily wages, and crowding them by scores, drunk, into their graves, should now themselves be fast
passing away. Y es; one by one, they disappear. Where now are those Mexicans and Californians
who in 1849 owned their four, five and ten league ranchos, and immense herds of stolen Mission
cattle? Y es; where are they now? No one can answer, for no one knows. The 13 destruction of the
Indians, which they accomplished, was only afore-shadowing of their own fate. | will conclude
these remarks on the Missions by quoting Miss Skidmore's beautiful little poem, delivered at the
Centennial celebration already spoken of: 'tiswell to ring the pealing bells, And sing the joyous lay,
And make this glad Centennia year One gleeful gala-day; For Freedom's sun, that floods the land
With Summer's golden glow, Dawned brightly on the night of gloom One hundred years ago. And
dwellersin this favored land, Beside the Western Sea, Be yours an added thrill of joy, A two-fold
jubilee! For (sweet and strange coincidence) The bright, benignant glow Of Faith dispelled a deeper
gloom, One hundred years ago. All honor to our noble sires— The tried and true-souled band

— Whose valor loosed the Gordian knot That bound their native land! Who crushed the tyrant's
haughty host And laid his standard low, And bade the Starry Banner wave, One hundred years

ago! All honor, too, and deathless fame Unto the brown-robed band, Whose hands released from
fetters dread Our glorious Golden Land! Who gained a bloodless victory Against the demon foe,
And lifted high the Cross of Faith, One hundred years ago! The sons of Francis journeyed far From
wave-washed Monterey, To labor where his saintly name Had blessed our shining Bay. And well
those holy toilers wrought To bid Faith's harvests glow And Truth's sweet vineyards ripen fair, One
hundred years ago,

14

Nor San Francisco saw alone That fondly toiling band; Their Missions blest full many a spot Within
our favored land. And Peace Divine, at their behest, Here arched her Sacred Bow From North to
South, from East to West. One hundred years ago. And not alone one chosen clime Obeyed this
meek control; In Earth's remotest realms they wrought To tame the savage soul. From many aland
that wondrous band Had chased the fiendish foe, Long ere they won meek Conqguest here, One
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hundred years ago. How blest the Children of the Wild Beneath their gentle sway! Not theirs the
harsh command that bids The trembling slave obey. Not theirs the stern, despotic tone, The tyrant's
cruel blow; By love the meek Franciscans ruled, One hundred years ago. Ah! well the ransomed
savage loved The kind, paternal care That with his simple joys could smile, And in his sorrows
share; That could the blessed Baptism give, The Bread of Life bestow, And cheer the darksome vale
of Death, One hundred years ago. Within the rude adobé shrine, What holy calmness dwelt! How
fervent was the savage throng That round its altar knelt! How lowly bowed the dusky brows, When,
through the sunset glow, Rang out the sweet-toned Angelus, One hundred years ago! Pure, Eden-
like smplicity, Forever passed away! For, o'er the Missions came at last A fierce, tyrannic sway;

15

And sacrilegious hands could dare To strike, with savage blow, The band that brought Salvation's
boons, One hundred years ago. But we, who know how rich the gift That holy band bestowed Upon
the land where stranger hosts Since made their fair abode; Aye, we who hail the beams of Faith In
radiant noonday glow, Will fondly bless the dawn that rose One hundred years ago. O Sovereign
City of the West! Enthroned in royal state, Where bows the Bay his shining crest Within thy Golden
Gate! Thou'lt ne'er forget, though o'er thy heart Vast living currents flow, The herald steps that trod
thy soil, One hundred years ago! And, though the lofty steeples rise From many a sunlit hill, Where
through the air, at dusk and dawn, The sweet bell-voices thrill, Thou'lt fondly prize thy Mission
shrine, For o'er its portal low First rose the Cross and rang the chime One hundred years ago!

CHAPTER 1.

“REFLECTIONS’ OF THE “ANNALS’—THE FUTURE OF THE AMERICAN REPUBLIC—
OUR TRUE POLICY—THE LONDON TIMES AND THE CIVIL WAR

The authors of the “Annals,” in closing their history of the Missions, on page 54 of that book, give
us some of their “reflections’ asto the future of the American nation, which we find hard to pass
without comment. That the manifest destiny of this nation of oursisto gather under the protection
of its wise and benign government every foot of territory of this great continent, no reflecting
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person can question. That al the inferior and weak races now found on it are destined to pass away
and disappear, there is not a shadow of doubt. But how isthisto cometo pass? The “Annals’ talk as
follows:

“Indians, Spaniards of many provinces, Hawaiians, Japanese, Chinese, Malays, Tartars and
Russians must all give place to the resistless flood of Anglo-Saxon or American progress.** **

“The English in India have already shown how a beginning may be made; the Americans on the
California coasts and farther west will still more devel op the modern system of progress. People
may differ in opinion as to the equity of the particular steps attending the process.* **

“Even while we write its extensive dominions are being separated by a widespread and hitherto
successful rebellion into detached kingdoms, under the sway of military chiefs. These, standing
alone, and mutually jealous of their conquering neighbors, may be easily played off one against
another by awhite people skilled enough to take advantage of the circumstances, and direct the
moves of the political chess-board. So it was with the English in India, and so it may be with the
Americans in China. Only give ustime. England has not been very scrupulousin her stealthy
progress over Hindostan, Ceylon and Burmah. Then neither need Americans fear her reproaches if
they, in like manner, acquire, conquer or annex the Sandwich Islands, those of the great Malayan
Archipelago, or the mighty “Flowery Empire” itself. A few years and afew millions of Americans
may realize the gigantic scheme.*** And then San Francisco, in the execution and triumph of that
scheme, will assuredly become what Liverpool, or even London, isto England, and what New Y ork
isto the Middle and Eastern States of America.******

17

“Long before that time, the English and American people will have finished the last great struggle,
which must some day take place between them, for the commercial and political supremacy of the
world. It is more than probable that the hosts of English from India and Americans from California
will meet on the rich and densely-populated plains of China, and there decide their rival pretensions
to universal dominion.”
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Are we American republicans to acquire territory in this way? Are we to do, asthey say the
English have done, cross the wide ocean in quest of conquest and booty, embroiling smple and
unsuspecting nations in feuds and wars—" playing off one against another,” in the way the authors
of the “Annals’ so much admire—until these people become an easy prey to pillage and robbery,
with cruelty beyond belief?

My young readers, recall to your memory the history of this, your great young republican nation,
and see if you can find in any one page of it awarrant for the implications in the above quotation:
that we could so forget our great mission, assigned to us so plainly by Providence, of building

here, on the virgin soil of this continent, a secure and happy home for the people of al the earth

to fly to when down-trodden and oppressed by their own selfish and tyrannical governments. The
centennial year finds usin possession of more than six times the extent of territory we had at the
close of the War of Independence. Have we acquired a single acre of this great addition with the
sword? It isour glory to be able to say we have not. We acquired L ouisiana and the immense extent
of country in the valley of the Mississippi by purchase from France; the Floridas in the same way
from Spain; Texas had acquired her own independence and existed some years as an independent
state before we admitted her into our Union. When Mexico made war on us for admitting Texas
our armies drove hers before them, until General Scott found himself at the head of a victorious
army in the City of Mexico. The whole country lay at our feet, yet what did we do? Did we do as
Germany did to France under like circumstances, annex some of her states and then lay her for
years under contribution, grinding down her people with taxation? No; we bought California and
New Mexico from the conquered people, and paid for them with gold. Alaska we bought from the
Russian government. Do we have to keep a standing army to hold all this vast territory? No; not a
single man. If we did, the territory would be worthless to us, and we would not retain it, against the
will of its own people, asingle year.

18

We have got nearly half this continent to bring under our flag. Will our American Congress ever
sanction our drawing the sword to do this? No; our past history and the genius of our institutions
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forbid it. We will gradually and surely acquire every acre of it, but our means will be peaceful and
truly American. We will keep on in the even tenor of our way—with our free churches, with our
system of encouraging universal education, with our great national mottoes always in sight, upon
which may be said to rest the whole structure of our government: “Equal and exact justice to all;”
“The greatest good to the greatest number;” * Freedom to worship God according to the dictates of
conscience.”

Who can doubt but that the moral influence of a government thus guided will soon cause State
after State to glide quietly into our Union, where they know they will be received as sisters and
equals, to share with us all the blessings of such a government? Is this the sort of government or
people that the authors of the “Annals’ seein their visions of the future of our country, when they
See us crossing the great ocean to imitate England's infamous and treacherous tactics of hatching
out inveterate hates in the midst of nations, so that when, maddened to half insanity, brother will
strike down brother, leaving the instigator of the strife to flap her dark wings over the bloody field
of slaughter she inaugurated, and, like all foul birds of prey, thereto glut herself on the spoils such
contests are sure to bring her? No, my young readers; let us rather see in our visions of the future
of the Republic, a united continent under one national banner, so powerful in its physical resources
and means of defence asto insure its safety against a united world of enemies; so just, sowisein
its dealings with the people of the earth as to challenge universal admiration; so true and faithful
toits early history and our great national mottoes as to inspire confidence in the most skeptical.
Then we seein thisvision of the future a nation with influence and power that will drive tyrants
and tyranny from the earth, without shedding one drop of blood, or bringing sorrow to asingle
household. That influence and power will be felt the world over, hated by injustice and tyranny,
loved and extolled by justice and virtue. England will then drop her bloody sword in the Indies, and
cease her plundering of those Eastern nations; and forego at home her injustice to 19 Ireland. Then
will Poland resume her place as a nation of freemen. Y es; in the shadow of our moral influence and
power, al thiswill cometo pass. The flag of the nationalities will everywhere be unfurled, to the
dismay of all wicked, robbing nations.
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Thisvision is no phantom; everything points to its realization. Already our influence beginsto show
itself throughout the world and has struck the shackles from many afettered limb, and unlocked the
door of many acruel prison.

True to the tactics so much admired by the authors of the “ Annals,” England for fifty years fanned
the flame of discord in our country, by urging on the freemen of the North against the slave power
of the South. Success seemed to crown her efforts, for the time came when brother cut down brother
with the fury of madmen; but no sooner had the terrible struggle commenced than England changed
her position, and is now found on the side she before denounced; in every possible way she aids
those in arms against the Union, hoping soon to see the scattered fragments of the proud young
republic at her feet. Great was her disappointment for what she helped to bring about, for a wicked
object ended in making this republic ten times more powerful than it was before. It removed forever
aterrible evil from our midst, and with it the only question that could divide us sectionally, and
endanger our union as one nation. Besides, it manifested to the world our immense resources and
power, the extent of which we did not until then ourselves know.

When the civil war commenced the London Times concluded along article on the “ American
guestion” by declaring that “ England could send a fleet into Chesapeake Bay and dictate to both
North and South terms of peace.” At the close of the war, when Grant and Sherman led their great
victorious armies to Washington for a general review, the same paper, in an article on Canada,
concluded by declaring “that the question of the final position of that country was now decided, and
that if Canada did not want to join the American Union, she must herself keep out of it, for that it
was now evidently absurd to suppose that England could, by force of arms, oppose the action of the
American government on their own continent.”

CHAPTER I1I.

THE CONQUEST OF CALIFORNIA—THE ABSURD ACCOUNT OFIT GIVEN IN THE
“ANNALS’—EXAGGERATIONS AND MISSTATEMENTS—STOCKTON, KEARNY
AND FREMONT—STOCKTON's MARCH TO LOS ANGELES—HIS RECEPTION AT SAN
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FRANCISCO—HIS ALLEGED PROJECT OF INVADING MEXICO—SECOND REDUCTION
OF CALIFORNIA.

The next part of the “Annals” worthy of note is the history it gives of “ The Conquest of California.”
This account isimmensely amusing to us '49-ers, who have conversed with so many native
Californians and Americans who were personally actorsin the scenes of those days, to read over
this“history.” Asgiven inthe“Annals,” you see that the authors are tired of the belittling process
they so freely indulged in while giving their account of the Missions, and now, borrowing the
gasconade style from our Mexican neighbors, proceed to the work of making their readers believe
that the reduction of Californiato American rule was one of the most sanguinary and terrible
struggles of modern times, when our gallant, heroic leaders met giantsin power, all splendidly
equipped for war, who fought for their firesides, their altars, their wives and children, with the
ferocity of enraged tigers guarding their young; showing on every battlefield by their undaunted
courage that they held life asworthlessiif victory did not strew her laurels around their banner.

The authors of the “ Annals’” seem to have one object steadily in view in their narrative—the
exaltation of Commodore Stockton, which would be harmless but that they do it at the expense of
equally deserving and brave men. Colonel Fremont comes next, in their estimation, as deserving
of praise. The gallant General Kearny, however, was afailure out here in California, if we areto
believe the authors of the “Annals.” The history begins by introducing Colonel Fremont. In doing

so they say:

“Cal. John C. Fremont is generally considered the conqueror of California. While his explaits,
undertaken with so small aforce and against such 21 superior numbers, place himon a par with the
famous heroes of the days of chivalry, yet to the noble, daring and energetic measures adopted and
prosecuted by Commodore Robert F. Stockton, as we shall hereafter see, may fairly be attributed
the final reduction of the country.”

Commodore Stockton is introduced as follows:
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“Commodore Robert F. Stockton arrived at Monterey, on the frigate * Congress' on the fifteenth day
of July, 1846, and on the 23d of that month assumed the command of the squadron, Commodore
Sloat having left on that day, to return to the United States. The bold and comprehensive mind

of Stockton perceived at once the circumstances by which he was surrounded. He was deeply
impressed with the grave and important trust that devolved upon him. He was not dismayed nor
perplexed with the importance of his mission nor the difficulties he was compelled to confront; with
adecision of character, promptitude and sagacity worthy of commendation, he adopted a plan of
campaign, which, if judged by its results, is unsurpassed in the most brilliant records of military
achievements.

Then comes an account—full of exaggeration, and so extravagant and absurd that it is not even
amusing—of Stockton's chase after the Californians down the coast, with whom he never fairly
caught up, and that was not his fault, for they took right good care to keep out of hisreach. At
length he finds himself in undisputed possession of Los Angeles, without a battle, or the loss of
asingle man. Now, hear our authors, in their account of this expedition, and | will only quote the
last part of it: “ The conception of such an expedition into the heart of an enemy's unknown country
with aforce composed principally of sailors unaccustomed to the fatigues and hardships of along
march, to encounter an opposing enemy, of vastly superior numbers, upon their own soil, in defence
of their own country, well armed and the best horsemen, and mounted on the finest horsesin the
world,” equals the most intrepid courage, indomitable energy, fertility of resource and self-reliance,
such as we find only combined in minds of the highest order and characters cast in heroic moulds.

Y es, despite of al the difficulties which he had to encounter, in the language of the dispatch to

the Government: “In less than one month from the time he assumed command he had chased the
Mexican army more than one hundred miles along the coast, pursued them into the interior of their
own country, routed and dispersed them, and secured the territory to the United States; ended the
war, restored peace and harmony among the people, and put a civil government into successful
operation.” The authors then tell usthat after Commodore Stockton left Los 22 Angeles he went on
avisit to San Francisco. Thistrip they describe in characteristic language, as follows: “Everywhere,
in his progress throughout the country, the Commodore was greeted with an enthusiastic welcome,
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and hailed as the conqueror and deliverer of the country. At San Francisco the entire population
of the place and the adjoining country, gave him aformal reception. Men, women and children
marched in procession to low water mark to meet him, and addressed him in terms of the most
exhaustive praise and admiration!”

The success of Stockton in chasing the California rabble down the coast to Los Angeles seems to
have so elated him, if we are to credit the authors of the “Annals,” that he really believed himself
to be some wonderful conqueror, for they go on to tell us that he now became possessed of the
belief that he could over-run all Mexico with a handful of volunteersraised in California, out of

its sparse population. Hear what our authors say on this point, and judge for yourselves if they
meant it in ridicule or in sober earnestness. If in earnestness, then they must surely believe they
were writing their book for dunces. The probability is, however, that they misrepresented Stockton,
and that no such scheme as they attribute to him ever entered seriously into his plans, for he was
aman of uncommon good sense and excellent judgment. Here is what they tell us: “He conceived
the most magnificent and bold design of recruiting aforce of volunteersin Californiafrom among
the American population then about settling in the territory, sailing with them to Acapulco, then
starting across the continent to unite with the force of General Taylor, then, as he supposed,
approaching the City of Mexico. Certainly, amore daring, brilliant and master stroke of military
sagacity has never been conceived. It reminds us of the famous exploits of the most renowned
heroes of modern and ancient times.” If there ever was a vague ideain Stockton's mind of marching
through Mexico with his sailors and volunteers, it was dissipated by the news which reached him,
immediately after hisarrival in San Francisco from Southern California. The news was that the
Californians had driven his men out of Los Angeles, and were vowing vengeance, and murdering
every straggling American they could lay their hands on. There was no alternative under those
circumstances but to retrace his steps and do hiswork all over again. He knew the terrible heroes he
had to 23 encounter, or, more properly speaking, to run after, but, nothing daunted, he summoned
all hisavailable forces, and sailed with them for San Pedro.

He arrived there about the 23d of October, and landed his forces, “in the face of the enemy,” as
the “Annals’ haveit. The enemy, as a matter of course, fled; but Stockton was alittle cautious, for
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some reason or other, and instead of following up the flying Californians, he re-embarked his men
and sailed for San Diego. Thistown he found in possession of afew swaggering Californians, who
beat a hasty retreat, as usual, at sight of the American! Then comes an account of Stockton's second
reduction of California, in which two “terrible” battles were fought. The march through the country
is described as follows, on page 120 of the “Annals.”

“Their route lay through arugged country, drenched with the Winter rain, and bristling with

the lances of the enemy. Through this the Commodore led his seamen and marines, sharing
himself, with the Genera at his side (Kearny), all the hardships of the common sailor. The stern
engagements with the enemy derive their heroic features from the contrast existing in the condition
of the two. The Californians were well mounted and whirled their flying artillery to the most
convenient positions. Our troops were on foot mired to the ankle, and with no resources, except
their own indomitable resolution and courage. Their exploits may be left in the shadow by the
clouds that roll up from the plains of Mexico, but they are realities here, which impress themselves
with aforce which reaches the very foundations of social order.”

If the part of this quotation means anything, it means to say that all the battles fought by General
Taylor and General Scott in Mexico were but as smoke when compared to the might battles fought
by Stockton in California. Commodore Stockton may well exclaim, “ Save me from my friends.”
The first opposition the Americans met with was at Rio San Gabriel. There the Californians made
afutile effort to dispute the passage of this stream, and, using the crest of a high cliff, were enabled
to annoy the Americans very much while they were engaged in crossing their guns. The crossing
being effected, the Californians, as usual, ran away; or, to speak more politely, retreated as fast as
their horses could take them. This skirmish should be regarded as one of the greatest battles of the
whole war, for the Californians succeeded in killing two sailors and wounding nine others. The next
day the Californians made a stand on 24 the Plains of Mesa, about six miles from Rio San Gabriel,
and all accounts agree that in this case they did make a sort of alittle fight, in which several
Californians were wounded and many of them lost their mustangs. They did not suffer much,
however, from the loss of horses, as those unhorsed and wounded soon found places behind those
who were more fortunate, and very soon the whole motley rabble fled never again to reassemble,
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amid the loud cheering and boisterous laughter of the Americans. It is said that the Californian
commander never forgave Stockton and Kearny for alowing their men to indulge in this laughing.
They insist that it was a breach of good manners that gentlemen should not have been guilty of
towards afalen foe. It issaid, also, that whenever these same Californian commanders proposed to
one of their countrymen to raise another crowd to contend once more with the Americans, the party
addressed immediately met the proposition with aloud laugh, intended to imitate the Americans
laughing on that day. So it may be said that the Americansin the end laughed California away from
Mexico, as the old Whig party once sung the Democrats out of office and themselves into their snug
places. Now let me quote the “Annals™ account of this battle, just for your amusement:

“The Californians made a gallant charge. It is said by those who witnessed it to have been a brilliant
spectacle. Gayly caparisoned, with banners flying, mounted on fleet and splendid horses (!!!),

they dashed on, spurring to the top of their speed, on the small but compact square into which the
American force was compressed. The very earth appeared to tremble beneath their thundering
hoofs, and nothing seemed capable of resisting such cavalry. But inspired with the cool courage
and indomitable heroism of their leader, his men patiently awaited the result. The signal was at
length given, and a deadly fire, discharged according to orders at the horses, was poured into the
ranks of the advancing foe, which emptied many saddles and threw them into compl ete confusion.
Retreating afew hundred yards, they again formed, and, dispatching a part of their force to the rear,
they attacked simultaneously three sides of the square. Orders were renewed to reserve fire until the
enemy's nearer approach, and with the same decisive results, their ranks breaking up and retreating
in disorder. A third time, having rallied, they returned to the charge; but once more their ranks were
thinned by the deadly aim of the assailed, and, despairing of their ability to cope with men so cooal,
unflinching, resolute—confused and discomfited, they scattered and fled in every direction.”

The three principal commandersin the reduction of Californiato American rule, Stockton, Kearny
and Fremont, were as brave and gallant men as ever walked the deck of a ship in battle, or 25 led an
army on the field. They stood in no need of all this bombast and absurd exaggeration at the hands
of the authors of the “ Annals.” They captured every town that needed to be captured; they chased
every army and rabble that it was necessary to chase and disperse; they killed every man that it was
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necessary to kill, which fortunately proved to be very few; they acted with consideration towards
their own people, and with good faith, justice, and, in fact, with great kindness, to the native
Californians. Not one tyrannical, selfish act has ever been laid to their charge; except, perhaps,
asto Fremont in one case. It is asserted that he had the two De Harro brothers shot down while
approaching him with aflag of truce. | sincerely hope that this charge may originate in some grave
mistake, and may, on a thorough investigation, be found to be groundless, for it isthe only solitary
instance in which any of our commanders are charged with an objectionable act. Asarule, our
commanders showed great prudence and uncommonly good judgment, in all deserving well of their
countrymen, and they have all been honored by them. The slurs of the “Annals’ towards General
Kearny fall harmless, for he was vindicated by his government, and honored by the whole people.
It isacause of just prideto us all that our government intrusted the work here necessary to be done
to such faithful and able commanders; but the fact that all this can be truly said, is no reason for
misrepresenting the true state of the country at the time of its acquisition by our government. The
history of the past must be the guide for future generations; therefore, it should be truly given.

It is unworthy of Americans, and not like them, to indulge in boastful laudations of their own
exploits. With them the simple truth of history in regard to their country is glorious enough, and
isall they wish or ask to go on record. At the date of Stockton's arrival in California—July, 1846
—the Mexican people of the territory were, as awhole, a poor, miserable race—mostly half-breed
Indians-lazy, indolent and without any ambition, and terribly demoralized in their lives. The most
of them were not only bad material for soldiers, but were absolutely determined not to fight. There
were men, of course—a nearly pure blood Castilian class—who were altogether superior to the
great mass of the population. They were, however, insignificant in number, when looked to as
material for an army. Most of 26 these families were in favor of continuing their connection with
Mexico, because they knew that through that connection they gained their importance and rank over
the Indians and half-breeds, and their means of living in ease and comfort. They were in favor of

it, just as a business proposition, and not through national pride or any particular love of Mexico.
On the contrary, they rather despised Mexico, and would long since have cut loose from her, if the
connection had not paid themin afinancial point of view. This being their position, they appear
from the first to have made up their minds not to risk too much in the struggle with the Americans
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— certainly not their lives. Besides, they were wholly unprepared, and almost destitute of the
necessary munitions and equipments for war. They had afew old, rusty, worthless cannon, taken
from the Missions, afew long swords, in the use of which they were entirely unskilled; but the
swords were so few in number that their want of skill in the use of them made very little difference.
They had carbines and pistols—few in number, however, mostly about such as were used by the
brigands in the mountains of Europe one hundred years before. As to wagons or wheeled vehicles
of any description, they may be said to have been wholly destitute; for all they had were the
unwieldy Californian carts, known among Americans as California steamers. The wheels of these
carts were about two feet and a half in diameter, cut from the trunk of a sycamore tree, in one solid
piece; each wheel weighing about three hundred pounds. To these carts were attached half wild
California oxen, with the most primitive sort of harness. Such were their means of transportation.

General Sherman, in his“Memoirs,” page 19, alludes to the want of all sorts of wagonsin
Monterey, in January, 1847, the date of hisfirst arrival in California. He says:

“Immediate preparations were made for landing, and, as | was quartermaster and commissary, | had
plenty to do. There was a small wharf and an adobe custom-house in possession of the navy; aso a
barrack of two stories, occupied by some marines, commanded by Lieutenant Maddox; and on a hill
to the west of the town had been built atwo-story block house of hewed logs, occupied by a guard
of sailors under command of Lieutenant Baldwin, United States Navy. Not a single modern wagon
or ox-cart was to be had in Monterey. Nothing but the old Mexican cart with wooden wheels, drawn
by two or three pairs of oxen, yoked by the horns. A man named Tom Cole had two or more of
these, and he came into immediate requisition.”

27

Of all the absurd things that are told of in the “Annals’ in relation to the conquest of California,
the most absurd is what they tell us of California horses. They talk of them as the “finest horsesin
theworld,” and of the California cavalry as “the finest mounted cavalry in the world;” when the
fact is, that thisrace of California horsesisthe most miserable and contemptible known to exist in
the world. They are a sort of mustang breed, with neither strength, long endurance nor size. Their
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general color isawornout, muddy mixture of all colors. They are intractable, unreliable—being
almost in their natures untamable—and have to be subdued and broken in after every short rest
given to them. They are utterly unfit for draught purposes, and were seldom or never used for such
by the Californians. They were used for horseback riding altogether. A Californian would catch one
of these mustangs out of the herd, bridle him with a Mexican bridle, that has a bit so severe that

he can break the jaw of the animal, if he wishes. He saddles it with a saddle that has a cincha, or
girth, so contrived that he can draw it tight enough to break in the animal'sribs, if he seesfit to do
so. He then rigs himself with a pair of Mexican spurs, that have barbs three or four incheslong in
the rowels, with which he can tear out the bowels of his horse. Then, taking hisriatain his hand,

he leaps on the unfortunate brute and spurs it on at the top of his speed, without feeling or mercy,
for the next four or five days; in al that time scarcely giving it a bit to eat. When so worn out as to
be unableto carry itsrider amile further, the bridle and saddle are taken off, and the animal turned
back into the herd—the mouth all lacerated and sore, the flanks streaming with blood, and the body
swollen from the saddle. Then another animal is taken from the herd, to be treated in exactly the
same way. Thiswas the universal treatment horses received in California before the American

rule, and it is not surprising, therefore, that such treatment and brutality produced the miserable
stock of horses we found the Californians in possession of when we came to the State in forty-nine.
The Californiamustang is not even a respectabl e apology for the noble animal we distinguish asa
horse. Happily, the California Legidlature has taken the matter in hand, and by judicious enactments
secured the extinction of the whole miserable breed.

28

Now, what did the Californiaarmy itself consist of? From the way the “ Annals’ speak of the
Californiaforces, one would be led to suppose that those armies consisted of splendidly drilled
cavalry regiments, well mounted, well clothed, well fed, and well armed. The truth is, however, that
there was no such thing asawell drilled company of a hundred men, at any time, in the service of
the Californialeaders. There may have been three or four hundred men, on one or two occasions,
who were willing to fight and do their duty as soldiers; but, taken as a whole, the forces under the
command of the California generals consisted of all the vaqueros throughout the country, gathered
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together by the call of the leading Californians to assist in driving the Americans out of the country,
which they were perfectly sure they could do by a show of numbers, without striking a blow. They
were undrilled, and unarmed to a great extent; but they had great reliance on their riatas, and a good
deal more on the fleetness of their mustangs, in case they should find it necessary to retreat, or, in
plain English, to run away. The generals found them plenty of beef and frijoles; so every young
Californian and strolling Indian, in the whole country, mounted his best mustang and went to the
war, just as he would have goneto afrolic or afandango.

When the Americans came in sight, though they were few in number—not over four or five
hundred, perhaps, at any one time—yet this number astonished the vaqueros, for they had never
seen so many Americans together before. The first sight was generally enough for most of them;
and well regulated little detachments of four, five, and sometimes ten or twenty, were soon seen on
the retreat —rather fast, too. When the Commander remonstrated with some of these parties, they
coolly declared that they “had only gone on a pasear, that they had much business at home requiring
their immediate attention,” and after thanking the General, in the most polite terms (politenessis a
characteristic of all Californians) for the entertainment he had given them, bade him adieu, telling
him at the same time to “ be sure to drive the Americans out of the country, for they were avery
bad people.” When deserted in this way, the general's, colonels and captains had nothing to do but
to mount their handsomely caparisoned mustangs, fold their graceful and beautifully ornamented
cloaks around their shoulders, and with dignity retreat before the triumphant Americans. There
were many other 29 battles in thiswar of subjugation the “Annals’ are silent on; but they were all
of the same insignificant character. In connection with them there were many ludicrous instances,
which, if | had spaceto relate, would enable one to enjoy a hearty laugh. The desire of all who have
heretofore written of this Californiawar to manufacture something grand and imposing out of its
conduct has prevented the unvarnished truth from ever finding its way into print. If the history of
thiswar was faithfully written out, it would give us a most amusing as well as interesting volume.
In such a volume should appear Colonel Fremont's capture of San Rafael. In the report of the War
Department, the capture of this town figures as one of the great exploits of modern times. The truth
was about as follows: Colonel Fremont had collected a handful of followers on ahill not far from
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the old Mission of San Rafael. He wished to make the Mission his headquarters; so, with adrum
and fife, he marched his forces and took possession of the main buildings of the Mission, meeting
with no resistance whatever. At this time there was no resident priest at the Mission, and only a
few straggling Californians, who called it their home. These withdrew on Fremont's appearance;
there were just two white men residents—Don Timothy Murphy, an old Irishman, who had been
on this coast for many years, and old man Black, an American, also an old-time pioneer. These
two friends were found by Colonel Fremont's men seated on the porch of the old Mission building
playing old-sledge. They had ajug of whisky between them, and the winner of each game had a
right to take a drink, while the other had to remain dry. The victorious army of Fremont at once
confiscated the whisky in the name of the United States. It is said that Murphy and Black, up to
the time of their deaths, never forgave Fremont for this act of lawlessnessin his men, and always
declared their intention of having him court-martialed. If the reader will compare this true account
with the official account given of the capture of San Rafael, it will give agood idea of what the
war of the conquest of Californiareally was. The “Annals’ say that “most of the Californiaforces
were cavalry.” Asamatter of course, every Californian rode a mustang, and a man who would
agree to go to the field of battle on foot would have been deemed crazy and no soldier at all, for
there was nothing the Californians felt a more soldierly pride in than the celerity of their retreats.
In this sort of military movement 30 they seldom lost a man. They had the “finest horsesin the
world,” and were truly “the finest cavalry in the world,” for just that one military movement. That
the Californians should excel in this great act of war is not surprising, when we consider with what
perseverance they practiced it, from the first day Wm. B. Ide raised the Bear Flag in Sonomato
the closing scene of the war south of Los Angeles. When the“Annals’ talk of “flying artillery”
and “the country bristling with lances,” and “masked batteries,” and the like, of courseit isto be
understood in a poetical sense, for they had no existence, except in the brains of the authors of the
“Annals.”

CHAPTER IV.

CONDITIONS WHICH MADE THE CONQUEST OF CALIFORNIA AN EASY ONE—THE
MURDER OF FOSTER—THE TELL-TALE REVOLVER—THE VAQUERQO's STORY —
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CAPTURE OF MARIANA—HIS EXAMINATION—SUBSEQUENT ESCAPE—MR. BREEN's
STORY—THE OLD WOMAN AND THE DYING MAN—MR. BREEN AND THE MAN—THE
MEXICAN's CONFESSION—THE MURDER OF HISAFFIANCED AND AN AMERICAN—
DEATH OF THE CARY BROTHERS—THE MEXICAN's MURDER OF HIS OWN FRIEND—
HISREMORSE—FATHER ANZER's VISITS—THE BURIAL—OTHER MURDERS.

Besides the miserable plight the Californians found themselves in, for making a successful stand
against the Americans, when Stockton began his work of subduing the country, there were other
causes which helped the Americans. Nearly al the Missionary Fathers who yet remained in the
State were glad to see Mexican rule go down, as they believed their chance for religious freedom
was much better under the flag of the United States than under that of Mexico; so they everywhere
threw their influence to prevent resistance to the Americans. Then there were several prominent
Americans married to daughters of leading Californians, which had a great influence with those
families to privately side with the Americans. As ageneral rule, the Californiawomen liked the
Americans, and this was no small help towards reconciling the native Californians to their new
national connection. However, the good judgement with which our generals treated the Californians
wherever they obtained power over them, did more to induce the whole people to quietly acquiesce
in the new order of things, than all the other causes taken together; and it is no vain boast to say that
in the history of the world there never was a conquered people so friendly with their conquerors
after the contest was ended, as were the native Californians with the Americans at the close of the
war. Their intercourse has ever since been of the most friendly and kindest character. In this remark,
of course, | allude to the well educated, intelligent class, who were the governing people under 32
Mexican rule, and not to the low, ignorant, thieving vagabonds, who for years afterwards tormented
the country by their villainies and who had not the courage to meet the Americansin fair fight,
during the war, while hating them with the bitterest intensity. At the hands of these villains many a
lonely traveler met a bloody fate. Thiswas particularly so in the lower or rural counties, along the
coast from San Francisco to Los Angeles, where the American population was small and sparse.
Two, three, and sometimes five, of these desperate spirits would bind themsel ves with a solemn
oath of fidelity to each other, and of vengeance against all Americans. Their practicewasto liein
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wait on the most traveled roads to and from San Francisco, and to the other large towns of the State,
and rob and murder all who fell unprotected into their hands. But, not satisfied with this slow way
of reaching victims worth robbing, they often came to San Francisco, Sacramento, or Stockton; and
with cunning and adroitness, would seek out some American who had been lucky in the mines, and
had, therefore, plenty of “dust.” They would then ingratiate themselves into such a man's favor, by
obliging him in many small ways, and after gaining his confidence, would propose to him some
very profitable speculation—generally of buying cattle in the southern part of the State—where
they would pretend to know of a band of finefat cattle, which could be bought for almost a song.
The unwary American, often and often, fell into thistrap. Suspecting no treachery, he would pack
up hisgold, and trust himself and it to the pretended friend, to lead the way to the cheap cattle in the
far-off, lonesome south. Months and months would pass before the first suspicion would arise as

to the fate of the cattle speculators, who had never returned, and then no one had time to think, or
say much, about the circumstance. This was the fate of many aman in '49, '50, and '51. At last, an
undefined sort of afeeling of mystery and suspicion spread through the community asto the strange
fact that so many Americans who went south for cattle never returned. This aroused an alarm that
effectually destroyed al confidence in Californians as guides to the lower country for cattle. In one
instance | knew of, the murderers were discovered, though the principal one escaped punishment. |
will relate this circumstance from memory; and, asit isalong time ago, | may possibly make some
mistakes, but not in the main facts. It was related to me in 1852, by Mr. Riddle, a 33 friend of the
murdered man, then living on the Tuolumne river.

Savage and Foster were partners in the cattle business, and lived near Stockton in 1849 and '50.
They purchased small bands of cattle, as they could find them, and furnished the butchers of
Stockton and the neighboring mining camps with beef cattle, as they might require them. They
made money fast in this business.

There was a Mexican, known by the name of Mariana, who lived mostly in Stockton at thistime, in
the same business. He seemed always to have money at his command, and often joined Savage and
Foster in these trips looking up fat cattle, buying little bands on his own account for the Stockton
market. He took great pains to ingratiate himself into the good opinion of the American cattle men,
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and succeeded well. They thought he was one of the very best of men, and were willing to trust
him in any way. He had often told them of how cheap cattle could be purchased near Los Angeles,
and at length proposed that one of the partners should take a trip with him, and get alarge band of
cattle at low pricesin the lower country. The great profit to be made on such atrip induced them

to accede to his proposition. So they collected al the money they could get together, some five

or six thousand dollars, and Foster started with Marianain pursuit of the enterprise, each taking
avaguero with him. Foster's vaquero was an American; Mariana's was a Californian. Savage
remained in Stockton, but heard nothing from his partner after his departure. In some two months
Mariana came back to Stockton with afine band of cattle. When met by Savage he expressed great
astonishment that Foster had not got home. He then went on to say that when they reached Los
Angeles, Foster, hearing of aband of cattle further south that were offered very cheap, insisted,
contrary to his (Mariana's) advice, in going to see them. So they parted, while he himself went to
the rancho they had originally started for, bought his cattle, and started with them up the coast,
supposing Foster had taken his cattle by the Tulare county way, which would be the shortest for
him if he got the cattle he went for. He, therefore, expected to find Foster at home before him. This
all seemed plausible enough; so matters rested, and no one had the least suspicion of foul play. No
Foster came, however, and al began to give him up, and could not account for his disappearance.
Savage one day sauntered into Marianas camp, 34 or shanty, as he had often done before, when,

to his astonishment, he saw lying on the table before Mariana, a beautiful silver mounted revolver
belonging to himself, which he had lent Foster the day they parted. This pistol was presented to
Savage by a brother of his, and this fact Foster knew, and promised to be very careful of it, and
return it safely. A new light flashed on Savage's mind the moment he saw the pistol; but, concealing
hisfeelings, he said, carelessly, as he took up the revolver, “Why, this belonged to Foster.” Mariana
gave a sudden start; but, instantly recovering himself, he said, “Oh, yes; | gave abig price for it

to Foster. | gave him ahundred and fifty dollars. It is not worth it, but | took afancy to it, and he
would not sell it for less.” “That was agood price for it, sure enough,” said Savage, in the same
careless voice; and as he spoke he walked out of the shanty. He walked slowly at first, but then
guickened his pace, and just as he did so he involuntarily turned half round and looked back at the
shanty, and there stood Mariana leaning out of the door, evidently watching him, and as Savage
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looked back he at once withdrew out of sight. “Ah!” said Savage, “1 fear he knows | suspect him,
and was watching my motions. | am sorry | walked so fast.” Savage now, as quickly as possible,
assembled some friends and told them what he had discovered. The majority thought it was best

to take the matter slowly, and watch Mariana's movements. In pursuance of thisidea, and to quiet
any suspicions Mariana might have that he was suspected by Savage, no one went near his camp
until late in the afternoon. Two of the party who were on the most friendly terms with Mariana then
went to his camp, on the pretence of business, but to their surprise the shanty was locked, and on
looking around they found both of Mariana's fine horses gone, and there was a something about the
little house that said plainly, “Y ou come too late; | am deserted.” They now unhesitatingly broke
open the door, and, on entering, found everything in confusion, asif the owner had just selected
whatever was of much value and could be conveniently taken away, and abandoned everything else.
Then there was great excitement among the Americans, and Savage remembered that the vaquero
who was with Mariana at the time he left Stockton with Foster was yet in his employment, and now
most likely with his cattle out on the plains a little beyond French Camp. So, five well mounted

and well armed men were dispatched to 35 find the vaquero, and they had some hopes of finding
Mariana with him; but some feared that if he had really fled he had taken the vaquero, too; but in
this respect they were mistaken, for they found the vagquero. They brought him to Stockton, and, on
consultation with all the friends, they determined to try to extort from him a confession. So, placing
arope on his neck, they led him to alonesome place outside the town, and threw the end of the rope
over alimb of atree, asif about to hang him fromit. Up to this time the vaquero remained sullen
and stolid in hiswhole way of acting; but, seeing death so close at hand, he addressed Savage, and
asked what they were going to kill him for. Savage told him for helping Mariana to murder Foster
and his vagquero. He then said, “| know where you can find Mariana; and, if you do not kill me, |
will tell you, and tell you all about Foster and his vaquero.” There was now intense excitement to
hear the fate of poor Foster and all the Californian had to communicate. So the promise of life was
readily given, cautioning the wretch not to tell any lies, for that if he did so they would be sureto
detect him, and in that case they would burn him alive. He agreed to these conditions, and said he
could prove to them that all he was about to tell them was true. He had been placed standing on an
old log, under the tree they were going to hang him from. Now, without asking to have the rope
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removed from his neck, he slipped down to a sitting posture, the rope still on the limb and yet in the
grasp of determined men, who looked as if anxious for the signal that was to launch the poor wretch
into eternity. It was a dark night, but one of the party had collected dried branches and lit up afire,
which soon threw its lurid glare over the vigilantes and their prisoner, as, with revolversin hand,
every one of them crowded around him in breathless silence to listen to his statement, which was to
reveal the fate of Foster and his vaguero. His story was about as follows:

“ At about noon to-day Mariana came to the camp where | was taking care of the cattle, and told
me that Savage had seen Foster's pistol, which he had just taken out of hisvalise for the first time
since he got back from the lower country, and that, from the way Savage looked and acted, he was
satisfied that he suspected him of murdering Foster, and that, on that account, he had made up

his mind to leave the country for the present. He then told me that if he never came back, | could
have the 36 cattle | was herding for what he owed me, and the shanty and things in it, in Stockton,
and then he handed me this bill of sale of everything, so that no one could dispute my title.” As
the vaquero said this, he drew from his shirt pocket a paper, written in Spanish, and handed it to
Savage, and then continued: “Mariana then told me that if Savage or any of the Americans asked
for him, to deceive them as long as possible, and give out that news had reached him from Mexico
of hisfather's death; and that he had to leave in great haste, but expected to be back in three months.
| then asked him for some money, and he told me he was going to San Jose, where nearly all his
money was deposited with afriend, and that he would leave three hundred dollars there for me.
He then left me, taking the direct road to San Jose, and | believe he has gone there, for | know he
usually did keep his money there.”

Now the vaquero paused, and seemed almost to choke as he leaned his head forward, with forehead
clasped in both hands. Recovering himself in a moment, he proceeded—not, however, until he was

reminded of the necessity of doing so by ajerk on the rope, and an angry voice saying, “Now tell us
all about Foster and his man.”

“Thefirst day we left Stockton,” he went on, “we did not go far. We camped about a mile after
crossing the ferry on the San Joaquin river, where there was good shade and grass for our animals.
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After eating our evening meal, Foster and his vaquero lay on the grass asleep, and Marianaand |
lay there also; but we did not Sleep. After alittle Mariana made a signal to me to follow him. He
led the way into the tules for some distance, until we came to an open spot. Then he threw himsel f
on the ground, and | also sat down. For the first time, | learned from him that he intended to kill
the Americans, and take their gold. | did not want to have anything to do with it, and told him so.

| said that Foster had always treated me well, and | could not kill him. He swore at me; called me
acoward; said it was no harm to kill an American; that they had stolen Californiafrom Mexico,
and killing one of them was just the same as killing aman in battle. He said that all the gold in this
country of right belonged to the Mexicans, and that it was the duty of every Mexican to kill every
American he could, and take all their gold. He said Foster had five thousand dollarsin hisvalise,
and that | sould have half. So, after awhile, | agreed, and it was settled 37 that Mariana should

keep close to Foster that night, and | close to his vagquero, and that, as they slept, Marianawas to
give me asignal, and that we were both to strike with our knives at the same moment. | wanted

to use our pistols, but Mariana would not agree, because, he said, a cap might miss with either of
us, and that, in that case, one or both of uswould lose our lives. So it was all arranged, and, after
looking at our knives, to seeif they were al right and sharp, we returned to the camp. We found
Foster sitting up, smoking a cigar. Mariana told him we had been looking for rabbits, but could
find none. | thought Foster did not look satisfied, and several times found his eyes on me during
the evening, as if he was suspicious. This, and the work we were to do that night, made me tremble
with fear. Mariana appeared just the same as aways, though he told me afterwards that he observed
Foster looking at him very hard once or twice. Night came, and we went to sleep, just as agreed on.
Mariana pretended to sleep soundly, and so did I; but we were both wide awake, and we could see
that Foster lay awake for along time. At length sleep seemed to overpower him, though | thought

| observed him, struggling against it. Mariana now raised to a half sitting position, as was agreed
on, and at thissignal | wasto do the same. Then Marianawas to raise his arm, and | was to do the
same, but our hands were to have nothing in them. Then we were to lie back in our former position.
Then, after waiting afew moments, Marianawas to do just as he had done before, and | wasto
follow; but this time we were to have our knives in our hands, with the blades concealed from sight
in our sleeves. Then we were to lean forward, each over his man, and Mariana, when ready, was to
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nod his head twice, and, if | returned his nod the second time, we were both to strike, and follow
blow after blow until we were sure they were dead. On this night, | returned all Mariana's signals
until it came to the last nod of his head, when to my astonishment | saw the vaquero's eyes wide
open, staring at me. Instead of returning the nod, | put my hand on my stomach and pretended to be
in a cramp. The American was lying with his face towards me, and had not seen any of Mariana's
signals, nor had he seen the knife in my hand, for it was partly concealed in my sleeve, so he was
deceived and believed me, and rose, saying he had some first-rate brandy afriend had given him,
and that it would do me good. He brought the flask, and | took a good 38 long drink, which restored
me to myself, for | shook with fear. He lit acigar, and before he had finished smoking the day was
dawning. Aswe were watering our horses that morning Mariana stood very near me, and, with

his back to me, he said in alow voice, that | could scarcely hear, “We are watched; do not come
near me to-day, or speak to me on any pretense; but answer my signals to-night just the same as
you did last night, and make sure work of it, or our lives are not worth areal.” Without changing
his position, or waiting to hear if | had anything to say, he broke into a Spanish song he was in

the habit of singing, and when the horses were done drinking, walked to where Foster stood, and
commenced avery pleasant conversation with him. At first I made up my mind that | would hang
back, and run away where no one was observing me, but all that day |1 found Mariana's eyes on

me, no matter where | turned. | then thought | would pretend to be asleep that night and not see his
signals; but just before we camped, Mariana rode up to me, asif to give me an additional riatato
stake out my horse with, and as he leaned forward in his saddle to give me theriata, hislips seemed
to shrink back from his teeth, giving his face aterribly fierce look, while he whispered, just between
his teeth, “If we fail to-night, it will be your fault, and | will not die until | see your bones given

to the buzzards to pick.” | never saw such a devilish look before on hisface, and | felt asif | dare
not disobey him. So the night came. We were in the pass in the mountains, and all prepared their
placesto sleep, as on the preceding night; but now Mariana pretended to have a bad headache, and
told us that such turns lasted him generally two days, and begged Foster to remain over one day, if
he was not better in the morning, as he could not travel in the hot sun. To this Foster agreed, and
the request undoubtedly threw him off his guard, for both he and his vaguero were evidently sound
asleep. Early in the night Mariana gave the signal. | followed, asif in adream, and asif | could
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not disobey. We both struck on his second nod. Mariana's blow went home through Foster's body,
and, with one loud moan, he was dead. My arm was weak and trembling, and the blade of my knife
struck against asilver watch in the vagquero's pocket, from which it glanced along the ribs and never
entered the vitals. With a bound the vaquero was on his feet, but his pistol and knife were both
under his saddle, upon which his head rested for a pillow. 39 He made a dash for them. Catching up
the saddle, he flung it into my face, knocking my revolver out of my hand. He grasped his knife and
revolver, but just as he raised them up aball from Mariana's pistol brought him to the ground, and
then Marianas knife did the rest.

We dragged the bodies to a deep, dry arroyo, threw some brush and stuff on them, and, without
waiting for daylight, saddled up and took all the horses and traps with us. Just after daylight we
turned out of thetrail, and camped. Here we burned up all the things belonging to the Americans
that we did not want, and continued on our journey towards San Jose. There we made a halt, and
Marianatold me he left Foster's money with afriend in that town until he should return, as he had
enough of his own to purchase what cattle he wanted. He has, from time to time, given me money,
but never much; and | have aways been afraid he would kill me to get rid of me, and he would have
done so, | know, but for his oath; for he once told me that with three others he took a solemn oath
never to spare an American whose life he could take without discovery, and never, on any account,
to take the life of aMexican.”

When the vaquero finished this terrible story, the crowd withdrew for consultation, and it was
decided that four or five should prepare themselves and take the vaquero to the scene of the murder,
and that another party should mount the best horses to be found in Stockton, and ride with all
possible speed, that very night, for San Jose. The vaquero agreed to act as guide to the spot where
poor Foster and his vaquero met their bloody fate. On reaching there, the remains of the Americans
were found in the arroyo, as described by the vaguero. On returning to Stockton the vagquero was
placed in jail until news should be received from San Jose. When the party which had gone to
capture Mariana came within afew miles of San Jose they camped on the Coyote creek and waited
for night to close in. In the darkness of evening they rode at full speed into the town and made
directly for a Spanish gambling-house. In this way, before any one knew of their approach, they had
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surrounded the gambling-table in this establishment, and were not disappointed in finding Mariana;
for there he sat, deeply interested in a game in which he had just ventured some hundreds of dollars.
They soon made known their business; and, without resistance, marched Mariana off. Some of the
party wanted to take him at 40 once out of town and hang him to the first tree that came in their
way, but others urged to wait until they should hear that the remains of Foster and his vaquero were
found, thus making sure of Mariana's guilt. Mariana protested innocence, and he had many friends
in San Jose who besought moderation in his behalf. He was finally lodged in jail and safely guarded
that night by the men who had arrested him. The next day he was taken out for examination before
some judge or justice of the peace, and duly committed for trial; but, after his examination, on his
way back to the jail, he made his escape from the officers, and was never recaptured. When my
friend Riddle told me this story, he insisted that Mariana's escape was connived at by some of the
San Jose officials, for which he said they were well paid. | have since been told that this charge
was unjust; but what the truth is | cannot pretend to say. When the people of San Joaquin heard

of Mariana's escape they were furious, and denounced the San Jose sheriff and his officialsin no
measured terms. In the excitement that ensued, they rushed to the jail and, taking out the vaquero,
hanged him forthwith, in violation of the promises made him.

Mr. Patrick Breen, a pioneer of 1846 or '47 from the State of Missouri, and who lived for many
years in San Juan, Monterey county, where he has left awell raised and prosperous family to
perpetuate his good name, related to me another circumstance that will further illustrate the
character of those days. It is now over sixteen years since Mr. Breen told me the story, so | do not
pretend to use his language, but in substance it was as follows:

MR. BREEN's STORY..

Very early one morning in the Summer of 1851, | was walking along the corridor in front of the
old Mission building that joins the Mission Church, in San Juan. As| came to the west end of the
building, | heard deep groans in one of the old dark rooms that opened on the corridor. The door
was partly open, so | entered to ascertain the cause of the moans, or groans, | heard so plainly. In
the back room | found a man, lying on a miserable bed, apparently in great pain. On a seat near
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the bed sat avery old woman, looking more like an Indian than a Californian. She was dark and
shriveled, yet her eyes were bright and had not a bad expression. | addressed the old woman politely
in the 41 language of the country, asking what was the matter with the sick man, and if he was
some friend or relative of hers. She answered, politely, that he was no relation of hers, but he was
asick countryman, and she came to see if she could help him in any way. The man now turned
his eyes towards me for amoment, and | thought there was almost afierce light in them. He then
beckoned the woman to draw near. She did so, and leaned over him with her ear closeto hislips.
In a husky whispering, which | heard plainly, however, he said: “Tell that man to go away; heisa
cursed American.” | did not pretend to hear, but waited for the old woman to speak. She turned to
me and said that the sick man requested to be left alone. There was something about the appearance
of the man that struck me strangely. He had evidently once been afine looking man, but now his
flesh had wasted from his frame; his eyes were large, bright and fierce, but death shone plainly in
them. My curiosity was aroused to know something more about him; so, as | turned to go, without
speaking, | beckoned the woman to follow me to the corridor. She did so, and when there | asked
her who the man was. She said: “It is no use now for any one to know, for heis dying; but even
now | dare not tell you until he is dead. He has been aterrible, bad man; but now itisall over. In
aday or two more he will no longer be of thisworld. He once helped me when | was in sore need
of help. So | am boundto do al I can for himin return.” “Has Padre Anzer been to see him?’ said
[. “No. When | spoke to him of calling the Padre, he grew perfectly wild, so that | could hardly
hold him in bed. He said such terrible things that frightened me, so that | have given up al hope.
Oh!” said the old woman, clasping her hands in horror, “the devil surely owns him aready, and
will not let the Padre near him.” | asked her if she had anything for him to eat, or money to get it
with. She said he had not a dollar, and that he had asked her for some baker's bread, but that she
had no money to get it, so she got him some of her home-made cakes, and fed them to him with a
little milk she got from my wife. | then gave her alittle money, and told her to tell the man that |
would like to see him, as | was a sort of a doctor, and might do him good, and would charge him
nothing. The woman shook her head, and said: “Oh! he hates all Americans; | do not think there
isany usein asking him.” | told her to try, anyway, and tell him that | was an Irishman. “Ah!”
said she, “he hates 42 them, too; but | will try.” That afternoon the woman came and told me that
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the sick man would see me. | went two or three times to see him, but did not try to enter into any
conversation. | contented myself with doing afew things for his comfort, and my wife gave him a
couple of new flannel shirts, clean sheets and a blanket for his bed. He seemed to be sinking away
inalow fever. | gave the old woman some lemons to make the necessary cooling drink. On the
second day, just as | was leaving his room, he told the woman to call me back. When | returned, he
pointed to a chair near the bed, and then motioned to the woman to leave the room. When we were
alone he asked me abruptly why | took any interest in him, and why | did not let him die like a dog.
| said he was a human being, like myself, and | thought it was only right to relieve his sufferings,

if 1 could do so; and that that was the only reason | took any interest in him. “Have you any idea
who | am?’ “Noneintheleast,” said I, “nor do | care.” “Well,” said he, with agrim half smile on
hisface, “if you knew that you would not stay in the same room with me for one moment.” As he
spoke, there was a fearful, almost devilish expression in his eyes. | involuntarily shrank away from
him; but, recovering myself, | said in a careless tone: “No matter what you have been, your day is
now closing, and | have no right to be your judge, and | would like to help you in any way | could
to die a penitent death.” “A penitent death! a penitent death!” he repeated, over and over, with a
sort of a chuckling laugh. “There is no repentance for me now; it istoo late. Itisall over. Hell is
ready to receive me. Every night | see the fiends, who are to plunge me in, waiting for me. Oh, yes;
my hell has commenced, and your talk of repentance is humbug.” | now thought | would assume a
bolder tone, and see what effect it would have, so | said: “When you were a child you were baptized
a Catholic Christian; why don't you send for Padre Anzer, and confess your sinsto him, and ask
him to pray for you that God would forgive you, and drive away those fiends you see near you now;
and, perhaps, you would escape hell, after all”?” The Mexican rose up, in half sitting posture, leaning
on one elbow, while he stared wildly at me for two or three minutes. Then he said, “Why do you
talk in that way? Y ou have the American religion, and you do not believe in priests, and yet you

tell me to send for Padre Anzer. | see you are amusing yourself with my 43 misery, and you think

| antoo big afool to seeit.” “You are mistaken, hombre. | believe, as all Christians do, no matter
what their denomination, that when we know ourselves guilty of great sins, we should ask good,
pious persons to pray for us, so that God would be moved by their prayersto give us the grace to
repent and sue for hisforgiveness. Padre Anzer is a priest of the Church you, aswell as myself,
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were baptized in; and, if | were in your place, | would send for him, and beg him to pray for me.”
As| finished speaking, he dropped his head on the pillow, but so that his face was downward, and
covered from sight, while his hands were clasped on his ears. He groaned, as if enduring intense
pains and torments of body or mind—or, most likely, both. After afew moments, he raised his
head, and again fixed his terrible, wild, bright eyes on my face, and said, in awild, excited tone,
“What afool | wasto listen to you talking of God and His forgiving me. It only made the fiends
mad, and they all showed themselvesto me, and | heard an unborn child we murdered cry again. |
tried to stop my ears, but it was no use; and the fiend laughed, while | was obliged to listen. Yes;
and | saw young Cary's bloody hand just as he always appears to me. No, no; do not speak to me
of God. Speak to me of hell. It isthere | am going. | am almost there now.” | was filled with horror
at this allusion to terrible, inhuman crimes; but somehow | hated to go off and have the wretch die
indespair. So | sat perfectly still, undecided what to do, while he lay back on his pillow, with his
eyes closed, breathing hard and fast. | watched him, and began to fear that his hour was come, and
that his soul was passing away. But it was only one of his spasms. He suddenly opened his eyes,
turned, and looked at me with a sort of vacant stare, asif he had just awoke from sleep. “ Shall |

call thewoman?’ said |. He did not answer for half a minute, then said: “Well, | see you want to
leave me; you are right, you are right, you are right. Fly from me. | am achild of hell. Y ou dare not
listen to my history. If you did, you would see that no place but hell isfit for me.” “I do not want
to leave you; and | would do anything to help you, if you would listen to me, and do as | advise
you. | tell you that you can save yourself from hell even now.” He again arose to a half-sitting
posture, and said, as he stretched out his head towards me: “ The Americans are a great people—a
wise people. Tell me, do you believe what you have just said? Do not deceive a miserable, dying
wretch. Do you, in truth, believe what you 44 have just said?” “ Of course, | believeit; just asfirmly
as | believe the sun rose this morning. If | did not, what would be the use of my giving you any
advice on the subject?” “Will you listen to my history?’ “I would rather not, except there is some
object to be gained by my doing so.” “Well, | want just to tell you the worst part of it; and then, if
you think there is any possible chance—which | do not—of escaping hell, | will take your advice,
and do just asyou direct me.” “Well, on that condition, | will listen; but now it is late, and getting
dark. I will be herein the morning at 10 o'clock. Will that do?’ “Good; | am satisfied, and you shall
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judge for yourself.” At the appointed hour, next morning, | was seated by the Mexican's bed. He
told the woman to leave, as he had done the previous evening. Then he reached out, and took from
the table a bottle of Californiawine, and, placing it to hislips, drank more than half its contents,

at one draught. Laying it down, he commenced the terrible tale of hislife, in which it appeared
that his name was Nicholas Morano; that he was born in Mazatlan, Mexico, of respectable parents,
and was well educated; that he came to California before his majority, and lived as a mercantile
clerk in Los Angeles up to the war with the United States. He then joined the California forces, and
remained with the army—if army it could be called—until after Stockton and Kearny had taken
possession of Los Angeles, the second and last time. He then returned to his old employer, and
soon after became devotedly attached to a beautiful young Californiagirl; that, after the wedding
day had been appointed his affianced proved faithless to him, flying from her father's house with
ayoung American military officer, who degraded, but did not marry her. Then he detailed how,
burning with hate and jealousy, he watched for a chance to revenge himself on the American. At
length his opportunity came. He discovered the hiding place of the faithless girl—allittle adobe
house hid away in an orange grove on the outskirts of the town. Here, with afriend, he lay in wait
until, just at night, the unsuspecting American approached. The two men sprang upon him. The
American fought like atiger. The girl rushed, screaming, to his aid, and joined in the fight with
the fury of awildcat. The struggle lasted but two or three minutes. Then Nicholas arose, covered
with blood and without a wound worth naming. At hisfeet lay dead the American, his own friend
and the unfortunate girl. He stooped over the form of his affianced, dropped on his knees beside
her, raised her head, 45 but all sign of life had fled. Blood was yet flowing from a knife wound in
her bosom. He drew from his pocket a white Chinese silk handerchief, saturated it in the flowing
blood, and then, while yet on his knees, he raised it up over her lifeless form, and swore a solemn
oath never to make peace with the Americans. Stooping as he spoke the last words of the fearful
oath, he kissed the cold white lips of the dead girl. Then he fled from approaching footsteps. He
was suspected, and left Los Angeles. In Santa Barbara he found two congenial spirits, who joined
him in the oath of war on the Americans, and of fidelity to each other. Nicholas was to be captain
of this band, and to him they swore obedience. Soon afterwards, in San Jose, they took two more
desperadoes into their confidence. The dying robber now related a series of terrible, treacherous
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murders and robberies, in which he had had a hand—sometimes directly, and sometimes indirectly.
Above all seemed to stand out in the vision of this dying wretch the murder of two brothers of the
name of Cary, and of aman and his wife on the Salinas plains. The Cary brothers were decoyed

on the pretence of selling them cattle, to a place south of San Juan—about where the town of
Hollister now stands—and there murdered under circumstances of peculiar brutality. Mr. Breen
well recollected having seen those two young men in San Juan, as they passed on south, and of
advising them to be cautious and ook out for treachery. The mystery of their never returning and
strange disappearance was revealed to him now, for the first time. The man and wife were murdered
on the Salinas plains, near the little lagoons where now stands the thriving town of Salinas. From
the robber's account, they were evidently educated people, and of good social position. The wife
was young, beautiful, and very near her confinement. There is ageneral belief among Californians
that if awoman so situated is met by the fiercest grizzly bear, he will turn away and leave her
unharmed. Bethisasit may, her situation made her murder, and her dying agony, inexpressibly
horrible. He told how, in San Francisco, he became acquainted with the captain of aband of Sydney
robbers, with whom his own band co-operated in many villainous schemes, until they were broken
up by the Vigilance Committee. Then he related how his own band were all killed, one after the
other, in fights and frays, until finally but one beside himself was left. Then how they two quarreled
over money they had robbed from an American, and how, in this affray he had run his knife through
his friend on 46 the steps of the “BellaUnion,” in San Francisco. How his friend, while dying,
screened him from arrest for the act by telling the police who gathered around him that it was an
American who struck him the fatal blow; then how his friend whispered in his ear, as he gasped

out hislast breath: “Thank God, | die by the hand of a countryman.” How, from that hour, ill luck
followed him, until disease and sickness bore him down to this horrid death-bed, “where,” he
continued, “all the murdered Americans haunt my sight, asleep or awake. | see them all waiting for
me; and, above al, one of the Cary boys holding up acrossin his shattered, bloody hand, asking

for mercy, just as he was when | struck him the last blow, and then the fearful, mournful cry of the
dying mother is always ringing in my ears. It was not | who struck her. | wasin a struggle with

the husband, and she was striking at me with a hatchet, when my partner stabbed her in the breast.
She fell on her face, dead, as we believed; but, just as we were turning away, she stretched out her
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hand and, partly raising herself up almost to a kneeling position, she gave the loudest, longest and
most fearful cry | ever heard. Oh! it was the cry of the child and mother both. After she had again
dropped on the ground, the cry seemed to float away over the valley, and we thought we could

hear it echo and re-echo up in the Gabalan mountains. A hundred coyotes, it seemed to me, started
into sight from their hiding places, and answered the cry with fearful howling. | have been only
twice through the Salinas plains since then; but both times | plainly heard that fearful cry yet re-
echoing along the hills.” Then he told how they dragged the bodies of the husband and wife, threw
them into an old well near the little lagoon, and filled the well with rubbish to conceal them, and
then burned their effects, reserving only their gold and the woman's jewelry. During the recital

the wretched man would stop for ten minutes at atime, groaning and apparently in terrible agony,
but he always motioned me to remain until he could again command his voice. As he finished

he looked at me with a grim smile and said: “Well, you give it up, now; for you see that neither
Protestant nor Catholic priest, nor bishop, could save such asme?’ Asl| replied, | tried not to betray
the sickening, horrible disgust | could not help feeling towards him. | said: “Both Protestants and
Catholics believe that God can send even such as you grace to repent, and that, if you do repent, He
will forgiveyou.” “You say all Christians believe 47 that?’ “Y es, most surely they do.” “Then,”
said he, in avoice hardly audible, “send me Padre Anzer, and | will get him to take from me that
bloody handkerchief, although | know all the fiends will try to prevent him; for it was the sight of
that handkerchief that prompted me to my worst deeds.” Glad to escape to the open air, out of the
sight of thisterrible man, | left, in almost a run; sought out Padre Anzer, who at once responded to
the call. | was glad to be rid of the necessity of again seeing the unfortunate wretch. My wife saw to
all his personal wants, and for the following three days | observed Padre Anzer passing in and out
of the robber's dark room. Then, on the third day, | saw afew Californians bringing out a coffin. |
knew it contained the remains of Nicholas, the murderer. | walked to the grave with them but asked
no questions, for | already knew too much. As| turned away, | found myself saying: “God's mercies
are surely above al hisworks, so we must not doubt, and if it were not so, who among us all could
hope to enter heaven?’

A picture of pioneer times in California, illustrated with anecdotes and stories taken from real life. By William Grey [pseudonym] http://
www.loc.gov/resource/calbk.181



We can hardly realize, in these days of peace and safety for travelersin California, how different

it was in the early days of American rule. Thereis not twenty miles of the traveled road from
Monterey to San Francisco that, at some spot, has not been the scene of afoul murder in those
eventful times. | could point out the location where at |east six murdered men were found at
different times, between San Juan and San Jose; and more yet between San Jose and San Francisco.
There are four murdered men buried under atree alittle north of the bridge that crossed the San
Francisquita creek, or arroyo, near the Menlo Park railroad station. The first buried there was a
man of the name of Nightingale, who was in charge of the toll-gate kept on the bridge, which was
built for the two counties by Isaac N. Thorn. Nightingale was murdered in alittle house he resided
in, near the bridge, for his money. Some months | ater, the bodies of three murdered men were
found near the same place, and, unrecognized by any one, were buried under the same tree. Nearly
every road in the State has its similar terrible record of murders. For the present, | will leave this
disagreeable subject, though there are frightfully thrilling scenes connected with my recollections
of those dangerous daysto lonely travelersin California, some of which you may find described in
another place, should my space permit giving you more of the history of that period.

CHAPTER V.

DISCOVERY OF GOLD BY MARSHALL—UNSUCCESSFUL ENDEAVOR TO KEEP THE
MATTER SECRET—LIFE IN CALIFORNIA—INCORRECT ACCOUNT OF IT IN THE
“ANNALS’—ALLEGED DISSIPATION OF ALL CLASSES—GENERAL INDULGENCE IN
GAMBLING—AMUSEMENTS, ETC.

The next subject treated of in the“Annals’ that calls for anotice is the discovery of gold in
California, and the consequences of that discovery. The history of the discovery, as given in the
“Annals,” is accepted by nearly every one as, in the main, correct. It isasfollows. | quote from page
130 of the“Annals™:

“Many strange and improbable stories have been told as to the earliest discoveries; but we believe
that the only reliable account is that given by Captain Sutter, upon whose ground the precious
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metal was first found, and which we shall therefore adopt, without noticing the various fabulous
statements alluded to.

“It appears that Captain Sutter, during the winter of 1847-8, was erecting a saw-mill for producing
lumber, on the south fork of the American River, afeeder of the Sacramento. Mr. James W.
Marshall contracted with Sutter for the building of this mill; and, in the course of his operations,
had occasion to admit the river water into the tail-race, for the purpose of widening and deepening
it by the strength of the current. In doing this, a considerable quantity of mud, sand and gravel was
carried along with the stream, and deposited in a heap at the foot of the tail-race. Marshall, when
one day examining the state of hisworks, noticed afew glittering particles lying near the edge

of the heap. His curiosity being aroused, he gathered some of the sparkling objects, and at once
became satisfied of their nature, and the value of his discovery. All trembling with excitement, he
hurried to his employer, and told his story. Captain Sutter at first thought it was fiction, and the
teller only afool. Indeed, he confesses that he kept a sharp eye upon his loaded rifle, when he,
whom he was tempted to consider a maniac, was eagerly disclosing the miraculous tale. However,
his doubts were all at once dispelled when Marshall turned on the table before him an ounce or

so of this shining dust. The two agreed to keep the matter secret, and quietly share the golden
harvest between them. But, as they afterwards searched more narrowly together, and gloated

upon the rich deposits, their eager gestures and looks and muttered broken words happened to be
closely watched by a Mormon laborer employed about the neighborhood. He speedily became

as 49 wise as themselves. As secrecy was of little importance to him, he forthwith divulged the
extraordinary intelligence, and, in confirmation of the story, exhibited some scales of gold he had
himself gathered. Immediately, everybody in the neighborhood I eft his regular employment and
began to search for the precious metal .”

Now, while the authors of the “Annals’ seek to tell us of the result, or consequence, of the
discovery of gold, and of the sort of people it brought to our State, and of the sort of society these
people when assembled together produced in San Francisco, they grow perfectly wild, reckless
and extravagant, and in many instances wholly misrepresented the facts. Thisis an interesting
subject to our young readers, for it is of their fathers and mothersthis part of the “Annals’ treats. |
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think, before | get through, | will satisfy every one of them that the picture drawn of us'49ersin the
“Annals,” is abase caricature, and avile slander on the pioneers. From the picture, as given in the
“Annals,” you gather—

First. That it was the wild, worthless, reckless and smart, clever rascals, asthey call us, of all
nations that rushed to California on the discovery of gold.

Second. That scarce one virtuous woman came with that rush.
Third. That it was unsafe for a virtuous woman to live in San Francisco.

Fourth. That there was no such thing as afamily circlein Californiain the years '49, '50 or '51, and
hardly any worth the mentioning in ‘52 or '53.

Fifth. That every one, Americans and all, on arriving here, threw off all restraint of religion, of
education and of home, American training, and rushed headlong into all manner of vices and
EXCESSES.

Sixth. That all, “from the minister of religion to the boot-black,” gambled, drank and took part
openly in every excess. That for the first four years after the gold discovery, including 1852, all,
with hardly one exception, joined in one general debauch, openly attending, without an attempt at
concealment, lewd fancy balls and entertainments given by invitation in houses of ill-fame.

The authors, in solemn earnestness, claim it as avirtue, and the only redeeming one of our people
of San Francisco, that they were not hypocrites, as the peoples of other countries, they assert, are,
because we openly and without shame acknowledged 50 that we were indulging in every devilish
excess that money could procure. Y es; and that “even the family man loved San Francisco with her
brave wickedness and splendid folly.” Asif wickedness could be brave, or folly splendid. The one,
in truth, belongs to the cowardly sneak, and the other to the contemptible fool.

The“Annas’ try to make this picture they draw of afour years debauch in San Francisco look
full of wild, charming delights, and they grow perfectly enthusiastic over it, as they exclaim:
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“Happy the man who can look back to his share in these scenes of excesses. He will be an oracle to
admiring neighbors.”

Read the following quotations from the “Annals,” and judge if | misstate the position of the authors
asto our moral statusin the pioneer years of '49, '50, '51, '52, '53 and '54. Read the quotations from
pages 364, 365 and 423 of the“Annals,” and it will be seen that they are unwilling to admit of

any change for the better asto private morals. | have examined the book carefully, and | fail to
find, from cover to cover, one unqualified admission that there were any virtuous women or good,
industrious wives in San Francisco in those years, or one man worthy of avirtuous wifein al that
time. On pages 134 and 135 they say:

“These astonishing circumstances soon gathered into California (in 1849) a mixed population of
nearly aquarter of amillion of the wildest, bravest, most intelligent, yet most reckless and perhaps
dangerous beings ever before collected into one small district of country. Gold, and the pleasures
that gold could bring, had allured them to the scene.**** Rich or poor, fortunate or the reverse, in
their search for gold, they were almost equally dangerous members of the community.****The
gaming table, women and drink were certain to produce a prolific crop of vice, crime and all

social disorders.**** A legal Constitution could alone save California.****Probably Congress at a
distance was not sufficiently alive to the present need of adequate measures being instantly taken
to remedy the alarming state of things described.**** At any rate, the most honest, intelligent and
influential persons of California believed that they could wait no longer.”

From pages 216 and 217:

“Gambling saloons glittered like fairy palaces—Ilike them, suddenly sprung into existence, studding
nearly al sides of the Plaza and every street in its neighborhood. Asif intoxicating drinks from the
well plenished and splendid bar they contained were insufficient to gild the same, music added its
loudest, if not its sweetest charms, and all was mad, feverish mirth, where 51 fortunes were | ost
and won upon the green cloth in the twinkling of an eye. All classes gambled in those days, from
the starched white neck-clothed professor of religion to the veriest black rascal that earned a dollar

A picture of pioneer times in California, illustrated with anecdotes and stories taken from real life. By William Grey [pseudonym] http://
www.loc.gov/resource/calbk.181



from blackening massa's boots. Nobody had leisure to think even for amoment of his occupation,
and how it was viewed in Christian lands. The heated brain was never allowed to get cool while a
bit of coin or dust was left. These saloons, therefore, were crowded night and day by the impatient
revelers, who never could satiate themsel ves with excitement, nor get rid too soon of their golden
heaps.* ** The very thought of that wondrous time is an electric spark that fires into one great flame
all our fancies, passions and experiences of the fall and of the eventful year 1849.”

“The remembrance of those days comes across us like the delirium of fever; we are caught by it
before we are aware.” ****

“Happy the man who can tell of these things which he saw, and, perhaps, himself did, at San
Francisco at that time. He shall be an oracle to admiring neighbors.”

Speaking of the close of 1849, they say on page 244:
“There was no such thing as a home to be found, scarcely even a proper house could be seen.”
On pages 248, 249 and 250, they tell us:

“Such places were accordingly crowded with a motley crew, who drank, swore and gamed to

their hearts' content. Everybody did so; and that circumstance was a sufficient excuse, if one were
needed, to the neophyte in debauchery. To vary amusements, occasionally afancy dress ball,

or masquerade, would be announced at a high price. There the most extraordinary scenes were
exhibited, as might have been expected where the actors and dancers were chiefly hot-headed
young men, flush of money and half frantic with excitement and lewd girls, freed from the necessity
of all moral restraint.”****“Monté, faro, roulette, rondo, rouge-et-noir and vingt-un, were the

games chiefly played. In the larger saloons, beautiful and well dressed women dealt out the cards,
or turned the roul ette wheel, while lascivious pictures hung on the walls. A band of music and
numberless blazing lamps gave animation and a feeling of joyous rapture to the scene.”

A picture of pioneer times in California, illustrated with anecdotes and stories taken from real life. By William Grey [pseudonym] http://
www.loc.gov/resource/calbk.181



“Gaming became aregular business, and those who followed it professionally were really among
the richest, most talented and influential citizens of the town.”***“The sight of such treasures, the
occasional success of players, the music, the bustle, heat, drink, greed and deviltry, all combined

to encourage play to an extent limited only by the great wealth of the community. Judges and
clergymen, physicians and advocates, merchants and clerks, contractors, shopkeepers, tradesmen,
mechanics, and laborers, miners and farmers, all adventurersin their kind— every one elbowed his
way to the gaming table, and unblushingly threw down his gold or silver stake.”

An admission on page 251, which is worse than no admission:

“There were exceptions, indeed, and some men scorned to enter a 52 gambling saloon, or touch a
card, but these were too few comparatively to be specially noticed.”

On page 300, of the year 1850, they say:

“Perhaps two thousand females, many of whom were of base character, and |oose practices, were
also added this year to the permanent population.”

On page 357 (in 1851):

“Females were very few in proportion to the whole number of inhabitants, although they were
beginning to increase more rapidly. A very large portion of the female population continued to be of
aloose character.”

Pages 364-65:

“Balls and convivial parties of the most brilliant character were constantly taking place. The great
number of flourishing women of pleasure, particularly French, mightily encouraged this universal
holiday, and gave ease, taste and sprightly elegance to the manners of the town.”***** |t would be
hard indeed for its hot-blooded and venturous population if they did not make the treasures within
their grasp minister to every enjoyment that youth and sanguine constitutions could crave.”
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“During the disturbed times in the early part of 1851, when nobody was safe from the assaults

of desperadoes, even in the public streets or in his own dwelling, the practice of wearing deadly
weapons became still more common. These were often used, though not so much against the robber
and assassin as upon the old friend or acquaintance or the stranger, when drink and scandal, time
and circumstances had converted them into supposed enemies.”

“The general population of San Francisco in 1852, with shame it must be confessed, in those days
—asis STILL the case in 1854, to a considerable extent—drank largely of intoxicating liquors.

A great many tippled at times, and quite as many swore lustily. They are an adventurous people,
and their enjoyments are all of an exciting kind. They are bold and reckless, from the style of the
place and the nature both of business and amusement. New-comers fall naturally into the same
character.”

Page 368, of the year 1851

“Balls, masgquerades and concerts, gambling saloons, visits to frail women—who have always
been very numerous and gay in San Francisco—and an occasional lecture, filled up the measure of
evening amusement.** It may be said, at the same time, that the foreign population were generally
an orderly, obedient and useful class of the community. The Chinese might have, perhaps, proved
an exception.”

Of the close of the year 1852, page 399, they say:

“Thereis a sad recklessness of conduct and carelessness of life among the people of California, and
nearly all the inhabitants of San Francisco, whatever be their native country, or their original pacific
disposition, share in the same hasty, wild character and feeling.”

A flattering mention of women, on page 417:

53
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“Stylishly dressed and often lovely women were constantly seen in fine weather, promenading the
principal streets and idling their time (which they knew not how otherwise to ‘kill’) and spending
somebody's money in foolish shopping, just asis the custom with the most virtuous damesin the
great cities on both sides of the Atlantic.”

Of 1852 they tell us on pages 423-24-25:

“No important change had occurred in the social or moral condition of San Francisco during
1852, and the characteristics of the people which were noticed in our review of the previous year
still existed. The old dizzy round of business and pleasure continued. There were not only more
people, greater wealth, finer houses, more shops and stores, more work, trade and profits, more
places of dissipation and amusement, more tippling and swearing, more drunkeness and personal
outrages, nearly as much public gambling and more private play. There were also afew more
modest women, and many more of another class.***** Then there were more churches, more moral
lectures and religious publications, more Sabbath and day schools, and, too, more of everything
that was beautiful and bad. More vice, debauchery and folly, and, perhaps, also a little more real
religion, and sometimes a deal of outward decency.*** The mgjority, however, of thefirst settlers
had faith in the place. They relished its excitements as well of business as of pleasure; they had no
family or fond ties elsewhere, or these had been long rudely broken, and so they adhered to San
Francisco.”******

“A few years here make one old in sensation, thought and experience—changes his sentiments, and
he beginsto like the town and people for their own sake. The vices and follies, the general mode of
living that frightened and shocked him at first, seem natural to the climate, and after all are by no
means so VERY DISAGREEABLE.***The scum and froth of its strange mixture of peoples, of its
many scoundrels, rowdies and great men, loose women, sharpers and few honest folk, are still all
that isvisible. The current of itsdaily life is muddy and defiled by the wild effervescence of these
unruly spirits.”

Page 452 (in 1853):
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“A great portion of the community still gamble—the lower classes in public, and the upper, or
richer, classesin private.”

Pages 500 and 501:

“Aswe have said, during 1853 most of the moral, intelligent and social characteristics of the
inhabitants of San Francisco were nearly as described in the reviews of previous years.*** The
old hard labor and wild delights, jobberies, official and political corruption, thefts, robberies and
violent assaults, murders, duels and suicides, gambling, drinking and general extravagance and
dissipation.*** They had wealth at command, and all the passions of youth were burning within
them. They often, therefore, outraged public decency; yet, somehow, the oldest residents and the
very family men loved the place, with all its brave wickedness and splendid folly.”

54
Page 502 (in 1854):

“The cards are often still dealt out and the wheels turned, or dice thrown, by beautiful women, well
skilled in the arts calculated to allure, betray and ruin the unfortunate men who become their too
willing victims.*** The keepers are wealthy men, and move in the better socia circles of the town.”

Now let us hear the authors ventilate their ideas of morality on this same page and the next, 503:

“Though there be much vice in San Francisco, one virtue—though perhaps a negative one—the
citizens at least have; they are not hypocrites, who pretend to high qualities which they do not
possess. In great cities of the old world, or it may be even in those of the pseudo-righteous New
England States, there may be quite as much crime and vice committed as in San Francisco, only
the customs of the former places throw a decent shade over the grosser, viler aspects. The criminal,
the fool and the voluptuary are not allowed to boast, directly or indirectly, of their bad, base or
foolish deeds, asis so often done in California. Y et these deeds are none the |ess blamable on that
account; nor, perhaps, are our citizens to be more to blame because they often seek not to disguise
their faults. Many things that are considered morally and socially wrong by others at a distance

A picture of pioneer times in California, illustrated with anecdotes and stories taken from real life. By William Grey [pseudonym] http://
www.loc.gov/resource/calbk.181



are not so viewed by San Franciscans when done among themselves.*** And if San Franciscans
conscientiously think that their wild and pleasant life is not so very, very wrong, neither isit so
really and truly wrong as the Puritanic and affectedly virtuous people of Maine-liquor prohibition
and of foreign lands would fain believe.*** |t is difficult for any woman, however pure, to preserve
an unblemished reputation in a community like San Francisco.”

The authors grow enthusiastic over the picture of our wickedness they have drawn, and on pages
508 and 509 they hold forth thus:

“The crime, violence, vice, folly, brutal desires and ruinous habits—the general hell (not to talk
profanely) of the place and people—these things, and many of alike saddening or triumphant
nature, filled the mind of the moralizing ‘forty-niner.” If these pioneers—and like them every later
adventurer to California, may think and feel, for all have contributed something to the work—Ient
themselves to the enthusiasm and fancy of the moment, they might be tempted with the Eastern
King to proudly exclaim, and astruly: ‘ Is not this great Babylon that | have built, for the house

of the Kingdom, by the might of my power, and for the honor of my majesty.™** The vagabonds
and scoundrels of foreign lands, and those, too, of the Federal Union, were loosed upon the city.
Robbers, incendiaries and murderers, political plunderers, faithless ‘fathers and officials, lawless
sguatters, daring and organized criminals of every description, all the worst moral enemies of other
societies concentrating here.”

55

Now the authors, in their enthusiasm, draw fancy scenes to astonish their readers. | quote from
pages 665-6-7-8-9:

“Perhaps never in thisworld's history has there been exhibited such avariety and mixture of
life scenes within the same extent and among an equal number of people, asin San Francisco
for the two or three years succeeding the discovery of gold.”****“ Away from Law, away from
public opinion, away from the restraints of home, half wild with the possession of sudden and
unaccustomed wealth, ‘on with the dance, let joy be unconfined’ seemed the motto best suited
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to the conduct of alarge portion of the people. The Puritan became a gambler; the boy taught

to consider dancing a sin soon found his way to masked-balls; monte became as familiar as the
communion, and the catechism was forgotten while the champagne popped, sparkled and excited.
At first it was a society composed almost exclusively of males; and, as a natural and inevitable
consequence, men deteriorated. Excitement was sought in such sources as could be found. The
gaming-table, with its cards and dice; the bar, with its brandy-smashes and intoxication.”**** But
soon women began to join the anomalous crowd. Then a new pleasure of society appeared. Then
reason tottered and passion ran riot. The allurements of the cyprian contested the scepter with the
faro banks. Champagne at ten dollars a bottle sold as readily in certain localities, as did brandy at
fifty-cents a glassin the saloon. Men suddenly rich squandered more in anight than until within
afew months they had been able to earn or to possessin years. Dust was plentier than pleasure;
pleasure more enticing than virtue; fortune was the horse, youth in the saddle; dissipation the track,
and desire the spur. Let none wonder that the time was the best ever made. Naturally enough,
masked-balls soon came in the train of women, wine and gold. Many of these ball-rooms were
soon dedicated to the service of Terpsichore, Cupid and Momus; and it must be confessed al so that
Bacchus shared no trifling portion in those devotions. Imagine avast hall, nearly one hundred feet
square, with a bar of fifty feet in length, built with an eye to tasteful architecture, and with a hand
in the pocket, glittering in front with gold leaf and in the rear supported by a battalion of cut-glass
decanters, colored glass ornamental articles, a golden eagle perched above the stock of liquors and
wines—the American cannot drink a cock-tail comfortably unless the ‘ star spangled banner’ float
above, and the national eagle look with at |east a glass eye into his potation; in the center a piece
of machinery, exhibiting the seain motion, tossing a laboring ship upon its bosom; a water-mill in
action; atrain of cars passing a bridge; and a deerchase, hounds horsemen and game, all in pursuit,
or flight. Opposite, afull band, crowding every nook of the room with sweet echoes, marches,
cotillions, mazurkas, gallopades, waltzes. On the third side a cake and a coffee-stand; and behind it
afair face, limber tongue, busy hands, coining dust from thirst, gallantry and dissipation.”

“It isdark, the hour nine; the rain dripples outside and the quaker-grey outdoors, wet, chill, mud,
gloom of the rainy season, drive the lonesome, the hilarious and the dissipated to the door where
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the ticket-taker admits the pleasure-seeker, who has deposited his umbrellain the general depot
for 56 those movable roofs, and been relieved by a policeman of any dangerous weapon—silver
and gold excepted—which may accompany his person. By the private entrance come the maskers,
male and female. The Spanish bandit with his high tapering hat ornamented with ribbons; the Gipsy
with her basket and cards; the Bloomer, beautiful in short skirts and satin-covered extremities;

the ardent young militaire with a borrowed uniform and sparse moustache; which requires like
swarming bees the assistance of a clattering tin kettle to congregate the scattering portions; the
Swiss ballad-singers, with their hurdy-gurdy and tambourine; the flaunting cyprian, not veiled by
domino or mask; and the curious, but respectable lady, hidden by cloak and false visage. There

is the Frenchman, in fantastical dress; a Gallic Count imitating the Y ankee; the Y ankee affecting
‘Aunty Vermont;” and men, already feeling the force of their libations, affecting sobriety.”

“Now the band commences, the bow is drawn, the breath blown, and domino and mask are whisked
about into the midst of the dizzy maze by the Turk, who has forgotten his cimeter; the Pole, who
has nothing of Kosciusko or Poniatowski except the tall cap, etc.; the Vermonter imitating a courtier
of Charles|l, and a Red Republican affecting Silsbe or Dan Marble. Away they whirl through the
waltz, or crash along the mazurka or dash away promiscuously in the gallopade. Where there are

no masks exercise brings no new rose tint nor crimson to the soft cheek—the rouge or carmineis
too thick for that. The music drawsto a close, and ends with a grand flourish. Off to the bar and
coffee-stand go the maskers, the gentlemen to treat, the others to be treated. So a few hours wear
away. The potations begin to operate, the violent seek rencontres, old scores are to be settled and
new quarrels commenced. Jealousy's eyes take a greener tinge from the bottle imp, and woman,
forgetting her last prerogative, gentleness, joins the ring and gives point and effect to feminine
oaths, by the use of feminine nails. Gradually the room is thinned, the first departing being careful
to select the finest umbrellas, and when daylight comes it finds the usual characteristics of such
‘banquet hall deserted.” Such isadlight description of the ‘ California Exchange' in the height of

its ball-day glories, where in one night thousands of dollars were taken for tickets, and thousands

at the bar for drinks. Another scene. See yonder house. Its curtains are of the purest white lace
embroidered, and crimson damask. Go in. All the fixtures are of a keeping most expensive, most
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voluptuous, most gorgeous, the favorite ones with the same class of humanity, whose dress and
decorations have made so significant, ever since the name of their city and trade ‘ Babylon.” It
isasoiree night. The ‘lady’ of the establishment has sent most polite invitations, got up on the
finest and most beautiful embossed note paper to al the principal gentlemen of the city, including
collector of the port, mayor, aldermen, judges of the county and members of the legidlature. A
splendid band of music isin attendance. Away over the Turkey or Brussels carpet whirls the
politician with some sparkling beauty, asfair asfrail, and the judge joins in and enjoys the dance
in company with the beautiful but lost beings whom to-morrow he may send to the house of
correction. Everything is conducted with the utmost propriety. Not an unbecoming word is heard.
Not 57 an objectionable action seen. The girls are on their good behavior, and are proud to move
and act and appear as ladies. Did you not know you would not suspect that you were in one of
those dreadful places so vividly described by Solomon, and were it not for the great proportion

of beauty present, you might suppose yourself in asalon of upper-tendom. But the danceis over;
now for the supper table. Everything within the bounds of the market and the skill of the cook and
confectioner is before you. Opposite, and by your side, that which nor cook nor confectioner's skill
have made what they are—cheeks where the ravages of dissipation have been skillfully hidden, and
eyes with pristine brilliancy undimmed, or even heightened by the spirit of the recent champagne;
and here the illusion fades. The champagne aloneis paid for. The soirée has cost the mistress one
thousand dollars, and at the supper and during the night she sells twelve dozen of champagne at ten
dollarsabottle! Thisisaliteral fact, not an idea being a draft upon the imagination or decorated
with the colors of fancy. No loafers present but the male ton; vice hides herself for the occasion,
and staid dignity bends from its position to twine a few flowers of social pleasure around the heads
and breasts of these poor outcasts of society.”

Page 670. The man al right, the woman a hypocrite:

“Another picture. It is Sunday afternoon. Serviceis over at church and ‘ meeting house.” The
Christian who went to worship, and the belle whose desire was to excite admiration, have returned
home. The one to reflect or to read, the other to calculate possible triumphs or to coquette.”
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On page 727 we find this foolish misrepresentation:

“Owing to hisremoval from office, and the impossibility of deciding upon his future course, but
chiefly because of the disordered state of the city, occasioned by the outrages of the ‘Hounds,’
rendering it actually unsafe for any lady to reside there, Colonel Geary determined to let hisfamily
remain here no longer, but sent back to Pennsylvania, in company with long tried friends, his wife
and two babes, the youngest of whom had been born in April, and was the first male child, of purely
American parents, that was born in San Francisco after the cession of Californiato the United
States.”

In puffing John W. Geary, on page 719, the authors utter the following malicious, wholesale slander
of the Pioneers:

“Who, then, would have expected to have found a community so lawless and reckless, so passion-
actuated and fancy-governed, so wild, desperate and daring, so pregnant with vices and so barren of
virtues, as it [San Francisco] was described in the history of nations, the first to exhibit to centuries
of civilized life alesson of thankfulness for good done, of forbearance and sacrifice of personal
desires, of zeal and earnestness in rewarding real merit?’

Now, | take issue with the authors' of the “Annals,” and make the following statement, which | will
undertake to sustain, in 58 part, by some facts givenin the“Annals’ itself, and, in part from other
sources; and my readers shall be the judges of the probable correctness of my position. In the first
place, then, | assert, that after the first day of May, 1849, nineteen-twentieths of the emigration to
this State came from the other States of the American Union. Secondly, that this whole emigration,
with afew exceptions, of course, were remarkable for their high moral and social standing at home,
aswell asfor their education, intelligence, energy and persona bravery. Thirdly, that fourfifths

of them never faltered, in their new home, from this high character and standing. Fourthly, that a
large number of women and children poured into the State with the American immigration, and
that of all these women in San Francisco, and in the whole State, not so large a proportion as one
in twenty belonged, openly or privately, to the abandoned class, which was the only one known,
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it should seem, to the authors of the “Annals.” Fifthly, that in the early Summer months of 1849,
family homes began to appear in every direction in San Francisco, and that by the Fall of '49, they
could be said to be numerous; and that from that time forward they steadily increased; that in the
Fall of 1850, nice family houses and cottages, were aleading feature of the city; that, in '51 and
'52, the want of families and of home family circles was hardly felt—except, of course, by the
new comers; that not so large a proportion as one-fifth of the residents of San Francisco joined

in the gambling carousals described in the “Annals,” or in fact, gambled in any way; that there
never was such aball at a house of ill-fame, as described in the “Annals’ on page 665, which they
accompany with awood cut to make it look charming; that there were balls at such houses no

one doubts, but that respectable men in San Francisco ever openly attended such is untrue; that

it never was so that keepers and managers of gambling hells were of the “first respectability and
social standing” in San Francisco, asis claimed by the “ Annals;” that no one in San Francisco ever
saw aminister of religion, of any denomination, who was in good standing with his church, at a
gambling table; that there never was a day in San Francisco when every man, or even one man

of respectable standing was willing to say openly that he went to such carousals as are described
on page 665 of the “Annals.” Now, my young Forty-niners, to whom | am addressing myself, let
me see how far | can sustain these bold, flat denials and charges of 59 misrepresentation on the
authors of the“Annals.” | will draw your attention, in the first place, to afew queer facts we find
inthe“Annals’ themselves, and see if they look consistent with the charming picture of “brave
wickedness and splendid folly” they draw of us old Forty-niners. Examine the following quotations
from the“Annas’:

On page 295 we find the following, in relation to the celebration of October 29, 1850:

“The houses were likewise brilliantly illuminated and the rejoicings were everywhere loudly
continued during the night. Some five hundred gentlemen and three hundred ladies met at the
grandest public ball that had ever yet been witnessed in the city, and danced and made merry till
daylight, in the pride and joy of their hearts that Californiawastruly now the THIRTY-FIRST State
in the Union.”
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Page 361.:

“Schools and churches were springing up on all sides. A certain class largely patronized the last,
though it must be admitted that very many, particularly foreigners, never entered them.”

Page 447. 1853:

“MAY 2d—May-day happening upon Sunday, a procession of school children to celebrate the
occasion, took place the next day. Thiswas a new and pleasant sight in San Francisco, and the event
isworthy of being recorded. There were about a thousand children of both sexesin the train. They
appeared all in holiday costume, the girls being dressed in white. Each one carried a bouquet of
fresh and beautiful flowers. There was the usual ‘ Queen of May,” with the ‘Maids of Honor,” and
various other characters, all represented by the juvenile players. The children of seven schools bore
distinctive banners. A fine band of music accompanied the happy procession. After proceeding
through the principal thoroughfares, the children moved to the schoolhouse on Broadway. Here
some pleasant ceremonies, songs, and addresses took place, in which the children themselves were
the chief actors. A repast of such delicate eatables as suited youthful palates was next enjoyed, after
which the glad multitude dispersed.”

Page 492. 1853:

“There are 10 public schools, with 21 teachers, and 1,250 scholars, besides private establishments.
There are 18 churches, and about 8,000 church members.”

Divorce. Page 503:

“By the laws of California, divorces are readily obtained by both husband and wife, one of whom
may think him or herself injured by the cruel conduct of the other, and who, perhaps, disliking
his or her mate, or loving another 60 may wish to break the bonds of wedlock. Divorces are
accordingly growing very numerous here, and have helped to raise ageneral calumny against the
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Pages 663-4:

“In 1851 a company of model artists exhibited at the Parker House with very poor success; and
even Dr. Collyer's company, who opened rooms on a greater scale on Commercial street, received
no better patronage—showing that the public taste was not so vitiated as was supposed.”**** A
large Music Hall has been erected on Bush street, near the corner of Montgomery, by Mr. Henry
Meiggs, and here quiet folks are entertained with concerts, oratorios, lectures, fairs and the like.
The ‘Mercantile Library Company,” ‘Y oung Men's Christian Association,” and other societies, at
various seasons every year, afford the literary public opportunities of listening to scientific, moral,
and other instructive discourses by eminent speakers.

“Thus do the people of San Francisco employ their leisure hours. Possessed of so many
opportunities of gaining wealth, they freely use it in the purchase of those enjoyments which relieve
their minds and bodies from the harassing toil to which they have been subjected in its acquirement.
Thus, notwithstanding the immense wear and tear of such unexampled energy asis hererequired in
any occupation, the unstinted and universal use of reasonable relaxation and pleasure enables them
to retain their vigor, and lead far more agreeable and useful lives than do the miserable hoarders of
slowlygotten gainsin other countries.”

Page 685:

“The aggregate number of schoolsin this city is now 34, the whole number of teachers 62—20
being males and 42 females, and the whole number of scholars 1,305 boys, and 1,216 girls—or, in
all, 2,521, about seventy per cent of all the children over four years of age in the place. In five of
these schoolss, the ancient and modern languages, higher mathematics, philosophy, etc., are taught.”

Churches and Religion. Page 687:

“We have gazed so long on the moral turpitude of the San Franciscans, that both eye and mind
would turn away pained if they could dwell on more pleasant sights.*** Happily the long record
of vice and immorality (the black page of our diary) has a bright and noble counterpart, like the
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gold-dust amid the muddy atoms of our own river-beds, that redeems our character from wholesale
condemnation.”

Pages 699 and 700:

“Such an array of churches and societies are surely evidences enough of the sincerity, zeal and
success of the early spirit of moral reform. It has also established numerous benevolent institutions,
and sought to excite sympathy and gratitude, by alleviating sorrow and softening the harsh blows of
misfortune.*** We have already spoken of the public school effort, 61 and the good accomplished
through it, and we may remark now that it has been ably seconded by the establishment, in almost
all the churches, of Sabbath-schools and Bible-classes, which are extremely well attended.”

Page 701.:

“We have said enough, we hope, to prove that not all, nor near all, the citizens of San Francisco

are lost to everything but reckless dissipation. No city of equal size— few of ten times its age —
can present such alist of men and institutions who have accomplished so much REAL good with so
little cant and hypocrisy.”

On page 176 of the “Annals’ we find that in June, 1847, some time before gold was discovered, not
counting the New Y ork volunteers, there were 375 white inhabitants in San Francisco; 107 of these
were children, of both sexes, and 77 were women, and 228 of the whole number were bornin the
United States. This shows that we did not start with much when gold was discovered. Now read the
guotation from page 295 of the “Annals,” and what do we find on the twenty-ninth day of October,
1850, alittle over ayear after the American immigration began. We find 300 highly respectable
ladies attending a ball given in honor of the admission of Californiainto the Union. | was at that
ball, and | knew personally every lady in attendance on that happy occasion, and there was not one
exceptionable female there. They were the wives and daughters of our first citizens. Pretty good,
you will admit, for a city where no virtuous women could live, if we were to credit the “Annals.”
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In the next place, read the quotation from page 447. Here we find 1,000 well dressed, well cared
for, beautiful children on parade, representing at least three times that number not on parade. This
proves that on the second day of May, 1853, there must have been at least four thousand children
in San Francisco. Did the mothers of these 4,000 children arrive here the day before the parade, or
had they mothers? The children were beautifully dressed. Can it be that they came from the haunts
of the vile and the wicked, asthe “Annals’ would have us believe? My young reader, these children
had mothers; good, virtuous, and as true women as ever adorned a community. They were your
mothers, the women of '49—'50—'51—the existence of whom the authors of the “Annals’ ignore
throughout their whole book. On pages 300 and 357, and in every paragraph relating to women,
they wickedly misrepresent the character of the female immigration to our State. | well recollect
that, on the 62 occasion of that parade of children, | stood on Montgomery street with a respected
friend, now past to his last resting place in Lone Mountain. As the procession passed us, my friend,
clasping his hands enthusiastically, exclaimed: “Well, well! God bless the women of '49! They
have done more for our State than all the men on earth.” Next let me ask you to read the quotations
from pages 492 and 493. What do you think? Does it not show pretty well for a place the authors

of the“Annals’ tell us was steeped to the chin in auniversal debauch? In 1847 we started, as | have
aready drawn your attention to, with 375 white inhabitants, and 107 of these were children. In three
years from that date the “Annals’ are forced to admit the existence of ten public schools, conducted
by 21 teachers, with one thousand two hundred and fifty children in daily attendance; 18 churches,
with eight thousand church members. Who were these church members? To take arule that almost
universally appliesto the sex of church members, say three women to one man, it will give us 6,000
female church members and 2,000 male church members. How isthis? The “Annals’ tell usthat no
virtuous women could live in San Francisco at that time. The“Annals’ further tell usthat, besides
the one thousand two hundred and fifty children at the public schools, there were a great number
attending “ private educational establishments.” Pretty good, | say, for athree-year-old, debauched
city, where“ all gamble and drink,” and where the most respectable attend balls at houses of ill-
fame by invitation, without any concealment, asthe “Annals’ tell us. But we have more wonders

to draw attention to that this “brave, wicked” people did. Read quotation from page 685. Y ou see
that, in 1854, the most depressed year San Francisco ever went through, the schools numbered 34,
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the teachers 62, the children in actual attendance two thousand five hundred and twelve, which was
seventy per cent. of the children over four years of age in the whole city. By adding the thirty per
cent. not in attendance on the schools, and the children under four years of age, it will give us about
5,000 children for San Francisco at that date. Pretty fair, you will admit, for a city whose women
are “flaunting, idle, worthless creatures.” Y es, pretty fair for a city that has no mothers, no home
family circles, if we are to believe the authors of the “ Annals.” Now | will draw your attention to
the quotation from page 663, and ask this question: If San Francisco was such a 63 terribly wicked
place asthe “Annals’ describe it, why did not this shameless exhibition of De Collyer's prove a
success? Now read the quotation from page 664, and do you not find it a complete contradiction

to nearly the whole of what the “ Annals’ have before told us, as to the habits and ways of our
pioneers? Now read the quotation from page 687, on character and religion. It isaprefaceto a

long account of the churches and the wonderful activity in religious matters in San Francisco. This
history of religious matters was furnished to the authors of the “Annals’ by the clergymen of the
various denominations, and could not, with decency, be omitted; so they insert it, but make an
ingenious effort to induce us to believe that this splendid array of personal sacrifices for the sake of
society, with its wonderful success, in some way, was consistent with the sink of immorality they
describe the whole people of San Francisco to be sunk in. “Without an exception worth noticing,”
aswe are told on pages 216, 250 and 251. What an absurdity! San Francisco commenced her career
with 375 white inhabitants—not a school or a church within her limits. Thiswas a year before the
gold discovery. In four short years after the discovery of gold the “Annals’ record that she has 24
places of public worship, many of them beautiful buildings, with at least 12,000 church members,
9,000 of whom were undoubtedly women. Pretty good for acity a virtuous woman could not livein
and preserve unsullied her reputation, for so the “Annals’ tell us. They record, further, that there are
now 34 public schools, with 25,000 children in daily attendance, and 2,500 children not attending
the public schools; two well conducted and flourishing orphan asylums, with many charitable and
benevolent associations, to which belong hundreds of zealous members. Y es; and they tell us of
public libraries, lecture rooms, and, in fact, a fine beginning in al that should belong to arefined
Christian community. Is such a state of facts possible, if what the “Annals’ tell us of the people of
San Francisco from 1849 to '54 be true? As to the women of those four years, if we were to believe
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the “Annals,” they were “nearly all worthless, abandoned, idle creatures.” | have quoted the only
sentence, from cover to cover, in the “Annals,” where the authors utter aword in regard to women,
that would qualify their wholesale denunciation of them, and that is an unwilling admission, that
there were, or might be, some virtuous women in San Francisco; but they were the exception. 64
On page 300 we are told that of 2,000 women they report as arriving that year, “ many of them
were of the abandoned sort,” and from the way it is stated, the impression is given that most of
them were of that class, whereas, in truth, not over three in a hundred of them were of that class,
and thisis alarge estimate. Again, on page 357, we are told that the women were increasing very
fast, but that “ a very large proportion of them continue to be of the worst class.” Thisis another
wicked misrepresentation. Read the quotation from page 417. What afase ideait conveys of the
women of '49! For, my young readers, there never was in the annals of the world anobler class

of women than the women of '49. They were patient, they were enduring. They accepted terrible
privations, and faced dangers and trials without a murmur. Many and many atime in those days,
when the proud, strong man faltered at the difficulties before him, did the wife, the daughter, or the
sister, with her cheerful, encouraging voice, and bright, sunny smiles, dispel the dark shadows, and
show him the way to success. When | speak of the “women of '49,” of course | do not speak of the
poor, abandoned creatures who so filled the imaginations of the authors of the “Annals.” No; | do
not speak of them, or think of them; for, though numerous, and particularly so in the eyes of those
who chose to live in friendship with them, they were as nothing in numbers when compared to the
whole female population of San Francisco. No; when | speak of the women of '49, | speak of the
wives, daughters and sisters of the men of '49, who, with heroic courage and undaunted resolution,
faced a pioneer life, asking nothing but to share our hardships or our triumphs—whatever fortune
might throw in our way. No; | speak of your mothers, who brought with them to San Francisco, or
had born to them there, the 5,000 children we find there at the close of 1853. | speak of the women
who fostered and guarded those children in al that difficult time. | speak of the women whose
devotion, unobtrusive piety, good example, and constant whisperings of encouragement and good
counsel to the worldly-minded men of their households, were the chief cause of churches, schools,
orphan asylums, and many other useful and benevolent associations, springing like magic into
existence in every part of the city. Read the quotation from page 423: “ A few more modest women
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and many more of another class.” According to these authors, we were growing worse instead of
better, notwithstanding 65 our display of churches, schools, and all. Read the quotation from pages
502—3. It gives us some wise, moral teaching. The authors say, in plain English, that all thisvile
life they describeis not “ really and truly” wrong, after al; and that an open boast of leading such
alifeis commendable and a virtue. The authors evidently do not believe in the scriptural passage
that says, “ Scandal must needs be but woe to him by whom it cometh.” Then they admit—~but very
unwillingly—that there are some virtuous women in San Francisco, fit companions for the dear,
innocent, virtuous creatures they describe us men of San Francisco to be at that time. Truly, my
young forty-niners, you ought to be grateful to these authors for this admission; for it makesit just
possible that some of your mothers were more than fit companions for the sort of men only known
to the authors of the “Annals’ as existing in San Francisco. But they qualify this reluctant admission
in so many ways that the uninformed reader conceives from it ayet worse idea of the women of '49
than he had before. Read the quotation from page 670, and you will find another contemptible fling
at the women of '49. The authors give the women a base motive for attending church. To the men a
good one!!!l Can it be, my young readers, that these authors had a mother, or asister? They write as
if they never knew of either, although they could not have got into the world without a mother, or
lived through their childhood without a woman's unselfish, tender care. Now, let me draw attention
to a quotation taken from page 700. It comes in after the authors find themselves compelled to give
arecord of the brilliant triumphs of religion and of learning in the first four years of San Francisco's
existence as an American city. You will find in this quotation a sort of an unwilling admission of
what we had done, but not aword that takes back their former wholesale slanders of both men and
women. They see the absurd position they have placed themselvesin, and, with impudence that

is refreshing from its coolness, tell usthat “not all or near all” the people of San Francisco were
debased outcasts. Truly we should be thankful for this admission. The authors of the “Annals’ are
as inconsistent on this whole subject of society in San Francisco, in their views and the facts given,
asthey were in thefirst part of their book on the Missions. Who can read of what the young city

of San Francisco accomplished for religion and education, in four short years, and not be filled 66
with enthusiastic admiration? Y et the authors of the “Annals’ describe this whole people as being
little less than denizens, en masse, of houses of ill-fame, and gambling hells, conducted, they tell
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us on pages 249 and 250, by the “richest, most talented and most influential citizens of the city.” |
challenge the authors, or any one, to name the conductor of a gambling hell, in 1849, or in any other
year, who could be said to be one of the “most talented, most influential citizens of the town.” The
assertion is utterly without foundation in fact, as every '49er knows. | will say here that | quote what
the authors of the “Annals’ say of our divorce laws, on page 503—not to condemn it, but to hold up
both hands in approval.

Thelaw, asit stands, is nothing less than infamous. It lets the guilty party contract another marriage
aswell asthe aggrieved party. Thisisnot soin New Y ork or Pennsylvania, nor isit so in most of
the older States of the Union. Their laws only permit the aggrieved party to again marry. Our law
opens the door to terrible domestic wickedness, and strikes at the very foundation of society. The
shameful fruits are to be seen all over our State, in wives and husbands dishonored and disgraced,
and poor children homeless, and many of them on the road to our State Prison, or worse. From our
law to the abominable doctrine of free love there is but one short step. Our law gives the villain
who covets another's wife, or the shameless woman who seeks another husband, an easy way to
gratify their licentiousness. When you, the young people of California, get the reins of power into
your hands, which you will in afew more short years, honor the land of your birth by striking the
objectionable feature in this law from the statute book.

CHAPTER VI.

THE NATURE OF OUR EARLY IMMIGRATION—DIFFICULTIES AND EXPENSE—THE
WRITER's OWN EXPERIENCES—THE “SOUTH CAROLINA”"—CHARACTER OF THE
VOYAGERS, AND THEIR AMUSEMENTS—THE ONLY LADY PASSENGER—RIO—
THREE SCALAWAGS AND THEIR FATES—THE EMPEROR's GARDEN—PUZZLING
MONEY—SLAVE TRADE AND CIVIL RIGHTS—ISAAC FRIEDLANDER, CONROY AND
0'CONNOR, JOHN A. MCGLYNN, W. T. SHAW, D. J. OLIVER, WM. F. WHITE—AIR
CASTLES—DEAD AND LIVING.
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| have said that the American immigration to this State, after the discovery of gold, wasin the

main of avery high order, asto intellect, education and moral standing; and this | think cannot

be disputed. When the news of the gold discovery reached us in the Eastern States, in November,
1848, thousands and thousands wished to rush off to California, but the difficulties in the way
were found to be very great, principally owing to the fact that no one could go who could not
command enough of money to get an outfit, and pay the expenses of the trip, which required

in all about five hundred dollars. This was more money than any worthless loafer or scalawag
could get hold of—except he stole it, which was difficult to do. Poor fellows, of unexceptionable
character, found friends to help them to the money, trusting to their honor and honesty to return

it, generally agreeing to send a handsome sum in addition in case of reasonable success. This
caused the immigration from the Middle and Eastern States to be decidedly select in character, and,
even from the States west of the Mississippi river, mere loafers found it hard to get admitted into
companies going over the plainsto California; and to make the journey alone, at that time, was not
possible. Without wishing to intrude my own individual history on my readers, which would be
disagreeable to myself aswell asto them, | will just say enough of personal experience to show
from what standpoint | speak. | will describe the crowd with which | came to this State, and the
voyage of the ship in which | came as passenger, and then go on and give my views 68 of the '49er;
and when | speak of '49ers | include all who came to this State to the close of 1851, for they were
all pretty much of the same general stamp of character. | will say to my young Californiareaders
that | want them, after hearing my views, to talk with their fathers and mothers and other pioneers,
and judge for themselves of the probable correctness of my picture of men and things in the pioneer
times. As| proceed | shall give some anecdotes, and close with some stories, al founded on well-
known occurrences and facts. This| do, the better to illustrate the times, without tiring the reader.

As| before said, it is not my wish to paint those eventful three years with one virtue not fairly
belonging to them, nor shall | attempt to shade over or keep from view the social excessesinto
which many dashed with shameless bravado, nor shall | attempt to hide from scorn the political
sneak thieves of those days. No; my intention, and my wish, is not to exaggerate either the vices or
virtues of the times, but to hold up to view a correct and true picture of them.
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When the news of the gold discovery reached New Y ork, | soon made up my mind to join the
emigration to the Golden State. | wrote to my parents, who lived in the interior, to get their consent
and blessing. Yes; | could go, and they were ready to give me their blessing when | should come
for it. Over therailroad | sped to my dear, old home, knelt for the blessing, and then parted with
father, mother, brothers and sisters, and the beautiful spot that was so connected with all the joys
and sorrows of my childhood and boyhood, never again to set eyes on it, or on most of the dearly
loved ones. | left them, that cold Winter's morning, at the railroad depot, but the wild California
fever wasin my blood, and carried me through a scene that, at another time, would have crushed
me to the earth. Was | to go overland across the isthmus of Panama, or around Cape Horn? This
was the question | had now to consider. | examined ships advertised for California; | went to the
meetings of clubs formed for the overland trip. | heard all the agent of the Panama line of steamers
had to say. First | decided on an overland trip, but was disgusted at a meeting of our club. Then

| concluded | would go by Panama, but, on inquiry, found such crowds rushing that way that |
feared great detention on the Isthmus, so | gave that idea up and finally settled on aseatrip via
Cape Horn. | recollect that Caleb T. Fay was fitting out a ship for thetrip, 69 and | at first thought
of joining his party, but, ascertaining that the ship was old and a poor sailer, 1, in the end, declined
to do so. | at length found a ship—the South Carolina—that suited my ideas perfectly. She was
almost new, had a commodious cabin, afine flush deck, affording a good chance for a promenade
in fine weather, and, above al, she had an intelligent, gentlemanly commander, Captain Hamilton.
| paid my $350, and secured a berth. | shipped some goods on her | wished to take to California
asaventure, and was all ready for the day of sailing. That day soon came—a cold, gloomy one

in January, 1849. For the last three hours the ship was at the wharf she was crowded with fathers,
mothers, sisters and friends of the passengers, taking alast farewell. | remember we were surprised
when it became known that we were to have one lady passenger, and it was amusing to see the lady
visitors crowding around her (Mrs. White). In surprise and amazement, they exclaimed: “Oh, so
young, and going to such a place as Californial Areyou not afraid?’ “Afraid of what; thereismy
husband,” the lady answered, pointing to a man who looked as though there was not much risk in
trusting to his protection. Then | remember a bright young girl saying to her brother, who was to be
one of our passengers. “Tom, | wish | could go with you. | could go just aswell asthislady.” This
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was followed by several other ladies saying: “So do |,” “So do 1.” Then the captain, hearing them,
exclaimed: “Yes; that iswhat you ought to have done, ladies; but it is now too late. Y ou will have
towait until I come back for you.” And so, in fact, Captain Hamilton did come back, and in alittle
over one year from that time he again left New Y ork for California, thistime in the beautiful clipper
ship Adelaide, with awhole bevy of lady passengers.

When we were aweek at seawe all got pretty well over our seasickness, and now the passengers
began to get acquainted with each other. The first officer, Mr. Wilson, and the second mate,

Mr. o'Neil, we found to be perfect gentlemen, and in every way agreeable. There were fifty-six
passengersin the first cabin and one hundred in the second. When about ten days at sea, the Captain
made a proposition to the first cabin passengers that on the main deck, which, as| have said, was
flush from stem to stern, there should be no distinction made as to privileges between the first
and second cabin passengers. To this there was 70 not a dissenting voice in the first cabin. The
result was very agreeable, asit molded us all, asit were, into one family in all the amusements
we got up to kill time, or to make it pass agreeably. The passengers proved to be mostly from

the interior of the State of New Y ork, Pennsylvania and New Jersey. South Carolina, too, was
well represented, and there were afew from the States of Ohio and Kentucky. They were, amost
without an exception, afine looking and well educated body of young men. There were not over
three scalawags in the crowd. The respectful and chivalrous bearing towards ladies, which is so
characteristic of Americans, showed itself brightly in the deference and polite attention every
man on board the ship paid to our only lady passenger. The captain gave ageneral order to the
officials of the ship that nothing she called for should be denied, if on board the ship. The influence
of even one lady on board was found most salutary, and was often spoken of by the captain. It
was certain that Mrs. White never had to complain of word or act of any of the passengers that
ignored her presence. She reigned queen throughout the passage, for her “right there was none

to dispute.” On our arrival at Rio Janeiro the United States sloop-of-war Perry wasin the harbor,
and as soon as the gallant commander heard that an American lady was on board our ship, he sent
her, through Captain Hamilton, a beautiful bouquet of rare flowers and a basket of oranges fresh
picked from the grove. These were accompanied by a polite note from the commander to say that
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one of the boats of the Perry was at Mrs. White's command while the South Carolina should remain
in port. This enabled Mrs. White, her husband, his two partners, Mr. McGlynn and Mr. Oliver,
with two or three other of their friends, to enjoy their ten daysin Rio most agreeably. Asto that,
however, we all enjoyed our visit in Rio immensely. Three other American ships came into port
while we were there, filled with passengers, on their way to California. The emigrants on these
ships were all much of the same stamp as ours, being aimost all well educated and agreeable men.
The passengers from all the ships rushed wildly over the city of Rio. There werein all about six
hundred of us Americans there at the time. | think the citizens of the good city, however, imagined
that there were at least six thousand, and were evidently afraid we would attempt to take the town.
The police guards were doubled and trebled everywhere. But the 71 fears were without cause, for
not an incident of ariotous or disorderly character took place while we were in the city. Some of
the most thoughtless young Americans maneuvered a Frenchman of the name of Faroux, who kept
avery fine restaurant, out of a good many dinners. This restaurant was close to where nearly all

the boats from the ships landed, for at that time there was no wharf accommodation in Rio. The
restaurant had afine large eating-room, and all you chose to call for was elegantly served up. A
beautiful daughter of the old man's presided at the counter, where the money was received. This,

to us bachelors, was quite an attraction in itself. For the first two or three days all the meals were
honorably paid for, but soon change began to grow scarce with some who were inclined to be a
little fast, so they laid plans to get meals without paying for them. Some eight or ten young fellows
would walk into the dining room, seat themselves around the table and call for the best dinner to be
had, hesitating at no expense as to the dishes selected. When about through, one would rise from
his seat, and go through a maneuver asif he were collecting money from each of his companions.
Then he would walk slowly over to the young lady's counter, take his money purse from his pocket,
and throw it carelessly near him on the counter. He would then light his cigar, and commence to
talk soft nonsense to the young lady. While all this was going on, his companions at the table would
rise from their seats, and one by one walk leisurely out into the street, and disappear in a moment.
Now the young man at the counter would take up his purse and coolly hand the young lady at the
counter one dollar, the price of hisown dinner. “Ten dollars, sir, if you please. There were ten of
you at the table.” “Ten dollars, my dear young lady! What have | to do with those other fellows.
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| tried to get them to give me the money to bring to you, just to have the great pleasure of talking

to you, but they told me to mind my own business, so | came to pay for my own dinner, as they
should have done, if they were honest men.” The young lady called for her father, but what could
he do but pocket his loss? After two or three such tricks as this were played on old Faroux, his wits
were sharpened, and he had a policeman stationed at the door of his restaurant, whose duty it was
to see that no one left the restaurant until his bill was paid. After we left the harbor at Rio, we had a
very hard storm. While it was at its height, the captain 72 declared that he believed it came upon us
because we had some passengers on board who had cheated old Faroux, and that if it did not soon
cease blowing, the passengers must draw lots to find the Jonah; but the wind did calm down, so no
lot was drawn. One or two of our young fellows looked guilty, and feared, | suppose, if the lot fell
to them, no friendly whale would come to save them. The only three scalawags we had on board
showed themselves while we were in Rio, and gave the captain much trouble. They were a butcher
and his two sons, from Washington Market, in New Y ork city. The captain, however, subdued
them, and put them in such awe of him that they gave no more annoyance. Their fate in California
was soon decided; none of the three ever saw the year 1850. One of the sonswas killed in the mines
inarow of his own getting up. The other son was hanged for robbery, while the father lay drunk in
atent close at hand, exclaiming: “Oh, they are hanging my favorite boy!” He soon afterwards died
himself while drunk. The harbor of Rio was beautiful, and in many points resembled the harbor

of San Francisco, but the mountains at the entrance and back of the city are immensely higher

than any mountainsin sight at San Francisco. This makes the scenery beyond imagination wild,
picturesque and majestic. We all visited the Emperor's garden, for it isfreeto all visitors, and, upon
paying afeeto aguide, you can ramble through it all with great pleasure. In it we found every
variety of plant, shrub and tree that is known to man in any part of the world. We spent awhole
day init, and then did not see one-half. The currency of the country was a puzzle to us. They count
by cents, mills and milreis. When we asked the price of an article, they would perhaps announce:
“Onethousand reis, sir.” Of course, we made up our mind that we could not stand that price, and
passed on, when in fact the price asked was very moderate. Four of us boarded with a Frenchman
for five days. When we asked for our bill, we were frightened and amazed at the enormous demand.
“Tell us how many dollars;, how many dollars!” we all exclaimed in excitement. “Don't talk of
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your milreis, we don't understand it.” “All right; | understand, gentlemen. Just fifty dollarsfor all
four of you.” Relieved and delighted, we paid the money, and had a good laugh at our fright, for,
amoment before, we saw aRio jail staring usin the face. The negro population and the condition
of the race in Rio surprised us very much. The 73 negroes that were slaves were nearly all natives
of Africa, and many of them—both men and women—were of afine physical development, tall

in stature, and looked far more intelligent than the negro slaves of the South, in our own country.
The free blacks were treated as perfect equals of the whitesin all respects. They had aright to sit
at the table with you at a hotel, and in the first seats in atheatre, among the whites. They had, in
fact, the same rights exactly as the whites had. There were many black membersin the Legislature,
and nearly all the police force were black. Notwithstanding all this, the slave trade was fostered,

or winked at, by the Government of Brazil at that time, and slavery was therein its very worse

and most degraded form. While we were in port a ship discharged a cargo of slaves afew miles
above the city of Rio, just brought from the coast of Africa. | did not go to see these unfortunate
beings, but many of our passengers did, and the description they gave us of the creatures was truly
terrible. No slave in Brazil was permitted to wear shoes. This was aregulation to enable one to
distinguish the free blacks from the slaves, as you dare not refuse afree black equality in all things
with yourself. It was said that free blacks were always found in favor of the most oppressive laws
bearing on the slaves, and were the most cruel owners and masters. Another curious fact struck

us connected with slavery in Brazil. We found that slave dealers, no matter how rich, or in what
magnificence they lived, were universally despised and avoided, even by slave owners. There was
an old slave dealer who lived on an island on the bay opposite the city of Rio. He was an American.
| cannot recall his name. He had a perfect paradise for aresidence. Everything that was beautiful
surrounded him. He had retired from his horrid traffic immensely rich. On hearing of the arrival

of so many of his countrymen, he came among us, and invited us cordially to hisisland residence.
Many accepted hisinvitation, and on those he lavished every attention that was possible, including
an elegant entertainment or lunch. Of course, we were al loud in his praises, but on hearing us talk
thus the people of Rio said, in alow whisper: “Yes; heisagood sort of aman, but he made his
money in the slave trade, so no one goesto see him.” | suppose such a man, when he lies down at
night to sleep, forever hears the groans and cries of the unfortunate men and women he dragged
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from freedom to slavery; and then what enjoyment can he have 74 when everyone avoids him
asthey would aretired pirate? Our national vanity was flattered on finding regular Troy (New

Y ork) built coaches running in all directions out of Rio, and regular Troy built omnibuses, just
similar to those we had |eft in Broadway (New Y ork), making regular trips from one end of the
city to the other. This circumstance gave us a strange pleasure, and afriendly feeling toward the
people of the city. The impression left on us of Rio and its inhabitants was most pleasing, and all
Americans who visited it at the time agree in this. We found many Americans and Irish residing in
Rio; and, | believe, there is not atown in any part of South Americawhere they are not to be found.
Brazil isthe only State in either North or South Americathat adheres to the monarchical form of
government of its own free will. Canada is not a second exception, for that is held by the strong
arms of England's military power. Mr. Parks, a State of Maine man, who was American Consul

in Rio in 1849, was most kind and attentive to us all, and gave some of us an entertainment at his
residence. After leaving Rio, when we all met once more on the deck of our ship, wefelt asif we
were old friends long known to each other. There was | saac Friedlander, the future great grain king
of California, astall as he was at his death, but much more slender. He was a pleasant shipmate,
and respected by everybody. He was the judge and umpirein all disputesin all sorts of games. He
was our “Philador” on games; no one disputed his decisions. There were Conroy and o'Connor,
both afterwards so long prominent as hardware and iron merchants in San Francisco. There was
Halleck, afterwards so famous in the same trade in San Francisco. He was a nice, agreeable young
fellow, but universally called “ Shylock” among the passengers, from the fact that he sold jewelry
to some of the green ones among the passengers at alarge price over itstrue value. There was John
A. McGlynn, afterwards so widely known and esteemed in California, then the most popular man
on board, the favorite of the captain, who called him his “third mate,” and gave him many duties
to perform in that capacity. There was William J. Shaw, ayoung lawyer from Ithaca, New Y ork,
avery agreeable young man, afterwards well known as State Senator from San Francisco. He got
rich out of arough and tumble fight about land titles, and enjoys himself in spending histimein
foreign travel. There was Denis J. Oliver, afine, handsome, gentlemanly young 75 fellow, then a
partner of White and McGlynn, who, by close attention to his mercantile pursuits became wealthy,
retired from active business, traveled the world over twice, in company with his accomplished wife
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and lovely Californiaraised children, now residing in San Francisco, esteemed and respected by all
who know him, his beautiful home indicating not only his refined and cultivated taste, but assuring
one that he is a Christian gentleman, proud of the faith he professes, entirely worthy of that personal
friendship of the great Pontiff, Pius X, he so eminently enjoyed.

There was Wm. F. White, the husband of our only lady passenger, who, having a treasure of
priceless value to guard, seemed to make it a point to keep friends with every one. He went into the
importing business with his partners, McGlynn and Oliver, in atent at the corner of Montgomery
and Sacramento streets, San Francisco, and then in a building on California street; but for many
years has resided with his brave pioneer wife in Santa Cruz, where they raised alarge family. He
represented that district of country in the late Constitutional Convention, and is now State Bank
Commissioner. There was E. P. Reed, an agreeable young man from the interior of the State of New
Y ork, now awealthy and prominent citizen of San Jose. One of the brightest and most promising
young men on board was a young lawyer from Rochester, New Y ork, whose name was Rochester.
He was afavorite with us all. But, in two short months after he set foot on California soil, death
found him and closed the dear boy's career. There was poor Paschal Anderson, atall Kentuckian,
who, in fair weather, played the violin for usto dance to. He was a good-natured, merry soul. He
had strange names for his pieces, such as“Cherry Pie,” “Pumpkin Pie,” “The Stump Tail Dog;” and
he could make his old fiddle almost speak those names, to the amusement of us all. Poor Paschal! |
know nothing of hisfate, but whenever | think of the deck of the South Carolina, | see him playing
hisfiddle there yet. There was George Casserly, the driest and drollest being that ever got away
from home; afterwards Police Captain in San Francisco, and later Justice of the Peace. What his
fate has been | know not. There was Henry Pearsy, who got rich, | am told, by hard knocks and
close attention to business in San Francisco. There was Mr. Rooney, an unobtrusive, gentlemanly
little man, and his son John, who both, after an 76 honorable career in California, are now dead.

An accomplished daughter of Mr. Rooney is now the wife of Senator James G. Fair, of the State

of Nevada. There was Van Wyke, afine young fellow, from the city of New Y ork. He came of

one of thefirst families, was just out of college, and full of fun and wit—afavorite of the captain,
for whom he would sing “Mary Blaine,” in afine, full, sweet voice. The captain had a daughter,
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Mary, whom he loved to ailmost worship, and he could listen to any song, with Mary for a heroine,
for aweek on the stretch without being tired. Van Wyke would get us laughing by building his air
castles aloud for all. After singing us afew songs, with a good chorus from the crowd, he would
exclaim: “Well, thereis no use of talking, boys; | can tell you my future history now as well as

| can in twenty years from now. In afew months after | get to Californial will discover amine

of pure gold in the foothills near San Francisco. | will take from it al | want, just to get home
comfortably, with a hundred thousand or so, to divide among my friends as a little present. | will
then place the mine in charge of some trusty man, with directions to send me a quarter of amillion
or so every month. As soon as | get home | will not let it get out that | am so rich, for | will want
to marry amost beautiful wife, who will take me, not for my money, but for myself. | will travel
far and near, looking for just the girl | want. | will, at length, find her in the country, away from

all the bad influences of city life. Her father will be a proud, rich man, guarding his beautiful child
with perfect ferocity. | will offer to teach the mean little public school a mile distant from the

rich man'sresidence. | will, of course, be accepted as teacher. | will then make an excuse to call

at the rich man's house, on some business connected with the school—for he takes an interest in
the schools for the poor, you know. | will meet the lovely, angel girl in the garden, attending to
her flowers. | will offer to help to trim athorny rose bush for her, taking care to break into some
poetical quotations while | am at work for her. Thiswill delight her. | will then take from under
my arm a beautiful volume of poetry, which | will have, asif by accident, and ask her to do me the
favor to retain it, and read some passages | have marked in it. Before we get through our talk | will
see that she is delighted to be in my company; | will then leave, but soon, on some other excuse, |
will be there again and again, until | am satisfied that she is desperately in love 77 with me. Then |
will confess my loveto her, and ask her consent to see her father. She gives her consent, but with
tears expresses her fears that her father will never consent. | go to see the father. He fliesinto a
rage, snatches his shotgun, and runs me out of the house, with fearful imprecations. That night |
meet my love at the foot of the garden. We talk through a hole in the fence, just large enough to
let my head in. She agreesto marry mein secret. | am to leave for New Y ork to prepare things,
and be back in just one week with a clergyman to tie the knot before she should leave her father's
garden. | return on the appointed night; the knot is tied; we fly to New Y ork, leaving a beautifully
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affectionate note for the old man, concluding by telling him that we were married, and that he can
come and see us at our humble home in the outskirts of the city of New Y ork. Of course, | do not let
him know that | have just purchased a palatial residence, lately built by a now broken Wall Street
operator. The old man comes foaming, shotgun in hand. This | expect, and have a colored waiter
in livery to receive him, who presents a solid gold waiter to receive his card, saying that Mr. and
Mrs. Van Wyke are surrounded by ladies and gentlemen who are making their wedding calls. The
old man lays his shotgun down in a confused sort of away. Then the side door is thrown open, and
my beautiful wife, covered with diamonds, falls fainting into her father's arms. All is happy, and
we live athousand years. There, boys, you have my future history.” Poor Van Wyke! On reaching
San Francisco, he went to the mines, and about four months afterwards | met him in San Francisco
again. On inquiring asto hisluck, he said: “Well, | am on my way home. My friends are all urging
meto return, and | am going. They offered to send me money to pay my way back, but | was too
proud for that, so | went to work, and have earned $800, besides $100 worth of specimens of gold
and gold quartz.” “How did you earn it, Van?’ “In the most unromantic way in the world; but
honestly, however. | hired out to a merchant in Stockton, at $250 per month, to drive a mule team
from that place to the mines.” | never saw Van Wyke again, and do not know what became of him;
but if good wishes could make him rich and happy, he is surely both, for he helped us to many an
hour of pleasure on that voyage. There were many other agreeable and pleasant young men, whose
names even, in many cases, | cannot now recall; and not one disagreeable one beyond the three |
have already alluded to.

78

Where now are al those young, energetic, bright fellows who were passengers on the ship South
Carolina? Her brave commander, and | think more than three-fourths of her passengers, are gone
to their last rest. Her two first officers, Mr. Wilson and Mr. o'Neil, are, | believe, both well off
and enjoying a prosperous life. Messrs. Oliver, Shaw, Pearsy and Cunningham, of San Francisco;
Reed, of San Jose, and White and his wife, of Santa Cruz, are all that | know of asliving, though,
of course, there are many others of whom | have lost track. To thislist of the living must be added
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myself, now here in Southern California, seated in my rancho office writing out these pages for our
young peopl€e's entertainment.

| had the pleasure lately of spending afew days with the Whitesin Santa Cruz. Of course, we talked
over old times, our voyage out from New Y ork, of San Francisco and its '49-ers. My wife, who

was with me, being a '49-er, we were al in sympathy when condemning the Society of California
Pioneers for not repudiating the dedication to them of such abook asthe “Annas.” Whilein that
locality | heard some anecdotes from the Whites and others so characteristic of the days of '49 that |
will give some of them to you before closing this subject.

CHAPTER VII.

ISLAND OF JUAN FERNANDEZ—ESCAPE OF THE CONVICTS—ENTERING THE
GOLDEN GATE—UNWILLINGNESS OF CAPTAINS TO COMMAND CALIFORNIA BOUND
SHIPS—PREPARATIONS TO CHECK MUTINY—MUTINIES ON TWO SHIPS, AND THEIR
JUSTIFICATION.

The ship South Carolina made only one stop more after leaving Rio. We put in to the Island of

Juan Fernandez for a supply of fresh water. Thisvisit interested us all very much, for the most
fascinating story we ever read in childhood was the story of “Robinson Crusoe,” the scene of

which was thisisland. We found that it had been lately used by the Chilean government as a prison
for convicts, but now there was only one family living on it, and an English runaway sailor. The
convicts had seized an American ship that had put in there, as we had, for water, and compelled

the captain to take them all on board and sail for a certain port they named, in South America.

The captain feigned to accept their terms, but ran into a port in Chile not named by them; and,

on some pretence, sent a boat ashore before landing any of the convicts. In thisway he warned

the inhabitants of the character of his passengers, and as they landed most of them were taken
prisoners, or shot in efforts to do so. The government of Chile never again attempted to use the
island for that purpose. It appeared to us well stocked with wild goats, and we understood with hogs
also. The garden and orchards cultivated by the convicts were yet there, which afforded us a feast of
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fresh fruit. The seasons being the reverse of oursin the north, the fruits were all ripening just at that
time.

On the last day of June, 1849, we entered the Golden Gate of San Francisco Bay without a pilot,
with every rag of canvas spread, not one accident or death having happened to us on the voyage.
Captain Hamilton was in wild, joyous spirits at this happy termination of a voyage he had begun
with serious 80 anxiety for the result. The Cape Horn immigration was looked on by the captains
of the merchant vessels with a good deal of apprehension. They feared to go to seawith a crowd of
American passengers, as they thought it would be hard for them to brook the one-man power only
known on board a ship at sea. They feared that the spirit of independence, which is so much a part
of every American's composition, that isfostered by his education from childhood to manhood,
would make it amost impossible for him to submit to a power entirely dictatorial in its character.
On this account, many of the New Y ork captains declined the command of ships intended for this
new trade to California. They said: “| have often and often come from Europe without the least fear
or thought of insubordination from the passengers, but they were Europeans and in the habit all
their lives of being governed, thisway or that, without daring to ask questions asto why their rulers
did this or did that; but not so our countrymen. Their rulers are mere puppetsin their hands, who
have to dance to whatever tune their masters, the people, choose to play for them, without so much
as daring to ask their masters why they play that tune. No, no; save me from a shipload of Y ankee
passengers. Y ou will find that just as soon as they recover from their first seasickness they will
hold a*mass meeting’ on the quarter-deck, without deigning to ask the captain’'s permission, and
prescribe rules for the government of the ship; or perhaps they will depose the captain altogether,
and put in his place a popular sailor taken from before the mast, as their ideawill be to run the

ship on democratic principles. So, excuse me from the command of a California passenger ship.”
Thisfeeling was so universal among the American commanders that none but men of nerve and
courage accepted the position, and the greatest care was taken to get officers and a crew of first-
class men. Every ship was well provided with small arms and handcuffs and shackles, to be used in
any emergency, but never was a more unfounded fear entertained, as the result proved.
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The same education that taught the American boy independence of thought, feeling and action,
also taught him the absolute necessity of every American citizen, who claimed to have a particle
of propriety or decency in his composition, standing by and upholding all laws made, either by
his own State or by Congress. We are al naturally proud of our country; we 81 believeinits
government and in its laws, without a dissenting voice; we know these laws are our own and that
none but the worthless or wicked disregard them.

The immigration to California, particularly the sea-going part of it, was, as | have before stated,
almost universally of reasonably well educated people. Many of them never saw a ship or the ocean
before they embarked for California; but, notwithstanding this, they perfectly understood that by the
laws made by Congress the captain of every ship was a dictator in power the moment a ship was out
of harbor, and each man perfectly comprehended that his own welfare, and in fact hislife, depended
on the captain’'s being defended and maintained in that power. They did not yield a blind obedience,
it istrue, as did the European immigrant passengers, but they did yield an intelligent obedience
fully as complete, and of ten times the value, for it held out in times of peril and danger, when the
slavish sort would be sure to fail. And so it is with the whole theory of our American institutions.
They are founded on equality and justice to all, and supported and guarded by the intelligence

of the people, and will stand shocks that would throw other nations into chaos most deplorable.
How clearly thisis shown by the result of the war of the rebellion. Captain Hamilton, of the South
Carolina, shared in these apprehensions of danger | have mentioned, and made every preparation
possible to guard and protect himself in any emergency. In talking this matter over with Mr. White,
my fellow passenger, last Summer, he alluded to a conversation between himself and Captain
Hamilton, which he had once before repeated to me in San Francisco. It isworth giving, asit
illustrates this point of our early California history. Captain Hamilton was afine, intelligent looking
man, large and well built. He was just the beau-ideal of an American merchant ship commander.

As he paced the quarter-deck, his dark grey eyes seemed to take in every spar, rope, sail and man
on board that whole ship. Asyou looked at him, you felt he was a power, and a power in which

you could implicitly trust. Mr. White said: “It was our third day out and the first fine day we had,
comparatively speaking; for it was yet gloomy and rough. | was seated by my wife trying to assume
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a cheerful tone about things in general, so as to encourage her, when the captain suddenly turned
round from hiswalk on the quarter-deck, came directly towards us and took a seat by us, saying:

82 with a calm sort of smile: * Good morning to you both; good morning, Mrs. White. How do you
feel? Three days off of one hundred and fifty. How do you think you will hold out? ‘Oh, | will do
first rate, captain; | made up my mind, you know, before we started, to stand it; and now thereis
nothing else for meto do, and | have no wish to do anything else and have no regrets whatever.” ‘|
am glad to hear you say so, Mrs. White, and glad you look forward so cheerfully to the privations
of along passage. The men | do not mind, but | cannot help thinking of you all the time.” We both
expressed our sincere thanks. ‘Yes,” he responded; ‘| cannot help thinking of you both all the time,
you are so peculiarly situated; and I made up my mind that | would talk to you plainly, for it isright
to do so, to put you on your guard, and Mrs. White has shown such courage that she will not be
frightened, | am sure.’” As he now spoke his face assumed a set, determined expression, and his
grey eyes looked fierce, but not cold. | felt the blood rush back on my heart, and | saw my wife
grow pale, but neither of us uttered aword, and the captain continued: ‘| have been at sea with more
passengers than | have now, two to one, and never feared them any more than | would so many rats;
but a ship full of my own countrymen is adifferent thing. Each one of these thinks he knows just

as much as the captain, if not agreat deal more, and, of course, they can overpower the captain of
amerchant ship if they are so disposed, and take the ship out of his hands, and many think that will
be the result with most of our California going ships at thistime. Now, this concerns you both more
than it does any one else on board, so | thought | would just tell you what | will doin casel find |
cannot maintain myself in command, and | want your full consent. My two first officers are with
me, and | shall consult no one else. | have plenty of small arms and sixty pair of ‘ruffles,” an article
| never took to sea before, and if the passengers undertake to get the ship away from me they will
find it no child's play; but if | seethey are about to succeed, | will put her down. Yes; | will take this
ship, and you init, safe in my command to San Francisco, if the Lord spares my life and allows her
to float, or sink her with all on board! What do you say, both of you? | felt a choking sensation,
but, without saying aword, | turned to my wife. She was pale, but perfectly composed, and without
the least hesitation said in a quick, decided voice: ‘ Yes, captain; 83 if they dare take the ship from
you, sink her! We are perfectly satisfied.” The captain instantly rose to his feet, and, extending his
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hand to my wife, said: ‘All right, Mrs. White; just the answer | expected from you. We will do it,
assure asthereisa God in Heaven.” Proud of the cool courage of my little wife, | then said: *Now,
captain, that is settled; but let me assure you that your fears are totally unfounded. | am perfectly
satisfied there are 100 of the 150 passengers now on board that would die fighting by your side
sooner than see the ship go out of your command.” ‘| hope so; | hope you are right; we shall soon
see.’ In about ten days after this conversation, the captain again came to where my wife and | were
seated on deck. He was all smiles, and looked most happy. After taking a seat he said: *Since | last
talked with you | have become acquainted with most of the passengers, and | find you areright in
your estimate of their characters. There are at least 125 of them as true and good men as ever trod
adeck, and will stand by me while thereis aplank left under us.” Of all the shipsthat left Atlantic
American portsin 1849, for California, two were taken by the passengers from the captains, but

in both these instances the captains proved to be worthless drunkards, and the justification was so
plain that no one was prosecuted.”

CHAPTER VIII.

FIRST IMPRESSIONS OF SAN FRANCISCO—ITS HURRY OF BUSINESS—MEETING

OLD FACES—$7,000 GAIN ON AN INVESTMENT OF NOTHING—A LESSON FROM
“TONY”—FIRST BRICK BUILDING—JOHN A. McGLYNN AN ONE OF SAN FRANCISCO's
TWO WAGONS—THE MONTHLY MAIL—CURIOUS GOVERNMENT ACCOUNTS—MR.
McGLYNN AT THE GREAT FIRE.

Now we are all on shorein San Francisco, what do we find? What do we see all around us?
According to the “Annals,” we should find a crowd of men and lewd women, both lost to every
thought of restraint and decency. Never was a falser representation made. No; we found ourselves
surrounded by afast, rushing, surging people, where every hour of daylight appeared of immense
value to them. No one had time to talk to you, except on business. Y ou met men you had never
seen before, whose names you did not know, or care to know, and did business with them, often
involving thousands, with perfect trust in their word, for it was worth no man'swhileto tell alie,
even if he had that mean propensity, in those days; and, if such afellow there was, he was soon
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found out and elbowed out of the way, and that was the end of him. As| hurried along Montgomery
street, on the second day of my arrival, | met ayoung man | had known in New York asaclerk in
ahardware store. | only knew his first name, and that was “Tony.” | did not know that he had | eft
for California. “Hello, Tony, isthat yourself?’ “Oh, yes; | came across Mexico with Frank Turk,
who is here also. How long are you here, Gray?’ “Nearly two days.” “What have you done since
you came? How much have you made?’ “Not adollar, so far.” “No? Why, | have made $7,000;

but then | have been here ten days.” “Tell afellow how you made it.” “Why, | went up here on

this street they call Sacramento street, and | saw eight lots advertised for sale there. | went to the
owners and bought them all, though | had not ten dollars to my name; but the holder of the lots 85
gave me until four o'clock in the afternoon to get the money; so before that hour | had sold five of
the lots for just the price of the eight, and this forenoon | sold the last of the other three, by which

| netted in the transaction just $7,000.” “But, Tony, suppose you had failed in selling, what would
you have done?’ *“Oh, what would | have done? Oh, in that case, | would just explain that | failed in
getting the money, and what could he do?’ “Well, but | have some goods, you know.” “Well, sell
the goods, Gray, as soon as you can. Get rid of them in some way, put the money in your pocket
and dash in, just as | have. But where are you going now?’ “Well, | am going to see Frank Ward
and C. L. Ross on some business.” “Have you aletter of introduction to either of them? If you

have, never present it; no one here has time to read such things. No one cares ever to know your
name. If you are the right sort of a man everything goes smoothly here. So don't bother about letters
of introduction. They are only laughed at and thrown unread into the waste basket. | just met a
man,” Tony continued, “this morning, | had done some business with, and | asked him the name of
his partner, and he answered, ‘ Oh, | have only been in with him two months, and | never thought

of asking him hisname.” That is our style in California; but in afew days you will understand

it yourself. So, good morning.” As Tony left, | could not help laughing at the lesson | had just
received in “the ways of the place.” Poor Tony, what has become of him | know not. | hope he may
be rich and happy somewhere. His career in California was short and successful, with an end that
might have been anticipated from such a reckless beginning.
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At thistime, July, 1849, there was just one brick building on Montgomery street. It stood on the
west side, some 200 feet north of Sacramento street. It was atwo-story, large house, having a
frontage of, perhaps, 100 feet on Montgomery street, with a sort of a porch or piazza along the
front. It was owned by Howard, Mellis & Co., old-time Californians. About the last of July | was
surprised one day to see this building undergoing aterations and repairs of every sort. The result
was that it was cut into offices and stores, with one large store on the ground floor, over the door

of which now appeared aflaming, large sign, of “Bleaker, Van Dyke & Co.,” auctioneers, with an
additional noticein small letters that Mr. Bleaker, arelative of the famous 86 auctioneer of that
name in New Y ork city, would devote his whole attention to the auction branch of the business. |
had that day purchased an invoice of goods, and it occurred to me to try some of them at auction;
so | went to the store, and the first person | saw was Tony, who, | soon found, was no other than
Mr. Bleaker, and that was the first time | knew his name. He received me cordialy, saying: “Well,
Gray, what do you think of our doings here? We rented this large lot and al this building from
Howard, Méellis & Co. for two years at $3,000 a month. We have cut it up so that we get $8,000
amonth rent and the use of thisstore.” I, of course, congratulated him on such a good start, and

put my businessin his hands. He attended to it well, and we had many transactions afterward
equally satisfactory. This firm made money very fast, and, | think, it was in the early part of '50
that Tony sold out to his partners for $200,000, $50,000 cash down and three notes of $50,000
each, at six, twelve and eighteen months. There was a clause in the notes providing that, in case the
buildings were destroyed by fire before the notes became due, that fact should cancel the obligation
to pay them. Tony, of late, had begun to gamble, and was losing heavily, and thiswas, in fact, the
reason he sold out, as his partner refused to continue any longer with him. When he sold out, his
intention was to return to New Y ork at once, where he had left a charming, young wife, but one
more game must he have before leaving San Francisco forever, so that night he visited Jim Recket's
handsomely furnished gambling rooms on Clay street. At the dawn of day the next morning he
wished Jim and every dollar of his $50,000 a last good-by—the $50,000 forever, but not so Jim
Recket, for Tony came back the next night and put up the six month note, and at daylight the next
morning wished good-by to that also. The next night Tony again tried his luck, and lost the twelve
month note. As he was leaving the saloon, Jim Recket, who was a sort of prince in his business,
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coolly said to him: “Now, you confounded fool, go to your old partners, tell them what an ass you
have made of yourself, and ask them to let you have a few thousand on that last note, and leavein
the steamer that goes to Panamato-day. If they won't do it, come to me, and | will get some one
todoit. Do as| tell you, or to-morrow you will not have adollar. | would not have cleaned you

out, but | saw you were on it, and I might as well have it as any one else.” Tony did as Recket 87
told him, and his partners did advance $10,000 on the last note, and with that money, and the note
indorsed with this payment, he left for New Y ork that very day. My recollection isthat Dr. Harris
afterwards told me that Tony lost every dollar of the $10,000 playing poker on the steamer; so Tony
met his poor young wife just as poor as when he left her, for afire did come before any one of these
notes became due, sweeping away Van Dyke & Co.'s building, so that these notes were never paid.

The same day | met Tony | met John A. McGlynn. He was leading two half-wild mules. “Why,
John, what are you going to do with those rats? Did you buy them?” “Y es; of course | did. We
brought a wagon and harness with us from New Y ork, and | am going to hitch up those mules and
go to teaming. | can make more money that way than any other, for there is but one wagon in San
Francisco besides ours, and that is the one owned by Howard, Mellis & Co.” “Where did you get
the mules?’ “My partner and myself walked out through the sand to the Mission Dolores, and we
bought them of an American we found there, of the name of Parker. We did not meet a human
being on the way to the Mission but two American Oregon boys, about twelve and sixteen years of
age. They had no shoes on, nor much clothes either. They had axes on their shoulders, so we asked
them how much they made a day cutting wood. They said an ounce each; so | said to my partner
that if such looking boys could make $16 a day, it showed that we had not struck the wrong country
after all.”

John A. McGlynn was so well known in Californiathat afew words in relation to him may not be
uninteresting to you. He is the best representative of those timesthat | can draw to my mind. He
was an out-and-out Californian in all his manners and ways. For the four years| resided in San
Francisco McGlynn and myself were warm friends, and in after years, when | visited San Francisco,
if 1 did not meet John and have aregular sit-down talk with him, | did not feel asif | had been

in the city. Asaman, he was as honest as the sun; as afriend, there were few like him, and none
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more unselfish or better. He had but few personal enemies and many friends. As | was saying, he
commenced his career in San Francisco by hitching up hiswild California mules to the wagon
brought into the country by White, McGlynn & Co., and started as aregular teamster. He wore a
red flannel shirt and an old white hat, 88 which will be well remembered by San Francisco '49ers.
This firm soon picked up a second wagon, for which they paid some enormous price, and the first
driver they hired for the second team was a young lawyer who had studied law with New Y ork's
favorite Senator, Daniel S. Dickenson. This lawyer's turning teamster amused John very much,

so that, in writing home to his mother in New Y ork, he said: “We have to-day hired alawyer to
drive amule team. That is al the use lawyers are out here. We pay him $175 a month. Then, when
you meet Judge White, my partner's brother, tell him this.” Mrs. McGlynn, John's mother, wrote
inreply: “1 saw Judge White and told him what you said, and he told me to say to you that he, as
alawyer, must say you could not have done better in the selection of adriver, and that he had no
doubt your mule team would be well and profitably handled, for that the whole business of alawyer
isto know how to manage mules and asses, so as to make them pay.” In three or four months later
there were all sorts of vehicles used for hauling goods and lumber in San Francisco. There was the
Pennsylvania heavy wagon, the Boston unwieldy dray, the New Y ork light dray, the New Orleans
outlandish dray, and many other sorts, suitable and unsuitable. Fine American horses began aso
show themselves in San Francisco. Every man in the draying business looked up to John as a leader.
In case of adispute, his decision was always taken as law. Howard, Mellis & Co.'s fine wagon and
team, the only onein the city at that time equal to those John controlled, was driven by a Chileno,
apowerfully built man. Goods were mostly, at that time, delivered from the shipsin lighters at

the foot of Sacramento street, at alittle wharf about a hundred feet long, extending from where
Sansome street now isto the water.

When a ship was discharging, so many drays of all sorts, mostly drawn by half-wild, unbroken
horses, would crowd to this landing place, that great confusion would ensue. To remedy this, the
draymen held a meeting, over which John presided, and adopted regulations to govern such cases.

The next day there was ajam at the little wharf as usual; all, however, governed themselves by the
rules adopted, except the driver of Howard, Méellis & Co.'s team. He dashed in his heavy American
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mules, regardless of whom he discommoded. John ordered him to take his place according to the
rule in such cases, 89 but he paid no attention to the order. John gave the order again, and thistime
accompanied with awelt of his New Orleans driver's whip on the Chileno man's shoulders. In an
instant more they had both leaped from their wagon seats to the ground. The Chileno rushed toward
Mack with bowie-knife in hand. John was unarmed. He was |eft-handed, for which the Chileno was
not prepared, and John's blow dropped him to the ground, and in an instant he had him pinioned
fast, and held him so until he promised good behavior. On regaining his feet, the Chileno invited all
hands to drink, and John never had awarmer personal friend in after times than that driver. Through
all the year of '49 we had but one mail a month, via Panama. When the steamer arrived with the
mail the town was in excitement, and a rush to the Postoffice for |etters was in order, without any
pretence of doing it in order, except in one respect, as follows: There was but one delivery window,
and aline was formed from this window, always of immense length. The Postoffice was then in the
old adobe at the upper side of the Plaza. At these times| have often seen the line extend from the
Postoffice across the Plaza and down Clay street nearly to Montgomery. On one of these occasions
| took my place in the line, about three o'clock in the afternoon. Some distance ahead of mein

the line, | saw John McGlynn quietly reading a newspaper. | pulled a paper from my pocket and
followed his example. So we progressed slowly and surely, but more slowly than surely.

It was nine o'clock in the evening when John reached the delivery window. Just then the round, fat
face of alittle Englishman employed in the Postoffice appeared at the open square, and said, in a
loud, authoritative voice: “No more letters to-night. It is nine o'clock.” And down he slapped the
dlide. John instantly tapped loudly on the pane of window glass. The fat little man turned around
and looked; John beckoned to him to draw near, saying: “What did you say, sir?’ Thelittle official
put his face up close to the pane of glass, saying in the same loud voice: “Are you deaf, fellow? |
said no more letters to-night!”

He had hardly said the last word when Mack's fist came crashing through the glass, right on

top of the little man's nose, laying him full length on the Postoffice floor, spouting blood like a
whale when struck by a harpoon. Our whole line, of 90 course, gave John three hearty cheers.
Mack turned round to us and said, in the coolest way, “Keep in your line, boys; it isonly alittle
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Englishman that did not know ‘our ways.’ | had to give him alesson, that isall. Keep your line,
boys.”

A man by the name of Short, who was employed in the Postoffice and who knew McGlynn, now
came running to the window, and, again opening the delivery dlide, called out: “Oh, Mr. McGlynn,
do not let them pull down the door. We will deliver; we will deliver;” and so they did while there
was aman to ask for aletter that night. I, of course, enjoyed the scene very much; but | felt sure
John would be called up before the Alcalde the next day. So, when next | met him, | asked him if
any trouble had come to him out of the matter. “ Trouble,” said he, “why of course not. Colonel
Geary called on me the next day, and made the most ample apology for having told them to shut
the window at nine. He said he had poor pay, and but few clerks allowed him by the Government;
so | excused him, and we had adrink and parted the best of friends, the Colonel assuring me, over
and over again, that nothing of the kind should happen again.” | laughed immoderately at this, while
Mack pretended not to see anything strange or ludicrousin it, but | saw from the twinkle of hiseye
that he enjoyed the Postmaster's calling to apologize. “Look at my hand,” he continued; “it has two
cuts on it; whether from the glass or the Englishman's nose, | cannot tell.”

E. Harrison was the Collector of the Port of San Francisco in 1849. There was no regularity in the
way the duties were collected. Harrison was appointed by Governor Mason or Governor Riley, and
told to collect the duties according to the laws of the United States, as nearly as he could. He did
so, | believe, to the best of hisjudgment, and | hope honestly, but he kept few, if any accounts, and
very few assistants or clerks. Generally, when a ship arrived, its captain would call on the Collector
and give afull exhibit of his cargo. The Collector then sent for each of the owners or consignees

of the goods. They showed their invoices, and the Collector, or his clerk, made out a statement of
what each merchant should pay. This the merchant paid, without any dispute or hesitation. The
Collector then took the money, put it into a sack, without making any book account of it. When

he had any expenses to pay, that he thought were chargeable to the Government, he paid 91 them
out, and what was |eft in the sack was kept for Uncle Sam until he should call for it. When a sack
got full under this process, it was sewed up and laid aside, and another put in the process of filling.
These sacks were made of heavy canvas, or buckskin. Stealing, at thistimein San Francisco,
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was almost unknown, which may account for Mr. Harrison's not being particularly careful of his
sacks, as would appear from a circumstance told me by John McGlynn. John said his firm had
done some draying for the Custom House to the amount of four or five hundred dollars. He called
on the Collector for it. Mr. Harrison looked at the bill and said: “All right, Mack.” “Here, Tom,”
speaking to his only clerk; “go up stairs, and under the table to the left hand side you will see five
buckskin sacks full of gold. The top one you will find open. Out of that pay Mr. McGlynn his bill
of $475, and p