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Sunday was our nicest day
when father came in from sea. All
the boys and girls in the nelighbor-

yd (they were easily counted) knew
when Captain Anderson was home, be-

cause the flag was always run up.
They would all ocome over to our
house, and father would take me on

is shoulder if T was tired, and we
would all start for the Mission Dolores
to see the vaqueros lasso the horses or
to see the bull fight. Of course,
mother didn’'t know anything gabout
that, nor did we tell anything, as we
didn't want to draw down trouble, As
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we sat by the roadside In the deautl-
ful, clean sand, father would tell us
about that wonderful man, Junipero
Serra, the Catholic father, who used
the celebrated “pious fund” to equip
the discoverers of the peninsula of San
Francisco. Its bay, its mission, Iits
presidio were named by him. As early
as 1768 Father Serra reminded the
visitador general that no missjon was
called after St, Francis, the founder

Franciscan order. The visi-
r general replied (so history says):
“If our good Father 8St. Francis
a mission dedicated to him let
show us that good port beyond
terey, and we will bulld him a
there.”

Father Serra urged the i{mportance
of making new explorations to the
northward, and in 1789 his activity led
to the discovery of the bay and penin-
sula of San Francisco and In 1772 of
the east side of the bay, now known
as Alameda county. In 1774 another
expedition reached Point Lobos,
where, It is said, a cross was planted
(the Prayer Bock cross in the park
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shows the spot where the first church
service was held). Others claim that
the cross was erected near the forti-
fication, as General Vallejo declares he
saw it there. In 1775 the historic ship
San Carlos, carrying provisions for
the settlers, entered the bay of San
Francisco. This was the first time
on record that a vessel ever passed
through the Golden Gate, so named at
a later date by General Fremont. In
1776 a final successful attempt was
made to found a colony and the Pre-
sidio was dedicated September, 1776,
and the mission in October, 1776. 1t is
probable that the missionaries built
their first dwelling somewhere mnear
the. corner of Valencia and Seven-
teenth streets, because the old history
says they encamped on high ground
a short distance from the present site
of the mission and to the east of the
lakelet known as . “Dolores.” “Do-
lores” dried up and became the well
known Willows garden, so well be-
loved by the old timer.. With such
stories as these fathe;“‘v?onld while
away the long tramp,  on ‘else we
would g0 up on the plfza, ‘hoard the
omnibus

ride out to the Presidie and
eat tortillas and chile con carne witt
the lazy, dirty, smoking t perfect-
ly delightful Chileno, Mexigane<Spani-
ola, or go and wateh the long -Mne of
people who were standing in front of
the postoffice on the plaza, walting

for letters from the states: where that
was we nelther knew' nor cared, as

San Francisco was our very pleasant
heaven.
On the Glorious Fourth

But, bless vou, then came aiong the

fourth of July, one of the days we
lived for. Oh, what « day! Everybody
turned out, and everybody knew every-
body else. All the girls wore white
dresses with red or blue sashes, some-
times made of muslin or flannel because
there was not ribbon enough in town
to go round. Sometimes the dresses
were made to do double duty, for on
other daye they were curtains hung
at the windows, but on this day they
hung round our waists. Then the boys
came down to our house to ask mother
for handfuls of white buttons that
father had saved from the wreek of
the old San Francisco—you see father
was the pioneer stevedore—and then
their mothers would be busy sewing
these buttons on the fronts of the.
sma¥, red flannel shirts, and then w

would all ride on the fire engines, 1
e fire engines, which ‘him thet it was a nice day and he never

the men would draw or drive in the
Ereat procession, and the girls would
sing school songs and the boys would
shout and the men would cheer, all for
the honor of the day and the glory of
our loved city. Oh, what a tired lot
of little folks we were at the close
of the day; but what a good time we'
had. The old Rassette house always
gave us a lunch, and I tell you the
glory ean never be measured that we
experienced that day. It is these boys
and these girlspgrown to manhood and
womanhood, who are bullding their
birthplace over again today; fathers
and mothers have passed on to thelr
reward, but we are here, and, to para-
phrase the latest, “We would rather be
a ‘busted’ lamppost In the burned dis-
tyict than the Waldorf-Astoria in New
York.” Can anybody here remember
that grand procession—old Monumental
and Howard and St. Francis—the old
volunteer fire department of San Fran-
cisco, noble men, every one gilants? I
used to think it & very heaven of
delight to go out to Russ’ garden,
situated somewhere about Seventh snd
Harrison streets. All the schools went
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out there on the first of May, and with
what pomp and majesty of power were
the Queen of May and the Bishop eni-
dowed. I was the Bishop one year,
and though I have earned many an
honor since then, yet never have I felt
as 1 did that day. The triumphs of it
will last me a lifetime, Then thers
were those noble yeomen, John Swett,
James Denman and Ellis Holmes, in
all their youthful bloom. Ah, thé days
that are past; childhood days in dear
old Ban Francisco; what stories they
hold! One day I heard my father tell
my mother that it was possible to talk
under water through a big, copper
wire. 1 regarded that story just as T
regarded other wonderful stories that
had heard on board ship about the
sea serpent, or the monster turtle, or
the mermald; those had bheen daily
pabulum. But when we were told in
school that therg would be a wonderful
procession to commemorate this great
achievement, then all San TIrancisco
children knew that the Atlantic cable
graph was an accomplished fact.

. just remember the flags and the
fire engines, because my brother and
‘T rode on Crescent No. 19, and Ed fell
off and another boy came, and I told

said a word bBgek. You'd know him
it I told yod his name—he talks fast
enough now; and then I remember the
great grizzly begr that followed her
wagon in the procession, who would
uprear &nd roar every now and again
to the shivery delight of all the juve-
nile population whe were marching.
Jamee Capen Adams was one of our
adored, because he owned the Pacific
museum, the in San Francisco.
It was on Market street near Mont-
gomery, end the child who had never
seen Lady Washington, a big grizzly
bear, who for years had marched with,
carried the pack and fought for her
master; or Ben Franklin, who had
been a wolf; or the mon-
ster Samson, o weighed over 2,000
pounds—was unknown, for these three
were San Francisco's pride.

My father used to tell that the first
postoffice in Ban Francisco was on the
corner of Washington &nd Mont-
gomery streets, and the first post-
master was old Colonel Geary, after
whom the street is named. Afterward
the postoffice was removed to the cor-
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resort. It was good exercise to climb
to the top either by the Inug flight of
steps from Montgomer, street at
Broadway, or up the hill itself from

‘Stockton or Powell street. T.ots of
folks would go up to the big room
beneath the roof of the etation and
use the telescope to scan the bay or
try to make out the incoming vessel.

Many would roam around the old time
cemeteries on the side of both Tele-
graph and Russian hills, which held
the remains of many Russians and
seamen of ships of the early days.

One day there came an awful ru-
mor -across the white Slerras. The

FACED HOMIE AND WITH TREIMELMA .-
VOICES TOLD WHAT WE HAD SEEN .

7 v

ner of Washington and Stockton
streets and later to the corner of Pike
and Clay streets. Now, evérybody in
town knew the signal for a mall
steamer—they would look up to the
top of Telegraph hall and if a side
wheel boat were signaled up would go
two long black boards fastened upon

_a mast, looking for all the world like

two outstretched, uplifted arms. This
meant to most of the peoples “news
from homse,” 8o it was an understood
thing for all business to stop, every-
body take a drink, and make &

for the steamer or the postoffice. No
one, unless he has “been there,” can

have any conception of the excitement

following the signal of “steamer in.”
A good story is stold of that old time
actor, Charles Thorne, that one night
when he was playing In the most stir-
ring part of “The Hunchback” he
raised his arms, saying in a most
tragic voice, “What does this mean?”’
The house entirely lost its gravity by
hearing one of the gallery gods an-
swer, ‘Sidewheel steamer.” The o

signal station on Telegraph hill wi
a very important feature of town in
these early days and was a popular

. United States had bdroken into two

parts, and the south was going aone way
and-the north the other. We children
didn’t know to which part we belonged,
but nobody was golng to take Califor-
nia us—that we knew. Evary-
body ed to the newspaper offices.
A dollar apiece was paid for the latest
news that was probably daye old, for,
as you may have heard, ws depended
upon the pony express for early news
at that day. What consternation when
one read that Fort Sumter had been
upon; later that it had been

k Then came exciting times. One
evening father had been down town =zll
day and on- his return sald, “There is
going to be & Yankee cheese box built
upon the coast—yes, right here in
San Francisco.” What on earth was a
Yankee cheese box. That was the
burning question that agitated the old
Rincon school the next day—because I
always carried the news, I can tell you.
That evening came a very dis-
tinguished visitor to our house, one
Captain Tornbohm, grand in military
uniform, with orders on his breast and
a ribbon in his buttonhole. He was
Swedish, and the intimate friend of
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Captain Ericsson, who was also Swedlsh,
and who used to play with my father In
the old days in Sweden. Well, he told
us all about the wonderful monitor that

. was shipped in sections an board the

great ship Aqullla, which was already
on her way around the Horn, bound for
San Francisco. .

You see, there were no great Unlon
fron works, nor Fulton, nor Risden,
with their wonderful plants and ma-
chinery, but there were men——clever
men—who could put the
gether; so as soon as the good ship
arrived she was dodked at Hathaway's
wharf. One night there came up a
terrible southeaster, and the old ship
that had braved the storms of the sca
and rounded the two capes many times,
was pounded on the rocks and sunk at
her moorings, with the moniter on
board.

Floating the Comanche

Then there wad excitemén awful
news, Inspiring and dispiritd was
coming over the mountaing IL. Run
had happened, and the battla pf Look-

out mountain had been fpuUZht above
the clouds. Farragut had been making
history, and there was our monitor
under the water in the mud. Bat we
had brainy men along the water front
then as now; they consulted together,
and after trying many methods finally
bought _up all the old casks in the clty
and at ‘low water fasténed them along
eide the sunken vessel, so that after
the turn of the tides she gradually
loosed herself from the muddy bottom.
Then a great canvas was drawn around
her keel, the great iron plates were
brought to the surface and hauled down
to: Third street wharf where the big
lumber yards were and the well known
firm of Donahue & Ryan, under the su-
Jerintendence of Captain Tornbohm,
built the first monitor on the Pacific
coast. At her launching ene of the
great hawsers.broke and a man con-
nected F’lth our city's early history—
Mr. Buckley, had his leg broken from
the effects of which he afterward died.
Thils was the only death that the mon-
itor Comanche was ever responsible
for, because the war closing shortly
after she was put in commission and
sent up to Mare island, where she lay

for many years at anchor. Later she
was brought down to the eity front
and used as a training ship for the
naval reserves. Later still she was

dismantled, sold at auction, and is now
used as a collier. This is the story of
the first and only monitor ever built
on this coast.

Now comes the first Mechanies’ fair.
It was bailt on the block lately eccu-
pied by the Lick House. All the chil-
dren were invited to go, and were
treated well, too. Everything on exhi-
bition was California, even to the chil-
dren, and I suppose you would have
laughed to have seen the display.
Quilts and jellies, big ship knees and
redwood shingles— but it was ours and
we were proud of it

Then Woodward's gardens. How
many of us can remember theg May day
festivals held there! Mother tells that
the ladies’ annex of the sanitary com-
mission in 1863 prevailed upom Mr.
Woodward te throw open the plcture
gallery belonging to his private resi-
dence on certain day of the week
charging anything over 25 cents admis-
sion fee for the benefit of the commis-
slon. :

The gardens soon became popular
and after the war were turned over to
the public. Then there was that bag of
flour, encased in its satin cover, that
sold over and over agalu for an aggre-
gate of $40,000 on this coast, then trav-
eled east, gathering a great-harvest of
dollars for the sanita commission.
There was always a guard of children
around the “bag” when it was sold and
their cheers added much to the success
of the sale.

There was a line of omnibuses that
ran from Third street whart to Meiggs
wharf, or, rather, from North beach to
South park. Everybody wanted to see
the old Cobweb saloon and the mon-
keys.- Then, there was Pfelffer’'s castle,
at the corner of Stockton and Chestnut
Streets, a funny old place built by a
man who once pald $50 for a hen and
rooster. Chicks were worth thelr
weight in gold those days. Then there
was ‘Black point, now known as Fort
Mason. Near here Mr. Haskell lived,
and in his house David Broderick died.
Oh, thare were lots of things to sea iIf
you wanted to walk.

But there was one driver on the om-
nibus line who was the admiration of
every Rinconite and his euphonious
cognomen was “Telegraph BilL" Why
I know not. He was very tall- very
thin and lank and very hilarious. Has
used to wear a red sash around his
waist, a broad sombrero on lus head,
with the squeakiest volce In the world.
He was kind to the women, the chii-
dren and to old folks, and when hs
would tell us at the end of each trip to
“put our sombreros upon our cabezas
apnd vamose down the camino,” we
thought him wonderful. He was a
great favorite with us all and was al-
ways an invited guest when the annual
gathering was held at Russ’ gardens.
He could tell the most astounding ad-
ventures, in which catamounts, b'ars,
wild cats and Indians were almost his
bed fellows, and even now I can feel
again the delightful tremors and “chilly
chills” that would rum rlot through his
youthful audience at some mors than
usually terrible exploit. When the first
Clay street cable car was run the charm
was broken; omnlbus and horsecar
wers doomed.

There was another gentleman who
used to come to our Hhouse, named
George Gordon. He was another hero
of our childish days, for all the chil-
dren knew him. Why, he knew all
about Sir Walter Scott and had held
personal relations with his wonderful
dogs, including “Dandie Dinmont.” He
used to tell about building a series of
houses like the ones in Edinboro and
the South park before the late Hlumi-
nation was the materialization of that
pet project. But its glory has departed,
leaving only a memery. :

The Seal Rocks Road

The old route fo the seal rocks was
much prettiér than the present one. It
was the old road that began at the Mis-
sion and wound over the hills, giving
many’ attractive views of the city and
the bay beyond; the roadside was cov-
ered with wild blackberry and straw-
berry vines, loaded with fruit In the
early springtime. This road descend-
ed to the ocean beach, passing near
Merced lake (Laguna de la Merced), the
largest lake in the county. Another

new ship to--

road that I remember father taking us
out on was Point Lobos road, beglaning

at Geary sireet and continuing In a
straight line to the ocean beach.

A few blocks beyond Woodward's
gardens is the old church of the Mis-
sion Dolores. _This building has been
partially restored, but its front is the
original church. It stood the late
“quiver”™ Dbetter than the modern
churches. The interior has been slight-
ly ehanged, but the oldtime palintings
on the walls and many s of early
days will recall e times of the zarly

fathers. Around the church sleep many
of those who lived here in the old days,
among them being the notorious Casey
and Cora, whose names recall vigilante
days. As one threads way among
the dilapidated tombstones and falling
fences one notices many lexts upon the
tombstones that “feach the rustie
moralist how to dle.”™ One of them
reads:

All you that now are standing by

As you are now, so once was |

As 1 am mow, so you mmst be

Therefore, preparg to follow me

A few old adobe buildings with thelr

red tiled roofs used to cluster around
the antiquated church, but they have
all disappeared before the onslaught of

the meodern flat. This ancient church,
dating from July 17, 1776, stood in the
center of the old Cathelic burial

ground, and the last Mexican governor,
Arguello, lles here.

When the plank road was built to the
Mission Dolores the toll gate was
placed In Third street somewhere near
the line of Stevenscon. In those early
days when qne turned the corner of
Third into Mission going west one was
pretty well out of town. Opposite the
Howard cottages, where the Day gas
company and the Howard street mis-
sion were in the'dim past located, was
quite a lagoon, never wholly dry In
summer and in the ralny season (by
the way, in school we wera taught that
California had but two seasons, a wet
and a dry) deep enough to drown any-
body. “When one had gone along the
plank road as far as Sixth you came to
a bridge across a marsh: just before
reaching thi= bridge on the righthand
side of the road was the entrance to
Yerba Buena cemetery, or where the
city hall stands. Not far from there Mr
Gillesple used to live and our foiks used
to visit him. It was just like going out
into the country and often when father
came in from sea he used to take us
out past the bridge and up the hill on
the other side, and we would come to a
house from the roof of which was =a
flagstalf, from which the national col-
ors were always floating, and on the
door was painted the word, “Pipes-
ville.” This was the home of ths well
known “Jeemes Pipes of Pipesville,” or
Stephen C. Massett, whose songs, mu-
sic and recitations are part of Call-
fornia's history.

The road or track to the Presidio
wasn’'t quite =o pleasant a one to travel
on as the Unlon strest cable cars ware.
It was full of rain washed ruts and
deep, muddy gullies. There were many
ways of going over tha hills for us
children, but the mest traveled was the
one off Powell street near Washington
square, or the “Plaza,” where the om-
nibus was always ready to go, with, as
usual, “always room for one more"
As everywhere elsa In San Francisce
where there is adobe soil It was like
stone and made a terrific dust In sum-
mer and was gummy, nasty and sticky
in winter. Saturdays, if father were
home, he would take us to call on Mr
Leonidas Haskell, who liyed away up
on the sandhill, who was well known
in the city and who rented one of his
houses to John C. Fremont.

Theh we would go farther and strike
a spot where they were making brieks,
and that very place is the corner where
the Sutter street railroad turns for
its Harbor View track.

It was fine fun to pass Washer-
woman's bay or the Laguna (from
which came the name of the street)
and bee the sheets and pillow cases,
let alone other articles belonging to
the P. M. S. 8. company, flying In the

same old breeze that we know so well

The Original Presidio

When one arrived at the Presidio one
found a few dilapidated, ancient adobes,
some of which are even now arranged
for officed)’ quarters, some long shed-
like barracks and a cottage or two that
were used for the few officers who
were on duty. The old fort was not a
bit like the present red brick pile.

Father said that one could go over
the hills to the old Ocean house, and
then to the Mission by the hill, where
the Industrial school now stands, fole
lowing along the old road that tf
padres used to go when they travele
between the Mission and the Presidlo.
We lived down “south of Market™/at
that early day. when Second street was
quite well built up on both sides from
Market to Rincon hills but, wherg the
Palace and Grand hotels stood there
was a great, blg, sand hill, and some
of us can well remember hearing our
fathers say that the “squatters held
possession and that there would very
likely be a big flght with revelvers for
possession.” Later on, a big coalyard
was started there. Father Maginnis’
church near Third, end St. Ignatius
church, where the Emporium stoed,
were the landmarks on Market street,
and when the first classes were opened
in the Union high, later the high schoel,
everybody from “south of Market™ had
to climb over a high sandhill across
into Kearny street to get to Stockton
street to the very same old dullding
that held the state normal sehool up te
the 19th of April, 1308

Down in First street the most of the
heavy business was done, and where
Donahue's bullding stood the tide used
to come up under the floor of the work-
shops. Here Captain J. G. North buiilt
the first three masted schoomer that
ever salled out of this port and my
father helped to launch it.

This vesse! was called after two pop-
ular and well known actresses of that
early day, Susan and Kate Denin. Ie
later years this vessel was used as a
dispatch boat for the King of the Sand-
wich islands. On the west side of First
street stood lodging houses and reg-
taurants, among others the Isthmus
house, which was torn down just be-
fore the late unpleasantness and which
was the first house In San Francisce to
have the water mains laid In and the
gas mains set.

Also there was that old building ence
on the corner of Commercial and Leides-
dorff streets used as a lodging house
by ome Mr. Ballard and his wife, each
of them being over §0 years old. I
used to think they were the oldest
pecple la the world




