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ILLUSTRATED.

« dyid one upon the West
Turned an eye that would not rest,

For far-off kills whereon his_joys had been.’
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THE AUTHOR TO THE READER.

Ir these California Sketches, new and old, shall be-

ss, in the year 1304,

cuile a lonely hour, or rouse a kindlier feeling or

, at Washington.
= : higher aspiration in any human soul, I shall be satisfied.
TueE AuTHOR,
July, 1894.




PREFACE TO THIS CONSOLIDATED EDITION.

Soon after these Sketches first came oul in book
form, the suggestion was made to me by friendly read-
ers that they should be illustrated. Successive editions
have been printed from the original plates, and the
kindly appreciation of the reading public has encour-
aged me to bring out a new edition in a single volume,
in which some new Sketches are introduced and some
of the older ones are omitted.

The two former volumes are thrown into one, and the
price put at a figure that will place it within the reach
of all sorts of readers.

This new and consolidated edition has pictures illus-
trating the text. Whether these pictures have en-
hanced the interest of the worlk, the future will deter-
mine. The artist was left to follow his own taste in
the choice and treatment of subjects. This statement
will relieve the author from any imputation of undue
«subjectivity ” in these pictorial delineations.

To the old friends and the new these Sketches are
presented as they are, with the hope that they will not
only furnish entertainment for leisure moments, but
leave in the reader’s mind a deposit of'pmﬁmhhf sug-
gestion and gracious inspiration.

0. P. FITZGERALD.

July, 1895.
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MY FIRST SUNDAY IN THE MINES.

ONORA, in 1855, was an exciting, wild,
wicked, fascinating place. Gold dust and
gamblers were plentiful. A rich mining
camp is a bonanza to the sporting fraterni-

ty. The peculiar excitement of mining is near
akin to gambling, and seems to prepdre the gold
hunter for the faro bank and monte table. The
life was free and spiced with tragedy. The men
were reckless, the women few and not wholly
select. The conventionalities of older commu-
nities were ignored. People dressed and talked
as they pleased, and were a law unto themselves.
Even a parson could gallop at full speed through
a mining camp without exciting remark. To me
it was all new, and at first a little bewildering, but
there was a charm about it that lingers pleasantly
in the memory after the lapse of all these long
years from 1855 to date.

Sonora was a picture unique in its beauty as I
first looked down upon it from the crest of the
highest hill above the town that bright May morn-
ing. The air was exhilarating, electric. The sky
was deep blue, without a speck of cloud. The town
lay stretched between two ranges of hills, the cozy
cottages and rude cabins straggling along their
sides. while the full tide of life flowed through
Washington Street in the center, where thousands
of miners jostled one another as they moved to
and fro. High hills encircled the place on all
sides prot::ctiilg]_\j, and Bald Mountain, dark and




