CALIFORNIA TRAITS.

ALIFORNIANS of the olden decades
have never been surpassed in spontane-
ous, princely generosity. If a miner were
killed by a ** cave,”’ or premature explo-
sion, it only took a few hours to raise

five hundred or a thousand dollars for his widow.

The veriest sot or tramp had only to get sick to be
supplied with all that money could buy. There
never was another people so open-handed to pov-
erty, sickness, or the stranger. They were wild,

wicked fellows, and made sad havoc of the great-
er part of the Decalogue; but if deeds of charity
are put to the credit of the sinner, the recording
angel smiled with inward joy as he put down
Ill;’l.Il}' an item on the credit side of the eternal
ledger. This trait distinguished all alike—saints
and sinners, merchants and miners, gamblers and
politicians, Jews and Gentiles, yankees and
Southerners, natives and foreigners. IHere and
there would be found a mean, close-fisted fellow,
who never responded to the appeals of that heav-
enly charity which kept the hearts of those fever-
ish, excited, stlu;gllng men alive. But such a
man was made to feel that he was an object of in-
tense scorn. The hot-tempered adventurer who
shot down his enemy in fair fisht could be toler-
ated, but not the mis‘m'ly wretch who hoarded the
dollar needed to save a fellow-man from want.
Those Californians of the earlier days showed two
traits in excess—a princely courage and a princely
generosity; and their de escendants will h(nc in
their traditions of them a source of mapu‘atl{)ﬂ that
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will serve to perpetuate among them a brave and
generous manhood.

~ A notable exhibition of this spontaneous and
princely generosity in the Californians took place
in 1867. The war had left the South decimated,
broken, impoverished—a land of grief and of
graves. Alreadyin 1866 the gaunt specter of fam-
ine hovered over the fated South. The next year
a general drought completed the catastrophe. The
crops failed, there was no money, the war had
stripped the Southern people of all but their lives
and their land. It was a dark day. Starvation
menaced hundreds of thousands of men, women,
and children.

A poor widow in Sonoma County, reading in
the newspapers the accounts given of the suffering
in the South, sent me six dollars and fifty cents,
with a note saying that she had earned the money
by taking in w l‘-]HIl“ She added that it was but
a mite, but it would hLIp a little, leaving it to my
discretion to send it where it was most needed.
Her modest note was published in the Clristian
Spectator, of which I was then editor. The pub-
lication of that little note was like touching a
spark to dry prairie grass. The hearts of the
Californians were uad\ for the good work, and
the poor Sonoma widow showed them the way to
doit. From all parts of the State money poured
in—by hundreds, by thousands, by tens of thou-
sands of dollars, until directly and indirectly over
ninety thousand dollars in gold was sent to the
various relief committees in Baltimore, Macon,
Nashville, Richmond, and other cities. The
transmission of all this money cost not a dollar.
The express companies carried the coin free of
charge, the bankers remitted all charges on ex-
change—all services were rendered gratuitously.
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The whole movement was carried out in frue

California style. A single incident will illustrate
the spirit in which it was done. A week or two
after the widow’s note had been published I had
occasion to visit San José. It was Saturday, the
great day for traffic in that flourishing inl: ind city.
The streets were thronged with vehicles and
horses and men and women, sauntering, trading,
talking, gazing. The great center of resort was
the ]’um,tibn of Santa Clara and First Streets. As
I was pushing my way through the dense mass of
human beings at ‘this point, I met Frank Stewart*
—filibuster, ;ahah):\ni bher, mineralogist, and editor.

“« Wait here a moment,” said Stewart to me.

Springing into an empty express wagon, he
cried, ““O yes, O yes, O yes,”’ after the manner
of auctioneers. A crowd gathered around him
with inquiring looks. I stood looking on, won-
dering what he meant. ‘¢ Fellow-citizens,”’ said
Stewart, ¢ while you are here enjoying prosper-
ity and plenty, there is want in the homes of the
South. Men, women, and children there are
starving. They are our own countrymen, bone
of our bone, and flesh of our flesh. We must
send them help, and we must send it promptly. I
tell you they are starving! In many homes this
u't\ night ‘mnrft\ thhin n will sob themselves to
sleep \\1th()ut food! But vonder I see an old
n\whhor whom you all know,”’ pmntmo to me.
“He has lt‘Lt‘I]ll\ visited the South, is in direct
communication with it, and will be able to give us
the facts in the case. Get up here “hew you
can be seen and heard, and tell us what you know
of the distréss in the South.”’

*Stewart was with W :l[hL[ in ).u.n.!eraH and \‘!U!\, an en-
tertaining narrative of that romantic and tragic historical epi-
sode, \nm]u “The Last of the Filibusters,”
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I attempted a retreat, but in vain. Almost be-
fore I knew it they had me on the express wagon,
ilking to the crowd. It was a novel situation to
me, and I felt awkward at.first. The whole pro-
ceeding was a \lllpli‘\\' But there was sy mp: ithy
and f‘I](UU](lff{’IBL"ﬂt in the upturned faces ot those
Californians, and I soon felt at ease standing in
my strange pulpit in the open air. My audience
kept growing, the people deserting the street auc-
tioneers, the stores, the saloons, and the side-
walks, and pressing close around the express
wagon. After ewnl)mu scenes I had witnessed,
I was giving some det ails of the latest news from
the (hhite:bt‘.d localities, when a dark-skinned,
grave-looking little man pressed his way through
the crowd and silently laid a five-dollar gold piece
on the seat of the exXpress wagon at my h.c An-
other, another, and another followed. Not a
word was spoken, but strong breasts heaved with
emotion, and many a bronzed cheek was wet. I
could not go on with my speech, but broke down
L‘ompldd\ Still the money poured in. It seemed
as if every man in that v: ast th wrong had caught the
feeling of the moment. Never, even in the con-
secrated temple, amid worshiping hundreds and
pealing anthems and fervent prayers, have I felt
that God was nearer than at that moment. At
length there was a pause. Mr. Spring, the lively
and good-natured auctioneer, rushed into his store
across the street, and bringing out a gayly painted
little cask of California wine, put it into my hands,
saying: ‘* Sell this for the benefit of the cause.”

This was indeed a new role to me. Taking the
cask in my hands, and lifting it up before the
crowd, I asked: ¢ Whe will give five dollars for
this cask of wine, the monc}: to go to help the
starving ? *’
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U0 | \.\'iII.‘" said a man from Ohio, standing di-
rectly in front of me, advancing and laying down
the money as he _puLL

“« Wi m L‘]w \\'1]1 gy e Il\‘i? dollars for it??

“I will >—<<And I’—“And I7—<<And [>°_
the I‘L"-R])Lm\(’\' came thick and fast, until the callon

cask of wine had brought in eighty-five dollars.
The last purchaser, a tall, good-natured fellow
11_(?111 Maine, said to me as he turned and wa'lkrvd
off: ¢ Take the cask home with you, and keep ’it
as a memento of this day.’

The crowd scattered, and 1 gathered and count-
ed the silver and gold that lay at my feet. It filled
the canvas sack furnished by a friendlv store-
kcep;r. :a_nd an high up into the hundreds. That
was California; the California in which stil lin-
gered the spirit of the e: irly days. I descended
from my Impmn ptu imixum. m\()]\m'f a benedic-
tion upon them and their children and their chil-
chenl s children, and it is reéchoing in my heart as
I write these lines, thousands of miles s away on the
banks of the Cumberland in Tennessee,

I.t fall_ght to be added here that in this work of
relief for the South Northern men and \V()H‘LL’-i:l
were not a whit behind those from the South.
The first subscriber to the tund, and the most ac-
tive worker in its behalf in San Francisco, was
Thomas H. Selby, a New Yorker of noble and
prlnu]\ spirit, \\h(m- subsequent death robbed

California of one of its richest jewels. I am glad
to claim national kinship with such people.

On the afternoon before 1]1<1nk~‘-1\111<f DLW in
eighteen hundred and sixty -somethi ng, 1\\0 Tittle
girls came into my office, on W a:hmgtnn Sn'eet..
()nc was a t!mhh\. curly-headed little h.e;um-
about five years old. The other was a (|1pp|ul
child, about ten, with a pale, sufi fering face and
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arnest, pleading blue eyes. She walked with

crutches, and was out of breath when she got to
the top of the long, narrow staircase in the third
story of Reese’s building, where I dispensed
‘c,dpy“ for the printer and school law for the
pedagogues in those days. The older girl handed
me a note which she had brought in her thin,
white hand. I opened the paper, and read these
words: ¢ I am 1\1110 sick on Larkin Street, near
Sacramento, and there is not a mouthful to eat nor
a cent of money in the house.”

I recognized the signature as that of a man [
had met at the Napa Springs two years before
IIe was then, as now, an invalid.

[ took my hat and cane, and followed the chil-
dren. It was painful work for the ulpplul girl,
climbing the hill in the face of the heavy \\md
from the sea. Often she had to pause and rest a
few moments, panting for breath and trembling
from weakness. When we reached the house,
which was a rickely shanty, partly buried in the
sand, a hollow-eyed, hopeless-looking woman met
us at the door. She had the dull, weary look of
a woman worn out with care and the loss of rest.
On a coarse bedstead lay the invalid. As soon as
he saw me he pulled the quilt over his head, and
gave way to his fe elings. Looking around, I was

shocked to see the utter absence of e\u\thmn
necessary to th(, comfort of a family. T hc had
parted with every article that w ould blmrr a little
money with w huh to buy food. Where thc chil-
dren, five in number, .1cpt I could not conceive.
Making a short stay, I went forth to send them
relief. A genial. red-bearded New Hampshire
man kept a grocery and pm\iciﬂn store on the
corner of IJQI\\DH and Stockton Streets. [ liked
him, and sometimes patronized him. I gave him

19
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the address of the needy family, and instructed
him to send them every thlnrr lha'\' needed. Before
sunset a heavy-laden wagon deposited such stores
of eatables at the sand hill sh anty as made the in-
mates thereof wonder. When the bill was pre-
wnted it was evident that he had not charced

half price. I knew my man. 2

The next day my purpose was to go to Calvary

Church and hear a sermon from Lhe brilliant Dr.
Charles Wadsworth, with whom striking and elo-
quent Thanksgiving sermons had long been a spe-
cialty. On my way to church I t]louuht of the
helpless mm}l\' in the sand hills, and I resolved
to change my Thanksgiving programme. The
thought was suggested to my mind that T w ould go
up one side of \I(mttromuv Street and down the
other, and ask every acquaintance I should hap-
pen to meet for a contribution to the ‘mm]l\ on
Larkin Street. The day was lovely, and all San
Francisco was on the streets. (You must go to
California to learn how delightful a Nov embm day
can be.) BeforeI had gone two squares so much
specie had been given me 1]1‘11 I found it neces-
sary to get a sack to hold it. On the corner of
California Street I came upon Col. Eyre and a
knot of other brokers, ten in number, every one
of whom gave me a five-dollar gold piece. By the
time I had gotten back to my starting point the
canvas sack was full of gold and silver. I took it
at once to Larkin Street.

The sad, ho!lo\\'-c\ul woman met me at the
door. I handed her the sack. She felt its we 2ioht,
began to tremble, %tlmfeled to the bed, and sink-
ing down upon it burst into a fit of violent weep-
ing. The reaction was too sudden for her—poor,
worn creature! The sick man also cried, and the
children cried; and T am not sure that my own
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eyes were dry. I left them very soon, and wend-
ed my way homeward to my cottage on the west-
ern clnt of Russian Hill, above the sea. My
Ihrml\wnmt- dinner was enjoyed that day.

\huut seven years afterwards a man overtook
me on the street in San Francisco, an d, gre p-lmw
my hand \\'m'ml_\__'. called me by name: s Don’t
you know me? Don’t you remember }u: man to
whom you brought that money on Thanksgiving
Day, seven years ago? I’m the man. That
money made my fortune. I was able to obtain
medicines and comforts which before I had not
the means to buy; my mind was relieved of its
load of anxiety; my health began to improve from
that day, and now I am a well man, prosperous in
business, and with as happy a family around me
as there is on earth.”” What more he said as he
held and pressed my hand need not be repeated.

If we search for the cause of this California
trait of character, perhaps it may be found in the
fact that the e: nl\ Californians were mostly ad-
venturers. (Please remember iimt this word has
a good as well as a bad sense.) Iheir own vicis-
Hiill(]t"-x and wrestlings with fortune gave them a
vivid realization of the feelings of a fellow-man
struggling with adversity. [t was a great Broth-
erhood of Adventure, from whose fellowship no
man was excluded. They would fight to the
death over a disputed claim; they would too often
make the strong hand the test of right; they gave
their animal puiﬁioni free play and CI].]Ltt’C blood\
tragedies; but they never shut their purses against
the distressed, nor turned a deaf ear to the voice
of sorrow. Doubtless the ease and rapidity with
which fortunes were made in the early days also
contributed to produce this free- handedness. A
man who made, or hoped to make, a fortune in a
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week did not stop to count the money he spent on
his schemes, his passions, or his charities. Cases
came to my knowledge in which princely fortunes
were squandered by a week of debauch with
cards, wine, and women.

A sailor struck a ¢ pocket ’ on Wood’s Creek,
and took out forty thousand dollars in two days.
He went into town, deposited the dust, drew sev-
eral thousand dollars in coin, and entered upon a
debauch. 1In a day or two the coin was exhaust-
ed, the gamblers, saloon keepers, and bad women
having divided it betwcen them. Half crazed
with drink, he called for his gold dust, and, taking
it to the ¢ Long Tom,” he began to bet ilca\-ﬂ_\'
against a faro bank. Staking handfuls of the
shining dust, he alternately won and lost until, be-
coming excited beyond control, he staked the en-
tire sack of gold dust, valued at twenty-eight
thousand dollars, on a single card, and—lost, of
course. He went to bed and slept off the fumes
of his drunkenness, got money enough to take
him to San Francisco. where he shipped as a
common sailor on a vessel bound for Shanghai.
He expressed no regret for the loss of his treas
ure, but boasted that he had a jolly time while it
lasted. B

In Sonora there was a rough, whisky-loving
fellow named Bill Ford, who divided his time be-
tween gambling, drinking, and deer hunting.
One day he took his rifle and sallied forth in
search of venison. He wandered among the hills
for several hours without finding any game.
Reaching a projection of Bald Mountain, a few
hundred yards below the summit, tired and hot,
he threw himself on the ground to rest under the
shade of a stunted tree. In an idle way he began
to dig into the rotten quartz with his ]11111(ing

“1r's oold!?
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knife, thinking suck thoughts as would come into
the mind of such a harum-scarum fellow under
the circumstances. * What’s this?’’ he suddenly
exclaimed. ¢ Hurrah! 1 have struck it! It's
gold! It’s gold!™

And so it was gold. Bill had struck a ¢ pock-
et,”” and a rich one. His deer hunt was a lucky
one after all. Marking well the spot, he lost no
time in getting back to Sonora, where he pro-
vided himself with a strong, iron-bound water
bucket, and then returned with his treasure, which
amounted to forty thousand dollars. The “ pock-
et’” was exhausted. Though much labor and
money were expended in the search, no more
gold could be found there. Bill took his gold to
town, and was the hero of the hour. Only one
way of celebrating his good fortune occurred to
his mind. He went on a big spree—whisky,
cards, etc. He was a quarrelsome and ugly fel-
low when drinking. The very next day he got
into a fight at the City ITotel and was shot dead.
leaving the most of his bucketful of gold dust un-
spent. The time and manner of Bill’s death was.
in its result, the best thing known of his history.
A strange thing happened: the money found jts
way to his mother in Pennsylvania, every dollar
of it. Public sentiment aided the public adminis-
trator in doing his duty in this case. It was a
common saying among the Californians in those
days that when an estate was taken charge of by
that functionary the legal heirs had small show of
getting any part of it. It is but just to say, how-
ever, that there was a latent moral sense among
the Californians that never failed to condemn the
faithless public servant. They did not take time
to prosecute him, but they made him feel that he
was despised.

FATHER ACOLTL

: St o
FIRST met him one day in 1857 1n t:wef.. ar:i_(
; A1NS > ino at a sort of way-
Cruz Mountains. Stopping al sor ot M)
side inn near the summit to water my hots }
distinouished-looking man, who stood 110\ nl_
vor 'i\'ilh a bucket in his hand, saluted me:
oy :

o - S T . -
s You wish to water your

¢ Good morning, SIr.

se: may I wait on you?”’ :
hei?i} 11']‘;‘:1}11321' would Tui\'c.melt(:d in a ‘?YTWI?;H?
whole mountain of u:,()m‘cnt]onl:ll 1ce.. 111 \\;\.s].f r:.]i]d
dial and so spontaneous. [)1511';1;1}(1:1_;__,q nn;(}r i
protest against being w aited on by EF} f-lin s
filled the bucket from the ;plinkl.:l;;i{mli;; f,-0;;1 Lt]w
gave it to the thirsty LlI]lIl]T"l_. lq'l(]e E ool
long climb up the m(.)unld?n e e By
ime we had exchanged names and occuj S
‘1111!:“ };‘(:lx?lld\:t‘:hi a ?n‘iu:st and teacher jm }l?e,i]eb;
/ wnta Clara; and I, th_( writer 0
these humble Sketches. As hlc* .Hll)l.")(ll t)h-{,:}?--“?e;_;
fore me, he looked like anything f-hu:::u-(l\f L
disciple of Ignatius Loyola. He “fis:n Hoys
fat, yet refined and g{‘ncelul 1n ;{pﬁpﬁu;_: L\ e
features were large, 1S h_cad ‘111:1&&3.1\.},,111&\“‘1} fr;-
sion one of great benignity, 11111:11’1]:11{11}_L‘ :wq 5
quent flashes of good humor._ - :1-;11(11-11 ‘h-@ ‘]]f:ld
about him a somt:thilng thn.tt]isugfazél}( -\g(;]ﬁ el
Hfer ‘ell in love with ¥ Acol

i;:ltjtt.‘lﬂ\l.g’l‘ljr'lnhlé 1drove down }hc zI;;)inti::et:lllqlhici
;)]lt? side, and I on the other, it rcg \ S i(-;ok
the o -edwoods had caul;_rht a frienc 151 .
L}:d i‘]z‘f_tn\:'iilzlthone_\‘suckl_us a 1'1511101* tr;lg‘rzu;_gilf;:){g
the sunny-faced old priest. The tone o 2
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companionship wonderfully modifies the aspects
of external nature. : <
Father Acolti and I met often after this. On
the hwhnd\. in the social circles of the I()\'L’l\'
Santa Clara V alley, and especially in the abodes
of sickness and pmut\. I crossed his p;ﬁh. H("
seemed to have an instinct that guided him to Ihl_;
needy and the \oric)\nnff It is certain that the
instinct of suffering souls’ led them to the presence
of the old priest, w h()\(, face was so laihtli\ , whose
VOICe Was so gentle, whose eye melted so tmdi‘i\-‘
with pity, and whose hand w as so quick to extend
ltJ]]bi XLeneg
There was a tinge of romance in Father Acolii’s
history, as it was told to me. He w as an Itali; n-i
of noble birth. A beautiful woman had given l.;:w
her hwm't‘aml hu]ld. and before one year of wed-
ded hap piness had passed she died. ~The voune
nobleman’s ecarthly hope and ambition died with
her. He sold his estates, visited her tomb for the
last time, and the 0, renouncing the world ap )IncLl
for (ulmlsxlun into the mysterious ur{iw’ ;1'E the
Society of Jesus, an organization whose history
makes the most curious chapter in the record of
modern religious conflict. Hci\mg served hLis no-
vitiate, he was re: dy for work. His; ..-sci-emi‘ﬁ.c at-
tainments and tastes naturally drew llill.] m. t‘he
work of ec ducation, and doubiless he heartily re
sponded to the command to repair to California ts
one of a corps of teachers who were to lay ‘t}‘w
foundations of an educ ational system for the Ro-
man Catholic Church. But in rea ality the Jesuits
had entered California nearly ninety years before
and laid the foundations upon which their auuei-
SOTS are now bml(lmu The old mission Lh;‘ll‘(‘h.(_";
with their viney: ucl\ and orchards, are the m'om‘l--.
ments of their zeal and devotion. "I‘hér (?;;lii'n';r‘zii:i
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Digger Indians were the subjects of the mission-
ary zeal of the early Jesuit fathers; and whether
the defect was in the methods of the teachers or
in the capabilities of their Indian neophytes, the ei-
fort to elevate these poor red brethren of ours to
the plane of Christian civilization failed. They are
still savages, and on the path to extinction. The
Digger will become neither a citizen nor a Chris-
tian. In the conflict of vigorous races on the Pa-
cific Coast he has no chance to survive. The Jes-
uits deserve credit for what they attempted in be-
half of the Indians. We Protestants, who claim a
purer faith and better methods, have as yet done
but little to arrest the process of their extirpation,
or elevate them in the scale of humanity. I fear
we have been but too ready to conclude that these
poor people are not included in the command to
preach the gospel to every creature. The sight of
a Digger Immm camp makes a heavy draft upon
Christian faith—Dbut did not Christ die for them?
One fact in Father Acolti’s history invested him
with peculiar interest in the minds of the people:
he was of noble blood. I do not know how many
persons in the Santa Clara Valley whispered this
secret to me as a fact of great importance. Dem-
ocrats and Republicans as they are in theory, no
people on earth have in their secret hearts a pro-
tounder reverence for titles of nobility than the
Americans. From Father Acolti himself no hint
of anything of the kind was ever heard. He
never talked of himself. Nor did I ever hear him
mention his religious views, except in very gen-
ral terms. It is said, and perhaps truly, that the
Jesuits are all propagandists by pmlewmn. but
this old priest made you forget that he was any-
thing but a genial and lovable old gentleman with
fine manners and a magnetic presence.
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After my removal to San Francisco, he too
was transferred to the metropolis, and assigned to
duty in connection with the Jesuit church ,md col-
lege, on Market Street. Here again I found his
tracks wherever I went among t’ﬁe poor and 111‘(;
miserable. Whether it was a dying foreigner in the
sand hills, a young man without money humlng
for work, a poor widow bew ildered and he Ipless
in her grief, a woman with a drunken husb an-c d.n.c‘l
a hous&, full of hungry children, a prisoner in the
jail, or a sick man in the hospital—Father Acolti’s
hand was sure to be found in any scheme of relief.
Meeting him on the street, you would catch a
giow 110'111 his kind face and friendly voice, an:'i
in most instances leave him with a smile at some
little pleas antry that rippled forth as he stood with
his hand resting f amiliarly on your shoulder. He
loved his htt]e joke, but it was never at the ex-
pense of any human being, and his merriment
never went farther than a smile that brichtened all
over his broad face. There was tlmthnhnut him
that repelled the idea of boisterous mirth. The
shadow of a great sorrow still lay in the back-
ground of his consciousness, shadi ling and soften-
ing his sky, but not obscuring its i1oht As his
step grew feebler, and it became ev ident that his
5t1ength was failing, this shadow seemed to
deepen. There was a wistful look in his eves
that spoke of a longing for Italy, for his l.nu.:ie[l
love, or for heaven. T hcrc were tears in his eyes
whe:.] we parted in the stt'eet for the last time, as
he silently pressed my hand and walked slowly
away. [ was not ‘.LH})II\L(I when the news reached
me soon &‘ftu' that he was dead. I trust that our
next meeting will be where no shadow shall dim
the light that shines on us both.

CALIFORNIA WEDDINGS.

F the histories connected with the California
weddings that I have attended could be writ-
ten out in full, what tragedies, comedies, and
farces would excite thc tears and smiles of
the susceptible reader! Orange blossoms and

pzatol are mingled in the matrimonial retrospect.
The sound of merry wedding bells, the wails of
heart-broken grief, and the imprecations of des-
perate hate echo in the ear of memory as I begin
this chapter on ** California Weddings.” \c)t]nrw
else could give a better picture of the Vi |111f~11m<r
phases of the social life of California. But pru-
dence and good taste restrain my pencil. Too
many of the Ddltlt are still living, and the subject
is too delicate to allow entire freedom of delinea-
tion. A guarded glance is all that may be allowe d.
No real names \\111 be called.

Mounted on ¢ 0ld Frank > one clear, bracing
morning in 1856, I was miHopmn along the high-
way bLt\\an Pepi yermint Gulech and Sonora,
when I overtook a lawyer named G , who was
noted for his irascible temper and too ready dis-
position to fight, but w hose talents and energy had
won for him a leading position at the bar. It was
an exhilarating ride as we dashed on at a swing-
ing pace, the cool breeze kissing our faces, the
blue sky above, the surrounding hills softened by

shadows at their bases and lTlO\\lnrf with sunshine
on their tops. The reader n]m Imb never had a

gallop among the foothills of California in cle:
weath .r has missed one of life’s supremest plt’dS
(299)




