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The coast on the Pacific side of North American differs widely in climatic conditions from that of the Atlantic side. The same latitude on the Atlantic coast falls from 15 to 20 degrees lower in temperature than the Pacific. The west side rarely drops to 35% above. This condition is caused by the warm Japan current, which strikes the southern part of Alaska and follows the coast southward to Mexico, where it merges with the Equatorial current and flows westward across the Pacific. The condition of the Pacific coast is balmy and warm throughout the entire year, generating an abundant of Animal life, in the water as well as in the land. Because of this warm condition of the water, is found a specie of seal, found no where else on the globe, while it may be located occasionally in nearby waters, it has been driven there by the relentless search for it, caused by the I demand for it’s fur as it is extremely valuable, and sold at enormously high prices in all the large cities of the world, especially those cities in cold countries. This little animal, is the sea otter. Beautiful glossy black often tipped with silver hair it is as shy as he is beautiful. His average length is about 4 ft.6 in. and weigh about 80 to 100 lbs. They differ from other sea animals of the seal family in their choice of food, for they live exclusively [sic] on mussels clams and sea urchins. Only in the 19th century these, now valuable sea animals, were found even in San Francisco bay, by countless thousands, and were hunted from Alaska to Mexico, by the early Russian seal hunter. The trade first attracted the attention of the Russians in Bering Sea. While hunting the fur seal of [off] the the coast of Alaska they found the native there wearing a much finer fur than they had ever seen, and on bartering for some of these rare skins, found the natives would dispose of them for trinkets of very little value. So the trade in sea otter skins grew until the conquest of California in 1846. As many as 10,000 skins found their way to China Japan and Russia yearly. Sailing vessels from the California coast westward have been known to have found on arriving at their destination that 1/3 of their cargo of skins were rotten owning [owing] to the green state in which they were packed, so eager were they to be the first arrival at the marketing port, but allowing even for this loss, there was a handsome profit for the sealers.

It was without doubt this sea-otter trade, that brought about the Russian settlements on the California coast and which caused such uneasiness among the Spanish Governors in the early days before the Gringo’s came, but much pressure was brought to bear on the Russian commander and after considerable negotiations between the Home Governments the Russians finally disposing of their holdings at Old Fort Ross silently and mysteriously disappeared and from that time, 1840-4, very little hunting was done for many years owning [owing] I suppose to the scarcity of the otter. It seems that the drive on the animal which began in the north drove them southward and bring sorely press along the California coast, they escaped only by turning northward again, which became the great field for fur sealer for many years, in fact up until the law was enacted prohibiting the taking of any fur bearing seal. The fine now on the taking of an otter is $1,000, imagine the enormous benefit that we, as a nation could derive from the fur industry now, if that fine had been imposed 35 or 48 years ago, allowing the increase to accumulate, [accumulate] these many years, instead of letting a greedy unscrupulous non-appreciative group of men almost exterminate this valuable animal from the sea. If only we as a people could or would see the calamity such ruthless slaughter is doing for us with all of natures gifts and fix heavy penalties for breaking the law of conservation, our grand and glorious land of Freedom would stand and flourish until the end.

Large fields of Kelp here and there line the coast near shore, and in this Kelp is the home and breeding place of the otter and being practically unmolested they had increased until they caught the eye of the hunter probably in the late eighties when a few boats put to sea and succeeded in getting from 1 to 3 on a trip. Another factor of great importance to the hunted was the enormous increase in value for otter furs, which, was quoted now all the way from $300-to $550, and an extra fine fur would bring about $800. Now to the boys living along the coast and being good boatman, this sport was tempting, as well as a vacation. I have been here on a former trip with a crew, was invited to spend a summer in this exciting and health restoring cruise, and I excepted  [accepted] without a second invitation.

We were to leave in February, the year 1895, at a place named Arroyo La Cruz, situated at the mouth of the river or creek some 15 miles north of the little Sea Port town of San Simeon, Cal

When I reached  the camp I found all was  ready, they were only waiting for two or three  boys to make -up the crew.  I being one of them.

The camp was located at the mouth of the creek, in a willow mouty [?] protected from the seal by a sand bar thrown up by the waves which ran parallel with the beach from bank to bank, this sand bar blocked up the mouth of the creek and the river water found its way to the ocean by sinking into the sand. This sinking or exit for the water was not enough to carry away the usual summer water brought down by the creek from the mountains, consequently this water backed up forming a large pond to the right of the camp ground. (previous year a dry year)

The camp while several feet lower than the sand barrier was probably 6 feet higher than the pond afording [affording] a beautiful spot for summer camping surrounded as it was, by this thick tangle willow grove interlaced with wild blackberry vines outside of the space cleared for camp purposes it was almost impossible to penitrate [penetrate] it. The wind might blow a gale outside, but our camp was as quiet as the inside of a house, warm and dry.

Supplies and all necessary articles for a three months trip had been purchased and stored in camp waiting to be loaded into our boats. Good weather was only lacking to make an attempt to get out. It being the rainy season and a storm threatening, we were caucious [cautious] and hesitating about getting away and it was lucky we were wise enough to heed the storm signs, for only a few days after my arrival, the storm broke with great violance [violence]. But during the few days previous to the coming of the storm we spent in organizing our boat and camp duties.

There were three boats to be manned by seven men. One large boat was decided on to carry 3 men, while the other two being much smaller carried 2 more each. These boats were the ordinary row boat, the largest being about 22 foot long and the other two 10 and 16 respectfully.

The owner of the boats was unanimously elected Captain. His knowledge of the sea, and the plan to be carried out while on a chase entitled him to the position and here I might add, that his authority was never once questioned on the entire trip, lasting four or fine months.

The position of the men being settled satisfactory to all, next came the loading of the boats. It was decided that it would be prudent to assign certain articles of camp luggage to boat so as to guard against an emergency. Each boat carried the belongings of the men manning her and such food as would sustain them for several days if it became necessary, the large boat  carried all of the camp fixtures including a large wall tent which we found most comfortable on several occasions, but during the early summer months we discarded it intirely, [entirely] as a matter of fact, we seldom used it during the  months of Feb. March and April, sleeping out under the stars unless as l say, during a storm, when it was very much appreciated. Now came the problems of arranging camp duty.

Some of the men were good outdoor cooks while others, though willing enough, had had very little experience and preferred other work if possible, but no other work was likely to occur while in camp, but cooking and such labor that usually is attached to the duties of a cook, so to show that no priviledges [privileges] was enduldged [indulged] in, every man was assigned to his work ashore as much as he was at sea.

It was finally planned that 2 boys would prepare dinner “as it is termed in the country” and supper for 1 week, then two more would assume the same duties for 1 week and so on. This would require 4 men as the rest were detailed, as follows: One fellow who always rose early and suggested it himself for the entire trip prepared breakfast, another for the trip washed and cleaned the camp dishes “which by the way were of the unbreakable kind,” tin dishes, still another boy did all the bread making, being supplied with a large stone jar of yeast, provided for by his mother, his baking days were Mondays and Thursdays unless we were at sea on those days then it was done the first day he had ashore.

His oven was the pioneer-Dutch oven and no better bread is made if made right, than by this method.

The threatheing [threatening] storm was now upon us, but being protected by our tent we felt quite secure. Lt began to rain about dark and as the southeast wind, which by the way, is our storm wind, had been increasing in violence since early morning was now blowing a gale, all afternoon the sea had been growing wilder and now it was terrific outside and the surf was pounding and roaring like distant thunder.

We had secured everything snug for the night and retired to our tent which was dimly lighted by a lantern hung from the ridge pole of the tent.

Some of the boys were playing cards while others amused themselves with music, as we had with us two violins and a guitar, but our amusements were soon put away as the storm were [was] drowning our voices, we soon retired for the night, but it was many hours before we fell asleep.

On awakening next morning, the storm was still with us and raining even with greater force than the evening before. It continued to rain steadily for 3 days and it became almost impossible to cook, as our wood supply became so thoroughly soaked that to build a fire was nearly out of the question, what we did succeed in making, was built within the tent and while we were using it to cook by, wet wood was laid around it to dry, what it would, otherwise it would have been impossible to have had a fire by any means. Our tent was a sight to behold, smoke and ashes had ruined what was ruinable and eyes was [were] all but out, as we could only dodge out of the tent for a moment to get a breath when we was [were] forced back again by the rain, so a fire was only lighted once a day to make a pot of coffee and roast a piece of venison which one of the boys had brought in the day the storm hit us. I do not think l even put a more disagreeable time than I did those three days.

Late in the afternoon of the third day it stopped raining at intervals and we took advantage of these breathing spells to run over the stretch of sand and have a look at the ocean. It was while returning from one of these trips that we out of curiosity followed the pond shore, and it was lucky we did for our reaching the lake or pond, we found it was 3 times its natural size and still rising fast. Why we had not looked at the river side of our camp earlier in the day, I know not and it bringing the only source of danger that was likely to cause us trouble, and then to overlook it until it was upon us, with open jaws. “But such is boys stupidity.” It is just such occurrences that puts mind and forethought into boys to draw out the making of men and to teach them to overlook nothing.

In life’s successful road, the one main feature is caution and I never knew how much the word meant until I took this wonderful trip.

We could not reach camp this way as we usually did, the water had rose [risen] until it had penetrated until the willow thicket, we never knew how far,or how deep, so we retraced our steps and reached camp the way we had gone out. The camp stood about 100 feet from the creek bank and our first act was to examine the river. We found it within a foot or two of the point of overflowing and if it should rise enough to run over, our camp was doomed. Here was a dilemma. In all probabilities the river would rise higher before morning and dark now approaching. There was no time to reach any ranch-house for help; the nearest house being 3 or 4 miles distance. A hurried up consultation was held, and on the advise of those who knew the situation best, it was decided to take the chance of the river breaking through into the sea before it reached our camp.

Coffee was made and a cold lunch eaten, and by the light of our lantern we piled everything that would be damaged by water upon our bunks, which stood about 2 feet above the ground. It was our idea, to stand guard all night and by morning if there was no change in our situation to go for help to move our stock of provisions until the storm was over.

Our last look at the river, was not encouraging, for it was still rising, and we could see a dark bank of clouds hanging low near the head of the river and our decision was, that it was raining heavily in the mountains, such being the case our camp was very much in danger.

I suppose it must have been near midnight, the rain pouring again where our Captain called our attention to what we were all most interested in. “The River,” and sure enough; from under the riverside of our tent, we saw the glistening oozing, silent approach of the river, slowly but surely creeping in upon us. It was midnight and the storm raging furiously and we seven boys many miles from any inhabitant, being gradually surrounded by a steady it rising river. While it was as yet not dangerous, it was a very uncomfortable position. Only an experience so far. But if something was not done soon, we knew that the jig was up, and we would have to abandon our camp before the water got to too deep.

Many suggestions was [were] made, but none that seemed practical.

Finally our captain exclaimed, “Say boys she ought to be almost ready to brake [break] over, I don’t see for the life of me, why it hasn’t done it before now. I noticed when we were last on the beach this evening that it only backed a few feet further to rise before it would break through. I wonder what is holding her this long.”

“Why l know,” said Ed. “since the river has overrun her banks here she has found double the room to spread in, so naturally she will rise slow at the mouth.” Ed’s conclusions we at once saw was logical, but not consoling, for it meant only one thing now to do, beat it while we could.

The idea of tramping head on into a storm for 5 miles the night as dark as Egypt was not a pleasant undertaking.

We were dressed for the start when someone, I suppose for something to say, proposed for all of us to run for the mouth on our way out and see how high the river actually was. His idea grew and in a few minutes we were all grouping our way over the sand dunes or bar towards the river’s mouth. Will spoke to me on our way out to know if l thought it would be of any use to bring the shovel for if the river was almost breaking we might yet save our supplies by helping the river through. L said I would go back and get it,which l did, he accompanying me. The shovel was found and we started again for the beach.

On arriving at the beach we found the river would have to rise 3 feet or more before it could possible break over into the sea, and that 3 foot rise meant the loss of our intire [entire] outfit. If it only was light enough we could undertake to cut the river through, but in a blinding storm and dead of night, with the darkness so intense that it was impossible to see scarcely one’s hand before him, it looked like an almost useless undertaking, still it was a chance and we decided to try it. We knew that in ordinary weather that the river hugged the north bank and if we was [were] lucky enough to strike the main channel it would drain the river from the over flowed bottom where it was now fast covering.

So placing the men to the best advantage we began a task of digging a channel about 3 feet deep and 60 feet long, while it was easy digging, it was hard work to keep up the channel open as the sand would cave into our ditch almost fast as we would dig it out, but as we began to near the middle of the bar and success look certain we worked like [hounds?] one behind the another until all of us was wet with perspiration as well as soaked with rain. Two hours and fifteen minutes had now elasped [sic] and we had only a few feet more to go when we found we were too high with our channel by at least 18 inches.

This was on account of the inky blackness of the night which made it very uncertain to calculate with any accuracy. Our work had to be done over, or abandoned, and the latter we felt had cost us to dearly to let go now. So we turned back and began again, but our spirits soon caught the excitement of the night and we renewed our efforts and by so doing in ¾ of an hour we were at the lakes edge, ready to turn it into the channel.

The rain had ceased some, but the wind and clouds were scuddy [scudding] past at a lively rate and we were anxious to get our task over before it began raining again, so the Captain yelled, “all out boys and look well to your footing, for where the river gets under headway the sand will melt away into the flood with great rapidity and if one of you should be caught by the caving sand bank, its good night for you.”

At this he hope it was through at first, and barely would run, but with a little coaxing here and there, he finally got it through and gradually the river began to eat her way into the sand, minutes passed and the river grew, small blocks of sand and would slip and fall into the channel at first, to be quickly eaten up by the water, then larger chunks, would slip in until probably 20 minutes had passed we were wondering why our channel did not grow wider, but it seems the river was boring out the ditch at the bottom and at the same time undermining the banks, for suddenly with a great roar and splash the bank broke nearly under our feet and almost caught two of us in it’s downward plunge. It was possibly 5 minutes until the channel was 50 feet wide and roaring by with a roar that could be heard above the noise of the surf which was only 50 yards away.

We stood watching in a state of awe caused by such sudden change that was constantly taking place until our attention was drawn to a peculiar light streak that would occasionally be seen in the water, these streaks grew more frequent until they became almost continuous we wondered for sometime what could cause this unusual phosphoric phenomenal. It appeared to be coming from the sea but what it was we was unable to figure out, and was about to turn back to camp where Ed declared that it was salmon which proved to be what it was. They had smelt the fresh water while protrolling [patrolling] the coast for an inlet to fresh water and they had smelt this break and were pouring into the river by the thousands.

On returning to our camp we found that the water in our absence had nearly reach to bed line on which our provisions were stacked and our supplies were safe, but such a mess that was being left by the receding river. The silt and muck left was all of 2 to 3 inches thick and every slight depression was full of standing water through which we in the darkness splashed this mire with the slime and mud almost disheartened us – our clothing was soaked and now after the excitement was over we began to grow chilly and cold with no fire in sight for an hour at least, our prospects was anything but lovely.

Nevertheless, we all took it in very good spirits considering, and began making preparations to get a fire going. Fortunately we had a little dry wood we had thrown up on our beds and with this to start with aided by a cup of kerosene we by an art learned by our experience as hunters and country-life living finally had a fire well under-way as it began to break-day in the east and the stars faintly shown through the break in the storm clouds which was breaking up and the shifting of the wind to the northwest-herald the coming of fair weather

Chapter II.

Ten days later saw us ready to pull out everything having been

prepared the day before, as dragging the boats over the sand bar and

partially loading them with all our outfit, except that which would be

used by us overnight and as we slept on the sand near our boats it was

only a few minutes work to load them in the morning.

The stars and a moon just set, found us eating a hearty breakfast. It

was a bit chilly, but not cold for some of our most beautiful weather

during the year in California is in the month of February. The late storm

had entirely disappeared and glorious weather had followed. The sea was

not just as our captain would have had it - for a start the swells was

running as I thought rather high, but the captain said that once outside we

would find it not as bad as it looked from shore and the weather was so

grand that it look tempting, not withstanding the swells.

Dawn found us waist deep in the surf lurching the large boat which

was successfully run out beyond the line of breakers. The next boat got

away in fine shape, but three attempts was made with the last boat and it

looked for awhile like it would never make it, as only two men were left

to launch it while the first two had the help of those who were waiting

outside to assist. These two boys wrestled with this boat all of an 30

minutes before getting her out, but at last they succeeded without

shipping much water - if the boat had been heavier and longer, especially in

a heavy surf they no doubt would have had less trouble, altho, in a light

surf the little boat was always preferred.

At last we were assembled and got our instructions - if a paddle was

swung to and fro, highly over the head it meant wait until we over-haul

you; if held upright without the waging motion, it signaled "look out", or be  

on your guard.

Another order was to try and keep as close together as possible. Also

in traveling from one camp to another, which generally would be from 30

to 40 minutes, a plan was suggested to us which we followed and found by

following it that we was much benefited. In starting, say, on a run of 30

miles we were to head our boats in the direction that we were going and

by getting an object astern of us and keeping it in line with the center of

the stern of our boat, we did not have the neck breaking operation of

turning our heads every few minutes to see where we were headed for.

After a little practice we became so expert in this that we would row for

hours and find at the expiration of that time we were still inline with our

landing place.

Before we became fully accustomed to this plan I have known more

to row without looking over their shoulders for guidance many hours and

found at last that they had been pulling at an angle of 20% from the point

they were intending to make.

We found the sea, with the exception of a large ground swell, quite

smooth until about nine o'clock when the wind gently at first, began to

spring up, in fact we had seen it coming for sometime. It continued to

grow strong, when about eleven o'clock the white-caps were running quite

frequently and it began to lap over the sides of our boats, which caused

us to consider the idea of putting in towards shore.

We were now out about 5 miles, and abreast of a place known. as

Chinese Gulch, when we noticed the signal from the Captain's boat calling

for us to "heave to". On pulling up to us, the captain remarked that he

favored running ashore at or near China Gulch to await for calmer weather

that our destination could not possible be reached in such weather until

well into the night and the indications were now, that is would blow

harder and he did not feel that it would be a safe undertaking as we were

to continue on, no one protested at this - for they felt it was a wise move

on the part of our captain and showed him to be a careful as well as a

responsible person to look to for our safety during the trip.

Turning shoreward we ran quartering to the wind and rough sea,

shipping some water and our boats tossing quite at the mercy of the sea, it

looked tome almost a miracle if we did not capsize before we would make

a landing. Where within a quarter of a mile of the beach we began

scrutinizing the shore for a landing. Directly in front of us we could see a

large rock which was almost submerged at intervals by the breakers, this `

sight was not inviting in the least, for it foretold an angry surf which is

always more or less dangerous, and called for expert handling of a boat to

beach it successfully. On the right of the rock we could make out a long

sandy beach, but we knew that on this beach it would be out of the

question to try for a landing, as the breakers were breaking far out in

several parallel lines a white churning never ending roaring and boiling sea

of foam.

To the left of the sentinel rock we could discern what looked like a

quite favorable nook, between the large rock and a headland, it also being

the end of the beach. From the rock to the point of the headland was some

200 feet wide with a strip of sandy beach. 0n drifting inshore cautiously

we finally picked this place as the only possible chance for getting ashore

in anything like safety. The rock which stood about 150 ft. from the sand

or water edge afforded a sort of a bulk—head and quieter for the angry surf

making it a beautiful landing in ordinary weather. The little boat go away

[went] first for a landing and slid in on the sand without a shock. The next

one rode in safely and with four men on shore now to assist with the large

boat we at last was safe and sound ashore.

Built in some what of a limited space the sand proved to be only some

30 ft. wide and not over twice or three times as long owing to a ledge of

rock butting into the water and our only escape from our narrow location

was when the tide would recede far enough making it possible for us to run

i around the point of the ledge which [would] lead us on to the larger beach

of sand. In the opposite direction, as I said before, we were completely

shut in by the high and rocky headland. I immediately behind us rose the

bluff or plateau, forty foot perpendicular without any chance whatever to

scale it. Heaped up against the bank was tons of dry sea grass and kelp, but

wood was scarce and such as there was did not satisfy our demands, any

means.

After unloading our boats and placing them as high up on the rocks

against the bank as we could hoist them we again loaded them with our

outfit, all but the cooking utensils and bedding.

A camp fire is no easy task to light in a strong wind with beach wood

for your only fuel and it mostly soaked with salt water, but we having had

forethought enough to start with a large slab of pitch - we dug it up and it

proved a valuable assest [asset] many times over, it was noticeable that the

wind was going down, it being well along toward evening and as a rule it

nearly always died out at this time unless a storm is brewing.

Our beds came next, and in our cramped position, there was barely

room to spread them down. Many rocks was removed and replaced by dry

sea weed before we were satisfied with anything like a comfortable bed.

Two of the boys, while looking over the ground for a suitable bed

location, found that the ledge of rock that barred our escape, had a tunnel

through it near the bluff and was full of sea weed, dry and light. They

insisted on the rest of boys to make down our beds with them, saying there

was plenty of room and that we could get out on to the open beach beyond,

if necessary, this was good news, as the beach below was covered with an

abundance of drift-wood and if we were compelled to spend any length

of time here, we would be handicapped for wood, so now our situation

looked brighter.

Having already prepared our beds with considerable labor, we

concluded to stay where we were, but might decide to all sleep in the

tunnel later on, if we had to spend any more nights in the cove.

l must speak of one thing that gave us several hours of unrest before

they subsided, and that was the beach flies; when the boys who had

decided to sleep in the tunnel began to gather sea-weed they stirred up

millions of beach flies and they swarmed over us, crawling and biting. As

one of the boys said, 'like dogs,' and so they did. Of all the tormenting

insects of the fly specie, these were the worst. l never in all our sleeping

on the beach saw any place to compare with it. Darkness did not seem to

settle them, they continued to crawl and bite far into the night.

When we landed in the cove it was about half tide going out and low

tide at sundown with a full moon, a beautiful moon now as the wind had

almost ceased, the sea still running modestly high, but with a smooth

glassy swell, glistening like silver in the white glare of the moon. A lovely

lonesome picture it made. Standing on the beach at night under a full moon

in perfect weather has the effect of producing a series of thoughts, that

the spirit of man has lived before in a remote past, you feel that somehow

you have loved it in the long long ago; that it is part of you now always has

been and always will be. "God must be near at hand." The same several

mysterious feeling brings you to the same quietness of mind and peaceful

longing for that something, you know not what, except that you feel, oh so

insignificant, being at the sea side or on a great high mountain where the

view is unobstructed, is the same.

My wandering mind out in this glorious night, as if lost from this

earthly realism, would be suddently [suddenly] brought back to earth by

those pesky flies, "oh those flies."

We had just dropped off to sleep somewhere about midnight, I think.

We were early to bed being up since 3:30 that morning and a strenuous

days work we had put in and we were tired and there to be annoyed till

almost midnight with flies, was about the point of our endurance, but we

finally, after the flies had settled somewhat were sleeping the sleep of

the weary when l was awakened out of a sound sleep by what I first thought

was some prank being played by one of the boys throwing water on my

head, I raised up to ascertain the cause of such an outrage when I

perceived others moving out from under the bed clothing staring at what,

had no doubt so mysteriously awakened me; for a minute they lay in this l

half raised position, when someone asked what had happened. Ed said

someone was trying to pull the clothes off his bed. Will said someone was

throwing water on him, by this time everyone was awake and lucky for us

that we were.

The moon was directly overhead and it was bright as day. But the sea,

it was the Captain who yelled [whose yell] warned us just in time to save

probably all of us from serious consequences. It was high tide and extreme

high time at that, which occurs at full moon, an occurance which we had

evidently overlooked, and the arousing of the boys, was the first swell or

breaker of three or four that marks the turning- point of the tide and the

last one is generally the largest. The smallest or first of the three or four

forming the turning point we had just had a visit from and we instantly

knew we had to run for it, but before we could gather up our bedding the

second one was upon us, we turned to run for the tunnel leaving our

bedding where it was immediately sweep [swept] up by the sea. l had just

reached the tunnel when out came the two boys calling to us that it was

impossible to get out that way for the sea was further inshore on that side

than this owning [owing] to the low and level lay of the sand. We were

ankle deep in a whirling gurgling sweep of water, now fortunately

receding and with its retreat we saw our bedding and camp utensils

being pulled out to sea, cans, buckets, dishes and pots were rolling and

clattering over the rock out of our reach. On attempting to rescue part of

our bedding and camp outfit, we almost lost our chance of getting out with

our lives. "Let those things go,' yelled the Captain, "and run through the

tunnel, it's our only chance, we may have a shore to get through, but we

can't stay here, the next one will surely get our boats, so beat it quick."

All but two of us got through, and had just turned to our left running

through water knee deep when the last and largest breaker overtook us. We

were near enough to higher ground to avoid being over powered and dragged

down-so got out, but not before we were drenched. We did not know until

we reached high ground that we were short of two of our boys.

We had many very narrow escapes before our trip was over, and many

severe frights, but none that frightened us as thoroughly as when we found

two of us missing, when it was only in the nick of time that we five got

out and if two were left-their fate we knew without speaking of it. The

receding wave had barely commenced it's return, before we were

following it ankle deep back to the cave where we last saw them. The sea,

after rolling in her three mighty rollers, subsided down to her normal

flow, this greatly aided us in reaching the tunnel. We were happily

surprised to meet the boys emerging from the tunnel, but in a most

dilapidated condition, it would have been most comical if it had not been

so near a tragedy. They told us that being the last two to reach the mouth

of the tunnel they had been overtaken from the rear as well as the front at

the same time and the water with a mighty rush and roar filled the cavern

to the roof and the rush of water was greatest from the outside which

through [threw] them off their feet and tumbled and rolled them back into

the cove, bruising them not a little on the jagged edges of the rocks, they

fought to keep their head above water and grappling for anything in` reach

to keep from being dragged out to sea.

They finally managed to get a hold of one of the boats which had been

raised from off its resting place high among the rocks of the bluff and  

turning over had lodged or been caught on a projecting point of rock and

hung stern downward toward the water; they admitted if the boat had been

free to have floated they would undoubtly been swepted [swept] away.

What a mess we were in, everything completely soaked or ruined, our

clothing, bedding, and extra change of clothing which we carried were

dripping. What a sorry looking bunch of night hawks. Our shoes were all

lost, but one pair which was saved by the peculiar freak of human nature

which overtakes most people when suddently ;suddenly] surprised by a

catastrophe, when or how, they did certain unnatural stunts they are

unable to account for. But we were unanimous on one point, that was a 

fire, for we were now chilled to the bone and our teeth chattering so it

was almost impossible to get the run of what was really said or proposed.

Before a start was made toward a fire we perceived a number of

articles belonging to our outfit washing backward and forward by the tide.

All hands at once turned to and before an outward current could carry them

beyond our reach, had saved most of our belongings. Our shoes we gladly

put on without socks wet as they were, our feet had suffered cruely during

the short time we had been running without them.

There was now no danger from another flood, if we could get our boats

righted and blocked up again, so while five of the boys stayed to arrange

the boats, two left us to start a fire on the beach beyond the cove. Our

supply of matches were intact as they had been packed in a water-tight

can and were found still in the boat, but our pitch-wood which we had left

near our fire the evening before was gone. After getting our boats secured

once more we discovered in the medium sized one - our sail and tent almost

wholly untouched by water-this was possible as they had been rolled very

closely and tight in order that they would take up as little room as possible

in the boats. This find was a luxury as we could use it for bedding until we

were able to dry our other clothing.

When we reached the fire which the boys had with much difficulty had

made, we had with us the dry tent and sails and as much wet bed clothing

as we could carry. It was new near three o'clock in the morning and

standing around that most cheerful fire we talked, discussed and told over

and over again each individual thought and action that befell us this night,

until with the excitement waning, we though of retiring for what few

hours that was left of the night. Some wanted to make down our canvass

[canvas] bed on the beach near the fire, but the majority favored the

plateau above saying that they knew of a hayfield near and of an old stack

of stock hay which had been stacked the year before and that it would be

an excellent bed if we found the trail leading up the bank, so we started

for our much needed haystack with the thought of a good long sleep in the

morning with mountains of hay under us. But on reaching the upland no

stack was in sight and look as we would, none was found.  

It proved later to be at least one mile south of us and across a deep

ravine, but we did find where we had finally found a suitable place to

spread our canvas and began to roll in, that we had made our bed on,

what is known as a beach sticker patch. This sticker is as near as I

remember, resembled a small holly leaf, a sort of a five pointed leaf which

is only an inch or so high and grows so flat to the ground that it is not

visible as the grass is much higher, but nevertheless it is there with

stickers long and hard and sharp as neddles.

The first man to lay down arose again with much haste, but before he

had time to explain his actions another turned in and he immediately rose;

but this time the cause was known, these neddles had penetrated through

the two layers of stout canvas and into the bodies, causing a

firey sting which continues to burn and smart for hours.

By tramping and sliding our feet over the entire area of our bed, we

were able to lie down all in one nest. Just as it was breaking day we fell

asleep completely worn out.

It was noon before we woke and several hours later before we were

able to scare up enough food for a lunch, nearly everything was wet, flour,

beans, potatoes and the bread, which we had on hand was also ruined.

A proposal was made that two of the boys start for the nearest ranch

and hire a team to go back home- for a new lot [of] supplies while the rest

were to gather up and dry what bedding could be found and arrange a new

camp, our bedding owing to the breeze that sprang up as usual in the

afternoon was almost dry and by rustling we had before night secured for

ourselves quite comfortable sleeping quarters.

Late the next afternoon the boys who had gone for supplies returned

with a new consignment of goods which was badly needed as we had lived

on saltwater soaked spuds and a very small allowance of bacon without

bread since the night of the flood. Our spirits soon became cheerful again

and our loss and narrow escape was now a thing of the pass [past]. All our

energy was soon working again for an early continuation of our trip.

The weather was fine, but the sea did not seem to calm down enough to

allow us to embark with safety, so while waiting our opportunity, some

strolled the beach exploring, while others fished for bull-head, sea trout,

and such fish we could be caught from the rocks. Dick and Ed took every

opportunity offered to hunt. They, in fact, were the game hunters of the

party, while we all took a delight in tramping over the mountains for

game, especially deer and small game birds. Dick or Ed seldom went out

without bringing in the bacon in some form or another.

During our monotonous waiting at this place, the boys succeeded in

killing a small spike buck, which we enjoyed immensely, as fresh meat had

been for sometime now a luxury.

It was as near, as I remember, seven days after we had such unlucky

landing at this place that we got away again. the day was beautiful, not a

cloud marred the early morning sky, now just shedding the last of her

stars and the faint streak of light in the east heralded the coming of a

glorious day.

The sea was quiet and smooth as glass, barely breaking at our feet and

we ran out to sea without noticing the least pitching of the boats and

turned our bows northward as happy a bunch of fellows as ever put to sea.

We rowed leisurely absorbing the beauties of a calm sea and enjoying

it all greatly. When about nine A.M. we approched what was known as

Salmon creek rock marking the halfway point between our home leaving

place and Pacific Valley, our present destination. Here we ran quite close

inshore in order to observe the peculiar shore line.The coast here is very

steep and affords very few landing places if any in fact, there is no

place for a safe beaching of a boat between San Carpojo and Pacific Valley

a distance of twenty five or thirty miles, making a very tiresome pull

especially for green hands.

We rowed close in and followed the shore for many miles the sea as

smooth as glass and the air clear and light, putting life and pep into those

of us who had began to feel loggy and tired. The aroma now reached us

from the Redwoods that were being approached, The first that one

encounters on his way up the coast from the south. This belt of Redwood

forest in the Coast Range of California terminates near the Parallel of

35a50' S. Latitude at which point we were now passing. As noon

approached we knew it without consulting a timepiece as our stomachs

were better time keepers and never failed us. We hove to and as our boats

lay almost touching each other we ate our lunch with a relish and after a

half hours rest we were favored with a slight breeze from the west, which

after we had started began to increase until we were able to put up our

sails much to our relief. Our hands were showing signs of the long pull and

some were showed [showing] a few blisters, so we hailed the wind with a

grateful heart and sprang away with the wind abeam and on a port tack.

Two hours put us abreast the Point Gordo Seal Rocks and where we

stopped to examine the immense herd. As we approached the rocks they

took fright and piled pell mell into the sea roaring and barking furiously

until everyone had disappeared.

This rookery is very large. We counted over thirty large bulls and as

many more cows, besides hundreds of young sea-lions. we were told by the

inhabitants, who live a few miles beyond, that they had seen as many as

five hundred sea-lions at one time basking in the sun at this rookery.

Just beyond the Seal Rocks stands the immense solitary Point Gordo

Rock. Alone it stands in it hugeness, except for its thousands of

feathered inhabitants, whose noise is even heard above the roar of the

surf. l saw no other place while on this trip where the birds of every size

and kind congregated as they did here. On our approach they set up an

unearthly screaming, some with a scream or cry so thrill that it hurt the

ear. Mingled with this sharp cry, was a honk, a chatter, a squall, a scream,

and a bedlam of many other notes until it was almost uncanny.

There were Gulls, Cormorants, Tufted Puffins or Sea Parrot, and

numerous other birds that I failed to recognize at the time, but later

knew them as the "Shearwater", these birds will follow a school of fish in

enormous numbers. At times they will cover an area of ten to fifteen

acres, until the sea is almost a solid black mass.

At this point we encountered a very thrilling experience and for a few

minutes it gave us great concern for our safety. This great Gordo Rock

has the appearance at some remote age of having been split apart; for

another rock or part of its original self lies shoreward from it at a

distance of probably eighty feet, causing a channel or narrow passage of

very angry water to fill the gap. By running this passage it saved a long

rough pull around the Point and this is what we concluded to do, the sea

being modestly calm and we much fatigued from our long pull.

For the first fifty yards or so all was well, the sea calm with an

ordinary swell heaving in and out through the passage and no under-current

as far as we knew was apparent. So we boldly rowed into the passage

between shear walls of at least one hundred and fifty feet high and as

many feet through. But we soon found we had our hands full. But to attempt

to retreat was out of the question and to turn a boat around in that

maelstrom of whirlpools and cross currents was madness and to take time

to change positions in order to row back without turning the boat around

was useless for it now required every moment of our time and our heads to

hold the boat from being sucked into a cave or cavern which literally line

the base of either rock. So, all we did for many minutes was to battle with

strength and strategy to hold our boat as near the middle of the passage as

possible.

When the water showed any signs of quietness, we instantly began to

pull with all our strength, but would barely get under headway before we

were caught again in a boiling whirlpool of foam taxing our utmost

strength to keep our boat head on.

Something like forty minutes had elapsed before we succeeded in

safely running the passage and when we had at last pulled into quiet

water, wet to the skin and nearly a foot of water in the boat, it seemed to

me that it was the first long breath I had taken since we first put into the

channel.

A peculiar feature of this exciting half hour, was, that the other two

boats followed us without mishap. The passage during their run through it

was as a millpond, except for the usual ocean swell. We made four trips by

this point during our coast cruising, but never again attempted the

passage.

From the Gordo rock to the landing at Pacific Valley was a distance of

about four miles which we made in something like forty-five minutes,

passing through a field of sea Kelp for probably half a mile enroute. It was

while passing through this field of Kelp that we sighted our first sea otter

of the trip, but we were careful not to frighten him unnecessarily,

as we in all probability, [would do] so we planned [that we]

would run out from the Valley the next day and try for his pelt, but

circumstances prevented and he was left for some future time.

We ran in on the sand at Pacific Valley late in the afternoon mailing a

successful landing and was greeted by almost the entire population of the

settlement. We had been seen by a lone horseman shortly after we had ran

through the narrow gauntlet at the Point and he had rushed into the

settlement and gave the alarm.

Our appearance was hailed with genuine delight as visitors here is, or

was an occasion for considerable excitement. An entire year will

sometimes elapse without the presence of a stranger calling unless it may

be a solitary horseman passing through the country in quest of beef cattle.

So naturally when the news spread that a fleet of three boats were pulling

into the little cove it aroused the entire neighborhood. The sky next

morning gave evidence of an approaching change in the weather, being

slightly overcast and the wind had whipped into the southeast. Before noon

the order came to arrange our intire [entire] outfit for a storm as the sky

was now intirely [entirely] overcast and the wind blowing strong from the

rainy quarter. We dragged our boats far up the beach out of all danger and

securing the provisions by snugly housing them with the sails.

All camp utensils, tents and enough provisions for several days, were

lugged up a steeper trail to the plateau weve where a suitable place had

been chosen for the camp.

The wind here was almost a gale and if one has never had the

experience of staking down a tent in a strong wind he has lost many

valuable points in camp live [life]. There were four of us detailed to raise

the tent, while the other three was [were] to return for the last of our

outfit, which would take them at least a half hour before they would

return. They returned and the tent lacked considerable of being up. As fast

as we raised it, faster the wind brought it down. Now in order to raise a

tent properly it is spread out flat on the ground and the ridge pole slid into

place [over '?] the end or uprights from which a small iron rod projects

from one end, is next called for. The small iron rod in the ends of each

upright is inserted into a hole at the ends of the ridge pole, then by raising  

on the uprights the tent is raised into place.

But everytime we would get it a few feet above the ground the wind

would catch it from the underside and it would rise like a balloon and sail

over or [our] heads and collaspe [collapse] some ten or fifteen feet away.

Several times this had occurred, where [when] we finally decided it would

continue to occur as long as we used our present tactics. So we changed

our plans and attempted to stake the windward corner down before

attempting to raise it again. This, we were at the second or third time

when help arrived. Twice after we had enlarged our force, it broke loose

from its moorings and almost lost itself over the bluff, which was some

fifty feet away, but after much sailing and collasping, [collapsing]

flapping and fluttering, slapping us with the guy rope, which would smart

like the cuts from a buggy whip, swearing and laughing ordering and 

suggesting, we at last conquered the wild fighting of a tent and began to

move in, just as large drops of rain began to fall driven at an angle of

forty-five degrees so strong was the force of the wind.

We realized we were in for a wild night and in the knowledge of the

fact we made everything as secure as we knew how. At dusk that evening

the storm broke with a furious gale of wind from the southeast bringing

with it a driving rain, which came down in a perfect deluge pouring on our

canvas roof in one continuous roar. The sea was lashed into a great

wilderness of white foam and spray, the billows running mountains high

and throwing water hundreds of feet high when it hit with tremendous

force against the rocks that lined the shore near our camp.

This was the first use we had made of our tent and we found it none

to large when our beds were spread and the cooking outfit stored in the

scanty room that was left. We had neglected to gather material for our

beds so we were obliged to get what comfort we would by lying on the

bare ground.

We had retired early, but not to sleep as the storm had somehow put

us into a sort of an anxious and nervous mood. We did not feel frightened,

but there was an air of expectancy which we all felt, altho no one

admitted this strange and wild lonesomeness which he harbored

unconsciously, yet he was aware of the fact that everyone else was more or

less effected in the same peculiar way.

About midnight we were awakened by the water soaked ground which

someone had discovered had got into our tent and under the beds. What we

should have done when we had got the tent up was to have dug a ditch

around the tent and banked it up against the sides. Our negligence earlier

in the evening brought us now in the wildest kind of' a night out with

[without] shovels to turn away the cause of our disturbance.

The wind and rain was still driving at a furious rate and even with our

sou-easter on, we were becoming rapidly waterlogged.

Perhaps ten minutes work completed the digging of the ditch and we

had just ducked into the tent when the wind with a roar louder than usual

struck our tent broadside and the pressure was too great for the guy pins

which had become too weak to withstand the strain on the account of the

water-soaked ground. Before we could sound the alarm we were left

without a shelter, the tent completely soared beyond our reach and was

found next day lodged on the top of the brush that lined the brow of the

bluff some 50 feet from where we had attempted to spend the night.

[Here is missing pages 58 through 88]

--- was returning from hunt late one afternoon and while crossing a field

we came to a picket fence which we had to climb over just as we had laid

our guns against the fence to mount it a large flock of wild pigeons

swooped down and began settling on the pickets of the fence not more than

50 yds. from us, quickly picking up his gun my companion took a bead on

the line of heads which were as near in line as it was possible to be and

the pickets being all of one height he fired. We picked up some dead birds

and several others flew away badly wounded. He had [?] cut the head[s] off

of 4 and [on] the rest the shot had ranged toward the body, their necks and

shoulders being hit.

But to return to the day of our leaving Arroya Grande after rowing

probably 2 hours and being about 6 miles off shore we encountered a very

slight breeze which had sprung up from the southwest. As soon as it was

blowing strong ---

  [Here is missing pages 91 through 97]

The next order of business after settling on a permanent camp was to

organize our hunting program, this we finally did. In hunting the sea utter,

three boats is [are] generally used, altho l have seen one (man or) boat

(rather) and two men do some very successful hunting, but three boats is

[are] much better and more successful. The otter lives in the kelp which

covers an area of from 20 acres to 1000 and in some places it grows so

thick that it is almost impossible to pull a boat through it and practice

must be used even to do that.

The plan in hunting for your game is to circle the outer edge of the

kelp keeping always in open water, scanning the great field of kelp until

one is sighted. Now the problem is how to get him out to sea and open

water for it is useless to hunt him while he is in the field of kelp.

We now on sighting the otter get between him and the shore and force

him out to sea by shooting at him whenever he raises his head above water.

The boats are spread out in a triangle. Two boats about 150 yds. apart and

the third one falls into line the same distance behind forming the triangle.

The plan now is to gradually force the otter ahead, this falling to the lot

of the single boat, while the two head boats are supposed to keep him from

side diving, probably 200 shots will be fired before he is out into open

water if some one has not already been lucky enough to cripple or kill him

while still in the kelp field. Once outside it is almost certain to end with

the chase in your favor if your men are keen and alert and swift rowers.

One man, the gunner, stands up at all times while sighting or looking

for the otter when he sights him he instantly raises his paddle as a

signal and motions in the direction he has seen him, everyone now is

excited but quiet, as quietness is the most essential point in the hunt. The

splash of an oar 500 yds. off will frighten your game and if he is in the

kelp he is as good as lost. l have known them to dive 1/2 mile and on

raising to the surface conceal themselves under the kelp and obtain air by

raising a leaf of a large kelp with their nose at the same time allowing

their body to sink out of sight in the water while you may row within 10

feet of him and not discover his hiding place.

If on sighting him, he is not out of range of your rifle, he is fired upon

causing him to dive immediately and he is steadily fired at whereever

seen. The object in this continuous firing is to tire him out and shorten the

dives, because if he is allowed to remain up over 2 seconds he obtains

sufficient air to enable him to make long dives which is what we are

trying to keep him from doing. Short or no breathing spells shortens the

chase. The successful hunt is a cause for great excitement not so much as

a monetary consideration while at the same time the value is great, but

the satisfaction and self honored feeling of something well done is

causing your blood to dance. Knowing you have hunted and bagged one of the

most elusive and craftiest animals known to the sporting world at the

same time having enriched your pocket book some 5 to 300 dollars.

Our first morning out gave us considerable practice, but no game. We

sighted a herd though of 15 or 20, but someone bungled the play and they

were soon out of sight. And after an hour or so of laborious pulling

[through] the kelp we pulled for home. It was several days before we could

get out again because of the blow. l might say here that with our method of

hunting it required what was termed a slick day, that is, the water is

perfectly smooth and slick as glass being caused by the none appearance of

the slightest wind. The ocean being in this condition an object can be seen

for a considerable distance, which is absolutely necessary when hunting

this sly creature, especially if he has scented danger as he will only show

his self a few inches above water, now the ocean being a silvery white a

black object is readily seen, while if the wind is blowing ever so lightly

the surface of the water is black and it is useless to hunt for them, but if

the wind should spring up while one is being chased of course the chase

is continued for in all probilties [probability] the otter is being closely

pressed and is making dives so short that he is seen quite plainly.

The 4th day we put out again the weather being ideal for our purpose

and some time passed without one being sighted when just as we had

concluded to row homeward up went a paddle and the chase was on. This

was my first otter hunt and I was thrilled with the excitement of it. The

utter had been jumped up, "as we would say," if hunting land game, and for

the lack of the nautical phrase for sea otter hunting, l shall use it here.

On the outer edge of the great field of sea weed, and we by quick

maneuvering got between him and the field and headed him for the open

sea, while it was rulable to play the game now according to plans

previously laid, the excitement was such and several besides myself being

new and inexperienced we often found our boats out of formation which 

was to our disadvantage as well as dangerous for it eliminated the firing

and gave the otter many breathing spells. During a chase if the otter should

rise directly between two boats the order was do not fire as it would

endanger lives in the opposite boat. Shots were now fired at random or it

seemed as to me and the line which follows a bullet that is shot at about

water level is seen by the white spots caused by the skipping bullet and

its coarse can be traced till the shot has spent is force or lost itself in an `

uprising wave. Several shots were uncomfortable near, but fortunately no

damage done. The chase took us out to sea probably 3 miles when he

outwitted us by a back dive which was very discouraging as we were

crowding him very close, in fact, so close that some very good shots were

had at him at close range, out this late maneuver of his called a halt in the

firing line and at the same time he with the dark windy water in his favor

far to the rear was quickly putting himself in diving time again and before

he was discovered was at least I/2 mile from us and diving and swimming

with great speed toward the Kelp field. It was only luck that he was seen.

as the water was now quite dark with the rising wind, we instantly "Right

about face" and gave chase [as] it now was row or loose our game so

bending to it and applying all our strength we constantly gained until we

were at safe shooting distance again, but the dive after the first shot put

him into the Kelp and safety, the chase was over, and the white caps

running quite often now it was home also for us.

We had left camp that morning at 3:45 a. m. with coffee only for a

breakfast it was now 2:15 p.m. and about 4 hours of the morning was spent

in work that, taxed us all at times to our utmost. The chase had taken up

our time and thoughts that no one knew how tired and hungry he really was

until the homeward pull began. Believe me or not, it was a tired and limp

crew of young men that threw themselves upon the bank at our camp some

2 hours later completely exhausted so faint in fact no one felt able to

start a fire for our supper until he had rested at least 1/2 hour and

regained something of his strength. l believe right here was advocated the

idea that was put into practice later and which worked so satisfactory

throughout our second otter trip taken two years later. That was a camp

reorganizing and rules which if practiced on all camping and hunting

expeditions will do more to keep harmony and good fellowship in camp

than anything else pertaining to outdoor life. As we did not put this

arrangement into effect on this trip I shall not attempt to explain it now,

but shall describe it in detail at the time it was put in force. What lead

[led] to its discussion was the feeling which sprang up concerning the at 

duties of the camp, especially relating to the cooking, etc.  

Some one had always done more than his share. Someone has always

done some particular thing and so it goes. Ordinarily, and in our crew

especially the camp work was did [done] cheerfully and in a spirit of sport.

I say in ordinary circumstances, but on this day when everyone was too

tired and faint to harken to the spirit of sport, everyone felt that his mate

ought to be the one to get something started for supper and so it went.

Finally terminating in the discussion which I say must be adopted in camp

life to ensure peace and harmony.

The weather during the next 10 days would permit of no outside work,

so it gave us an opportunity to acquaint ourselves with our surrounding

which we did in a most thorough manner. Preparing ourselves with lunches,

we would leave camp reasonably early and tramp up the coast or the

opposite direction up the river. I remember on one of our tramps we were

headed up the river, when on rounding a bend in the road we suddently

[suddenly] came upon a large camp of wood cutters clearing river bottom

land. The camp was inhabited at the time by only a few of what I thought

was the smallest men I had ever seen. The shanties I concluded, evidently

housed a large force of men by the number of them I saw, but where they

were were of no interest to me, but the few i saw about the hovels

interested me very much. Their size and color was of a race l never before

had seen, they were no larger than a 12 year old boy, but developed like

mwn of a matured age and upon accosting one it was found he was unable

to speak in any language I had ever heard. We fell to guessing their

nationality, but arrived at no satisfactory solution. While scrutinizing

their camp we were attracted by a yelling further up the river which at

times would die almost out then suddintlty [suddenly] the dim would be a

perfect bedlam; it did not take us many minutes to decided that we should

investigate this uproar, breaking into a run we soon arrived at one of

what proved to be almost laughing sight after we found what was causing

the excitement, Around a large pool in the river were something like 30 of

these strange little men, running backward and foreword, first into the

water then out and up the river over rocks and around clumps of brush, out

of sight of us. then back down the river pell mell when suddently

{suddenly} two or three would run waist deep into the water and bury his

head an shoulders out of sight into the stream, suddently [suddenly} some

one of them would let out an unearthly yell and down the river again they

would go. Presently on both sides of the pool they would be seen running

and yelling back again.

They passed this time on up stream yelling at the top of their voices

and on glancing toward their camp we perceived two men running toward

us with large bundles which proved to be, when they arrived blankets and

bed clothing, which they began hurriedly to tie together and stretch across

the stream weighing the loner edge of the blankets with large rocks

forming a dam or barrier across the river. When our laughter had subsided

somewhat our questions flew fast, "What were they doing?"

Someone advanced the idea that it was a religious rite, another

thought it was an open air play or theatrical proformance [performance].

As our discussion grew warm, our entertainers grew warmer even if

soaked to the skin. Three men now had taken their hand at the net across

the river armed with clubs and large rocks while the mob in general was

still carrying on their antics now almost under the bank on which we

stood, but for the life of us we could not agree upon what it all meant.

It probably continued at this place for 5 minutes when sundently

[suddenly] they turned as one man and beating the water with their clubs

and throwing rocks, they ran toward the net yelling like mad. The men at

the net caught the spirit of yelling almost as soon as their comrades

started toward them. This seemed to be the final climax, for they were

closing in an their imaginary enemy, as we thought, and so close did they

stare; or march that it grew into a solid compact mass of yelling stamping

wild men suddently [suddenly] all went down completely submerged

except their backs still fighting and churning the water into a foam for

many feet around, but in a moment out of the jungle of human bodies arose

one fellow holding as high as he could reach with both hands a salmon. The

show was over and they were Japanese, a fact we learned several days

later and as we had no doubt everyone of us read of, but few had ever seen.

ln the state, at that time, a Japanese was a curiosity, numbering scarcely

in the hundreds, while this writing they reach nearly 80,000.

The mouth of the Sur river and the adjacent surroundings for several

miles each way is adapted to stock raising and dairing, being one of the

best all year round ranches on the coast. Many young stock roam the range

while the cows are supplying the milk for three cheese factories, famous

now for the celebrated Monterey cheese.

One afternoon l was out for awalk up the river to look in our curious

little men, the Japs. The road ran bordering on the river bank under and

through groves of beautiful redwoods, curving and winding in and out

many times, within the distance of a mile making a most delightful

exhilarating stroll. l was bent on no particular mission, in fact was idling

away an afternoon, thoroughly enjoying the many strange trees, shrubs and

flowers which grew here abundantly, thinking of the calmness that can

prevail among such giants as those redwoods are, it really seems

impossible the silence which one finds among the forest when it is silent.

l was just rounding a sharp turn in the road almost a half circle which

would bring me out from the deep shade into the bright sunlight for

possibly 20 yds before the road again ran into the shadows of another

clump of dark trees.

When I was attacked by an unusual roar which seemed to be coming in

my direction, but l could not make out whether, the sound was coming by

the road or out of the timber paralleling the road it being so crooked at

this point. The roar came suddently [suddenly] and with such rapidity that I

had no time to decide upon any coarse of action except the thought I

wonder what is God's name it could be.

If l had been in Central Africa l would have at once prepared to mill

[see ?] a herd of elephants, but in a fairly civilized community and to be

confronted with such a roar and smashing it was bewildering. Thinking did

not lesson the uproar, it must be action with me, at that quick, perceiving

a small tree about 10 feet from the road I made haste to put my self many

feet up it out of harm's way, and luckly l did and when l did, for l had no

more that sprang for its lower branches than a dark brownish mass

swung into road coming through a heavy redwood picket fence from out of

the timber on the mountain side of the road. Before l could get securely

settled I was smothered in a cloud of dust and the forest fairly trembled

with the force of the rushing herd. l had been treed by a stampede of

buffalo.

After l could here [hear] no more of my roaring herd and it appeared

safe to descend I immediately crossed the river at this point and

climbing up a steep mountain through a thick tangle of under-brush l made

camp nearly in an opposite direction from which l started.

The buffalo l had seen was a domestic herd running on the range with

the common cattle having been brought down from the Golden Gate Park in

San Francisco several years previous as an experiment for breeding

purposes. They had so far given very little trouble but on this occasion

they were lead by a very large and vicious bull buffalo, who had been

confined in a high and strong log corral as he was too unruly to run the

range, his influence would put the rest in an uncontrollable temper,

consequently he was never let out, but this day the cowboy whose duty it

it was to water and feed him lost control of him and he had broken out and

started for the range at a full gallop bellowing and roaring only as a

buffalo can and it was he who had stampeded the younger herd where I

finally found them. Later the cowboys succeeded in roping the bull and

after several, hours of exciting and dangerous work landed him back at the

corral securely tied with a log chain.

The weather calming down some permitted us to few days later to

pull out again for a hunt. This proved to be our lucky day, as we came in

about 11 a. m. with our otter, he was a medium size and very beautiful

measuring about 5 ft.6 inches in length with the most hansome [handsome]

fur I ever saw, the fur was about 1 1/4 to 1 1/2 inches deep and grew so

compacted that the skin was invisible even when the fur was parted for

the purpose. With the hand smoothing it in any direction it would follow

and lay as stroked, the ends were jet black but near the hide it was of a

silkey [silky] gray color and soft as cotton to the touch.

It now required some skill and experience to dress or cure it.

Everyone was quite willing in taking a hand at this work. The carcass was

first hung up by the flippers, head downward and the process of taking off

the skin was new and interesting to me. When it finally lay on the grounds

it had not been touched with a knife except to start the hide which was

done by splitting the soles of the flippers and pulling the hide over the body

simply turning him wrong side out; the bullet hole which had killed him

was now sewed up with silk thread while the fur was on the inner side.

The hide now was put upon a stretcher and stretched taut until every

point of the skin was tight, the work began now of a scraping nature 

cleaning off every particle of blubber and fat until the hide became like

glassy rawhide, this was then treated with a rubbing and drying process

without the aide of the sun and in fact all of the entire job was done in the

shade. The washing with water and rubbing continued for prehaps [perhaps]

2 or 3 days until the skin was perfectly dry. Then it was returned with

the fur out and neatly packed being now ready for market netting us

$400.00. About 4 miles north of camp was situated the Pt. Sur light house,

its unique location made it a very interesting place to visit.

The approach to the light was over a low stretch of sand so low that

at extreme high tide the light house and keepers dwellings were cut off

from the main land, leaving them on an island. This island consisted of an

immense rock, probably covering 20 acres about 300 ft. high and very

steep, in fact you had to mount to the light by means of a flight of stairs,

336 steps without a landing making it an impossible climb for a great

many visitors. All supplies used by the lighthouse attendants were hoisted

up from the sand below by a cable run by a large hoisting engine located at

the top. The light was placed at the opposite side of the rock from the

keepers dwellings, a distance of some 250 yds. A trail lead from the

dwellings to the light, well guarded by hand railings and fence.

Approaching the light house from along this trail only the top of the tower

could be seen and then only when you was [were] with a few hundred feet

of it.

The trail ended in a foot bridge which lead [led] directly into the light

chamber, the highest point in a light house tower, this curious

arrangement was caused by the height of the rock on which the tower was

built. This side of the rock was about 300 ft. from the water and almost

perpendicular. The foundation for the tower was cut down and leveled out

of solid rock, bringing the tip of the tower almost on a level with the bank

above; there was no necessity of erecting the customary funnel shaped

high tower as the rock gave sufficient height, if not too high as was

proven many times while I was there for I have heard the fog-signal

sounding for hours while we were near the waters levels enjoying a

beautiful clear day, but at the light house they were developed [enveloped]

in a blanket of fog which only hovered around the top of the rock causing

the officers in charge there to believe a fog hung over the sea from many

miles around. The bridge connecting the end of the trail with the light

chambers was about 18 ft. long and heavily guarded by iron hand rails

about about 5 feet high. Done for the purpose we were told protecting the

men while changing shifts at night in stormy weather as the wind at this

point on the coast blows harder than any point between British Columbia

and Mexico. The men have been known to crawl on their hands and knees in

order to save themselves from being blown off while crossing into the Watch Tower.

The dwellings were built of beautiful brown sandstone and securely

anchored being, built so strong and perfect that in the most hurricane

southeasterly storm once in side the storm blew unnoticed or felt. I

never had or have been within a building that was cleaner or most neat and

sanitary than all of these buildings were including engine and oil rooms.

Cleanliness was stamped everywhere.

The tan bark industry was being carried on here quite extensively.

The bark was obtained far up the river and was being hauled down to the

landing and corded in great piles waiting the arrival of a schooner which

was especially chartered for this trade. The mountains were being

devastated of their beautiful coat of mature evergreen oak to satisfied

[satisfy] the craving of man for society's sake. It was heartrendering and

awful to look upon these beautiful young oaks being stripped of their

covering leaving the forest resembling a cemetery. Great paths cut

crisscross up and down in fact running in all manners of ways to

accommodate the sleds and wagons used in soaking out the bark. Hillsides

seemed to be mutilated more that the level ground. I suppose because it

was noticeable to the eye being set off at a much better advantage than the

level as it was hard to see over any space on the level, but looking at the

hillside one got a very large scope of territory to gage at.

The process of tanning the bark was done by letting the tree stand and

cutting a ring around it near the ground and another as far up as the limbs

would allow or that is until the limbs became too small and thick there

from ring to ring was chopped a slit and these with a flat bar, the bark

was peeled off. The tree leftt standing to die. Thousands and thousands of

these white ghostly sentinels dotted the mountain region of the upper Sur

river.

No attempt is made at utilizing the wood only the bark is used. Small

trees up to 6 in. in diameter are peeled, standing larger ones are cut down

and left to rot and become fodder for forest fires. Conservation was badly

needed here and wherever this industry is prevalent the U.S. Government

should look well to the slaughter that is being made in our young timber.

While we were camped at this place a schooner swung into bay and

anchored about 200 yds outside the line of breakers, it's purpose was for

taking off a ship load of tan bark. The bark was corded on a headland from

which a larger crane was suspended and used for lowering large loads of

bark onto a lighter. These lighters were strung onto an endless cable

operated from an engine on the schooner while the loaded lighter were

[was] being towed out to the ship an empty one was coming ashore. I

obtained a few days labor at this work, also put in two days about ship

running a hoist, in fact I worked with the ship until it was loaded and

made ready for sea.

While the work was heavy and had to be rushed-while the weather

was so the lighter could run, we nevertheless was [were] fed. There was

[were] 5 meals a day, and good food and all man would eat. The AM. was

always pleasant with hardly a ripple of wind, but the P.M. brought a

northwester which increased until sunset.

I don't think l ever worked at a more disagreeable job than handling

this bark ashore when the wind blew [was blowing]. When the bark is

peeled and starts to dry it curls until it is at least one l/2 the original

size and the edges are like so many sharp knives cutting whatever it

comes in contact with, but after continual handling these sharp edges are

broken off and it can be handled with safety, but new at the first moving

of it we had the butt of this cruel work. Almost putting us out of

commission as our hands were simply cut in in hundred of places, the

torture we stood, but the dust nearly put the work on a striking basis.

There arises from this bark, when dry and handled in the wind, a powdered

barkdust containing tannic acid. Our eyes became almost blinded with

this firey acid a tormenting and continuous smarting of fire which did not

leave us for many days after the last of the bark was loaded.

ln connection with our experience with tanbark there happened an

instance which was partly verified by the proof being found washed up by

the waves several days after the ships departure -- News reached us on

the 3rd or 4th day after seeing the schooner put to sea that she had ran

afoul of one of a school of whales; by the way I should mention that after

filling the whole of the boat we loaded in every spare space on deck as

much as 80 cords on a side and all of 8 ft. high securely lashed. When the

schooner ran into the whale it was reported to us that the whale left 500

lbs. of himself clinging to the anchor. The force of the blow careened the

schooner almost to a dipping angle causing the lashing to part and the port

side lost her load of bark, then on righting again, the opposite side being

the heaviest causing another dip of the boat and she lost her larboard load

saving the schooner, but with the loss of a deck load of bark which came

ashore for many many miles down the coast several days later. I vouch for,

but the cause of the accident. I-- only give it as it was given to me.

During a severe wind storm for several days we were compelled to

stay near the camp except an occasional stroll up the beach-more for

passtime [pastime] than pleasure during this weather. It was on one of

these strolls, while the wind was blowing a gale and at a point where the

kelp grew almost up to the shore that an otter was seen about 150 yds.

from shore driven in shore by the high sea and torn kelp outside. He did not

see us, which caused his death, for a lucky shot brought him down, but as

he would float he was save [safe] enough, still he lay where he was shot 

and no chance for us to get to him. Waiting depending on the wind and

current to arive [arrive] the carcass ashore was monotonous, but it was all

that could be done unless the wind lay, which was doubtful. After 3 or 4

hours waiting it was noticed that he was slowing [slowly] drifting toward

shore and just before dark he was so near that one of the boys volunteered

to swim out to him which he did after many words of advise and caution.

He succeeded in finally getting ashore amid great rejoicing as it had been

many weeks since we had the slightest chance for a hunt outside.

There was now a move on foot by someone who was ready to break camp and

turn homeward, but the weather began to moderate and the chance was

favorable for a chase and the murmurings of the party for a move was

disregarded until we at least could secure a few days of good hunting. We

were rewarded several days later for our patience, for awakening one

morning we found our ideal day awaiting us and we lost only our breakfast

so eager were we for the sport. 5 A.M. found us in the field eagerly

scanning the Kelp in all directions for the sight of a nose. It must have been l

2 hours later no otter having shown himself when our attention was  

attracted by a peculiar squeal, now loud, now very faint and weak appearing  

to be a long way off. It was more like a very young pig squealing that any  

other noise l can describe, but where it came from or what it was greatly

stirred us. Numerous suggestions were offered, but none excepted

[accepted] and longingly for our strange willowisp [will-o-the-wisp] when I

suddently [suddenly] within 10 feet of our boat an otter arose laying on l

her back with her young in her arms. The moment she appeared above the  

surface of the water the young one -gave- uttered this perculiar  

[peculiar] cry we were chasing, the cry was smoothered [smothered] almost

instantly by the mother diving. We gave chase and it lasted nearly an hour  

the mother growing tired and closely pressed as the cry of their young gave us  

the advantage over her and so closely did we press her that in order to save  

herself she finally dove and when she next appeared what seemed to us a  

dive of a longer duration she was along, we only saw her this one time, she  

had escaped us by drowning her young.

Our good weather allowed us several days hunting, but while we saw

upwards of 100 otters, we failed to get anymore. It was now about the

middle of September and another blow threatening, we voted to pull for the

south. As soon as it was decided that we were to go, everybody became

anxious to get away for home. Preparations now was [were] under way in

earnest, good feeling and cheer was [were] uppermost in the minds and

actions of all. The loading was completed before dark the evening before

our departure, only the bedding and cooking utensils remained to be loaded

next morning.

We were well abreast the heartland the neat morning before daylight

overtook us and after a few hours [of] leisurely rowing we were overhauled

by a breeze from the northwest, which called for a bit of sailing. The signal

was given to hoist sail and the order must have been anticipated from the

alacrity in which the masts were made fast and sails ran up. In a few

minutes we were scudding before a fine breeze and the thrill that I

experienced while laying comfortable on my back drinking in all the

sensations of a young and vigorous manhood it would be hard to describe.

Our trip had harden[ed] and made iron men of us all. We were expert oarsmen as

well as surfman, enjoying perfect health, traveling homeward without an

effort ont our part at the rate of 5 to 6 miles an hour, it was almost 

unbelievable, so beautiful was life to us - no cares did we allow to darken

an instant of our peace. We rounded Point Phieffer, [Pfeiffer] which was a

bit choppy, just enough to add spice to our sailing about 10 A.M. at 2 we

were well around and into smooth sailing again. A large school of

whale-killer[s] passed us traveling up the coast. Our Captain would allow

no sport with them at this time as he scented trouble if we should by a

chance cross their path, although we would have liked to chanced a shot at

them. They made a splendid target each time they breached as they showed

a large white spot on each side as they rose each time half out of water.

About 4 P.M. we sighted the entrance to Arroyo Grande, our beloved garden

spot, never did boys welcome a lonely isolated spot as we did the old camp

ground of two months before, but our stay was short for the next morning  

with the stars we were on our way. This day proved more like ordinary

living as we had a dead calm all day and were compelled to row every foot

into Pacific Valley under a red hot sun and a silvery white glare on the

water, not even a ripple was seen and an almost swell less [sic] sea I have

never seen, just such an other glassy monotonous waste of water, it was

simply cruel it was so still and smooth.

One night at the Valley and then out again. On passing our sea rocks where

we had so cruelly shot to death many sea lions on our trip up, there were

none to be seen, evidently they migrate at certain times during the year for

months or more at a time. On leaving the Valley we had with us a young

fellow who we met there who wanted to reach home having been stranded

during the summer at the Valley and we obligingly gave him a ride down with

us as he lived several miles this side of our home landing. He asked if we

could drop him at the mouth uf the San Carpojo which we did. He

afterwards joined the crew and became an excellent boatman. Three hours

later we landed at our starting point. Safe and glad to get home, being

stocked with 2 otter furs valued at $800.00 and twice that amount of

experience and besides worlds of good times, happily spent.

Sometime before the Revolutionary war, there were three brothers by the

name of Gillespie [who] came to the U.S. from Scotland and settled in

Virginia, the date of their landing does not seem to be known, but all people

of the name of Gillespie whom I have met tell the same story of the three

brothers, so I presume it is true. My father William Moore Gillespie was

born in Wheeling, West Virginia, Sept. 16, 1826. His father moved to

Pennsylvania then on to Ohio. There are no family records of his family an

that I am only writing this as I remember him telling it to me when I was a

child. His parent Hue (possibly Hugh)  Gillespie and Martha Kimberly had

seven children; William and Elizabeth, twins, Margaret, John, James, Mary

and Needam. His father died when quite a young man, probably in his early

40's and Elizabeth died when quite young. Father said he and she ran and

climbed on sacks of grain to look out of a window to watch the first train

that ran from Columbus to Cincinnati and she and broke her neck. After

the death of his father, his two brothers, John and James were -------------

[No further information found].

