


































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































News from Nesqually

not, considering it only a wild rumor. In July 1848, a sailing ship
had come to Nesqually from San Francisco by way of Honolulu.
From Nesqually the rumor flew to Fort Vancouver. Stronger grew
the breeze until it swept not only Oregon but eastern lands as
well. Then an ounce of gold dust here and there which some
miner had washed out in the California gold mines dazzled the
eyes of all who looked upon it. The gold fever was upon the peo-
ple everywhere.

In December a Wilcox family council was held and the all-
absorbing topic discussed. Should our men be among the gold
seekers? All wanted to go, but what of the women and children?
They could remain in Oregon. The journey would be fatiguing. A
mining camp would not be a suitable place for us.

Then my mother, Aunt Almeda and dear little Aunt Harriet
made their reply. Had they not crossed deserts, mountains and
rivers with their husbands? Should gold separate them now? No!
They too would rock their cradles in a mining camp. What would
home be to families thus divided? Father and uncles were obliged
to yield. Then another point was discussed. Should Mother
remain with me at a boarding school where I could continue my
schooling? I said, “No!” and continued to say, “no.” It was finally
decided that we should all go to California.

Then the neighbors protested against the women and chil-
dren leaving the country, where we were all so well and happy.
Oregon must become a state of the Union. She needed popula-
tion. If we remained, our men were sure of returning. Some came
to dissuade my father from taking his family, pointing out many
were going, leaving their families in Oregon.

Our preparations went on, and at last all was in readiness for
our departure. It had been decided to take as few wagons as possi-
ble, only enough to carry our tents, bedding and provisions. We
would all ride on horseback, but there would be room for one or
two in the wagons, should any grow tired. The best and strongest
of saddles were ordered and made for us in Oregon City, and
good riding horses were provided.

One thing troubled me. I must say good-bye to the little boy
for whom we had cared so long, Alba Ainsworth. His uncle was liv-
ing in Oregon and would care for him now, and his father was
expected to arrive in Oregon in the fall. It gave us much sorrow to
part with Alba, so greatly had we come to love him.
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By Horseback to California

About May 14, 1849, after spending two years in Oregon, we
started for California, traveling by ourselves, men, women and
children of our family all mounted. Our journey was all one’s
wildest flight of fancy could ever picture. We rode through the
most beautiful country, a paradise for the Indians living there. It
was springtime, and we found deep, raging rivers, even wide lakes
to cross. There were mountains to climb. But no barrier, however
difficult, stopped us for long; ours was a gay and happy company
that knew how to brave and surmount any difficulty.

In the evenings, or when tired, we camped in some glade
beside a stream. I played with Jasper and Damaris, or, resting
beneath a sheltering tree, studied my lessons or read from a favor-
ite book. Each day I rode with one of my uncles. My pony was a
beautiful little bay, sturdy and of an easy pace. One day I was
riding in advance with Sanford when we came to a river. “It can-
not be forded,” he said. “We must wait for the rest.”

I had often wished to swim a horse across some river, but
never had I been allowed to. “I have always had to cross in a
wagon or boat,” I thought, rebelliously. Sanford had dismounted;
and without saying a word, I dashed forward into the water. My
pony was swimming almost immediately. I placed no restraint
upon the bit and kept my eyes on the opposite shore that I might
not grow dizzy in the swiftly running waters. The river was not a
wide one and without one sensation of alarm I reached the bank
and scrambled up. I turned to look back. Uncle was close behind
me. We watched our company from our side as they reconnoi-
tered to find a better crossing, which they were unable to do.
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We had crossed a wide and dangerous river, when, upon look-
ing back, we saw Aunt Almeda on the other side. I do not know
how it could have happened that she was not missed. But she
came up alone with Damaris in her arms. To our dismay she
started in not far enough up the stream, not seeing our gestures
nor hearing us call to her. Her horse was in swimming water at
once, and Damaris became frightened when she felt the cold
water. Her mother soothed her and guided her horse with the
utmost composure. Two or three men were prepared to swim for
them, but it was not necessary, as they came safely to land.

One afternoon whoever was in the lead rounded a sharp rock
and startled a young Indian who was digging in the ground. He
was so frightened that at first he was unable to move; then after an
instant he was gone. We left a knife near his pile of wild onions.

At last we reached Klamath Lake country. To our left lay the
two shallow blue lakes, edged with tule, in a green fertile valley
where aspen trees grew along the rivers; to our right was a wild
mountain range. Our road lay through a narrow pass between the
lakes and mountains. The evening before we made this pass there
came to our camp an Indian chief with two of his naked braves.
He gave us to understand, as well as he could by signs, that this
was his country, not ours. He did not want us. We were to go back.
He evidently feared we had come to settle upon his land.

The next day in making the pass between the lakes and rocky
cliffs we were attacked by Indians on the mountainside. We
placed the wagons between us and our enemies, riding closely
together. The Indians whooped and yelled; arrows whizzed about
us, some sticking in the canvas covers of our wagons. Our men
returned the fire as we hurried on. Both sides continued firing
until we made the narrow pass and came out upon the plain, leav-
ing the vicinity of the mountains. The Indians did not leave cover
to pursue us over the open plain.

It was in these mountains, on the border of Oregon and Cali-
fornia, that in after years Modicus, popularly known as Captain
Jack, made his brave defense of his home and people. Had the
defense been made by a company of our people, it would have
gone down in history as all that was brave, noble and chivalrous.
From time immemorial the lakes and surrounding country had
belonged to the Modoc tribe of Indians. They had, in the hills
and valleys, game in abundance. From the soil they dug lily bulbs,
quamash and wild onions. Their lakes supplied them with fish.
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Waterfowl were plenteous—we saw swans, ducks, geese and peli-
cans. But gradually, after 1865, the surrounding country was
claimed and turned into farms or pasture lands. Then when the
settlers’ cattle strayed on forbidden ground, they were killed by
the Indians, owners of the land. The Modocs never ceased to
warn all pale-faces off. Were not cattle eating the grass the Indians
wished to reserve for their game? Already the deadly rifle’s crack
was frightening away the game.

Missionaries were then sent to civilize the Modocs. The Indi-
ans only wished to be left alone, with no pale-face to fish in their
lakes or raise cattle on their plains. Then there came a cry for
help against the depredations of the savages. A powerful govern-
ment sent out an army to remove to the poorest of reservations or
even to Angel Island in the San Francisco Bay, these Indians and
give their fair heritage to the pale-faces. A massacre of the Modocs
was the result. Captain Jack pleaded to be given, for a reservation,
a certain tract of land, six miles square, upon which grew lily
bulbs and quamas; but this was denied him. Then it was that he
gathered his people together and, like a hero, as he was, called
upon his braves to defend their own. Taking with them what they
could gather together in the way of food, they took their way far
into the desolate region of the lava beds and selected a rocky cav-
ern in an old volcanic crater. Here the old, the women and chil-
dren found shelter. Here for months they made their desperate
defense. Gradually the army gained upon them. Soon they would
be compelled to yield or die of starvation.

Look in upon the scene, ye mothers of our nation, and behold
the dark women, with sunken cheeks, and wild eyes burning with
the fever of hunger, holding to their famished bosoms their starv-
ing children.

A minister, Dr. E. Thomas, the general commanding the
army, and others of a peace commission went to them. The Indi-
ans were informed by the interpreter that our medicine men
wished to talk with them to help them. With all the wrong the
Modocs had suffered, they were not prepared to accept our “med-
icine.”

The Indians’ medicine man is wise and is consulted in all
times of danger by the tribe. He sits in council with the chief and
his words are considered words of wisdom. Nothing more thor-
oughly disorganizes an Indian tribe than its loss of the medicine
man. Therefore Jack said, “It is well. Let them come. We will talk.”
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Hoping to weaken the power of his enemies and gain time,
and at the same time have what is always sweet to an Indian,
revenge, Captain Jack arranged his plans to kill as many of the
peace commissioners as possible. Dr. Thomas, General Canby and
another commissioner were Kkilled. The Indian agent escaped.
The whole country mourned the loss of the brave and good as
became a Christian nation. The army renewed its exertions to
reach the savages. Soon the Indians must die of starvation or
yield, be banished from the lake they loved, be driven to a reserva-
tion, be lectured, taught, betrayed and starved.

At last when a heavy fog folded all the land in a cloud of dark-
ness, the starving mothers, holding to their bosoms their dying
babes, left their rocky cavern and followed their braves through
desolate canyons and over the lava beds toward the northeast,
hoping to join some other tribe. When far out on the plain, they
were surrounded by our cavalry and all that the Indians had
dreaded befell them. They were driven like the white man’s cattle
far away to reservations in Wyoming and Nebraska. Captain Jack
and some of his men were sentenced to death by a military court
and were executed. Then our papers chronicled our great victory
in the Modoc War and we rejoiced at the valor of our army. If any
hero deserves a monument, Captain Jack should have one. And
his people who are starving on their reservation, what will become
of them?

We left the lava beds, lakes, rivers, and beautiful valley of the
Klamath region and crossed several spurs of the mountain range,
covered with dense forests of yellow pine. We crossed one range
by traveling up the rocky bed of a mountain stream, where high
walls, rough, rocky and perpendicular, rose on either side, some-
times almost meeting far above our heads. We were from early
morning until evening making this pass over great slippery rocks
on which our horses often fell. At other times they were almost
swimming. We passed through in safety, however, as we usually
passed through all dangers.

One river we came to was not very wide but was deep and the
current so rapid that it was hard to decide on the best way of
crossing. On making a survey up the stream a bridge was found,
formed entirely of drift-wood so closely packed between the banks
that we all crossed over with our horses and wagons in safety.
Here we remained in camp several days, resting, while our men
hunted and fished.
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Up until now we had seen no other travelers, but one day,
when far out upon the plain, a young man, well mounted, joined
our company. He carried a gun and had a blanket rolled in a tight
bundle at the back of his saddle. Day after day he rode with our
party. I was riding with my grandfather when the stranger told us
of his home in England. Becoming tired of an uneventful life, he
had left his wonderful old home without a word of farewell spo-
ken to his mother or family and sailed for America. He sought the
wild and lonely regions of the mountains and plains and had lived
in Indian villages, hunting with the braves.

“Now I am off for the gold mines,” he said.

“Are you going back to England?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders as he replied, “Let the future take
care of itself.” As we were making camp early, he touched his
horse with his spur, waved his hat and was soon lost to our sight
and knowledge forever.

The first day of June, my birthday, we were on the summit of
the Siskiyou Mountains. In the shaded ravines lay great patches of
snow. In one of these my mother and aunts determined to wash
my face that I might remember where I was on my fourteenth
birthday. They finally succeeded in cooling my flushed face in a
deep, white bank of purest snow.

When we descended the Siskiyou Mountains, we saw before us
under the bluest of skies the limitless length of the Sacramento
Valley, through which flowed the tree-bordered river. To the east
could be faintly discerned the purple of the Sierra Nevada, and
over the distant mountains to the west lay the greatest of oceans,
upon which even now fleets of white-sailed ships were racing
around Cape Horn, up the coast of Chile, past Mexico and Baja
California toward the Golden Gate.

Hundreds of square miles of the rich land we were traveling
through were owned by the kindly Swiss gentleman of New Hel-
vetia, Captain John A. Sutter,! whose white-washed fort we were
approaching. We passed before the front gate of the fort, where
Indian children, clothed in bright colors, played in the dust
among the mules and horses. Soon, to my regret and sorrow, our
delightful journey from Oregon to California on horseback was

1. Captain John A. Sutter’s name was correctly pronounced with a long ‘v’
by his generation.
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ended. We had made the trip in less than four weeks and were
now near Sacramento City.
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Sacramento City

Sacramento City, on June 4th, 1849 was a city of tents. Our small
company rode on toward the encampment, coming to a beautiful
part of the plain with here and there a wide-spreading oak tree. As
the noon hour approached, we called a halt, our tents were
pitched and very soon we had a home and fireside where now is K
Street, between Second and Third. But not one house was there,
only a few tents near ours. One of these was the cloth residence of
Mr. and Mrs. John Rogers. Mrs. Rogers was pleased to have
women companions; and her two little boys, to have playfellows.
At the home of Mr. Rogers I met for the first time the Honor-
able Peter H. Burnett, then engaged as Captain Sutter’s lawyer in
selling the lands of Sacramento City, and who afterwards was
elected California’s first governor under American statehood. !
The reading of his letters from Oregon years before in our Iowa
home had been the incentive for our moving westward. I was
pleased by his kind courtesy and winning smile as he invited me to

1. Julian Dana, in his Sutter of California, says of Judge Burnett, “He
was a clever, honest, far-seeing man and Sutter’s interests were admira-
bly represented in his hands.” Also, “On December 20th, 1849, Peter
H. Burnett became the first executive of the new state. Thus John Sut-
ter lost his ablest advisor when he needed him most.”

The benevolent Sutter, who had done more than any other man to fur-
ther the interests of the United States in California, as a result of the
gold rush, when some forty thousand people settled upon his land in
1849 alone, and partly as a result of hiring unscrupulous counsel after
1849, lost his vast holdings on the Sacramento and died trying to gain
restitution from the United States government.
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sit beside him. So kind and courteous was this western gentleman
that even a little girl in a hat trimmed with blue ribbons was not
left unnoticed by him. He complimented me upon my good taste
in choosing a blue ribbon, thus making me feel at ease and well
satisfied.

After a few days spent in our new tent home I became restless.
I had not yet seen the Sacramento River. Accustomed all my life
to the freedom of the country, I arranged my simple toilette for a
walk. Saying nothing to anyone, I quietly left home and wandered
off in search of the river. Along where J Street now lies I soon
found myself in a great crowd of men hurrying in all directions,
all intent on business. Some carried cradles for washing out gold
dust; others spades and picks. Some were busy with saws and ham-
mers erecting light frames over which cloth could be stretched.

All this was very interesting to me, but I suddenly became con-
scious that all eyes were turned upon me. The carpenter laid
down his hammer, the miner, evidently just returned from the
gold mines, still covered with the yellow dust, threw down his
pack, forgot his weariness and stopped to gaze. The situation
became embarrassing. Should I turn back? That had never been
my mode of procedure when I encountered difficulties. I was not
doing anything for which I need blush, only walking on the street.
In my embarrassment I stopped for a moment. Every bearded
face wore a smile. A passage way was cleared for me. Hats were
flung in the air and a cheer went up.

I understood all then. These men from the mines, far from
eastern, northern and southern homes, had seen no woman’s
face for months. It was quite evident that, though I considered
myself only a child, to each and every one of them I represented
some loved one at home. Assuming all the dignity I could com-
mand, I calmly pursued my way to the river bank.

The steamer, Gold Hunter came up the stream. Another
crowd of miners was landed. Several barks lay at the wharf. All was
bustle and business. I soon retraced my steps through the crowds,
which continued to gaze upon me. I told no one of my adventure,
but I took no more walks alone. I had learned that now I was a city
girl and must endeavor to behave as one.

Indeed my mother and aunts remained very quietly at home.
There were few families to visit. But often we were called upon to
aid in caring for the sick. Many poor fellows, far from mothers, sis-
ters or friends, sent for us and were never refused our aid. Seldom
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did we go out from home but that some man would not entreat us
to go to his ill relative or friend. Then the sick would never be for-
saken by us until he had recovered or had been borne to his last
resting place. The few women who were in Sacramento were busy
nursing night and day. Well, we had our reward then and there in
gratitude; there was nothing they would not do to make our tasks
the lighter. I had never seen so much sickness and suffering. It
weighed upon my spirit. I grew homesick, longing for the cool
green woods of Iowa. Before I was fifteen I had watched beside
many sick and had seen some grow well or had made their
shrouds.

Not many weeks or even days passed after our arrival until we
had more neighbors. Men came by the hundreds, and many and
varied were the costumes they wore. Some wore coats they had
made for themselves; others tunics of deerskin. Happy was the
young man who possessed a large silk bandanna of brilliant col-
ors. It added much to his gay and festive appearance. He tied it by
two corners passed over his left shoulder and under his right arm,
two corners hanging down over his breast or at his side. A favorite
wrap was a gray or blue blanket with a hole in the center for the
head to pass through. Others wore miner’s clothing, a dark blue
flannel shirt taking the place of a coat. Thus attired, our boys
were perfectly satisfied with their appearance.

One morning I was delighted to see not far from us a new tent.
Standing near a covered wagon was a young girl of about my age.
Angeline Alexander was a very beautiful girl; the creamy white of
her complexion deepened on cheek and lips to the loveliest car-
nation. As I stood looking at her, the brightest and friendliest of
smiles broke over her face. We were very soon acquainted and
always remained the warmest of friends. Together we read and
enjoyed the books some of the miners had brought with them; for
it seemed that many had stored away in their luggage when leav-
ing home, books by their favorite authors, and with pleasure they
loaned their cherished volumes to us.

All was orderly in the city and there was nothing to fear. Our
gold dust lay in our tents unmolested. Although flour was five dol-
lars a sack and Chile peaches, our greatest luxury, a dollar a
pound, both lay on the riverbank in sacks and were not disturbed
by thieves at any time.

As more people continued to come, small business houses
began to be established. Hearing of a bakery shop, we went to buy
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some cakes. To our surprise Mr. Pfeiffer’s round rosy face smiled
a welcome. Dr. Carpenter was already an established physician of
the young city. We were finding and being found by friends and
acquaintances constantly.

One day as my mother and I were walking a short distance
from home, a man who was standing near the door of his tent
respectfully addressed us. We were not at all surprised, so often
had we been addressed by strangers in behalf of their sick friends
or relatives. “Madame,” he said, addressing my mother, “my wife is
very sick. Will you come in for a moment?”

He held aside the curtain and we entered. On a couch lay a
young woman, sick with fever. By her side sat a little girl. The
child raised her eyes and looked at us, and at the sight of the little
face a memory struggled to be recognized. Whom had I ever seen
with a face like the child’s for surely I had seen her before?

Mother sat down beside the woman, bathing her face and
cheering her with encouraging words. Holding the little one in
my arms, I turned to look at the mother and remembered a
woman known as “Kitty” in Iowa, a rogue who with her horse-thief
companion had stolen horses from our own stable in Iowa. She
recovered from the fever, nothing was said about her past life,
and she continued to live with her family in California, respected
by her friends and acquaintances, her husband becoming more
and more prosperous in mining adventures.

Another day, hearing of a sick man, we went, and to our sur-
prise once more found Mr. Obediah Brown. He was very sick
indeed and for many weeks I cared for him daily. I was too young
to have duties forced upon me which would have been hard for
one older and more experienced than I. I was tired of waiting on
the sick; yet I could not forsake my old friend. At last he began to
recover.

One day as I sat near his bedside I said to him, “Don’t you
think, Mr. Brown, that when you are well again you had better go
home to Mrs. Brown and the children? You know Mrs. Brown
needs you.”

“Now sis,” said the old man, “Mrs. Brown don’t need me; she
never did. My muddy boots don’t sile her carpets; my old coat
don’t shame her when her relations come to visit her. No! She
don’t need me; neither do the children. You see, they’re all above
me. Taint in my nater to be differnt from what I am. An’ she
never could civilize me, no more’en you can civilize Injens.” He
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patted my hand soothingly and said, “Yer tired, sissy. You’d better
take a little quinine and go hum to yer ma. I'm proper well and
don’t need yer.”

I protested that I did not need quinine. But he insisted that I
take a little paregoric, blisters, and opodeldoc.

Sacramento City, that summer, grew and grew. White canvas
houses sprang up like mushrooms in a day or night. Soon more
pretentious living quarters were erected. On Fourth Street, above
J, an enterprising Yankee had built a home of barrel staves. Some
houses, made entirely of iron, were brought around the Horn
from the east. Peter H. Burnett had one, and here he opened an
exchange—coin for gold dust. My father built, on Third Street, a
hotel, which was considered a large and commodious building.
Immediately upon completion, it was filled to overflowing with
miners. Than operated a general store in a building which he had
built, he and Aunt Harriet living in the second story. The other
men of our family, upon arrival, had gone directly to the mines in
search of fortune.

James Marshall’s gold was by no means the first gold found in
California. Nuggets had been found near the pueblo of Los Ange-
les some years before, and the Indians had long known of its exist-
ence. Several years after its discovery near Sacramento City, it was
found in Idaho by William Smith, a trapper and hunter. He had
been for years the friend of a Nez Perce Indian who told his white
friend in confidence of the existence of gold. Smith commenced
mining secretly. He was discovered by Indians of the tribe and the
Nez Perce was suspected. A council was held and the Indian was
tried and found guilty of betraying secrets of the tribe. He was
sentenced and suffered an awful penalty for his indiscretion—his
tongue was mutilated so that he might betray no more tribal
secrets. He was banished; none could hold communication or fel-
lowship with him.

Smith became frightened and attempted to escape. He was
overtaken and wounded by the Indians. His inert body was found
by a party of our people and about his form was found his gold
dust. Then a rush was made for Idaho, and the Indians, as usual,
resisted the immigration to their country. Chief Joseph made a
raid upon the settlers and many bloody scenes were enacted.
Among the settlers who suffered was a man whom the Indians
deprived of wife and little one, carrying them away captive to their
wild mountain recesses where the two were concealed and never
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found by those who searched for them.

In Sacramento City, Father, during the summer, had erected a
house on Fourth, below K Street, and here was our home. Occa-
sionally on Sundays we went to hear Elder Own and Elder Rob-
erts, who often visited the city, preaching in the open air to large
congregations beneath the spreading oak trees. In August of ‘49
Mr. Shepherd, a Methodist class leader, invited Angeline Alex-
ander and myself to assist in forming a Sunday School. A large
round tent on I Street was used as a schoolroom and about twelve
scholars were registered.

The fall of 1849 passed away. Wood and iron buildings had
replaced the canvas houses that had served very well for homes
during the hot, dry summer months. Before going to the mines,
men of families had made provision for the comfort of their wives
and children, for Sacramento City was the home of many families
now.

Winter came on in a quiet and unassuming manner. All were
well pleased with the mild California winter. After Christmas,
however, rain came down unceasingly day after day for a week,
and still it rained. Then one day the news went round that the
Sacramento River was overflowing its banks. In an hour the streets
were rivers of running water. All the low places were lakes, and
still the water came down. Our house was on low ground. Soon
water was covering the floors and rising rapidly. It was when we
were removing our personal belongings that all my clothing and
unmade materials we had brought with us all the way from the
east were lost in the muddy waters of the Sacramento. In my trunk
was also my journal. Water immersed everything. The last I saw of
my trunk, it was careening on its made way in the flood waters. We
sought safety in a strong two-story iron building on the corner of
K and Fourth Streets.

Oh, what a scene of confusion! All the streets were full of swirl-
ing water. Dogs and horses and oxen were swimming wildly about.
There were cries of alarm from surprised and bewildered men
and women. Boats were traveling up and down the streets, their
passengers not knowing where they could find a place of refuge.
At last the word went round that the gold was being moved from
the Burnett Building. We all rushed to the windows. There, in a
rowboat, industriously plying his oars, was Dwight J. Burnett, and
all around him was piled bag upon bag of gold dust and coin. No
firearms were there to guard his precious freight, and no matter
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how engrossing his task of guiding his awkward craft, he had time
to wave his hat and smile at the auburn-haired girl looking out of
the window.

Now night settled down, adding its terror of darkness. The
waters rose, almost reaching the second floor of the iron building.
The roofs were covered with the frightened occupants of the
houses. All night we heard the cries of men, women and children
seeking shelter. When morning dawned, the waters had reached
their utmost height and were now standing deep and clear all
over the valley.

As far as we could see through the streets, men on everything
that would float were paddling along. Some were on doors or din-
ing-room tables; others, in bath tubs. But the man owning an air
mattress was the happy man of the day and was envied by all.
Seated on an india-rubber air pillow, he paddled about making
New Year’s calls and looking after the needs and interests of his
less fortunate neighbors.

Day after day the waters remained, and the inhabitants had to
resort to all imaginable means to live. One family of our acquain-
tance constructed a raft within their house and rose with the
waters, still having a roof over their heads. The man who did this
was not a Yankee, but a jolly western man named Mosee. On this
raft he and his family lived until the waters subsided, Mr. Mosee
doing the marketing on his air mattress.

We spent two weeks in our hotel on Third Street. Here the
scene was, if not very comforting, very amusing. The water in the
dining-room was almost even with the tops of the tables. The
Negro cooks and waiters, in rubber boots, waded around furnish-
ing hot coffee to hundreds of men. the second story was crowded
with families; and at last becoming weary of the situation and fear-
ing the house would give way, my father hired a flat-boat, loaded
it with our belongings, put Aunt Almeda and Damaris, Mother
and myself into it, and we paddled away through the streets of
Sacramento City to a little rise of ground near Sutter’s Fort. Here
was quite a village of tents, and ours were soon added to the num-
ber.

Here, my readers, who have patiently crossed the plains and
climbed the mountains with me, I shall say farewell, for our jour-
ney to California is over and never can I leave you at a more auspi-
cious moment. As Yoc-si-ca gathered from the prairie and river
banks grasses and rushes of which to weave her mats, so I have

181



Child of the Sun

gathered up the incidents and events of my early life and have
woven them into this narrative for the entertainment of my chil-
dren; and if I have amused you, I am content.
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Family Tree

Elias Dudley Wilcox was born in Lake Erie, Vermont on August 1,
1784. Mary (Polly) Chittenden was born February 24,1790. They
married on November 10, 1812. They had nine children includ-
ing: Franklin Sylvester Wilcox(born November 6, 1814 in Ver-
mont),Nathaniel (Than) Chittenden Wilcox (born October 12,
1818 in Lake Erie, Vermont), Sanford Wilcox, Daniel Wilcox, and
Angeline Wilcox. Mary (Polly) Chittenden died September 26,
1832 in Illinois. Carlos Dudley Wilcox (born December 19, 1833)
was the son of Elias Dudley Wilcox’s second marriage. Elias Dud-
ley Wilcox died in Oregon on September 16, 1848.

Peter Hardeman Burnett, born November 15, 1807 at Nashville,
Tennessee. He was the oldest son of George and Dorothy Burnet.
(Name spelled with one ¢ until Peter was nineteen years old and
changed it to two 's) Peter married Harriet Rogers in August,
1828. They had six children. Dwight J. Burnett (author of Chapter
19 of this book),the oldest son was born in Bolivar, Hardeman
County, Tennessee on May 23, 1829. Peter H. Burnett died May
17, 1895, in San Francisco, California.

Franklin Silvester Wilcox married Harriet Van Dorn (born
February 22, 1814 in Onondaga, New York) on March 19, 1834.
They had two children. Mary Susan Wilcox (author of this book) was
born in Clarkson, Monroe County, New York State, June 1, 1835.
The other child was Ephraim Dudley Wilcox (born August 22,
1833).

Dwight ]. Burnett married Mary Susan Wilcox in Sacramento
City, California, January, 1850.Dwight J. Burnett and Mary Wilcox
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Burnett had eight children. Armstead Dudley Burnett was born
August 26, 1873 in San Francisco, California. Dwight Burnett died
on November 16, 1903 in San Francisco, California . Mary died on
July 11, 1912 in San Francisco, California.

Nathaniel Chittenden Wilcox married Harriet Holt of Fulton
County, Illinois. They had two children: Jasper Wilcox (born
1848) and Mary Anna Wilcox (born December 6, 1849 in Sacra-
mento City, California).Nathaniel Chittenden Wilcox, Harriet
Holt Wilcox, and Jasper Wilcox died in Sacramento City, Califor-
nia in 1850.

Mary Anna Wilcox married Charles Alexander Phelps on Sep-
tember 15,1869.They had five children. Harriet Wilcox Phelps
was born January 11, 1876. Charles Alexander Phelps died on July
4, 1918 in Santa Clara, California. Mary Anna Wilcox Burnett died
October 22,1938 in San Jose, California.

Armstead Dudley Burnett married Harriet Wilcox Phelps on
June 10, 1905, and they had two children. Elsie Lenore Burnett
(editor of this book) was born May 15, 1906 and Doris Letitia Burnett
was born April 15, 1908. Armstead died on April 9, 1930 and Har-
riet on December 15, 1971, both in San Jose, California.

Doris Letitia Burnett married Edward Berwick on September
29,1945. They had one child; Edward Dudley Berwick (editor of this
book) was born November 29, 1950. Doris Letitia Burnett Berwick

died March 30, 1975; Edward Berwick died February 6, 1993, both
in San Jose, California.

Elsie Lenore Burnett never married. She died on October
26,1959 in San Jose, California.

Edward Dudley Berwick married Teri Ann Hard Spickler on
February 18, 1978. They have one child. Megan Beth Berwick (edi-
tor of this book) was born May 17, 1979.
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