CHAPTER VI.
TOSSED ABOUT BY FORTUNE.
1858-1859. Agg, 19-20.

OWARDS the end of November, 1858, Henry George

arrived at San Francisco from Victoria “dead broke.”

And now commenced a stretch of years notable for a rest-

less pitching about, with shifting scenes of prosperity and

adversity—years, though, that showed progress, if irregu-
lar and jolting.

This period opened with soft sunshine, for as the im-
pecunious youth walked the streets, meeting only strange
faces and getting only rebuffs when he applied for work,
and when his mind had again turned to the sea as a means
of livelihood, he came face to face with David Bond, a
compositor whom he had known at King & Baird’s print-
ing house in Philadelphia. Learning of his plight, Bond
took him to Frank Eastman’s printing office and got him
employment to set type. The mnext letter home breathed
of prosperity. To his Sister Jennie (December ) he
said:

“] am at present working in a printing office and
am, therefore, busy all day, and the evenings I spend
in reading, unless (as is often the case) I go to see
Ellie George. .

“After being deprived of reading for such a time
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it is quite delightful to be able to read as much as I
wish. In the house in which I am stopping there is a
good library, which to me is one of its prominent at-
tractions.

“I am glad that you are so nearly through school.
How would you like to come out here and teach? Teach-
ers here get very good pay, the lowest—the A, B, C,
teachers—getting $50 per month; the prmmpals, $200
Ellie George gets $100 a month Lady’s board costs
from $25 to $30 per month.

“Women are sadly wanted here. In Victoria there
are hardly any, and you can plainly see the coffects of
the absence of women on socicty at large.

“I have few acquaintances either here or in Victoria
—1I mean boys or men. Don’t on any consideration
think I have thought of girls, for I haven't seen one to
speak to, save those 1 told you about, since I lelt Phila-
delphia. But I suppose in some respects it is much bet-
ter, as I spend less money.

“l am boarding now, and have been for these past
two weeks in the ‘What Cheer House,’ the largest, if
not the finest, hotel in the place. I pay $9 per weck
and have a beautiful little room and first rate living.

“I get $16 per weck the way I am working now, but
will soon strike into something that will pay me bet-
ter. .
“1 suppose you have all grown somewhat since I left.
I have mnot changed much, except that I am even
uglier and rougher looking. You thought I looked hard
when 1 came home from Calcutta, but you should have
seen me in Vietoria!

“How I should like to be home to-night, if only for
an hour or two.

“Give my love and respects to all. I would write to
them if I wasn’t so lazy. (You sce I call things by
their right names once in a while.)

“So good-bye my dear sister. I will write you a
longer letter when 1 fecl more like it.

“Your affectionate brother,
“H. GEORGE.”
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“P. 8. Wouldn't that signature look nice at the bot-
tom of a check for $1,000—that is, if I had the money
in the bank.”

Four ycars before young George wrote this letter a
voung man of thirty-two named Ulysses 3. Grant had for
a short time slept in an attic room in this same hotel, the
“What Cheer Housce.” He had come down from Ft. Van-
couver, Columbia River, where, utterly disgusted with him-
eelf and the life he was leading, he had resigned from a
captaincy in the United States Army, and was, when in San
Francisco, trying to make his way eastward with a view
to going into business or farming. Fame was to claim
him in the rapidly approaching events.

The “What Cheer House” still stands and is doing busi-
ness, though in a humble way. In the fifties it was the
best house of its kind in the city. A temperance hotel,
and a model of propriety and cleanliness, it was for the
accommodation of men entirely. No women were ever
reccived and not one was engaged on the premises. It
was established by R. B. Woodward, a New Englander,
who from its proceeds founded Woodward's Gardens, fa-
mous all over the Pacific Coast for more than two decades
as a beautiful pleasure resort, containing a menageric, a
museum, a theatre, an art gallery, an aquarium and a
variety of other attractions. One of the distinguishing
features of this house was a little library, numbering sev-
eral hundred volumes, well selected, and among them some
economic works. Hon. James V. Coffey, who twelve or
fourteen years later became an intimate friend of Henry
George's, questioning him as to where he had during his
bugy life found time and books to read, was told that his
solid reading was begun in this little library, while stay-
ing at the “What Cheer House” and at intervals following:
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“Mr. George told me that he spent much of his time
when out of work in that little room and that he had
read most of the books. That, he said, was the first
place he saw Adam Smith’s ‘Wealth of Nations,” though
I cannot remember that he said he read it then. In-
deed, in his last writings, he has said that he did not
read a line of Adam Smith until long after this period.”

This new state of things gave Richard George, the
father, undisguised satisfaction. He wrote (January
19, 1859) :

“I rejoice to find that you are doing so well. You
now see the propriety of a young man just starting in
lifc having some trade to fall back on in time of need,
and you will say, “Pop was right, not only in this, but
in many other things in which I dissented.’

“However, so far God has ordered all things well, and

my earnest and sincere prayer is that he may still watch
over you until he brings ¢ll at last to his eternal King-
dom. . . .
“My dear boy, let me say again to you: Be careful
and nurse your means; lay up all you can and owe no
man anything and you will be safe. Do not let others
cntice you. Act on your own judgment, and I hope
and trust before I am called hence, to see you return
prosperous and happy, which may God grant.”

His mother took up another matter (February 2):

“I am very glad you have left Victoria and have
some of the comforts of life, and sorry to hear that
Ellen is going there. I should not think that Jim
would want her until he could make things more com-
fortable, and the people were more civilised—better so-
ciety, a few of her own sex, at least. But this, you say,
is what they want—women. Ellen will be a star of the
first magnitude. Then I hope she will persuade others
to go with her—some that have husbamf;e there. Then
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there will soon be a better state of things. A writer of
great celebrity has said: ‘All men that avoid female
society have dull perceptions and are stupid, or have
gross tastes and revolt against what is pure’ One of
the great benefits 8 man may derive from women’s so-
ciety is that he is bound to be respectful to them. The
habit is of great good to your moral man. There is
somebody to whom he is bound to be constantly atten-
}]ijve and respectful. Moreover, this elevates amf refines

m.

“What will you do without Ellen and the children?
. . . Have you made no other acquaintances? Is
there no other place you visit ?”

Jo Jeffreys had a word of advice (February 3):

“After having talked with Ned Wallazz and Billy
Jones for some three hours, I turn with great pleasure
to the consideration of you, my very respectable and
respected friend.

“It was not my purpose to induce you to follow the
legal profession, though I think you in every way capa-
ble to discharge its responsibilities with honour. I
meant by what I said in a former letter to induce you
to adopt some one particular employment to the exclu-
gion of every other. If you mine, do so until you have
succeeded in your object. If you enter a house as clerk,
stay at it in God’s name. If you should unfortunately
resolve to follow printing, follow it with all your abili-
ties and energy until there shall no longer be any neces-
sity for it. You will allow me to say that your great
fault (and I think it is your worst one) is that of half-
doing things, in this sense, that you vacillate about the
execution of that which alone secures permanent suc-
cess and lasting fame. Few men are competent in one
lifetime to win honour by more than one employment,
and these few you would perhaps find were—unlike you
—favoured by circumstances.

“Now you are competent for any labour to which
your inclinations may direct you. You are not compe-
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tent to succeed at a dozen employments, nor can you
hope to amass a fortune by labouring at them alter-
nately. If you live on as you are doing now, why, you
will live on; you will earn suflicient to maintain youn in
comfort, but that 4s all. You can hardly hope by min-
ing one month, by printing the next, and by serving
in a clerkship a third, ever to arrive at a competence.

“Why you do this is evident. You are dissatisfied,
either because you are not advancing or for trivial rea-
sons, and then you undertake something different. Now
you cannot expect to avoid unpleasant things, and you
cannot expect to jump on a fortune, like a waif thrown
away by a thief in his flight. Success is the reward
of long exertion, not the triumph of a momentary en-
ergy. It is the ecrown for which, like Cromwell, you
must struggle long and well. 1t is like happiness here-
after, onlv "to be obtained by patient and continued ser-
vitude. . .

“T wish I could make you feel as I do. You wouldn't
then complain in after life (as you will do without vou
adopt my opinions) of the caprice and the wanton vacil-
lation of Fortune's Goddess.

“I recognisce the difficultics of your position and how
you are situated, and am aware that you are not at
liberty to strike out into anything, as you were here.
But do the best you can. Take my advice wherever
it's possible to do’it; I mean that which respects your
employment and notwithstanding other cmbarrassing
diflicultics.”

But notwithetanding Jo Jeffreys’ counsel, a change
quickly eame, for business becoming slack at Fastman’s
and the other printing houses, George was unable to fol-
low his trade. But refusing to remain idle, he obtained
a position of weigher in the rice mill of Waite & Battles,
on Fremont Strect, near Mission. He wrote home (Feb-
ruary 16, 1839):

“T am still in the rice mill and like it very well. I
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shall stay, of course, until I am sure I can make a
change for the better. I have to get up pretty early
though, and conscquently retire early. Indeed, you
would be pleased to see what regular hours I keep. For
months past 10 o’clock has invariably scen me in bed,
for I have no friends here, and neither the disposition
nor the money to go to the theatre or other places of
amusement.

“KEverything is still very dull, but the late rains, by
increasing the gold yield, will tend to make times
better.”

Soon after this George Wilbur came down from Vie-
toria and Henry George and he went to room together.
First they lived in Natoma Street, then one of the quiet
residence portions of the city. Afterwards they roomed
on Pine Street, Henry George taking his meals at ihe
“What Cheer House.” Mr. Wilbur says of his companion
at this period:

“YVery soon after our acquaintance I discovered that
he was studious and eager to acquire knowledge, and
when we came to room together I frequently woke up
at night to find him reading or writing. If I said:
‘Good heavens, Harry, what’s the matter? Are you
gick?” he’d tell me to go to sleep or invite me to get
dressed and go out for a walk with him. A spin around
for a few blocks would do and then we'd get to bed
again. I never saw such a restless human being.”

That Henry George was in other ways restless was clear
enough. Tlis active, energetic nature would doubtless
have made him restless anywhere, but in California the
conditions were peculiarly conducive to it, for it wns a
country where thousands of active, independent young
men like himself were opening up the richest mineral
region in the world; a country which, within twenty years
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from the first gold discovery in 1848, was to yield $800,-
000,000 of the precious metal! “California,” he wrote
to his Sister Caroline in January, “is sadly in want of
missionaries and I think it would be a good notion for
the Sunday school to send a few out, provided they be
gold-fever proof.” As shown by his Frazer River adventure,
Henry George himself was not “gold-fever proof’; and
now he kept thinking of the stories of fortune that were
coming in from the California mines, and he talked with a
young Philadelphian, Freeman A. Camp, who came to see
him at the “What Cheer House,” as to the chances they
would have there. His mother, doubtless perceiving what
was floating through his mind, wrote (March 3):

“Are you getting lazy? You do not write as long
letters as you used to, nor tell us much when you do
write. You change your business so often I should
think you would have a great deal to tell. Remember,
everything that concerns you will interest us.

I suppose the old proverb does not apply in California :
‘A rolling stone,” etc. Be that as it may, we will re-
joice when you are settled.”

Two weeks later (March 17) his mother again wrote:

“T am sorry Ellie has left you, though it is all right;
gshe certainly should be with her husband. I hope you
have found some acquaintances among her friends,
where you can go and spend a social evening. 1 don’t
believe in living without society, and least of all female
society. And here I know you will have to be careful,
for if the women are not of the right stamp, instead
of clevating and refining you, they may prove your
ruin. I like your early hours, but not your lonely ones,
You should have a few good friends. Here, as in all
other anxieties concerning you, I can only breathe the
prayer: ‘My Father, be thou the guide of his youth.’ >

1 Hittell's ** History of California,” Vol. IIL p. 160.
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But even if her son had the disposition to keep steadily
at work, the rice mill gave indications of temporarily clos-
ing down. In April he wrote to his Sister Caroline:

“We have not been very busy at the mill lately, ex-
cept for a day or two at a time; but this does not make
much difference to me, as I have to stay there whether
busy or not. I generally get up about 6 A.Mm., go to the
hotel and take breakfast, and from there to the mill. I
come up again at about half past six in the evening,
eat supper, go into the library and read until about 9
P.M., when 1 come up to the room and write or think
for an hour or two and then turn in. A pretty quiet
way of living; but there is no telling what will turn
up next.”

And what did “turn up next” was anything but quiet,
for the rice mill closing down, he was thrown out of work,
and he started off into the interior of the State for the
mines.

The day had passed when more than the occasional man
conld find some overlooked and unappropriated spot on
river bed or bar, where, with no more equipment than
shovel, pick and pan, he could draw forth any consider-
able amount of the precious metal. Though the gold-
bearing region of California, including the northern mines
and the southern mines, extended from Mt. Shasta to Mt.
Whitney and embraced an area approximately as great as
England’s territory, every river bank, bar or bed giving
the slightest indication of gold had been worked over and
over. The nature of mining then became different.
From “wet diggings” in the river channels, operations
had turned to “dry diggings” in arid ravines, hill slopes
and elevated flate; which led to “coyote-hole” mining (bur-
rowing into the side of hills or boring wells) ; to “hydrau-
lic mining” (the concentration of a powerful column of
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water against a hill or mountain side so as to wash the
gravel or “pay dirt” down through the sluice box or
strainer) ; and lastly to “quartz mining,” with its shafts
and tunnels, stamp mills and heavy machinery. Gold min-
ing, therefore, had changed its aspect, so that the average,
common man could no longer expect to find, except occa-
sionally, places unappropriated, where, with no special
knowledge, or special appliances or other capital, he could
find any congiderable amount of the precious metal or
where he could “dig” and “wash out” even ordinary
““.ams.”

What drew most gold scckers, and what drew Henry
George, into the mining regions was not g0 much the hope
of mining in itsclf as of “prospecting” or “locating a
claim”—finding on the unworked and unappropriated
Jands places that would yield to the newer processes the
precious metal in quantities sufficient to pay for the work-
ing. Such a claim might be sold to or worked on shares
by others who had the skill and capital, so that as scon
as the rumour of a rich discovery had spread, multi-
tudes of “prospectors” ecame rushing to the loeality, eager
to “stake off claims.” The prospector was, therefore,
essentially one who roamed from place to place at the
beck of the Golden Goddess; and since she was whimsieal
and beckoned hither and thither, the prospector was al-
ways on the move.

There are no clear cvidences as to what loeality Henry
George had set his hopes on, though the probabilities are
that hearing in San Francisco confusing reports from a
hundred different points, he concluded to strike off for
some nearer and more advantageous centre, there to deter-
mine to which particular mining spot to go; and it seems
likely that his first objective point was Placerville, for-
merly known as “Hangtown,” and before that as “Dry
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Diggings.” For Placerville had not only developed rich
finds in its immediate vicinity, but in some instances large
treasure was found by digging into the very ground on
which its cabins and houses stood. Moreover, it was on
the old emigrant route from the East and the road from
the Carson River to the Sacramento valley; and with its
stores, hotels and saloons, was a place of recreation and
supply for all that region of the Sierras.

To purpose to go to the mines was one thing; to get
there was another, but young Qeorge was determined.
“Having no other way of reaching them,” he said subse-
quently,’ “I started out to walk. I was, in fact, what
would now be called a tramp, I had a little money, but
L slept.igrbagna-to.save it and had a rough time gener-
ally.” * But gon he -Kad foEpenéhis Motrey-and then
though slight in build and never what would be called
muscular, he was forced to do farm work and other manual
labour to keep himself alive. He had got some distance
towards the mines, but for sheer want of living neces-
saries, could go no farther; and with great toil, and some
real suffering, he worked his way back to San Francisco.

This covered a period of nearly two months—for physi-
cal labour the hardest two months in all his life—during
which time he seems not to have written & single letter
home. While he was in the mountains, the Currys had
written of an opportunity to set type on the “Statesman,”
in Portland, with pay according to competency ; but when
he had got back to San Francisco the time to accept had
passed. Then it was that he lcarned of the death at Vic-
toria of his sincere friend, Ellen George, and this news,
taken with the experience just closed and a poor out-look
for work in San Francisco, depressed his spirits, though

1 Meeker notes, October, 1897.
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he tried to write cheerfully home to his Aunt Mary (June
17):

“Jim QGeorge has gone up to Victoria again, but will
be down as soon a8 he can settle up his business, which
will probably be in two or three weeks. The children
are here going to school; they are in the best health
and spirits.

“We are enjoying s}ﬂendid weather, just warm enough,
though for the last few days it has been quite hot, re-
minding one of the summers at home. For some time
past we have had plenty of green peas, strawberries
and all the early summer vegetables and fruits. In
ten or fifteen years this will be one of the greatest fruit
countries in the world, for fruit trees are yearly being
set out by the thousand and grape vines by the million.

“] am doing nothing just now, but expect to go to
work next week. I have given up all idea of going to
the mines,

“Frazer River seems to have given out at last, and
every steamer that comes down is filled with miners.
The rich deposits of a month or two ago appear to have
been without foundation.

“T must bring my letter to a sudden close, for the
clock has struck eleven, and I will just have time to
get down to the post office to mail this. I intended
to write a longer letter, but coming up here I stopped
to look at the operation of moving a house, which must
have consumed more time than I was aware of. The
way they raise, lower, and pull big houses around the
city here is astonishing.”

He had, indeed, given up all hope of going to the
mines and also pretty much all hope of remaining ashore,
where there scemed to be no work for him and no future.
Thoughts of the sea came back in a flood tide. They
ranged along the line of ocean heroes, and he asked him-
self why he should not follow that calling and rise to
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fame? He was thinking earnestly of this, and stood af
the parting of the ways, when his career was decided as
if by accident. For the second time David Bond, through
a chance meeting, offered a kindly service and obtained
for his young friend a position as compositor—this time
on the weekly “Home Journal” owned by Joseph C. Dun-
can. Thought of a career at sea never returned.

Printer’s wages in California were at that time still
high, the union rate for piece work being seventy-five cents
a thousand ems and for time work to the average man,
thirty dollars a week. But as George was still & minor,
he got only a boy’s pay for work in the regular hours—
twelve dollars a week. He resolved now to keep, if he
possibly could, to type-setting until he should come of age
and be qualified as a journeyman. When somewhat set-
tled he wrote to his Sister Jennie (August 2):

“You ask me about my studies. I am afraid I do
not study much. I have not time and opportunity (or
nearer the truth, perhaps, will enough) to push through
a regular course. But I try to pick up everything I
can, both by reading and observation, and flatter myself
that I learn at least something every day. My prin-
cipal object now is to learn my trade well, and I am
pitching in with all my strength. So anxious am I
now to get ahead and make up for lost time that T never
feel happier than when at work, and that, so far from
being irksome, is a pleasure. My heart just now is
really in my work. In another year I’ll be twenty-one
and 1 must be up and doing. I have a pretty good
p ahead and think that before many months I
shall get into eomething better where I can make good
w )
“My time is now pretty well taken up. As soon as I
rise in the morning I go to breakfast and then imme-
diately to work, which I seldom leave until nearly seven
o’clock and once in a while not until one or two in the
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morning. There are only three others in the office—
nice social fellows—which makes it pleasant for me.
I do not make much, but I am learning a good deal
and think I have a pretty good prospect, so that I am
quite satisfied.”

This contentment of mind was broken by news of the
death of the dearest friend of his boyhood, Jo Jeffreys.
Mrs. George revealed her sympathetic heart (August 18) :

“I fecl as though I must say something to you, but
my heart is full of the one theme, poor Jeffreys, poor
Jo. O I cannot tell you of the anguish I feel when I
think of him, and I can think of nothing else. .
The agoniging thought with me is the uncertainty of
his state. O had he time to call upon his SBaviour; to
say: ‘God, be merciful to me, a sinner.’

“0 his youth his bright mind, his senmtweneas, his
love for you made me feel an interest in him of no com-
mon kind. I do mourn for him sincerely. I know
your heart too well to doubt your grief.

“Pop thought you would like to have a lock of his
hair.”

By the same mail Will Jones wrote:

“Poor Jeffrcys has paid the debt of nature, unan-
ticipated and mourned by all. Brilliant in lifc, flash-
ing upon our vision as a meteor, and as a meteor so scon
to he lost in the impenetrable gloom of night. .

“We buried him at the Odd Fellows’ Cemetery, in our
Tot there, the last tribute of regard I could offer. None
of his family was there save his two brothers, who came
on from New York to the funeral.”

Jo Jeffreys’ death was a bitter and heavy loss. It
snapped the tic of boyhood. Henry George’s life from
that time forward was the life of the man. In November
{20) he wrote to his mother:
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“For the past weck we have had beautiful weather,
and I have employed every possible opportunity to sun
myself. The shortness of the days makes this alinost
impracticable, except on Sundays, when I generally take
a long walk outside of the city.

“There is nothing of any interest going on here now.
Even the news of the ‘bloody Harper’s Ferry rebellion,’
couldn’t get up the smallest kind of an excitement, ex-
cept among the political papers. General Scott has
returncd from San Juan, and therefore, all danger from
that quarter has ceased for the present. Even the in-
terior towns have for the time stopped burning down;
eo that, excepting the non-arrival of the mail steamer,
we are left without even a decent topic of conversation.

“Letters from the Currys are getting more and more
like angel's visits.

“I am still pursuing the even tenor of my way—work-
ing, walking, reading and sleeping.

“Thursday is Thanksgiving day for us Californians,
as I suppose it is with you at home. I shall try and
obeerve the day with the usual ceremonies, and will
think of home even more than usual. I hope you will
have a pleasant time, and oh! how I wish I could share
it with you.”

He wrote in this slighting manner of public matters in
California doubtless to calm his mother’'s mind should
she hear rumours from the West; for as a matter of fact
most sensational events growing out of the slavery struggle
there were crowding into this period. Only the year be-
fore the Supreme Court of the State had delivered a deci-
sion in the case of a negro named Archy which was de-
scribed as “giving the law to the North and the nigger to
the South.” And now, on the just past 7th of September
(1859), after the most bitter and tumultuous political
campaign ever held in California, the Lecompton, or pro-
slavery, party swept the State. Bad blood raised during
the canvass left many scores to be settled after clection,
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the most conspicuous resulting in a duel between David
8. Terry, Chief Justice of the California Supreme Court,
a pronounced pro-glavery supporter, and U. 8. Senator
David C. Broderick, the foremost anti-slavery man west of
the Rocky mountains. Eighty persons were present to
witness Broderick get a death-wound and Terry go un-
scathed. Broderick was carried to San Francisco and
half-hourly bulletins were posted before a surging and
excited multitude. He was accorded a public funeral and
his name became a rally-word in the anti-slavery cause on
the Pacific Coast.!

Henry George was not unconscious of such events; on
the contrary he took a burning and apprehensive interest
in them. His father’s mind, also, was filled with appre-
hension arising from similar events in the East, for he
wrote (December 3):

“We have had a high old time with the Harper Ferry
‘rebellion,” (as it is called) and John Brown. The abo-
litionists are making all the capital they can out of this
poor fanatic. He is magnified and glorified beyond
anything human, and dies a martyr, according to their
belief. It is having a great effect upon business, and
has thrown trade into something of a panic. Our iron
men suffer, I am told, on account of the Southern mer-
chants everywhere refusing to have anything to do with
Northern men. What the result will be none can tell.
I have always been of the opinion that this Union could
never be dissolved, but if the present feeling is kept
up and we do not get another Andrew Jackson for our
next President, I fear I shall be mistaken in my opinion.

“Brown was hanged yesterday at 15 minutes past 11
without any disturbance. But the end is not yet.”

1 ¢ Broderick and Gwin,” by James O'Mcara, pp. 225-254. Terry was
shot and killed by a Deputy U. 8. Marshal in 1889, when committing
an assault upon U. 8. Supreme Court Justice Field, growing out of a
case in which Terry had been committed to jail by Judge Field for con-
tempt of court. .




