
Bay of Monterey from a print by Captain William Smyth, R.N,, appearing in 
Forbes' "California" in 1839 
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Dedication 

GWEN, the alert young 
person who brought me up—whose wisdom, humor, and 
understanding have helped me to keep step with her genera­
tion, and to share its vision; even to walk in sympathy with 
the grandchildren—Allen, Laura Bride, Jerry and Adrienne 
—to whom this book is a long-delayed promise. 

I trust it may^ diminish their difficulties when pressed 
for historical material on California and her alluring Old 
Capital—that they may approximate the truth of Cali­
fornia's dramatic past, in the light of modern scholarship, 
debunked of myths and vaporings. 

And I think it not too much to hope that they may, in 
the end, become so enamored of its romance that it will 
illuminate their lives, as it has mine from my fourteenth 
year, when, by the merest chance, I stood by the open tombs 
of Fray Junipero Serra—fiery founder of California—and 
of his Franciscan co-workers, Fray Juan Crespi and Fray 
Fermin Lasuen, in the then roofless church of the Mission 

San Carlos by the Carmelo. And to this day the spell 
persists. Anyway, here's the book—and 

the hope! 

L. B. P. 
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^Preface 

JL*sY a happy coincidence, OLD 
MONTEREY—CALIFORNIA'S ADOBE CAPITAL emerges at 
the beginning of the Junipero Serra Year—so designated by 
the California Legislature of 1933, in commemoration of 
the Sesqui-Centennial of the death, at Carmel Mission, of 
the Franciscan Founder of California. His weary body rests 
in the spot he loved above any other on this earth, unless it 
be that Petra, his boyhood home in fair Mallorca, contested 
for his affections. But, articulately, it was Old Monterey 
unto the end—his Mission by El Catmelo and the Sea. 

The story of Monterey and California is unpaintable, 
even ununderstandable, without the story of Fray Junipero. 
He it was who planted civilization—a simple, beautiful 
civilization—upon the half-legendary frontier of New Spain. 

The Cross and the Hispanic civilization—its speech, and 
many of its laws, arts and customs—have survived. And 
thousands from the ends of the earth yearly essay a pilgrim­
age to his sepulcher and those of his comrade-pioneers in the 
wilderness—Fray Juan Crespi and Fray Fermin Lasuen. 

The great Franciscan's story is best understood as the 
history of Old Monterey—and Old California—unfolds. 
Like President Franklin Delano Roosevelt, Serra appears 
upon the canvas as an idealistic realist. He fitted his idealism 
to the needs of his time; and to be balked by obstacles was 
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merely to delay his project; but not too long. "He had 
founded a civilization," said Dr. Charles Lummis, "the like 
of which the world had never seen, nor will again." But 
Greed soon elbowed in. Then Peace. Plenty, and Beauty 
vanished from the land. 

OLD MONTEREY might have gone forth as "Monterey 
in Five Centuries" but for its mathematical austerity. No 
romanticism in figures. 

If it be thought that a disproportionate amount of space 
is devoted to the Mexican period, it is because the Mexican 
period is the most persistently misrepresented, and therefore 
misunderstood, period of California history. And it has 
been misrepresented by many who knew better, having the 
records before them. Then thexc are the "historical novelists" 
—Heaven help us!—who followed them, making heroes of 
California's First Racketeers. A graduate student of history 
at the University of California could have set them right, if 
the truth were wanted, over a week-end. 

Preparation for OLD MONTEREY has covered sporadic 
years that lay between the issuance of "The Story of the Old 
Missions" in 1893, and 1934, with voluminous magazine 
and newspaper stuff in the interregnum. The last seven years 
have been gloriously spent unearthing material in and 
around the Old Capital; two years before that, browsing 
around seductive Santa Barbara, where it was my privilege 
to sit at the feet of that great source historian, Father 
Zephyrin Engelhardt, at Santa Barbara Mission. From his 
"Missions and Missionaries in California" and from his 
volumes on individual Missions, I have freely quoted. To 
him, still gallantly at his desk, though weighted down with 
the weariness of years, I wish to acknowledge my deep 
indebtedness, and to attest to my appreciation of a treasured 
friendship. 

T o Dr. Herbert Eugene Bolton, international authority 
on the Hispanic history of the Americas, who, notwith-

x 



standing his eighteen-hour day, in college and out, gener­
ously offered to write the foreword for OLD MONTEREY 
— and did—my salute! For his invaluable suggestions and 
corrections, my gratitude. Dr. Bolton's publications, upon 
which I have so heavily drawn, appear in the bibliography. 
How warming his friendly attitude toward lesser workers 
in his field! Truly, the measure of a man. 

To Hubert Howe Bancroft, a life-long appreciation. The 
historian threw open his priceless library to me, then housed 
in an old brick building on Valencia Street, in San Francisco, 
in the spring of 1893. Here, under the guidance of Mr. 
Thomas Savage—he who had collected much of the ma­
terial in the library, and who knew many of the actors and 
the circumstances of the closing historical drama—I worked 
for several months. A precious spring! 

A magnanimous act of the famous historian—turning a 
young writer loose among such priceless treasure, much of 
it under foot—forsooth, over a foot deep—over which we 
had to walk, to reach the stairway in the rear, that led to 
the Mission material on the second floor. Properly dusted, 
most of the treasure is now housed in the Library building 
of the University of California, the property of the State 
of California, Dr. Bolton, its director. 

Others to whom I owe much include Miss Mabel Gillis, 
State Librarian, Sacramento; Mr. John Howell, San Fran­
cisco, publisher of "Seventy-Five Years in California/' by 
William Heath Davis—from which I have freely quoted 
—for assistance generously given, including the delightful 
portrait of Robert Louis Stevenson by Peter Van Valken-
burgh, and for prints from Forbes' "History of California," 
the work of Captain William Smyth, R.N., in 1823; Mrs. 
Isabel D. Morris, Paul Elder's, San Francisco, who has been 
of invaluable assistance in difficult moments—and they do 
arrive; Mr. Louis S. Slevin, pioneer photographer of Carmel, 
photographs; Mr. J. K. Oliver, Monterey, items from his 
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famous collection of photographs of Old Monterey; Mr. 
Joseph Silva, photographs; Mr. Daniel Freeman, Monterey, 
photographs; the Rev. James Culleton, D.D., Fresno, data 
from Church records; Gwendolyn Powers Applegarth, my 
daughter and best friend, who not only read proofs with a 
noble courage, but kept me at my task when the hills were 
green, and the surf was calling at the "Point"; also, Mr. 
George Adrian Applegarth, San Francisco architect, who 
drew up the plan for the preservation of Old Monterey that 
appears as end papers—the only plan ever to have been pre­
pared to point the way for the Old Capital, indicating the 
existing adobes and stone houses of a century ago that must 
be saved; restoration of the Old Plaza (now occupied by 
a Standard Oil station) ; and the First American Capitol 
—El Cuartel—all occupying lands deeded to the City of 
Monterey, by Congress, in 1906. 

Here's hoping that the progress made during the last five 
years toward the preservation of the precious landmarks of 
the Old Pacific Capital—scenes of many dramatic episodes 
recorded in this volume—may proceed toward a definite 
objective—the Monterey History and Art Association 
a guiding influence. And it is not too much to hope that in 
the near future some great American, or some great American 
institution, may come forward to safeguard for all time 
America's most dramatic museum-piece among its famous 
Old Towns. Most dramatic, because it cannot be duplicated, 

East or West, North or South—historically, artistically, 
nor architecturally—the contributions of 

three civilizations. 

LAURA BRIDE POWERS 
February, 1934 

Serra Year 
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Foreword 

V 9 A/ONTEREY is one of the most 
historic spots in Western North America. As California's 
oldest capital, it is rich in history and colorful in tradition. 
T o preserve this precious heritage in written form, as well 
as in a museum of historical material, has been an ardent 
ambition of Mrs. Powers, hence this excellent book. 

In it she has presented the local history of Monterey 
against the background of the general history of California. 
But her main interest and her main contribution has been 
to bring together the significant and romantic tale of Mon­
terey itself, and thus to preserve much of value which other­
wise would become lost forever. 

As a result of her painstaking research she has brought 
many new facts to light, and straightened out more than 
one hitherto distorted episode. By her lively style, the re­
sult of long experience as a writer, Mrs. Powers has clothed 
her story with a large measure of human interest. 

Like every good book, this one is the product of a labor 
of love. The author has devoted many years to the preser­
vation of the historical landmarks of California. Her most 
recent achievement has been the rehabilitation of the Old 
Customs House in Monterey. In the public acquisition of 
other sites and their preservation for future generations she 
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has been similarly a leader. Her dream now is to restore the 
Plaza of the Old Capital to what it was in the days of 
Spain, Mexico and the Forty-Niners. This work of Mrs. 

Powers and her associates is not merely antiquarian. 
It is cultural and educational in the truest sense. 

God speed OLD MONTEREY! 

HERBERT EUGENE BOLTON 
Berkeley. October 17, 1933 
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Old (Dcmtereu 

V a D MONTEREY is the 

sanctuary of the Soul of California. 

In her Old Presidio church, the altar lamp has burned 

with never a break since the first white men settled in 

California, north of San Diego, in 1 7 7 0 . 

Every episode of major importance in California 

from that day to the discovery of gold, began, or ended, 

in Monterey—capital of the empire on the Pacific from 

the first. 

From those glamorous colonial days, the Old Capi­

tal holds in trust for California and for the rest of the 

United States: T w o beautiful old churches whose 

founding antedates the Declaration of Independence; 

a national military reservation—the Presidio of Mon­

terey—that was well beyond adolescence when the 



French Revolution broke on Paris; the Old Customs 

House, where ships of all nations were declaring their 

cargoes when Napoleon marched on Moscow; nearly 

a half-hundred lovely old adobe or sandstone houses, 

where the Soul has laughed, wept, prayed, sung, 

danced, lived and loved. T o walk in their gardens, to 

dream on their balconies, to sleep in their cool cham­

bers, to pray in their chapels, is to be re-born of the 

spirit. Under the moon, their witchery is inescapable. 

In no other part of California is the experience pos­

sible, although San Francisco, Santa Barbara and San 

Juan Bautista bear to a marked degree the Old Califor­

nia flavor—the warm, hospitable spirit of the Latins, 

conditioned by poignant pioneering in the then most 

inaccessible part of the White Man's World. 

Old Monterey is the result of the fusing of three 

nations, two of them rich with the heritage of old civi­

lizations, overlaid by rugged Cape Codders, who came 

a-whaling along the blue coast, liked it, tarried, married 

its daughters, grew rich, and became Don J turns instead 

of plain Mr. Johns. T h e procedure was common to all 

four presidial towns of Old California—San Francisco, 

San Diego, Santa Barbara, as well as Monterey—and 

the pueblos, San Jose, Los Angeles and Branciforte, 

with her outlying tanchos; but in the Capital was 

centered the Big Picture. Here the governors lived, with 

two or three exceptions, with grandiose simplicity and 

much gaiety. It was here the governors were launched 

with elaborate ceremony, or deposed with a quick 

gesture of revolt. Grand weddings and christenings 

took place in the old Royal Presidio Chapel of San 

Carlos de Borromeo de Monterey, that brought guests 
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from.San Diego, Santa Barbara, San Francisco and 

Sonoma. 

Juntas assembled here during the Spanish and Mex­

ican eras furnishing the excuse—if excuse be needed— 

for a baile gtande in the Customs House and a baile 
in every sala in town during the meeting, and a meri-
enda at Point Lobos and at Punta de Pinos. Such 

feasts! Empanadas, enchiladas, tortillas. A n d such 

wine! Imported, mostly, though some good wine was 

made at the Mission. And at fandangos, aguardiente. 
T h e n was there often need for the alcalde, he who 

picturesquely preceded the sheriff in the annals of early 

California law and order. Oh, it was a colorful life in 

the Old Capital, spreading out from the pueblo to the 

ranchos that stretched north to Mission San Juan Bau­

ds ta, and to Missions San Antonio and San Miguel on 

the south. Peace, and plenty for all, and an open door 

for the wayfarer. 

Old Monterey was made capital of the Californias 

in 1 7 7 6 , co-incident with Philadelphia, the working 

capital of the Atlantic colonies. Prophetic year, that! 

Here it was that the Stars and Stripes was officially 

raised by Commodore John Drake Sloat on a shining 

July day in 1846, notifying the world to keep hands 

off of California. And it was an envious world that 

looked on, for reports had filtered to remote countries 

of the alluring land that stretched in the sun along the 

Pacific, where life was serene, living easy and a climate 

of eternal summer. And when, one and a half years 

later, gold was discovered in California's northern 

mountains, that July flag-raising held a new and 

poignant significance. 
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Singularly, though, it was the discovery of gold that 

wrought the last phase of the decadence of Old M o n ­

terey in the exciting '40s. T h e cry of "Gold! G o l d ! " 

drawing men from the remotest parts of the world, 

drained the Old Capital of her cahalletos and hacien-
dados, leaving only her old men and her women at 

home. All off to the mines, most of them unprepared 

for the hardships they were soon to endure. 

T h a t the Soul did not desert its sanctuary in the cru­

cial hour is proof, if proof were needed, that gold is 

not the goal of the spirit. Over the ruined Mission San 

Carlos de Borromeo de Monterey del Carmelo, where 

rest the bones of the founders of California—sainted 

Junipero Serra,his loved companion, Fray Juan Crespi, 

and the great administrator, Fray Fermin Lasuen— 

it dwelt in solitude, sorrowfully perhaps at times at 

man's crass ingratitude. But the beauty of river and 

valley, mountain and sea, in which Serra had set down 

the Mission for his Indians, must have cheered the 

soul in its dark hour. But, assuming its omniscience, 

there was help ahead. A roof over the sanctuary; a 

flower for the tombs of the blessed dead who had 

brought civilization to California. Worshippers again 

at the shrine. A better day a-dawning. 

T h a t day has come—almost. Revolt against indif­

ference in high places will help. 

Foreshadowing its dawn were the literary and 

painter precursors—Robert Louis Stevenson, Charles 

Warren Stoddard, Daniel O'Connell, Bret Harte, Ina 

Coolbrith, Joaquin Miller, William Keith, Jo Strong, 

Jules Tavernier; and a bit later, Francis McComas, 

Charles J. Dickman, Evelyn McCormick and Charles 
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R o l l o Peters. Still later, came George Sterling. James 

Hopper, Frederick Becbdolt, M a r y Austin, and a host 

of other sensitized folk to w h a t is n o w Carmel, to 

write, paint, sculpt, and live humanly in the 

sage and lupine b y the sea—all of w h o m 

succumbed to the Soul that found 

sanctuary in O l d Monterey. 
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Barltj Uoijages to CDorttereu 

T 
J L T WAS a great day for the 

undreamed-of United States of North America when 

the Portuguese. Juan Rodriguez Cabrillo, sailed his 

two toy ships, flying the flag of Spain, into the harbors 

of California. Land of Mystery and Romance. He 

entered the harbors of San Diego, Santa Barbara and 

Monterey in 1542—sixty years after Columbus had 

given to the crowded Old World a place in which to 

spread out. Cabrillo started the game for us in Califor­

nia. New territory for adventure and joyous living. 

It was upon this dramatic voyage of discovery that 

Spain founded her claim to the vast empire of the Cali-

fornias, aided and abetted by the bull of Alexander V I , 

dividing the discovery rights of Spain and Portugal by 

meridian lines. 

T h e Land of Promise that lay dimly to the north 

of Cortez' Mexico was engaging the imagination of 

Europe.Tradition had established the "Strait of Anian" 

(Marco Polo) and a "great river at the north of the 

Island of California." " W h o knows," they said, "but 
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that these may lead to the Indies? Then we could take 
away the rich trade from the Italian cities/' ' I f the 
strait and the river unite somewhere at the north," said 
Spain, "what is to prevent England, France or Russia 
from reaching the Pacific Coast-—and my possessions on 
the blue ocean—by sailing across the Atlantic, through 
the waters of the north, and dropping down upon my 
American empire?" 

So it came about that Cabrillo sailed his small ships 
up the coast in the fall. He found himself off a high 
range of mountains, the tops of which were covered 
with snow (Nov. i i th) . It being San Martin's Day, the 
range became the San Martins, after the custom of the 
Spaniards. And for which the world has the grace to 
thank God, for the euphonious names that abound in 
California are a joy to all who love beautiful sound. 
(True, sometimes a barbarian mangles San Francisco 
into "Frisco," Los Angeles into "L . A . " San Bernar­
dino into "San Bardoo," but the tribe grows less.) 

Beating against adverse northwest winds, the San 
Salvador and the Vitoria, the latter without a deck, en­
tered a "noble harbor" on the 17th. Its southern point 
was covered with a forest of pine trees, so the explorer 
named it Pant a de Pinos—Point of Pines. And the bay, 
rimmed by banks of the whitest sand he had ever seen, 
he called Bahia de los Pinos. And Point Pinos it is 
unto today, named in the fall of 1542. New England, 
take notice. And upon it stands a lighthouse, to guide 
fisherfoik and ships from the ends of the earth into the 
Port of Monterey. 

Now comes the question: "Did the discoverer of 
California land on the shores of Punta de los Pinos?" 
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No. He anchored his ships in "forty-five fathoms" and 
in sight of a great river, that which was later called 
the Monterey, now the Salinas, in the general direction 
of Moss Landing. A heavy surf was running, and 
when an ugly wind blew up. the small vessels were 
forced to run out to the open sea. But already the little 
band of white men—the first that had visited California 
within recorded history—had formally taken posses­
sion of the country in the "name of God and the 
King." (God and Philip II.) For many years, the matter 
was a question of perpetual debate. But recent research 
of many historians on Pacific Coast voyages, notably 
Henry R.Wagner.supported by Dr. Herbert E. Bolton. 
Father Engelhardt. and other recognized authorities, 
proves that the question is out of the limbo of doubt. 

A word about the so-called "Cabrillo Point," now 
the site of the Hopkins Marine Station of Stanford 
University. In 1 9 1 3 , a group of historically-minded 
persons determined to erect a monument on Monterey 
Bay to honor its discoverer and the discoverer of Cali­
fornia—he who lies buried under the sands of the 
Island of San Miguel, off Santa Barbara, "unhonored 
and unsung." The architect selected the rocky point 
as a dramatic site for the tall concrete cross, in full 
possession of the facts surrounding the discovery. 
Plans were drawn, funds promised, and the matter was 
progressing when the World War arrested procedure. 
Cabrillo never entered the southern end of the bay, as 
far as is now known. The site was purely arbitrary. 
But some well-meaning though uninformed persons 
erected a white wooden cross on the site, bearing the 
inscription,"CABRILLO POINT."And as Cabrillo Point 
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it is down on the maps. How to get it off? Or to free 
Stanford University from the charge of having usurped 
holy ground? 

Following Cabrillo's entrance into the Puerto de los 
Pinos. and his tale of it—and that of his pilot. Barto-
lome Ferrelo, who carried out the discoverer's task as 
a fulfillment of a deathbed pledge—many voyagers 
sailed past the harbor on their way from Mexico to the 
Philippines; or. as in the case of Sir Francis Drake 
(*579) —'pirate or saint, but a great navigator in 
either group—sailing across the Pacific to get home. 
The most noted of the first group are: Francisco Gali. 
navigator and cosmographer. whose own story of his 
voyage came out in 1582. when he sailed gaily from 
Acapulco to Manila; and Sebastian Rodriguez Cer-
meno, whose ship, the Agustin, was wrecked in 1595, 
in what is now known as Drake's Bay; and who, with 
a crew of seventy men, set out for Mexico in an open 
boat, propelled by sweeps. Exposed to the elements, 
and short on provisions and water, they were not 
curious about what was going on—if anything—on the 
silent shores they passed. They were interested solely 
in getting home. Curiously, the entire crew arrived 
safely in Acapulco, somewhat the worse for wear. 
Cermeno was soon able to report to the viceroy in 
Mexico City. These, therefore, left no impress upon 
the Port of Pines. Until the coming of Sebastian 
Viscaino in the fall of 1602, things at the port were at 
a standstill. 

The arrival of Viscaino was Monterey's first expo­
sure to high-pressure publicity. When first his eyes 
rested upon the curved bay, with its rim of white 
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sand and its mountain-forests of pine, he liked it and 

said so. in no uncertain terms. 

T h e commander and his little fleet arrived ofF the 

San Martin mountains on Santa Lucia's Day. Decem­

ber 13th, and though his predecessor had named them 

in honor of San Martin, they went down on the new 

map as Sierra de Santa Lucia. And the Santa Lucias 

they are today, the mountains that shoot up abruptly 

from the sea, and that rise so gently from the fertile 

Carmel valley, over which they stand eternal guard. 

As the navigators passed, they named the river that 

waters it Rio del Catmelo. T h a t name, too, has sur­

vived the centuries. 

O n the 16th, the ships entered the port as the sun 

was dropping into the ocean—the San Diego, or La 
Capitana, the commander aboard; the Santo Tomas, 
or La Almitanta; and the Tres Reyes. T h e y had 
rounded the Point of Pines in a flood of red and gold, 

and dropped anchor well off shore in the opalescent 

waters of La Bahia de los Pinos. A weary lot of sailors 

snug in port. Landing was deferred till the morning. 

T h e beauty of the bay and its setting enthralled them, 

as they viewed it from their decks. 

Early the next day, Viscaino, with the Carmelite 

friars—Fathers Andres de la Asumpcion, Antonio de 

Ascension and Tomas de Aquino—together with the 

ship's officers, such seamen as could be spared, and 

those not below decks ill with scurvy, came ashore in 

small boats. T h e y landed in a little cove into which ran 

a small stream—the so-called rainy season. Near by 

stood an oak tree. Torquemada says of it, " T h e chapel 

was placed in the shadow of a large oak tree, some of 
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The founding of the Mission and the Presidio at Monterey, June 3, 1770, from an old 
painting. Fr. Junipero at the altar under "the oak tree/* Captain Gaspar de Portola 
kneeling in front of the Spanish standard. The f(San Antonio" stands off in the distance 



whose branches reached the water; and near it, in a 
small ravine, at about twenty paces, were some pools 
containing very good and sweet water." 

When all had assembled, the Carmelite friars said 
Mass, in honor of the Holy Spirit that had guided 
them through the perils of the deep. And, as incense 
rose on the morning air, the joyous hymn of the 
Church, Te Deum, was chanted in unison. And with as 
much ceremony as the little band in the wilds could 
summon, the country was again taken in the name of 
the king, this time in the name of Philip III. And the 
name of Monte Rey was formally bestowed upon the 
harbor—instead of Cabrillo's Bahia de los Pinos—in 
honor of Don Gaspar de Zuniga, Conde de Monte Rey, 
viceroy of Mexico. It was he who had sponsored the 
expedition of exploration.Thus on December 17, 1602 
—eighteen years before our Pilgrim Fathers landed on 
Plymouth Rock—Monterey had received its baptismal 
name. Monterey's Name-Day. 

After a simple feast, Viscaino and his officers held a 
council under the oak tree to decide two things: How 
and when to inform the viceroy of the results of the 
expedition—that Monte Rey had been entered and 
named; and what to do about the members of the 
crew ill with scurvy. (No knowledge then of anti­
scorbutics.) 

Indeed, very few had escaped the sea's scourge. The 
pilot of the Almitanta and his assistant were unable to 
leave their bunks. The sailing master of the Capitana 
and his assistant were staggering about on swollen feet. 
And sixteen of the soldiers and sailors had already gone 
"over the side" to a wet grave. 
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It was unanimously voted that the Almitanta be sent 
back at once with the sick, and news of the charting of 
the Port of Monte Rey. Though the captain. Toribio 
Gomez de Corvan, was himself stricken, it was agreed 
that upon him must fall the task of sailing her back to 
civilization. Father Tomas de Aquino, likewise ill. was 
to go along. After a touching farewell, strengthened by 
blessings of the Church, the stricken pioneers of the 
Western Sea were carried out to the ship. Manned by a 
handful of sailors, the ship reached Acapulco late in 
December. California was won thus early in pain and 
travail. 

Twenty-five men died on the way. in the greatest 
agony, making in all. forty-one of the little band to 
perish from hardships and scurvy since leaving Mexico. 
For God and the King! And yet we have it from 
Torquemada that Viscaino's expedition of 1602 was 
the best equipped and manned organization yet to 
leave Mexico. Grim forerunner of civilization on the 
West Coast. 

The desperately ill off to Mexico. Viscaino and his 
men spent two weeks exploring the port of Monterey 
and making notes. 

They moved camp over the hill to the Carmel river, 
where there was an abundance of good water. They 
had named the stream for the Carmelite friars on pass­
ing it on the 16th. (It is a coincidence, merely, that the 
mountains and sea bear a close resemblance to Mount 
Carmel of the Holy Land.) 

They boarded ship again on January 3, 1603 — 
brave, half-starved, still adventurous. Enthusiastic 
reports about theffPuetto el Famoso"wete tucked away 
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under the commander's ragged poncho. T h e y were off 

in search of Cape Mendocino. 

When they reached the Cape, landfall of ships from 

China and the Philippines bound for Mexico because 

of favorable winds and currents, only six of the entire 

company were able to walk. 

" A l l the soldiers, sailors, servants—even the cabin-

boys—were afflicted, and most of them had dropped 

into their bunks/' says Fr. Engelhardt. quoting the 

commander's log. 

And to try their courage further, violent storms 

arose, as is the habit of the sea in the neighborhood of 

the Cape, and Viscaino decided to turn back and run 

for La Paz. Lady Luck was against him. Another and 

wilder storm sent them flying, instead, up to forty-two 

degrees. T h e cartographer set it down as Cabo Blanco. 
Still Cape Blanco, and still frowning out on a rough 

sea. mariners riding it still with anxiety. 

So cold there, says Viscaino. that the few on whom 

devolved the sailing of the ship suffered doubly. N o 

rest, no chance to escape the bite of the wind that cut 

into their salt-wet flesh, almost naked to the storm. 

And long ago they had begun to cut down rations. As 

for clothing, most of it had disappeared with wind and 

weather. 

Storms must blow themselves out. T h e winds shift­

ed, as winds will, and the gallant little flagship right­

about-faced. And on January 20th, she was headed for 

Mexico and home. 

N o stop in Monte Rey this time. But at Santa Bar­

bara she dropped anchor for water and repairs. But of 

the entire crew only three soldiers were on their feet. 
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The other ships had experienced the same fate. On 
the Capitana only the pilot. Estevan Lopez, and four 
of his gallant soldiers survived their service to the king. 
Only six of the whole valiant crew returned to hear 
the huzzahs of the Mexican capital. Beautiful Califor­
nia was dearly won. 

Viscaino himself arrived in Mexico at the end of 
May. preparing now his report of the voyage, for "our 
lord, the King." It was a brilliant report, the explorer 
massing his material in convincing form. Superfi­
cial observers, themselves negative personalities, have 
charged Viscaino with gross exaggeration. That he 
possessed the qualities of a super-salesman is admitted. 
He knew how to phrase his observations in vivid terms, 
because he saw vividly. And besides—he wanted to go 
back. Who could blame him? He had played the game, 
and won. He had staked more than his all. 

He wanted to go back to found the colonies that 
Philip II and his slow son, Philip III, had decreed 
should be established in Alta California. The explorer 
was selling himself for the job. Just the high-powered 
salesman ahead of his time, "believing in what he had 
to sell." And he must be given due credit for selling 
California—and Monterey most particularly—to the 
world. The first press agent in the Far West. 

That nothing tangible at the time resulted from his 
sacrifice—it is said that he had mortgaged even his 
loved young son to help equip his expedition—is due 
to the fact that Spain was too busy with England and 
Holland to be seriously concerned about far-away col­
onies, important though they were to her politically. 

All Europe at the time was beset with turmoil. Spain 
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had neither funds nor enterprise to follow up Viscaino. 
until the Russian bear began to amble down from the 
frozen north. Like many another brave soul. Don 
Sebastian died with his unrealized dream floating in 
his brain, a gallant sailor and a dramatic figure to the 
end. His portrait must stand beside those of other 
great Spanish pioneers of a heroic age—Balboa. Cortez. 
Cabrillo. Diaz. Coronado, Garces, Escalante. Kino. 
Serra, Crespi, Portola, Rivera. Fages, Ortega. Anza. 
and the rest who opened Western America to the world. 

One of the most significant facts about the expedition 
were the orders issued to Viscaino—a set of twenty-
seven instructions. While they were largely concerned 
with the matter of holding councils aboard ship, to 
decide important questions, the outstanding command 
concerned the treatment of the Indians. He was to 
treat them well, and "under no circumstances, to fol­
low them into the interior"—that an assault upon an 
Indian would bring the death penalty to the offender. 

Spaniards in Mexico were already revolting against 
the cruelties that certain leaders among them had 
perpetrated upon the natives of the New World. 
Abuses had sprung up on encomiendas or grants, that 
none foresaw, bringing reproof and bitter criticism 
from humanitarians in authority, among whom were 
the royal Philips; and usually the ecclesiastics. As a 
matter of fact, it was to prevent excesses among greedy, 
hard-boiled encomiendetos that the Jesuits, Francis­
cans, Dominicans and Augustinians were sent with the 
various expeditions. Spain's definitely expressed policy 
toward the natives of the New World was one of kind­
ness, manifest in all of the early records—that the 
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elements of Christianity be brought to them; and that 

chapels to attain that end be built on each encomienda. 
All. of course, in the cause of colonization. As the na­

tives living on the land went automatically with the 

grant, abuses soon sprang up, human nature being 

what it is—then as now—and the Indians became 

slaves, holding no land rights whatsoever. A fact to be 

remembered, when we consider the Mission system in 

Alta California where the Mission lands and accumu­

lated property were held in trust for the Indians by 

the Franciscans—in a communal form, in accordance 

with Spanish and Mexican law. What happened at 

Carmel Mission will thus be better understood. 

Standing on the spot upon which Viscaino stood 

(beside the Presidio gate), as he unfurled the flag of 

Spain and drew his sword in salute toward the shining 

water, one cannot but reflect upon the fate of the 

Indian, whose land was thus taken from him, promises 

of kings and laws on parchment notwithstanding. 

Incidentally, the spot where these first white visi­

tors in Monterey knelt to pray, has been preserved for 

all time, due to the foresightedness of a group of 

historically-minded men and women, assisted by the 

people of California. T h e area was purchased in 1904, 

and presented to the State, through the legislature of 

1905. It bears the inscription: "LANDING PLACE OF 
SEBASTIAN VISCAINO, 1602 ; JUNIPERO SERRA, I 7 7 0 . " 

What of the oak tree under whose shade Monterey 

was named and Mass sung? It was standing when the 

purchase was made. It was then a noble, wide-spreading 

healthy tree—California's "Charter Tree"—the inspi­

ration behind the purchase of the land it stood on. But 
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came a time for "town improvements"'—though some 
lay it to an ambitious post commander—and the mouth 
of the historic ravine was filled in, widening the en­
trance to the Presidio and creating a street to the north, 
where formerly had been a bridge. So the old tree 
stood ankle deep in water for three years or more, 
when, chilled and discouraged, death slowly crept upon 
it. The corpse was not pleasant to gaze upon, and sen­
sitive workmen threw it into the water. Suddenly some 
patriot discovered its lifeless body floating out to sea, 
and effected a rescue. Then, chairs were made of its 
drowned body, and they stand about to accuse Mon-
tetenos to the end of time. Part of its trunk stands in 

the back of San Carlos Church. Incidentally, a new 
oak tree has been planted near the site of the 

Viscaino-Serra tree, in partial reparation 
for the inhumanity of a kind and 

humane people who "did 
not think." 
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*Portola's CDarcK to (Donteretj 

GAP of a century and a 
half elapsed before white men again set foot upon the 
soil of Monterey. 

The Russians were sailing out of their white seas, 
luxuriating in warm waters, hunting otter and seal, 
and growing rich in their enterprise. Slowly they were 
making their way into Spanish territory. 

Something had to be done to stop that. 
"England has been the nation we have had to keep 

our eye on," said the Spaniards. "And now come these 
hairy Russians to annoy us." 

A conference in Mexico City was called to consider 
the new menace. Decision was made to occupy Alta 
California at once. They called Fray Junipero Serra, 
Franciscan zealot, with nine years' brilliant service 
among the Indians in the Sierra Gordas, to meet in La 
Paz with Don Jose Galvez, visitadot-general. These 
two, then, were entrusted to plan the entire enterprise, 
Serra to execute it. At last his dream was come true. 
Thus the Russian bear became the Franciscan's ally. 
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T h e dramatic story of the departure of the expedi­

tions from M e x i c o for San Diego and M o n t e r e y — 

t w o b y land and t w o by sea ( t w o . lest one be lost) , need 

not be gone into here. N o t until we behold Captain 

Gaspar de Portola, plumed and caparisoned, riding out 

of the palisade at San Diego, at the head of his column 

of dragoons, at last on his w a y to Monterey. W i t h 

banners flying and cutlasses flashing in the morning 

sun. the "leather-jackets." muleteers, pack-mules and 

subsistence cattle clattered out of camp, July 14, 1 7 6 9 . 

Sixty-seven souls in all. 

Mass had been sung early in the morning for the 

success of the undertaking, as the last important detail 

of preparation. Fr. Serra, officiating under the green 

arbor—emamada—'that served as California's "First 

T e m p l e , " had bestowed his blessings. Fray Junipero, 

Padre Presidente, was remaining behind. He had work 

to d o — t h e Mission and the Presidio of San Diego 

to be founded. A l l of his fortitude was summoned, as 

he watched the command march off to Monterey—the 

Monterey of his dreams—without him; his farewell 

words to Fray Francisco Palou, left at San Xavier, 

ringing in his ears—"Farewell, farewell, until M o n t e ­

rey." W e l l , next time he'd go. 

A s the expedition straightened out for its long trek 

through the wilderness, we note a remarkable group of 

men in the column. 

T h e outstanding figures were D o n Gaspar, riding 

ahead; Fray Juan Crespi, diarist; his companion, Fray 

Francisco G o m e z , in the cowl, g o w n and sandals of St. 

Francis, jogging along beside h i m ; sometimes riding, 

most often walking, after the spirit of the M a n of 
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Assisi; Captain Fernando Rivera y Moncado, a peppery 

soul and a good soldier, destined to become governor 

of the new province. T h e n there rode a proud son of 

old Spain, grave Jose Francisco Ortega. T h o u g h bear­

ing now only the rank of sergeant, character and brains 

were soon to win him a high place in the new land. His 

was the task to ride ahead daily with a group of sol­

diers, select the passage of easiest resistance, cut away 

trees and chaparral, ride back to camp, and conduct the 

expedition forward. 

Ortega and his men covered every foot 

of territory three times, not only from San Diego to 

Monterey and later to San Francisco, but from Mexico 

to San Diego—and poorly equipped at that. 

Another good soldier, but a domineering fellow, 

Lieutenant Pedro Fages, jogged along, humming as he 

rode, rejoicing at his good fortune in being so far north 

of his wife, the imperious Dona Eulalia. Of both we 

shall hear more. For Fages became governor of the 

province ere long, and the amenities demanded that he 

bring his lady to Monterey—already officially desig­

nated the capital of both Californias. 

Scurvy, grim specter of travel, whether by land or 

sea, began to lay its hand upon the explorers. After the 

third week, we visualize them advancing with litters, 

neophyte Indians from Lower California bearing the 

sufferers over the new trails. 

Some died, relieving the Indians. Sorrowfully, with 

full Christian ritual, they were laid away—sometimes 

by a Castilian rosebush, suggesting happier days in 

Spain. Always a crude cross at their heads. California's 

first martyrs to western civilization. 

2 2 



T h e y reach a "high sierra." on the maps of Cabrera 

Bueno (following Viscaino and other cartographers) 

as the Santa Lucias. T h e y must make a detour around 

it. " T h e roughest part of our journey," says Crespi, 

diarist of the expedition. More than two months had 

passed. Food was running low. T h e Spaniards were 

not hunters, like the English and Americans—for the 

country abounded in game. Deer, antelope, elk, and 

bears—grizzly, brown and black—roamed the hills and 

valleys; and the sea and rivers held an abundance of 

fish and water-fowl. One cannot but wonder why they 

should go hungry in a country so rich in game. Custom 

and slow adaptability. Spain, not even New Spain, 

fostered hunting. Bullfights probably filled their psy­

chological needs. 

T h e explorers emerged on October ist, on a wide 

plain (now Salinas V a l l e y ) , yellow with tall mustard, 

through which they had to cut their way. T h e y made 

camp within a league and a half of the long-sought-for 

Bay of Monterey. T h e prize almost in sight. 

Crespi relates that " T h e commander, the engineer 

[Costanso] and myself, with five soldiers, went to sur­

vey the shore. We ascended a little hill [Mulligan Hill, 

Engelhardt concludes] and from the summit we beheld 

a roadstead, or open bay, and we conjectured that it 

was the one Cabrera Bueno put between Point Ano 

Nueva and Point Pinos de Monterey. For we saw this 

point covered with tall pines and it must be that the 

Port of Monterey is near it." 

Portola moved his camp across the Salinas, marched 

south-southeast, and camped near one of the lagoons 

on grounds now occupied by Hotel Del Monte. Later 
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the cavalcade moved over the hill to Carmel River, to 
extend the search for Monterey Bay. unrecognized at 
close view. Besides, here was fresh water. 

For six trying days the explorers strained their eyes 
and their equanimity, trying to discover the bay. And 
there lay the bay before them. "They couldn't see the 
forest for the trees." 

Says Bancroft, "believing, yet doubting, they look 
out over the bay and harbor of Monterey, then pass 
on, wondering, 'Where is Monterey?' " 

It must be taken partly in explanation of what ap­
pears to have been crass stupidity that the latitudes 
failed to tally, owing to faulty instruments; also that 
the explorers were on the ground in summer, when the 
rivers and "criks" in California, as everybody knows, 
sink underground; and that Viscaino had made his ob­
servations in December and January, amid heavy rains 
and storms, when the rivers run full. And his maps, 
which guided Cabrera Bueno, now in Portola's hands, 
showed "a ravine watered by a rivulet, flowing into a 
sheltered cove south of Point Pinos." (Viscaino's Land­
ing Place.) 

"But where is the rivulet?" they ask each other. Per­
haps too tight a belt and too deep a weariness had 
slowed down their imaginations. But not their courage, 
however, as events of the next day or two proved. 

"Who knows but the sands have filled up the bay, 
since Viscaino was here," says one; then another. But 
that would be a poor alibi to offer the king. On that 
point all were agreed. Their task was to find the port. 

So on October 4th—St. Francis Day—Portola called 
a council solemnly to decide what should be done—to 
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push on, and find Monterey Bay further north, or to 
return and confess failure. 

More scurvy, less food, clothing torn to tatters by 
underbrush, the horses and pack-mules worn out. and 
a long way from home. And no news of the supply-
boat San Jose. That was the crowning blow. No news 
of her since she sailed from San Bias with provisions, 
clothing, medicines, seeds and cattle for the Missions 
and Presidios to be founded. It was years before the 
truth grew upon them that the San Jose was lost, with 
all on board. "Hope practised is hope increased." 

Fathers Crespi and Gomez intoned the Mass in 
honor of the feast day of the radiant "Troubadour of 
the Lord," whose habit they wore. All attended, even 
the sick. They were set down by the Indians under 
the shade of the envamada, near the altar, on their 
litters of fragrant pines. 

"Let every man speak his mind," said Portola, a 
fair-minded, brave, understanding leader. "Speak up, 
men, so that whatever is done is the wish of all." 

A frank discussion ensued, in which none of the 
difficulties were depreciated, none exaggerated. The 
decision was unanimous. "Push on! Monterey Bay, if 
not obliterated by sand or earth convulsion, must be 
farther north. Who can tell?" 

Crespi's note is interesting, sounding the spirit of 
the command: "All the officers unanimously voted that 
the journey be continued as the only expedient that re­
mained, in the hope, with the favor of God, of reaching 
Monterey and finding in it the packet-boat San Jose, 
which would relieve all necessities. And that if God 
should permit that all perish, we shall have complied 
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with our duty to God and to men. while working to­

gether till death, or success of the enterprise entrusted 

to us." 

"Greater love than this no man hath." 

So three days after the die had been cast, the march 

north was taken up. 

Don Gaspar lifted his sword, glinting in the early 

sun, and the cavalcade fell into motion. T h e y crossed 

the bar at the mouth of Carmel River, followed the 

hollows and hills, and reached their former camp near 

the lagoon in Monterey. T h e y reconnoitered near Point 

Pinos. Still no recognition of the bay. T h e latitudes 

failed to agree, the rivulet at the landing place was not 

to be seen. Bone dry, and filled with dead leaves. 

Each day's march was a repetition of its predecessor 

—disappointment, hope, death, hope. Anxious scout­

ing hourly. N o w from the shore, now from the hill­

top. " N o t yet. Farther o n ! " 

T h e y reached a mass of "lofty hills," says Crespi, 

"that impede our progress. Sergeant Ortega took some 

men with him to cut a road down the declivity. When 

we reached the summit," he goes on, "we beheld a 

grand bay formed by a point of land which runs far 

out into the ocean, and appears to be an island. 

And to the west-northwest, six or seven white 

fatallones — rocky islets —are seen [still 

The Fatallones]. And following 
the shore of the bay, some 

white cliffs are distin­

guishable." 
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San Francisco Sail Discovered 

OW THEIR latitudes almost 
check—thirty seven and one-half degrees. 

But it is not Monterey Bay. That is clear. It dawns 
upon them that it is old San Francisco Bay—now 
known as Drake's Bay. under Point Reyes. Monterey 
Bay must have been missed. Where? How? 

There were the "white cliffs" ahead, gleaming in the 
October sun. that prompted Drake to name the new 
land New Albion, in memory of the white cliffs of Old 
England. 

They were looking now from the brown hills upon 
the little bay yonder, named by Cermeno in 1595, for 
Francis of Assisi (landing either September 17th or 
October 4 t h ) . whose ship San Agustin lay rotting on 
its bottom. The original Bay of San Francisco. 

Again the doubters. "We do not believe that to be 
the old Bay of St. Francis. Nor do we believe we have 
passed Monterey Bay." Portola. perplexed, called his 
council together. 

Sergeant Ortega had ridden out at sunrise with a 
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group of soldiers to survey the land in the neighbor­
hood of Point Reyes. And hunters went forth under 
orders to return with food. 

Marching north and east, they discovered an "inlet" 
and an "inland sea." The first white men to set eyes 
upon what is now known as San Francisco Bay. The 
date was November i , 1769. The honor is Ortega's; 
Portola's only by right of command. 

Returning to camp on November 3rd. they report 
the impossibility of examining the port of St. Francis, 
as they would have to use boats; and boats they had 
not. And: "They had seen a great estuary to the east, 
said by Indians to run far into the land." 

Thus, searching for Monterey Bay, they had fallen 
upon a hitherto unknown bay that soon took over the 
name of the little bay below Point Reyes—San Fran­
cisco. And the little bay below Point Reyes took over 
the name—not of its discoverer, who was Cabrillo 
( 1 5 4 2 ) , but of Drake, who had careened his ship, The 
Golden Hind, on its shores, in 1 5 7 9 . 

There were those among the weary band with suf­
ficient mental vigor, in spite of their infirmities, to 
know they had made a great discovery—the hunters 
who had made report of a "great inland sea" among 
them. "Very well," said the kill-joys, "we grant you a 
new body of water has been found that the navies of 
the world may ride upon. But it is not the Port of 
Monterey. And it was Monterey we were sent out to 
find, and to plant a Presidio and a Mission there. So let us 
turn back, since we cannot go forward without ships, 
and head for Point Pinos, and take new bearings." 

They reached the Salinas plain again; they camped 
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Junipero Setta, founder of Old California, 
by William Keith 



again by the fresh water lagoon near Del Monte. And 
finally made camp on the south bank of the Carmelo 
(November 2 8 t h ) — the same spot from which they 
reconnoitered on the march north. They set up their 
camp on the highest point of the rise, up from the 
water—back of "masses of large smooth rocks on the 
shore"—just across the bar (Oliver's Ranch). Here 
they set up a large cross of pine, one that could readily 
be seen by a passing ship, hoping still that the San Jose 
might yet be blown back on her course. Tighter belts, 
more scurvy. Someone brought into camp some wild 
blackberries (probably from San Jose canyon) and some 
wild geese. A feast. Hunger drove them into the un­
accustomed role of hunters, even to the stalking of bear 
later on the march. And they had come to like the 
"tamales" the Indians brought, made of seeds and 
acorn meal. The Indian, thusly, not the Spaniard, is the 
author of the toothsome tamale. Cabrillo and Viscaino 
both were entertained by the Indians all along the coast 
with tamales—their native foods wrapped in leaves. 

Crespi, like Serra, a cheerful and an energetic soul, 
was a source of unfailing inspiration. From his hours 
of prayer, his faith and love, he fed his own courage, 
and from it fed the others. But he did not know that 
the San Jose would never appear, with its precious 
store of provisions. He prayed for its safety. 

They reconnoitered from the banks of the Carmel, 
noting the beauty of the Santa Lucias, of Point Lobos, 
just beyond, with its tragic cypresses and purple cav­
erns. They noted carefully every landmark along the 
shore, as well as those inland, and prepared to break 
camp. Back to San Diego. Perhaps to Mexico. 
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Early on December ioth, the Indians shouldered 
their litters; the signal was given to pull out. "Surely," 
they said, "Monterey Bay must have filled up with 
sand. Else how has it eluded us?" 

But before they departed, they wrote a sign on the 
cross. "Dig at the foot, and ye shall find writing." In 
a receptacle they deposited a plea that the discoverers 
follow down the coast and keep a sharp lookout for 
them "ere they perish." From November 28th until 
December ioth, they had camped here, hungry and 
wistful, their task unfulfilled. Of course, they had the 
San Jose in mind. Perhaps she was awaiting them in 
the elusive bay. One of the early mysteries of the Pacific 
sea. No trace of her was ever discovered. 

The return march covered practically the same ter­
rain as in the trek north. And, strangely enough, Don 
Gaspar brought his command into San Diego without 
losing a man, January 24,1770.True,only the hardiest 
were left. They were learning to fend for themselves. 
The commander, a realist, accepted the distasteful 
truth, and rode into camp at San Diego, chin up. Six 
months lost, and a heavy toll of men and money. 

Fray Junipero, eagerly awaiting word from Monte­
rey, was ecstatic at their return. How long they were 
gone! How lonely it was in the wilderness! 

All were embraced as they entered the stockade 
surrounding the Mission. But it was a sorry lot that 
staggered out to meet them. They, too, had been sub­
sisting on short rations, while scanning the horizon 
daily for the San Jose. 

How good that all were together again! What if 
they had not achieved their end, were they not led to 
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re-discover the old B a y of St. Francis and to discover 

a new "inland sea?" A n d . besides, to fail is the oldest 

experience of man. Serra lived his Franciscanism. 

" C o m e — y o u must go back," said Serra. "and this 

time I wil l go w i t h y o u . " A n d they thanked G o d they 

were together once more, and that, united, they w o u l d 

find the bay of Monterey. B u t in their silent moments, 

every member of the Portola party wondered and 

doubted. Hunger, scurvy, and weariness still 

haunted them. W o u l d supplies come 

from M e x i c o ? 
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n 0 n to CDortteretj" 

A 
# i R O U N D the campfirc, 

belts still tight, but health returning, the tender subject 

of abandoning California was brought up. It had been 

going the rounds for weeks. N o w it was in the open. 

Portola made the fact clear that, unless a supply-

ship arrived, and soon, he was for returning to Mexico. 

He spoke as a soldier in command of troops. Their 

welfare was his responsibility. 

Meantime, Fray Junipero and Commander Vila had 

checked over the story of the disappointed explorers 

with the map of Cabrera Bueno. 

"There," cried Serra. "There is Monterey Bay. Y o u 

were camped right on it—right here. And here is the 

spot where Viscaino landed, took the country and Mass 

was sung under that oak tree. And here is the Carmel 

River, and here are the Santa Lucias, that forced you 

down into the broad valley." Clear-headed Serra. 

As they gathered about him, the truth dawned. 

T h e y had looked for Monterey Bay, while for weeks 

they slept on it. W h y ? Just one of those things. But 

32 



their chagrin was eased by the realization of their dis­
covery of San Francisco Bay. many times larger and 
safer for His Majesty's galleons than Monterey Bay. 

But the incontestable fact remained that they had 
been commissioned "to find and occupy Monterey." 

The decision of Portola and the men to return to 
Mexico saddened Serra. who replied: "Then, in that 
event. Father Juan [Crespi] and I shall remain." He 
was not the man to permit his and Galvez' plan of 
colonization and Christianization of California to fail. 

He entered into a compact with Portola to remain 
at San Diego until the 20th (March. 1 7 7 0 ) . feast-day 
of St. Joseph, patron of the expedition. He ordered a 
Novena. that St. Joseph be petitioned to intercede for 
them before the High Throne; that a relief-ship be sent 
before the fatal day. Every man, ill or well, attended. 

We can see Serra with his friend, Father Juan, as­
cending to the brow of the hill to scan the sea for a sail, 
many times in the long day. And always when the sun 
was dropping into the quiet ocean. 

As yet, no sail, and the 20th was near. 
The men would begin to pack on the morrow. 
On the eve of the 20th, the Padres ascended the hill 

for their daily vigil. They would soon be alone in the 
wilderness. Suddenly Serra cried out, "What's that?" 

" A sail! A sail!" 
Tacking back and forth, the supply-ship soon came 

into sight. It was the San Antonio. She had been blown 
far out of her course, and for days had been trying to 
make port. She made it in time to save the day. 

Thus California was saved for God and the King. 
And, incidentally, for the United States, in the fullness 
of time. 
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The San Antonio brought everything the pilgrims 
needed—medicines, food, clothing, and cattle, seeds for 
necessary planting and needed church appurtenances. 

Faith had saved the day. 
Appointing a guard to protect the Mission and Pre­

sidio of San Diego, and two friars to carry on the work 
of teaching and preaching, Fray Junipero loaded the 
San Antonio with the elementary things that were 
needed to start a community, and sailed for Monterey. 

Gaspar de Portola and his dragoons had already 
clanked noisily out of the Presidio, and were headed 
north once more, this time better equipped than before. 
For one thing, they knew where they were going. And 
more important, they had already beaten out their 
trails. 

So, once again, that valiant soldier, Sergeant Jose 
Ortega, led the advance guard. Not such hard going this 
time, though in many places the scouting party was 
forced to cut its way through new growth. But, as 
before, the Indians were friendly, many accompanying 
them long distances as marks of friendship. 

The overland command reached Monterey a few 
days before the San Antonio. 

They pitched camp near the Viscaino landing-place, 
but soon moved over the hill to the old Carmel River 
camp. There they set up shelters near the cross they 
had erected the year before, that bore the inscription: 
"Dig at the foot of this cross and ye shall find writing." 
There it was, the message intact. No white man had 
seen it, obviously, to heed their plea. But they had sur­
vived, and now were back at the scene of their travail, 
ready to execute the commission that had eluded them. 
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From the high Carmel bank, it was easy to watch 
for the San Antonio. On the eve of May 28th she was 
sighted. All breathed more easily, for the Padre Prest-
dente was aboard. A cheer went up. 

The big cross was now a bit the worse for wear, its 
cross-arm having slipped its mooring. It was festooned 
with strings of shells and fish, more or less decrepit; 
but it was apparently highly regarded by the Indians, 
who told the Spaniards that the cross used to reach up 
to the stars at night, and shine. The gleam could be 
explained by phosphorous emanating from the pisca­
torial decorations. It does not, however, explain its 
vertical elasticity. 

On the morning of the 29th, the whole command 
was early in motion, going over the hill to greet the San 
Antonio, already come to anchor in the bay. 

Volleys of firearms from the Viscaino landing-place 
voiced a welcome to the little ship. It was returned with 
gusto. 

Soon a small boat was seen to leave the ship, Fray 
Junipero in the prow. He landed in the little cove, 
whose small stream lost itself in the lapping waves. 

He gathered up his habit and stepped ashore, his 
bare feet touching the waters that he had so long hun­

gered to see. The commander and his men rushed 
forward to greet him with embraces. They 

were at last together—at Monterey. Now 
the spot was to be known as the 

Serra Landing-Place as well 
as Viscaino's. 
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Founding ^Presidio and CDission 

^^/iTH SUCH pageantry and 
color as Church and State could summon in the new 
land, Monterey was born, June 3, 1770. 

The officers and men of the San Antonio and the 
dragoons, Portola at their head, were assembled early. 
Cannon from shore and ship saluted the day. 

A large cross had been set up on the side of the 
ravine, near the spot where the Carmelites had said 
Mass in 1602. Near it floated the Spanish standard. 

In Father Serra's own words, the historic ceremonial 
proceeded as follows: 

"On the holy day of Pentecost, June 3rd, after 
having gathered all the officers of the sea and land, and 
all the rest of the people by the side of the little ravine 
and oak where the Fathers of that other expedition 
[Viscaino] had held their celebration, an altar was 
erected, the bells hung up and rung, the hymn Veni 
Creator was sung and the water blessed, and finally a 
cross erected and the royal standards set up. I then sang 
the first Mass which we suppose had been celebrated 
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here since that long ago; and we sang the Hail to Oat 
Lady before the image of our Most Illustrious Queen, 
which occupied the altar. After that I preached a ser­
mon to the assembled people. 

"After the service had been concluded with Te 
Deum, the officers performed the ceremony of taking 
formal possession of the land in the name of the King, 
our lord (whom may God keep). We afterwards ate 
our dinner together under a shade on the beach. The 
whole service had been accompanied with much thun­
der and powder, both on land and from the ship. T o 
God alone be given all the honor and glory." 

The stage was set, now, for the development of the 
Mission of San Carlos de Borromeo de Monterey and 
the Presidio of Monterey. 

One of the first things to be done was to dispatch the 
San Antonio to Mexico to convey the information to 
the viceroy that Monterey was occupied—that the Mis­
sion and the Presidio had been successfully founded. It 
may be said in passing that when the news reached 
Mexico, the viceroy ordered all church bells in the 
city to be rung, and a general holiday to be declared 
throughout the country. Spain's frontier had been 
pushed farther north, a new barrier against foreign 
aggression. 

In browsing through the official diaries that are the 
chief sources of information of these pioneer days of 
California, one cannot but compare them with the 
pioneering days on the Atlantic coast. If the Spaniards 
endured bitter hardships in the West, they at least were 
not badgered by the cold winters and scorching sum­
mers that beset our Anglo-Saxon forefathers. But the 
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