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FOR
My Dephews and Wieces

who have had little opportunity of knowing their uncle, except
through his public services and official records, these extracts
have been made from his private letters while in command of
the Cyane, during the war with Mexico.

They will give some glimpses of the principles, convictions,
and traits of character that were the sources of his success,
and of the respect, affection, and confidence he inspired.

From a child, his highest ambition was to do right; to
use the abilities and opportunities given him in the best man-
ner, and be thoroughly efficient in every duty. He valued
commendation only as an encouragement to these endeavors,
and a pleasure and satisfaction to his parents and friends.
Every success was but an incentive to do better; and his
highest earthly reward was the approbation of those he loved.

A brief synopsis of the cruise of the Cyane, found among'
his papers (and given at the request of Admiral C. R. P.
Rodgers to the United States Naval Institute), induced a re-
perusal of the letters of that period, and gave the impulse to
the extracts following.

S.M.D. P
Louviers, March, 1885.
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CRUISE OF THE U. S. SHIP CYANE

DURING THE YEARS 1845-48.

Prom the Papers of her Commander, the late Rear-Admiral S. F. Du Pont.

HE Cyane was commissioned in July, and sailed from

Norfolk on the 10th of August, 1845, under Captain Wm.
Mervine, destined for the Pacific station. After calling at
Rio Janeiro, Valparaiso, and Callao, she reached Mazatlan,
on the west coast of Mexico, in January, 1846, where she
found the American squadron, under Commodore Sloat, watch-
ing the course of events in that republic.

A few weeks after, a special messenger arrived from the
United States, who was conveyed in the Cyane, first to the
Sandwich Islands, and thence to Monterey, in Upper Califor-
nia; the ship immediately rejoining the Commodore at Mazat-
lan on the 30th of April, where she found, in addition, the
English rear-admiral with his line-of-battleship and two
other vessels of his fleet, having, it was supposed, an eye to
the movements of the American Commodore.

The Cyane sailed for Monterey again in May, arriving
there on the 20th of June. On the 2d of July the flagship
Savannah arrived. With these two ships, and the Levant,
Captain Page, Commodore Sloat took possession of Monterey
and proclaimed American authority in the Territory of Cali-
fornia. As Captain Mervine commanded the landing party,
his ship had the honor of furnishing and hoisting the first
American flag. Two days later, the 9th June, the Portsmouth,
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Captain Montgomery, took possession of the bay of San Fran-
cisco, hoisting the flag at its principal town, Yerba Buena.
Through his arrangements it was flying a few days after at
Sutter’s Fort, on the Sacramento, at Sonoma, and Bodega, all
of which was announced on the 14th of July, in a general
order by Commodore Sloat.

On the 14th July, the frigate Congress, Commodore Stock-
ton, arrived at Monterey. She was a timely accession to the
squadron, for foreign interference was still anticipated by some,
and, as if in confirmation of it, on the following day the
Collingwood, 80, Rear—Admiral Sir George Seymour, anchored
in the harbor, while the Juno frigate was at San Francisco.
‘Whatever might have been the orignal intention, the game
was blocked. .

Commodore Sloat having relinquished the command of
the squadron to Commodore Stockton, the command of the
Savannah frigate became vacant, and was assigned to Captain .
Mervine, who was succeeded in the Cyane by Commander Du
Pont, on the 23 July, 1846. The ship was dispatched imme-
diately to San Diego, having first received on board Major
Frémont’s battalion, which had reached Monterey about ten
days after its occupation by the squadron.

- The Cyane ran down to San Diego in three days, where
she made a prize of the Mexican brig Juanita, just prepar-
ing to leave the harbor, on board of which forty thousand per-
cussion caps were found,—an opportune and acceptable seiz-
ure, A party of sailors and marines under Lieutenant
Rowan were immediately landed, who marched up to the
town, took possession, hoisted the flag, and left the marine guard
to garrison it. In the evening Major Frémont landed with
a portion of his detachment, and the remainder followed the
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next day. Their object was to procure horses, and to oper-
ate in conjunction with Commodore Stockton upon Los An-
geles, the capital. All communication was cut off by land,
and the launch was sent to San Pedro to report to Commo-
dore Stockton the capture of San Diego. The launch return-
ed with orders for the Cyane to join him at San Pedro. On
her way up, the ship made a prize of the Mexican brig
Primavera, from San Blas. In the meantime the Commodore
had marched on Los Angeles, and General Castro, falling
back, had made good his retreat, the California battalion not
having been able to procure horses in time to intercept him,
as originally planned.

The conquest of California having been thus effected by
the squadron, successively under Commodores Sloat and Stock-
ton, the Cyane was despatched to blockade on the west coast
of Mexico, and to cruise in the Gulf of California. She
sailed from San Pedro on the 24th of August with a limited
supply of provisions, leaving behind her marine guard to as-
sist in holding the territory. The ship arrived at San Blas
on the 2d day of September, and captured two Mexican ves-
sels entering the harbor with valuable cargoes for the intetior
of Mexico. A reconnoitring party was sent on shore, which
spiked all the guns that could be seen, good, bad, and indif:
ferent, thirty-four in number, and the ship sailed for Mazat-
lan. Off this port she met the Warren, Captain Hull, block-
ading and endeavoring to procure funds for the squadron:
her boats, under Lieutenants Radford and Renshaw and Aect-
ing Master Montgomery, had just cut out the brig Mulek
Adhel in handsome style. The Cyane passed on to the bay
of La Paz, Lower California, and anchored at dark in the
harbor of Pichilingue. Her boats were despatched to the
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harbor and town of La Paz, six miles higher, where seven
Mexican vessels, brigs, schooners, and small craft, laid up for
the hurricane season, were made prizes. One of these, a fine
Baltimore-built schooner, the Julia, was fitted out, officered and
manned, and despatched to Upper California, where, through-
out the subsequent difficulties, for more than a year, she ren-
dered important service as one of the squadron.

Arrangements were made with Don Mirando Palacios, the
Governor of Lower California, for the neutrality of the prov-
ince. Water was procured, and such supplies as the place
afforded. The Warren came in for water on her way to Upper
California, and was supplied from the Cyane with some cord-
age and canvas which she much required. The Cyane then
sailed on the 28th September to scour the Gulf. Coasting
along, she visited the port of Loreto, the bay of Mulejé, never
before visited by an American vessel, took two or three small
craft, and crossed over to Guaymas, entering the inner harbor
The enemy here burnt two gunboats which the ship had been
seeking. = A Mexican brig, securely moored with chains
within pistol-range of the town, was cut out by the boats of
the ship, under a sharp fire from artillery and musketry, a
large force being stationed in the town. This affair, the
particulars of which reached the United States through a
published private letter, seemed to be appreciated.

From Guaymas, the Cyane proceeded to Mazatlan, which
place she reached in fifty hours, having had a brig in tow half
the distance. At Mazatlan, the blockade was established and
strictly enforced. Attempts were made to supply the town
with flour by means of small vessels, which, by taking ad-
vantage of the strong sea breeze, and passing inside of the
islands and close to the beach and breakers, would make for
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the old harbor, which the ship could not cover. The boats,
necessarily the smallest, had to cut off this traffic, but while
so engaged were always exposed to the fire of the enemy, who
brought field artillery and musketry to bear upon them from
the surrounding heights. Three vessels were driven into the
breakers under these circumstances and their cargoes destroyed.
While returning from one of these excursions, some large
launches, filled with strong guards of soldiers, put out from
the old harbor to intercept the boats. These, though the
smallest, under Lieutenant Harrison and Higgins and Acting
Master Stenson, formed a line, bore down upon the launches,
and opening upon them with musketry, soon drove them
back into the breakers and high and dry on the beach. In
all these affairs the men and officers showed great gallantry,
to which the latter superadded skill and management.

A store-ship was anxiously looked for, but none came;
provisions were at a low ebb, and the blockade had to be re-
linquished. After looking into San Blas a second time, return-
ing off Mazatlan, and crossing over to fill up with water at San
José, Lower California, where a man-of-war anchored for the
first time, the Cyane had to make the best of her way to
San Francisco, where she arrived the first of December, after
the shortest passage ever made (seventeen days), her crew on
short rations, and at the bleakest season, without stores, but
also without a murmur.

Stirring intelligence awaited the Cyane at San Francisco.
Since her departure from the coast, in August, a strong re-
action in the feelings of the country, and a formidable resist-
ance to American authority in Upper California, had sprung
up, for reasons unnecessary to mention. Important positions
where garrisons from the squadron had not been left, or
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where ships could not protect such as were left, had been re-
taken by the enemy. At San Diego the volunteer force had
been driven out; but reinforced by the captain and crew of
an American whale-ship, had gallantly regained its post.
Captain Talbot, with a guard of ten or twelve men, at Santa
Barbara, had been summoned to surrender, but refusing, had
marched out with his arms and made good his retreat the
whole distance to Monterey, after a most harassing march,
having displayed heroic gallantry and endurance. At Los
Angeles, the capital, another detachment of the California
battalion, surrounded by a large force, with their supplies cut
off, had been obliged to embark at San Pedro afiter an honor-
able capitulation. The two frigates had immediately gone
down on hearing of the loss of the capital, with the intention
of retaking it and re-establishing the garrison, but San Pedro
was found an unsuitable point to operate from, and the Con-
gress stood for San Diego, while the Savannah was sent north
to hold the upper country, for even there, the most friendly
portion, the enemy were organizing.

The Savannah, with the Warren, was thus holding the
bay of San Francisco. Besides Yerba Buena, the headquarters
of the district, they had a force in a small schooner in the
straits of Carquinez, under Lieutenant Carter, garrisons at
Sonoma on the northern, and at the Pueblo of San José on
the southern shore of the bay, respectively under Lieutenants
Maury and Pinkney. The Savannah had, moreover, a party
of sailors at San Diego, and another at Monterey, where the
Congress had also left a detachment, and the Cyane’s marines
were there. Indeed, the officers and crews of the squadron
were scattered over the whole coast. Every ship, too, was
short of her complement, but these naval garrisons, popular
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with the people of the country, who had besides a high esti-
mate of their prowess, held matters in check much more than
their numerical strength would seem to justify. About this
time, the arrival of the Dale, Captain McKean, was a welcome
accession. Leaving her marines at Yerba Buena, she sailed
in a few days for Monterey, the garrison there being without
the protection of a vessel of war.

The enemy were active. They were driving off the ani-
mals; and had captured a lieutenant and six men but a few
miles from Yerba Buena, who were foraging afier cattle. In-
land communication was cut off, provisions were short, store-
ships did not arrive, but every man was up and doing.

It may as well be stated in this connection that the
movement of the enemy in the upper district was put down
so soon as he had concentrated his forces. This he did at
the mission of Santa Clara, sixty miles from Yerba Buena,
under Sanchez. An expedition, first suggested by Lieutenant
Pinkney, commanding at San José, whose position gave him
an opportunity of watching the enemy’s motions, was organ-
ized. It consisted of a party of sailors from the ships, with a
piece of artillery under Acting Master De Jongh, some ma-
rines from the garrison of Yerba Buena under Lieutenant
Tansill, and a party of its spirited citizens under Mr. Smith,
all under Captain Marston of the marines. Another force was
to march from San José under Captain Webber, while Lieu-
tenant Maddox, raising a mounted party of some seamen of
the Congress, three or four marines, enlisted volunteers, and
deserters from whale-ships, sixty-five in all, came the whole
distance from Monterey, over one hundred miles. It was in
the height of the rainy season, the country was flooded around
Santa Clara, the bogs and gulches almost impassable, while
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the streams, which the party from Monterey had to ford, were
all swollen, and the roads were in a dreadful condition. The
parties, however, came in nearly at the same time, just as the
enemy had made a dash at the Yerba Buena force, seizing
the moment when their piece of artillery seemed irrecoverably
bogged. They were driven back, asked for terms, laid down
their arms, and liberated the lieutenant and six men above
alluded to.  Thus was the upper district quieted.

Lieutenant-Colonel Frémont had broken up his camp at
San Juan, some five leagues from Monterey, and commenced
his march south. The Cyane’s prize, the Julia, Lieutenant
Selden, had been placed at his disposition by Captain Mer-
vine, and she had proceeded to Monterey and taken on board
a piece of artillery and other articles, which she delivered to
the battalion at Santa Barbara. She then followed the coast,
to give protection to the marching force, where the road, pass-
ing close to the water’s edge, was commanded by the impending
heights, but which in turn, could be swept by the schooner’s
gun. This was specially the case at the remarkable pass of
the Rincon, where the column had greatly to extend itself,
and the whole force could have been raked, and seriously
impeded, by a few resolute men. The schooner in performing
this service was frequently close to the breakers, and in im-
minent peril.

The commander-in-chief, Commodore Stockton, was at San
Diego. He had succeeded in getting his large frigate into its
small and shallow harbor, and was preparing with energy to
retake the capital, but under very adverse circumstances—as
he was short of provisions, of clothing, and without funds.
Animals, too, were very scarce, and the few obtained were
only procured at great risk to the parties sent out. Orders
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were found at San Francisco for the Cyane to join him im-
mediately. Filling up with water, and getting what scanty
supplies the place afforded, she proceeded to San Diego
(whither the Portsmouth had preceded her), arriving just in
time to furnish one hundred and eight men and officers to the
expedition under Commodore Stockton and General Kearney,
who thus were present at the battles of San Gabriel and the
Mesa, fought on the 8th and 9th January, 1847, the particu-
lars of which are too well known to need recapitulation here.
This detachment of the crew and officers returned by sea from
San Pedro, exulting in their good fortune that after an event-
ful cruise on the west coast of Mexico, and in the Gulf of
California, they should have got back in time to share with
their comrades of the squadron in the second and final sub-
jugation of Upper California, as they had previously done in
the first. They brought back with them from Los Angeles,
as a trophy, a very small brass cannon (three-pounder), which,
being mounted on board as a field-piece, was ever afterwards
a highly-prized and constant companion in their different ex-
peditions.

From San Diego the Cyane was ordered to Monterey,
having received on board General Kearney and staff, and
Lieutenant Warner, with the topographical party which had
accompanied the General in his great and laborious march
through New Mexico to the shores of the Pacific. Mr. Lar-
kin, American consul in California before the occupation, and
lately a prisoner of war, also came on board. At Monterey
she fell in, unexpectedly, with the Independence, Commodore
Shubrick, who had assumed command of the squadron, and
the Lexington, Lieutenant-Commanding Bailey; the latter
having brought out a large supply of ordnance and ordnance
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stores, and a fine company of the 3d Artillery, whose encamp-
ment on the heights above the town was an interesting sight,
as the first harbinger of relief to sailor garrisons, and prom-
ising service for the squadron on some new theatre.

The Cyane continued on to San Francisco, with General
Kearney and the engineer officers, having got back at Mon-
terey her marine guard, that had been six months out of the
ship. On entering the harbor of San Francisco she fell in
with the Erie, Lieutenant-Commanding Turner, having Colonel
Mason on board, just from Panama.

The Savannah and Warren were ordered to Monterey,
the former to prepare for her return home, taking the crews
of both, whose terms of service had long expired. The Cyane
was thus left in charge of the northern district, and had soon
to send her marines and some sailors to Sonoma to protect
the inhabitants against Indian depredations.

On the 2d March, 1847, the Columbus, Commodore Biddle,
arrived at Monterey, and the latter assumed the command of
the squadron. On the 7th March, the first instalment of the
New York regiment, Colonel Stevenson, came in, soon followed
by the others, and on the 16ih the first of the long-looked-for
storeships.

On the 9th April the Cyane was ordered to Monterey,
and despatched by Commodore Biddle to blockade Mazatlan,
which she did until late in June; when she was directed to
visit the Sandwich Islands, with an eye to the great whaling
fleet, and see if any privateers, likely to molest it, had been
heard of, three vessels with Mexican papers having cleared at
London, under very suspicious circumstances, for Manilla, the
names and description of which had been obtained. The
Cyane visited Hilo, in Hawaii, and Honolulu. Her visit
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geemed appreciated by our hardy and enterprising whalemen ;
they were informed of the progress of the war, and of there
being no danger for their returning ships. The presence of
the Cyane was opportune in other respects, and seemed to
give general satisfaction.

The ship sailed for Monterey on the 6th September, and
reached it on the 26th, where she found the Independence,
Commodore Shubrick, who was again in command of the
squadron, and preparing with great zeal for active operations
on the west coast of Mexico, as the quiet state of Upper Cali-
fornia, under the able administration of Colonel Mason, the
Governor, rendered his presence in that quarter no longer
necessary. He had already despatched the Congress, Captain
Lavallette, and Portsmouth, to cruise in the Gulf of Califor-
nia, to be ready to meet him off Cape San Lucas, the moment
the season for operations opened.

The squadron had cause to be thankful to Colonel Mason
for the liberal interest he took in furthering, in every way in
his power, the views of the commander-in-chief, supplying ord-
nance for fortifications, mortars, shell, etc., and, what proved of
the utmost value, the sailor companies were furnished with
fine army muskets and accoutrements, in lieu of their old
worn-out navy ones, and the still more worthless carbines.
He, moreover, gave the squadron the valuable services of
Lieutenant Halleck of the Engineers, who embarked on board
the flagship.

On the 17th October, 1847, the Independence, Cyane, and
Erie, Lieutenant-Commanding Watson, sailed from Monterey.
The Southampton, Lieutenant-Commanding Thorburn, had been
despatched to San Francisco to bring down ordnance, imple-
ments for fortifying, etc. On the 30th October the Congress
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was fallen in with; she had, with the Portsmouth, bombarded
Guaymas, and left the latter to hold it. On communicating
with Cape San Lucas, information was received of appre-
hended disturbances in Lower California, and the ships stood
into San José, and anchored. A mounted party of sailors and
marines from the Independence was sent over to Todos Santos,
on the west coast of the peninsula, where an armed force was
said to be organizing. The party returned after a hard ride
of five days, had met no body of men, and heard nothing very
definite as to a contemplated resistance.

For the better understanding of affairs in Lower Califor-
nia, it may be well to mention that the Portsmouth, as early
as March, had been directed to take possession of it; that is,
the flag had been hoisted at San José and La Paz, and alcaldes
and collectors appointed, but no garrisons were left, there be-
ing none to leave. In July, however, the Lexington, Lieu-
tenant-Commanding Bailey, brought down Lieutenant-Colonel
Burton, with two companies (not full) of the New York regi-
ment, one hundred and six all told, who garrisoned La Paz,
the Lexington remaining in the harbor until relieved by the
Dale, Captain Selfridge. After events gave cause to regret
these measures, particularly as Lower California was not re-
tained by the treaty. It had remained neutral, unarmed, and
the squadron got its supplies freely; but when incited to re-
sistance by the State governments of Sonora and Sinaloa, who
granted commissions to Mexican officers to raise forces, send-
ing over arms and bands of Indians, the protection necessary
to be given to our small garrisons, and which could not always
be afforded, greatly embarrassed and limited the operations of
the squadron on the west coast.

At the earnest solicitations of the alcalde and collector of
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San José to give countenance to their authority (for an out-
break had not then occurred), the commander-in-chief left
another small garrison, consisting of four officers and twenty
marines, ten of them, with the lamented Passed Midshipman
MecLanahan, furnished from the Cyane, all under Lieutenant
Heywood, of the Independence. With the work expected on
the other coast, even this small force was left with regret;
for the two frigates were each over sixty short of their num-
ber, and not a marine guard reached even the meagre com-
plement now allowed. This deficiency of marines would have
been still more sorely felt throughout all the operations in the
Pacific, but for the admirable zeal with which the sea officers
made themselves acquainted with the company, and, to some
extent, the battalion drill, a zeal which was fully responded
to by the seamen themselves, who all became respectable
infantry. i

On the 8th November, Commodore Shubrick, with the
Independence, Congress, and Cyane, sailed for Mazatlan from
San José. Mazatlan is a place of more importance than has
been generally supposed. It is a well-built town, contains
eleven thousand inhabitants, has some princely mercantile
establishments, consular residences, a large foreign commerce
and internal trade, and has been known to yield three mil-
lions of dollars revenue in one year to the Mexican custom-
house. Indeed, from Cape Horn to the Columbia river it
stands only second to Valparaiso in commercial importance.
Of course this is the result of foreign capital and foreign
enterprise (not Mexican), and that within a few years. There
were cannon in the place, although it was not fortified, but
its contiguous islands, projecting points, and commanding emi-
nences rendered it suséeptible of quick and easy defense against
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ships, while its surf-guarded shore was almost certain to limit
its attack by boats from the harbor; but even here there were
shoals to avoid, and a bar, often rough, to pass, while the
channel was overlooked all the way by an elevated ridge,
from which a few pieces of artillery could have hurled great
destruction. Mazatlan was generally garrisoned by from nine
hundred to twelve hundred men; it was within easy reach of’
reinforcements from States that had not contributed a single
quota to.the war. It was known, too, that the squadron con-
templated taking it.

On the 10th November, in the afternoon, the ships came
in sight of it. The position of each had been assigned and
marked on a plan of the coast and harbor, furnished the
commanders. The wind, however, was moderating, and the
commander-in-chief inquired if the ships could take their posi-
tions after dark, and being answered in the affirmative, directed
them to proceed. The Congress led off in fine style to that
bend in the coast outside known as the “old harbor,” where,
the shore being low, she could command some of the avenues
leading from the town, and effectually cover the landing should
the surf permit that point to be selected. It was a hazardous
anchorage, but an important position, and boldly taken. The
flagship stood for another slight bend in the peninsula on
which Mazatlan is situated, and where a break in the coast
range exposes to view from the westward the most important
part of the town, which she brought to bear immediately under
her guns. The Cyane kept on to get her station in the new
harbor, her light draught enabling her to get sufficiently close
to the bar for her eight-inch guns to reach the wharf and cover
the landing, should that point be selected. She placed herself
in four fathoms of water, where, with a stiff breeze, it often
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broke. Just before doubling Creston she could see that the
frigates had secured their berths. The Independence in her
majestic length, just swinging around, showing her gun-deck
tier of lights, and her stern almost in the rollers, presented a
most imposing spectacle, causing astonishment and dismay in the
town, a ship never having anchored there before. The Erie,
which had separated from the squadron in a fog, and had not
stopped at San José, was found in her station off Creston to
repeat signals. H. B. M. brig Spy was the only vessel in the
harbor. The manner in which the ships took up their posi-
tions and invested the town elicited encomiums from some not
given to complimenting the country of the Stars and Stripes.
Early on the morning of 11th November, Mazatlan was
summoned to surrender, Captain Lavallette bearing the mes-
sage from Commodore Shubrick. What passed is not precisely
remembered, but the military commandant made no reply, and
is said to have torn up the summons. The civil authority
was ready to deliver up the town; the garrison was still there,
and their course was doubtful. Immediate orders were given
to prepare to land, and the hour of twelve fixed upon. The
surf outside was too high, and the usual landing place was .
designated. The boats from the Independence, Congress, and
Erie on entering the harbor were joined by those of the Cy-
ane, and this ship had her broadside sprung to cover the
disembarking, if necessary. :
There were three lines of boats. A division of the Con-
gress, under Lieutenant Livingston, had five pieces of artillery,
captured in Upper California, and mounted on board that
ship; those of the Independence were under Lieutenant Page,
all under the immediate direction of Captain Lavallette, the
commander-in-chief, being in advance of all. Passing one or

\
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two points, from which most serious opposition might have
been made, without seeing a foe, it became probable none
would be attempted, yet the heights near the landing, the
streets, and the houses with terraces, warned that no precau-
tion should be neglected. The men were on shore in a twink-
ling, and the companies formed while the artillery was land-
ing; a work of labot, but successfully accomplished. The whole
foree, about seven hundred and fifty strong, Captain Zeilin,
adjutant, marched through the town to the Cuartel, situated
on a mound in its rear overlooking the surrounding country,
on the walls of which the flag had been hoisted, the Inde-
pendence saluting with twenty-one guns. There were no
laurels reaped, but the capture was not the less important,
and it brought home to the impracticable Mexican that his
commercial emporium in the west had shared the fate of the
one in the east, while the American flag waved over the
national palace in his capital, the squadron having just heard
of the entrance into it of our glorious army.

Measures were immediately taken for the defence and hold-
ing of Mazatlan, and for its municipal government. Captain
Lavallette was made governor, and a garrison of four hundred
seamen and marines established. A commission, of which
Lieutenant Chatard, Purser R. M. Price, and Mr. Thos. Miller
were members, arranged with the municipal Junta the terms
of occupation. The frigates moved; into the harbor. The
custom house was opened and organized, and under the con-
trol and business experience of Mr. H. W. Greene, Purser of
the Independence, assisted by Mr. Speiden, of the Congress,
upwards of two hundred thousand dollars, duties, were col-
lected in five months. The commander-in-chief having given
an order that the discharging of vessels at points on the coast
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which had been declared ports of entry since the war, in
order to avoid blockades, was contrary to the law of nations,
the commerce was fast coming to Mazatlan. Moreover the
Lexington, Lieutenant-Commanding Bailey, on her arrival
from Upper California, was despatched to blockade the port
of San Blas, and the American barque Whitton, chartered
and manned, under Lieutenant Chatard, that of Manzanilla.
On her way down the Whitton called in at San Blas with
the Lexington. An expedition from both ships landed and
brought off, from the upper town, a couple of cannon, which
completed the armament of the Whitton. At Manzanilla,
Lieutenant Chatard landed with fifteen men and spiked five
guns; the enemy, two hundred strong, were close in the
vicinity.

The Mexican forces, however, had retired but a short
distance from Mazatlan, and were intercepting all supplies
coming into the town. An expedition of boats with two com-
panies from the Cyane and Independence, under Lieutenant
Rowan, pulling up at night through the esteros, some four
miles, landed at Ureas, and surprised and drove in an out-
post, while another force of seamen from the Independence,
Congress, and Cyane (a part of the garrison), under Lieuten-
ant Selden, left the Cuartel at midnight, had a bush fight
three miles out, and, forming a junction with the force from
the estero, stormed the headquarters of the ex-captain of the
port, a piratical German, who, with a detachment of soldiers
and a strong band of matriculados (enrolled sailors), was
obstructing the roads, cutting off provisions, and robbing the
mails. They were routed in all directions, and this blow un-
expectedly struck, followed up by bold scouting at night in

smaller parties under Lieutenants Lewis, Stanley, McRae, and
2
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others, effectually cleared the avenues for the admission of
supplies. B

This expedition, however, suffered some loss: one man of
the Independence was killed, with twenty wounded from the
different ships, some very severely.

Mazatlan being liable to a coup de main at any time from
a large force, the labor on the fortifications was pressed for-
ward under the direction of Lieutenant Halleck (Engineers).
This gentleman was also filling the functions of lieutenant-
governor, and his services were always freely tendered to the
gea officers in their expeditions and scouting parties, in the
most important of which he participated. But the breaking
of new earth, the strong miasma from the esteros and maris-
mas, the hot sun by day and the scouting by night, soon
brought fever among the crews. Those at the outer post in
particular, where the works, under the untiring energy of Lieu-
tenant Tilghman, had been prosecuted with the utmost vigor,
suffered most. The frigates had over sixty cases each at one
time, and the Cyane thirty; the Congress’s gun-deck seemed a
hospital.

At this very time news reached Mazatlan of an outbreak
in Lower California. Lieutenant Heywood, at San José, had
repulsed a well-planned attack upon him, and the leader of the
Mexicans, a Spaniard by birth, being killed, the enemy was
driven back, although he outnumbered the garrison six to one.
The Portsmouth was sent over to strengthen that post.

At La Paz, Lieutenant-Colonel Burton had resisted one
attempt to dislodge him, but at the last accounts was surrounded
and fighting. The Cyane was immediately despatched to his
support. Getting on board her men and officers from the Cuar-
tel, her quota of the garrison, but leaving her marines, and
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with thirty on the sick list, she left Mazatlan on the 2d De-
cember, and arrived at La Paz on the 7th. The ship passed
up the channel and anchored close to the town; for among
her many admirable qualities, though carrying heavy guns, she
had a light draught of water. Lieutenant-Colonel Burton, with
his command, consisting, as already stated, of two incomplete
companies of the New York regiment, had most gallantly re-
pelled two assaults of the enemy, and had dislodged a party
that had got into some old works, capturing their flag. Affairs
were in a sad condition: the country was in a state of com-
plete resistance, the Mexican forces keeping in awe that por-
tion of the inhabitants ‘who were friendly. Mounted parties
of the enemy were still hovering around, the town was aban-
doned by the inhabitants, many women and children had taken
refuge on board the old hulks and small craft anchored in the
harbor, the houses of the well-disposed had been sacked, and
two handsome residences, one in and the other near the town,
the property of the ex-governor, had been burnt and devastated.
Lieutenant-Colonel Burton had availed himself to the fullest
extent of the means at hand (most inadequate) to entrench
and fortify himself, and his military education came into good
play.

A day or two after the arrival of the ship, an expedition
in the launch and cutter was sent up as far as the shallow
waters would admit, to support a company from the post sent
out after cattle, and who seemed engaged with the enemy near
the Palo, three miles up, but the latter retreated, escaping an
ambush laid for him. The launch on another oceasion, with
her gun, had been sent some fifteen miles up the bay, there to
intercept another party, said to be driving down horses. Con-
fidence was thus restored, the enemy gradually disappeared,
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and the people, trusting in the additional protection to be ex-
pected from the ship, as she furnished a detachment to the post
whenever an attack was expected, returned to their homes.

Toward the latter part of December, the Dale arrived and
remained a few days. This little ship rendered good service
in the Gulf, and while holding Guaymas, successively under
Commander Selfridge, Lieutenant Yard, and Commander Rubb,
some most spirited and daring enterprises, even to the sur-
prising of the enemy’s camp, were performed by Lieutenants
Craven, Smith, Stanley, and Tansill, both by boats and landing
parties.

Intelligence began to reach La Paz that the enemy was
daily increasing in numbers in the valley of San José, it af-
fording good support for his animals. The inland communica-
tion was cut off, and the reports contradictory. Finally it was
ascertained that two officers and three men belonging to the
post of San José, while attempting to go to the bay side, had
been intercepted and made prisoners, and it was reported that
the post itself was short of provisions. To ascertain the ac-
tual state of things, Acting Lieutenant McRae went down the
coast in a small leaky balandra, landed at night, communicated
with Lieutenant Heywood, and succeeded in getting on board
the sloop again. This was a bold and hazardous enterprise
(for the Indians gave no quarter), executed with spirit and in-
telligence ; and this officer, continuing on to Mazatlan, carried
the necessary information to the commander-in-chief, who im-
mediately dispatched the Southampton to La Paz, that the Cyane
might go to the relief of San José.

It appeared that the enemy, abandoning all hope of ef-
fecting anything against La Paz, was concentrating all his forces,
estimated from three to five hundred men,*with the exception
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of a detachment at his headquarters at San Antonio, sixty
miles from La Paz, around San José, garrisoned by less than
forty-five effective men under Lieutenant Heywood, who had
successfully and heroically repulsed their repeated attacks ; but
his provisions were nearly exhausted and his water cut off,
while the enemy was drawing hourly more closely the mesh in-
tended to envelop him. The town was- abandoned by the in-
habitants, most of them driven off by the enemy, others
doubtful of the result, fearing to compromise themselves. The
Mexican forces occupied the large church and other strong
buildings, looped and barricaded, and were arrogant and boast-
ful, scouting the idea of a sloop-of-war bringing relief, saying
that one of the frigates would have to come from Mazatlan,
and calling upon the post to surrender.

The Cyane was anchored on the 14th February, in the
evening. Appearances were in keeping with the worst intel-
ligence. The American flag was flying, it was true, but more
than one on board believed it might be a ruse, and that the
post had fallen. There was a calm determination to retake it
at whatever cost, but daylight was waited for, sailors being
unsuited to night attacks on shore.

The valley between the beach and Cuartel was occupied
by the enemy, from three to four hundred strong, placed in
ambush, and with full knowledge of the ground. One hun-
dred officers, seamen, and marines (only five of the latter),
with the small field-piece, under Acting Master Fairfax, were
landed, and encountered a spirited resistance all the way up
from the different covers; but the enemy was always driven
back, and well punished. At one time he concentrated his
forces in the village of San Vincente, situated on a mound,
through which the ‘column had to pass, giving him a very
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advantageous position, but a steady advance drove him out
here, too, and in good style. The garrison seeing the approach
of the Cyane’s men under a hot fire, formed, and, driving a
detachment of Mexicans out of the town, came out to meet
them, and a joyous meeting it was. Of all the services per-
formed by the officers and men during the cruise, this was
the most gratifying. They had brought relief to a band of
brave mep who had done wonders to relieve themselves. But
no resolution can long contend with thirst and hunger, and
these were close at hand.

The garrison was provisioned and strengthened, the valley
immediately around San José was cleared, communication was
re-established with the ship, and scouting parties were organ-
ized. One of these, twenty-five strong, was surrounded by a
large body, but Lieutenant McRae, who was in charge, with
a midshipman and a corporal of marines, were so cool in their
energy, and the sailors withal so steady, that they extricated
themselves without loss, killing five of the enemy; a party
from the Cuartel, under Passed Midshipman Stevens, had gone
out quickly to their support, when the enemy retreated. An
attempt was made to surprise the ememy’s camp at Santa
Anita, eleven miles out, by a night march, with a hundred
men from the ship and garrison, who encircled it at early
dawn; but the enemy, getting word through an Indian spy,
had suddenly decamped, leaving his fires burning. His forge
and armorer were taken. Animals were then brought in,
mounted parties of sailors and marines, with a few bold and
friendly Californians, were equipped, and in a few days there
was not an enemy left from Cape San Lucas to Santiago, a
distance of nearly seventy miles. The former inhabitants of
San José returned to their homes, the gardeners went to their
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huertas, the corn was planted, the cane was cut, the smoke
from the sugar-mills once more curled over the beautiful val-
ley, and this change from desolation to a smiling and happy
population was gratifying to all who witnessed it.

It should be mentioned that Lieutenant-Colonel Burton
having gathered in some horses, a mounted party of thirty
men under Captain Steele and Lieutenant Scott, accompanied
by Lieutenant Halleck (Engineers) and Dr. Perry, surgeon
of the regiment, had surprised San Antonio, having a garrison
quite equal in number to the party. They liberated five
American prisoners, took two Mexican officers, and came near
capturing the commander-in-chief. Sergeant Hipwood, a valu-
able man, was killed. The party were absent only twenty-
seven hours, the distance from La Paz to San Antonio being
nearly sixty miles. It was a brilliant affair, and highly cred-
itable to all concerned.

In the meantime a reinforcement of two companies reached
La Paz from Upper California, and Lieutenant-Colonel Burton
immediately took the field, marching upon San Antonio, where
he made prisoner of Pifieda, the military chief. An express
was sent through to inform him of the ejectment of the enemy
from the valley of San José, and that he had fallen back to
Todos Santos on the west coast. This intelligence had already
reached him, and marching upon Todos Santos, he came sud-
denly upon the enemy, and, charging gallantly, routed him in
all directions. Captain Naglee, with a mounted company, pur-
sued those fugitives who took the coast road to the northward,
while the mounted parties from the ship and Cuartel, ranging
from Cado Afioto Santiago, intercepted those who were mak-
ing for the gulf shore. They brought in between sixty and



24 CRUISE OF THE U.S. SHIP CYANE.

seventy prisoners, including the Gefé Politico and some cap-
tains; and thus ended the war in Lower California.

Official notice was then received of the armistice, accom-
panied with vague rumors /that Lower California was not
included in the treaty—a sad blow to its very best people,
many of whom had committed themselves to the American
cause; while the Padre Gabriel, a prisoner of Lieutenant-
Colonel Burton, the prime instigator of all the troubles, a
dissolute and vindictive priest, was gloating at the idea of
early vengeance upon those of his countrymen who had been
neutral or friendly to the Americans.

On the 20th April the Southampton arrived from La Paz,
bringing down Captain Naglee with a detachment of the New
York regiment, one hundred strong, who relieved Lieutenant
Heywood and the naval garrison of San José, the latter em-
barking on board the Cyane and Southampton.

Previously to leaving, the remains of Passed Midshipman
T. McLanahan, of the Cyane, who was killed whilst gallantly
defending the post, were removed from the corral of the Cuar-
tel, where, from the force of circumstances, ‘they had been
deposited during the siege (the enemy firing all the time on
the funeral party while the burial service was read), to an
eminence between the landing and town, where they were
re-interred with military honors, and the grave enclosed by a
neat railing. His funeral was attended by the officers and
one hundred men from the Cyane, a portion of the garrison
under Captain Naglee, Lieutenant Heywood, his late com-
mander, his comrades of the post, and a large concourse of
inhabitants, by whom he was held in affectionate remem-
brance.
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The Cyane left San José on the 25th April, and arrived
at Mazatlan on the 28th, afier an absence of five months
from that place, conveying back to the different ships their
quotas of the garrison. The crew of the Independence with
one impulse asked to cheer Lieutenant Heywood on his step-
ping on board of his own ship again, which they did most
heartily ; and well-merited cheers they were.

On the 6th May the Ohio arrived, and Commodore T.
Ap C. Jones assumed the command of the squadron. On the
11th May he paid his official visit to the Cyame. As some-
thing novel and in keeping with the nature of much of their
past service, he was received by the whole crew under arms
as infantry, the sea-lieutenants and midshipmen with their
companies, the executive officer at their head. The commo-
dore expressed himself as highly pleased, an opinion which he
reiterated in a letter directed to be read to the officers and
crew. This was very gratifying to all on board, and compli-
mentary to the high condition of the squadron he had found
in the Pacific. Not the least acceptable part of this commu-
nication, greatly appreciated by the seamen whose terms of
service had expired, was the hope expressed by the comman-
der-in-chief that the ship would soon be spared to return
home. She had to visit San José once more. On her return,
news had been received of the ratification of the treaty of
peace by the American Senate, and the ship was ordered to
prepare for her return voyage. She sailed from Mazatlan on
the 1st June, passing close under the stern of the flagship,
which she saluted and cheered, and, squaring away, ran down
and exchanged cheers with the Ihdependence, The Congress
also cheered the departure of the Cyane, which left her the
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senior ship on the station. The Cyane on her way down
called in at San Blas, which she left on the 7th June. At
this port she heard of the final ratification of the treaty of
peace by the Mexican Congress. She had thus seen the begin-
ning and the end of the war on the enemy’s coast.

The Cyane arrived at Valparaiso after a good passage of
forty-six days. Sailing from there on the 7th August, she
arrived at Norfolk on the 9th October, making one of the
shortest i)assages on record, having been in commission three
years and four months. Notwithstanding her long blockades
at anchor, and the defense of harbors, she had sailed sixty-
five thousand miles.

In the different affairs in which her crew and officers
participated, in the Gulf of California and on the West Coast,
San Gabriel, the Mesa, Ureas, siege of San José, San Vin-
cente, etc., she had seventeen of her number killed and
‘wounded. On the other hand, an extraordinary immunity
had attended her; but one death from sickness had occurred
on board, that of a private marine belonging to another ship,
and received on board from the post of San José. In a crew
of two hundred and ten souls this was an extraordinary ex-
emption, and was believed to be without precedent. It may
be ascribed, under a merciful Providence, to a eclean and
well-kept ship, a uniform discipline, a contented spirit, and
last though not least (for the ship was not without her share
of sickness and epidemics), to the unsurpassed skill and cease-
less devotion of her medical officer, Surgeon C. D. Maxwell.
The companion of all their expeditions, he watched over
officers and men on shore with the same solicitude that he did
on board.
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The crew were paid off at Norfolk, having preserved to
the end their high character by showing no impatience at the
delay incident to getting orders from Washington, and to laying
up and securing their ship.

Although their term of service had long since expired,
not a single offence was committed between the time of their
arrival and that of their discharge.




EXTRACTS

FROM PRIVATE JOURNAL-LETTERS,

DURING THE CRUISE OF THE U.S.S. CYANE IN THE PACIFIC OCEAN,
.UNDER CAPTAIN DU PONT'S COMMAND,

JU. S. Frigate Congress, Monterey, Alta California,
Saturday, July 18th, 1846.

We arrived here on Wednesday, the day after my last
date. :
We entered the bay in the morning, having discovered
the land at daylight. A fog interfered with us for a while,
but we finally got hold of Point Pinos,—a sloping and extend-
ed headland, fringed to the water’s edge with green pines,—
and stood up for the town. We discovered the masts of large
ships, and soon made out the blue flag of the Savannah; her
number was signaled, and ours returned. Immediately after,
while still under sail, we saluted the senior Commodore, hauled
down the blue pendant, and hoisted the red. Soon after,
Hitchcock came on board to indicate the best place to anchor,
and from him we learned that we were foo late to share in
the bloodless victory of the capture of Upper California; and

sure, enough the American flag was floating in the village.
On hearing of the fight between General Taylor and
Arista, Commodore Sloat immediately left Mazatlan and shaped
his course for this place. After some hesitation, he decided
upon taking possession, which was quietly done, there being
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neither guns nor men. He issued proclamations and general
orders, and we are now fortifying, etc. I am afraid the move-
ment was premature; but the step is taken, and I am for
going on and securing the country in every way. The Ports-
mouth is in possession of the noble bay of San Francisco.
Missroon has fortified Yerba Buena, an island in the harbor;
and, stranger than all, Frémont has entered the contest, rallied
around him a force of desperate men, is now in the valley of
San Juan, and I believe is marching after Castro, who re-
treated from here for the capital, Pueblo de les Angeles.
Lieutenant Gillespie, of the marine corps,, who came with
secret despatches, and was in town yesterday, has joined
Frémont.

The Californians are with us, but cannot declare until
they ascertain if our government is determined to hold on
this time, and not give up again, as did Commodore Jones.

Monterey is a miserable village, with some barracks in it,
and a few habitable houses. We have from the squadron
about two hundred and fifty men on shore, all the marine
guards included. We landed ours yesterday, with fifty seamen
armed with carbine and cutlass, under Lieutenant Tilghman,
and three passed midshipmen. It is wonderful how the sailors
learn to be soldiers when the necessity and the excitement
prevail. There is a company from the Savannah who are
very expert already, formed squares to receive cavalry with
as much accuracy and quickness as a British regiment almost,
and their charge at double-quick pace, with a hurrah a la
Cossack, is really fine. The more I sce of the marine corps
the more highly I esteem it for its efficiency, and our old
officers are lamentably to blame that we are not allowed a
double complement in every ship. ILieutenant Zeilin is in his
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glory, and in conducting the parade this evening was a greater
man than Napoleon crossing the Alps.

When I gave him the order to land the guard, they
were ready — knapsacks, bags, hammocks, tin pots, etc.—in less
than thirty minutes. There is another lieutenant here, Mad-
dox, the handsomest man I have seen this side of Cape Horn.
Last night there was an alarm; a cow approached the line of
sentinels, and not answering the hail, was shot at, poor thing,
but missed. Tilghman says our men were the first under
arms, for the discharge of the musket roused the garrison.
‘Would you believe that in two minutes and a half every man
was at his post, with loaded gun! Signals are established
between shore and ships, and in case the enemy should come
too strong for them, of which there is not the slightest chance,
we will land with all the crew. The ships were not stripped
too bare, for some surmises existed that the English would
interfere; and there was a little moment of excitement when
day before yesterday, the very day after our arrival, a large
sail appeared in the offing, which proved to be the Colling-
wood, that came up beautifully, and anchored between the
Savannah and ourselves. The former played “God save the
Queen,” answered by the Collingwood with “Hail Columbia.”
Commodore Sloat afterwards went on board, and informed the
admiral of having taken possession of the Territory. He said,
“I am sorry for it, but it is no business of mine.”

Our commodore called yesterday, and I went with him.
Sir George Seymour, the admiral, is a fine old gentleman,
one side of his face very handsome, the other very much
gashed by a scar, from a wound received in battle. His cap-
tain is also a very clever man. They came here to-day and
returned the visit, which passed off very pleasantly. They
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seemed astounded by the size of this frigate, though out of an
80-gun themselves. I was glad to find that we were in every
way equal to them in efficiency, and work smarter. They
cannot understand how with our democratic institutions we
contrive to keep up such strict discipline among our crews.
I saw some of their men on shore in their boats smoking,
and lieutenants getting into them doing the same thing. Such
a thing with us would ruin the reputation of any ship. They
are doing everything to increase the loyalty of their seamen,
and with great success; but after seeing this ship, a very high
specimen, too, I doubt if with equal force they are a match
for us. You know I am no braggart, and under their sup-
posed great advancement I thought we might be behindhand,
but our good ships, I think, are better than their good ones,
and I suppose we have no more bad omes in proportion to
theirs.
July 19th, Sunday.

Events are crowding upon us here, and I intend to enter
daily the occurrences that may interest you. We had service
to-day, and all was quiet. Our scouting corps of cavalry
under Purser Fauntleroy, a capital trooper, with Louis Me-
Lane, and other officers, sailors, and Californians (Americans),
returned to-day from an expedition to San Juan, where Fré-
mont had taken possession a half hour before them. They
announced the arrival of Frémont here in an hour or two,—a
man for whom I have almost a romantic admiration. After
reading all his journeys, I swallowed my dinner, and went
on shore. There was a parade of marines and all the sailors,
with the Savannah’s band, etc., very fine, and showing great
proficiency already, though it might as well have been let
alone till another day. But you know (worldly speaking)
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Sunday, from the absence of all other work, is thought more
suitable for the purpose.

While I was standing watching on the back gallery of
one of the barracks, through a gorge opening on the bay
shore, with green hummocks on each side, horsemen appeared,
with rifles glittering, dressed in every costume imaginable,
clouds of dust covering the column; one hundred and fifty
mounted Western men, fifty of them who left Missouri with
Frémont included, with twelve Delaware Indians, his hunters
and guides, followed by droves of horses and mules; these oc-
casionally escaping, were immediately followed by a horse-
man at full gallop, throwing the lasso and bringing the fugi-
tive back. With the display of ships in the harbor, the sur-
rounding scenery, and the beauty of the weather, it made
altogether a most thrilling sight, and one which, I do not
hesitate to say, produced more emotion and pleasant excite-
ment than I ever remember experiencing.

We then descended, and took a position where they
would pass. As they approached, I recognized Gillespie, and
near him a small, well-formed young man, with bronzed face,
white felt hat, light hunting frock, short rifle across the sad-
dle, and bowie-knife in belt. As he approached, he jumped
off his horse, and said, “ How are you, Captain Du Pont?”
Gillespie had told him, I suppose, I was in the erowd,—for
this was Frémont.

We said a few words. I asked him where he was going
to camp, and he said on the heights above the village, over-
looking the bay and ships, and in a beautiful grove of pines.
No description can convey an idea of his men, covered with
dust, dressed in buckskins and every other possible garment,—
among them, some sailor’s blue flannel frocks. They passed
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along, the most determined-looking band, the brawniest and
most sinewy -looking people you can conceive, yet all in order
and under the most perfect control by Frémont, who seems
to be looked upon by these people somewhat as the Sandwich
Islanders considered Cook, as a sort of : demigod. I followed
them up to their camp, saw them about under the trees,
making fires, getting water, slaughtering a bullock. I would
not have missed this for anything.

I had some conversation with Captain Frémont, and found
him a most pleasant person, mild and modest, and very like
Mackenzie in manner,—a fine gray eye in his head, very
large, which is the feature that gives him his character.
He thanked me for a letter from his wife, which I had sent
him by Gillespie. I then asked if Kit Carson was with
him, and Godoy. He smiled, and said, “Oh, yes,— they mess
with me.” 1 said, “I must se¢ them: I want to see the
men that recovered those horses in the last expedition”—
(the most intrepid and disinterested feat ever performed or
recorded in the history of those Western wilds.) Gillespie
then led me up to Kit Carson, who was lying down, his head
resting against a tree. Up rose a middle-sized man, with
the mildest expression, and softest voice, with an American
twang. Every one gathered round while I shook hands,
officers of the Collingwood included, and I mentioned to Mr.
Livingston the feat he had performed. I then asked him
many questions, which he was delighted to answer, about the
Salt Lake, etc. I never was so glad in my life of having
read a book the size of which had frightened everybody off.
There is one fellow in the party six feet eight inches high,
looks as if he were put together with wire and catgut.

The sun began to dip, and we all descended the gen-
3



34 EXTRACTS FROM LETTERS OF

tle slope, which leads to the village and beach, the ships
showing most magnificently in the quiet waters of the bay —
a sight which these wild men of the West could not turn from,
even to get their evening meal ready. Men from the Missouri,
who had never seen the sea, saw it first from the Pacific, stud-
ded with five heavy ships, four American and one English, float-
ing within them two hundred and twenty thirty-two pounder
cannon, with nearly two thousand five hundred men.

As it is Sunday evening, it will not be amiss to change
the subject a little. At the request of Mr. Colton I went
down for a few minutes to attend the sailors’ prayer-meeting
in the large store-room. They were at prayers, and one of
the men making a most excellent one. So soon as he was
done, I stepped in among them and said, “Men, I have come
to be witness of what Mr. Colton has already told you I highly
approve. You have my entire countenance in this, and any-
thing I can do to increase your interest or your comfort here
below, I am ready to grant you. When I came down just
now, and saw forty seamen, among our best men in all duties,
on their knees, the thought came to my mind that a ship
that could present such a sight must prosper.” —“God bless
you, Captain, and thank you,” was the reply.

Thursday, July 23d.

What a profession is ours; changes upon changes! Commo-
dore Sloat goes to Panama in the Levant; this leaves the Savan-
nah vacant, which ship is detained, though kept out here three
years. I am ordered to the Cyane, Captain Mervine going to
the Savannah. Trapier goes home in the Levant, and proba-
bly across the Isthmus, and has promised to take my budget.

I go to sea on Sunday morning. I am bound on the
southern coast here, to San Diego, not far, and take on board
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Captain Frémont, with one hundred and sixty of his men.
He will land there, take horses, which are plentiful, it is said,
and endeavor to intercept Castro.

The first lieutenant of the Cyane is very superior, and I
think I shall like him much; the ship is in fine order, with
a good crew.

United States Ship Cyane, August 4th, 1846.
Port of San Diego, Upper California.

According to orders, I sailed at 8 o’clock on Sunday
morning ; the time from daylight having been occupied in
embarking, by means of all the boats of the squadron, the
cavalry battalion of Major Frémont, consisting of one hundred
and sixty-five American Arabs of the West, whom I have be-
fore described. Fifty-odd of them had been his companions
across the Rocky Mountains ; the others American settlers in
the valley of the Sacramento, who had raised a flag of their
own, which was, however, superseded by the hoisting of the
American flag by Commodore Sloat, around which they ral-
lied, and suppressed their own. This was a white field, with
a grizzly bear looking towards a star, enclosed in a red bor-
der, the whole done with poke-berry juice. This party, of
course, could not bring their horses, but brought their saddles,
packs, etc. Our own number on board is two hundred and
ten. You may conceive the condition of our decks, etc., with
the addition of this motley group. We were fortunate in
getting out of Monterey Bay by six o’clock in the evening.
The Collingwood, and an American ship, the Sterling, which
sailed a few days before, were two days in sight of the ship-
ping in the harbor after their departure. The wind was fresh,
and carrying a very heavy press of sail, we went off at the
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rate of ten and eleven knots an hour. The weather was
thick, however, and we had no observations on Monday, nor
yet on Tuesday. Our “land falls,” however, by dead reck-
oning, were excellent. We made the island of San Miguel,
discovering a dangerous rock near it, not laid down in our
charts. I found the supply of charts in this ship very defi-
cient, and had to rely upon a coarse lithograph of this part
of the coast, which I picked up at the Sandwich Islands,
where it was printed. This coast is very incorrectly surveyed,
and the islands which form what is called the canal of Santa
Barbara, have here and there some reefs near them. On
Tuesday I made the islands of Clement and Catalina, but
here the wind failed gradually as we approached the coast, as
I was told it would. I had hoped to have got in on the
afternoon of that day. Next morning, however, I made the
coast at the point desired. I had got copied on board of the
Savannah, through Hitchcock’s kindness, a little chart of the
port which, though not correct, was of great service. As we
approached the land at the distance of two miles, we entered
the kelp. It was as remarkable and beautiful a sight as I
remember seeing, though to be sailing amidst seaweed with a
ghip whose keel was sixteen feet below the surface of the
water, was not altogether pleasant. No language can convey
an idea of this wonderful production of nature. It lay in
broad fans over miles of the ocean. The bright sun reflected
its striking though grave colors, being all the shades of a
beautiful light brown and salmon. Though intent upon
watching the points of land and the breakers, I could not
keep from exclaiming occasionally at so novel and brilliant a
gight. There are several varieties; this is by far the hand-
somest I had seen. It looked like gigantic ferns, the leaves
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shaded like the feathers of a pheasant. Our soundings gave
us at the time eleven fathoms water, so that these acres of
beautiful ocean fans have stems sixty-six feet in length at-
tached to the rocks beneath.

This beautiful little harbor is very difficult of access with-
out previous local knowledge. The wind also was “scant,” that
is, not quite fair enough. It would have been more prudent
to wait for the sea breeze, but I had had a fine run, all were anx-
ious to reach the shore, and it would be a clever thing to land
them on the third day, four hundred miles from Monterey,
before the fastest couriers could convey to the Pueblo the ac-
count of our sailing. I steered by the breakers and colored
water, different from my previous cruisings. I could not reach,
owing to the wind, the deepest water, and ugly shoals were
under my lee. I found the ship going slow, owing to being so
near the bottom. More sail was instantly put on, we crossed
the bar with six inches to spare, and luffed into the harbor in
gallant style, clewing up the sails, and coming to anchor with-
out any accident. There seemed to be a simultaneous expres-
sion of surprise and satisfaction among our Western friends.
Captain Frémont was standing by my side, and told me he
was so excited he could scarcely breathe. It was a thrilling

” o«

moment, to hear “quarter less three,” “ quarter less three,” repeat-
ed o’er and o’er from the chains by the quartermaster,— that is,
sixteen and a half feet. But after rounding the outer breakers,
it was as smooth as a mill-pond. Had the ship had any pitch-
ing motion she would have touched the ground.

We had no sooner anchored than the wind came directly
ahead, and we had no sea breeze for two days. We arrived
at twelve o’clock, Wednesday, 29th July. I had found comfort

and strength in my little “Daily Food,” for some days back, and
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depending upon the continued kindness and protection of God,
I found myself sustained.

Captain Frémont said, “I see the captain of a man-of-war
must keep his wits about him.” Captain Frémont and three
or four officers live with me, the others in the wardroom and
steerage. The men picked out “soft planks,” and were stowed
away in the hammock nettings. The first day nearly all were
down with the seasickness, for it was quite rough; and we
all smiled, remarking it would not take many of Castro’s men
to dispose of the party then. Jim Stanwix, the Delaware chief,
said, “I frightened now, first time in my life.” All the Indians
suffered much. They were eight in number, fine men, but
sad of late from the loss of one of their braves called Crane.
Gillespie, after traveling six hundred miles to overtake Captain
Frémont, found the latter traveling so fast, that he sent in ad-
vance two very fast riders belonging to his party, who overtook
the camp a day or two afterwards. Frémont immediately,
with a small party, set out to return in advance of his main
body. The day he and Gillespie met they both traveled fifty
miles, lighted their fires, and, not suspecting anything, for the
very first time placed no sentinels, and lay down near their
three fires, and under different trees. A Klamet Indian came
in the night, with great skill and stealth, and tomahawked
Bagile Lajeunesse, one of Frémont’s favorite men, who had
once saved his life. He was instantly killed, and uttered not
a groan. A man near him was also killed, but groaned, and
this roused Crane, who sprang to his feet with his rifle, took
deadly aim, but his cap missed. Too brave to retreat, which
he could have done, the Klamet, with the rapidity of lightning
(both jumping and dodging and yelling according to their
custom), shot three arrows into the brave Delaware, each time
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making a better shot, the third having gone through his heart.
Their bows are powerful, and the arrows, with steel heads, are
poisoned. The Klamet in his turn was too brave to run, but
stood jumping and yelling until a man by the name of Step
killed him with his rifle. It was a complete surprise. Gillespie
and Frémont were sleeping at a distance, and it all occurred in
a minute.

My orders were to send an officer to wait upon the authori-
ties, and propose to them to hoist the flag. If they declined
(which they did), to take possession, and defend the place. I
despatched Mr. Rowan with the marines; for I did not like
his going alone, the town or Presidio being about four miles,
generally called five. While he was gone we learned that
Andreas Pico (a brother of the Governor of California, Pio
Pico), residing at the Pueblo de los Angeles, the capital, one
hundred and twenty miles north of this, was here. Soon after
a drove of horses, near the beach and hide-houses, were driven
off by his orders. On an emphatic demand, however, being
made on the prefet, they were returned in the evening. Horses
are the sinews of war in this country.

Frémont and his men were very impatient to land, but
these preliminaries were to take place. So soon, however, as I
supposed the flag had been hoisted, I manned all the boats and
sent them off. The boats could only take about fifty, and as
they pulled up the estuary, they did not return in time for a
second trip. The next morning all the rest followed. They
commenced at once gathering up horses, but no great numbers
were found. He took up his quarbei's in the town, which con-
tains but few houses, these mostly situated around a large plaza,
and one story high. Three hundred, I presume, is the amount
of population. Andreas Pico remained at a distance on horsec-
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back on the evening Mr. Rowan landed, saw the flag hoisted,
and started off for the Pueblo, before learning, however, that
we had Frémont’s party on board, the first division of which
only reached the town after nightfall.

Two days afterwards, while I was up there, Frémont said
that he had been warned, if Castro supposed that our marine
guard of twenty-five men were the only defenders of the place,
he would organize and attempt a night surprise. It was five
o'clock in the afternoon. I despatched immediate}y a messen-
ger to the ship, and at eight o’clock, Lieutenant Rowan, with
2 hundred men well armed and equipped, came marching into
the plaza like regular troops, taking up guard, patrol, and
sentinel duties like old soldiers. I was greatly pleased with
this performance; eight miles had to be traveled by messen-
ger and men. I kept them up there for three or four days,
until all chance of such a thing passed over, and stayed with
them myself. Frémont has made a scouting excursion, and
taken up about thirty horses; they have now about ninety,
less than half they require. I know not if I mentioned in my
Monterey letter that he agreed to serve under Commodore
Stockton, and his troops had agreed to come under army
laws. Commodore S. made him a brevet major, by what au-
thority I know not, and Gillespie a brevet colonel.

The orders were to me, that after landing, the battalion
would not move until it heard from him,-— that he would de-
spatch a courier from San Pedro. I very soon found that
Frémont was very impatient, not accustomed to control or
military rule; a personal indignity to revenge on Castro,
and an extreme desire to shorten the campaign, having made
up his mind to cut across home by New Mexico so soon as it
should be over,—all this tended to make him very restive.
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Yet you may judge of my surprise, on going to town, to find
some movement in the camp among his own especial party,
ox carts loading with saddles, and other preparations made
for some departure. Gillespie told me he was going after
horses; but soon after, Frémont said to me he thought of
moving towards the Pueblo. Upon questioning him, I found
he would have been off, leaving the valley people behind, who
specially agreed to serve with him. In a quiet way, with
explicitness, however, I told him of the impropriety of the
move; that it would lead to trouble; that after showing him
what applied to him in my orders, I could not see how he
could disobey them; that he had a military reputation to
sustain ; that I sympathized in his feelings; that had I been
in his place I should not have put myself under the naval
commander of the coast, but having done so, he must abide
by the act; that the remaining riflemen would be left a rope
of sand without him, etc., etc. This succeeded; the orders
were countermanded, and the search for horses was made in-
stead of a march on the Pueblo. '

On the day after arriving I was called upon in town by
the authorities, to say they had determined not to hold their
offices under the new order of things, though extremely
friendly to the cause. I tried to dissuade them from this.
An election was held, but the newly-appointed declined also,
so the civil authority is at an end in San Diego; but the
small population, its orderly character, and friendliness towards
us, have prevented as yet any breach of the peace. There are
some very clever people in the town, and we have found it
very pleasant. Don Juan Bardini is a member of the Mexi-
can Congress—a Californian—has long been a friend to his
province, but after trying in vain to induce Mexico to pay
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attention to its interests, by doing something for California
(his efforts sometimes in the Chambers, sometimes by personal
appeals, and interviews with Santa Anna), is now disgusted, and
ready for the change. He is employed on the history of the
country, has a good house, three grown daughters by a first
wife (two married); has now a second wife much younger
than himself, and quite handsome. His house has been thrown
open to us, and is the resort of the other society of the place.
The single daughter, Dofia Isidora, plays well on the harp-
guitar, and with the ordinary one, they contrive to have
music and dancing every night, the “solo diversion” of Cali-
fornia. Don Juan, though over sixty, is the most indefatigable
and active of the dancers, saying it is “muy inocente.” His
son-in-law, Don Pedro Carillo, was educated in Boston, and
speaks English well. Don Miguel Pedrorena also speaks it
fluently. These people are all intelligent, and make it a much
more agreeable place than Monterey, where I saw no society
whatever.

Until yesterday I have been sleeping in town, coming
down to breakfast in the morning, and returning before sun-
down in the evening, having hired a horse during our stay
here, which it would have been cheaper to buy, as you only
give fifteen dollars for a good one, and twenty dollars for the
very best.. I thus ride about eight miles, if not ten, a day,
and as all riding means here a gallop, I have found it de-
lightful and healthy. The road lies along the shores of the
harbor and Estero. If you were to see me mounted, with my
Panama hat, blouse over my uniform coat, rifle across the
saddle-bow, revolving pistol on one side, and my sword on
the other, you would not recognize your peaceful husband.
The day before yesterday the doctor and I started a little
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earlier than usual, and, with Don Pedro, extended our ride
to the mission of San Diego, some six miles beyond the twon.
You “débouche” into a valley (the high hills which enclose
it being those which surround the harbor), in which the dry
bed of a river winds. This river has, curiously enough, be-
come subterranean, and by boring a foot or two you come to
the water.

This mission is now a type of the many studded along
the coast and interior of California. The buildings were good,
picturesquely situated, with a church. But now all is in a
mournful state of decay. Miserable naked Indians were around
the piazza. We were received most hospitably by the old padre,
a Pranciscan, a perfect Friar Tuck, who was what sailors term
“bwo sheets in the wind.” He sent for some pears, which were
regular chokes, and dispatched an Indian for funas, prickly
ones, which he brought perfectly green. We looked at the di-
lapidated church and tattered paintings. The remains of gar-
dens and vineyards were on either hand, and near the latter
were the Indians’ thatched wigwams. A more miserable, naked
set I never saw. Under a dead bush stuck down to keep off
the sun lay an object covered with a sheep-skin; a silvery head
peeped from under it, laying on the bare ground, the whole
shriveled and shrunk to half a man’s size. It was an old
Indian, one hundred and ten years old. They seemed a last
connecting link between the human species and the brute crea-
tion; indeed, the donkeys around their huts seemed much more
natural, and more to be envied. We galloped back as we had
come, the air perfectly delicious, and the full moon prolonging
the twilight.

Up to 1834 these missions retained much of their ancient
wealth, measured in this country by the number of their cat-
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tle and horses. That of San Gabriel, near the Pueblo, had
over one thousand head of horned cattle, and twenty thousand
horses,— all the others in proportion ; with large vineyards, and
some hard money. Where this wealth has gone puzzles the
most intelligent of the Californians. They tell you the hides
and tallow have gone to the United States, but where the money
has gone which paid for them, no man can tell. In 1834 Mex-
ico sent “administrators” to reside at all the missions. From
that day their downfall was complete. This country has been
ruined specially since that date. If it could have passed into
the hands of the United States then, I believe something won-
derful would have come out of it.

Agriculturally, as I told you before, I think it has been
overrated. Except the valley of the Sacramento, it suffers so
from droughts, though the cattle seem to thrive, and the horses
are very superior, particularly here. Their powers of endur-
ence are wonderful. They will travel all day at a hand-gallop,
carrying besides the rider a saddle heavier than a half-grown
boy. They are never shod, and though they drive cattle through
the stoniest ravines, and over crags, you rarely see a splintered
‘hoof. This is owing, I conceive, partly to climate. It would be
amusing to see how many of our pampered and sleek-coated
nags they could use up in a week. There is not a curry-comb
in the country, and I doubt if they have a name for it. They
are never stabled; when not used they are turned out to grass.
An old mare with a bell is the nucleus for every band of horses.
Their sagacity amid a thousand head in finding their bell leader
is very great, and a man who finds his mare finds his drove.
There are some peculiarities in the breaking of them. They
rarely hitch them, but the halter, a small hair rope, is thrown
on the ground, and they will stand for hours. To guide them



CAPTAIN 8. F. DU PONT. 45

the rein must not be drawn, or they will stop; but pressed on
the neck on the opposite side to which you wish them to go.
The Californians are perfect centaurs,— are on horseback from
infancy almost. To see them chasing the cattle, and throwing
the lasso, is really a beautiful sight. It is always done at full
speed,— indeed, it cannot be thrown with great accuracy with-
out this. The noose sometimes catches around one, sometimes
around both horns, but the animal bolts off then with increased
pace, and often jerks the lasso out of the rider’s hands; his
heavy and murderous rowels are then plunged into his horse’s
flanks, and he goes off wentre a terre in chase of the trailing
lasso. As he approaches the end of it, he throws his right
foot out of the stirrup, holds on to the left, seizes the high
pommel of his saddle, and leans over the right side of his
horse, his head barely a foot from the ground, and his right
hand within reach of it; up comes the lasso, which he holds
on to with a firmer grip, his horse all the time going at the
top of his speed. A sudden jerk at a sharp angle takes the
animal at a disadvantage; he often trips, stumbles, and falls on
his side, making the earth fairly shake. No bull-fight that I
ever saw in old Spain could compare with this sight in manly
skill, being moreover divested of unnecessary cruelty.
At Sea, August 12th.

The launch returned on Saturday, the 8th, having arrived
a half hour after the Congress at San Pedro. I received by
her orders to come immediately to the latter place, to bring
the Juanita, the brig T had detained, with me, and orders for
Major Frémont to march. I was directed not to leave any
force behind, in consequence of which the inhabitants of San
Diego were in great terror, and were left in a defenceless
state. Fortunately Gillespie remains for some days, until his
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men can get horses, or I know not how I could have got
away from the kind people of the village, who should not
have been left in that way. :

The commodore writes me Castro has left the Pueblo de
los Angeles, that he will land and be at Temple’s Farm on
Wednesday, and to join him with one hundred men; but we
have had nothing but calms, and though I sailed on the 9th,
have found no winds until just now. The distance is only
eighty miles, and we shall be four or five days making it. En
revanche, I picked up another Mexican brig, so we shall go in
with two prizes.

By the Primavera we got some Mexican news. She was
forty-one days from San Blas, in a starving condition, and leak-
ing, and I believe rather glad to be taken. The captain, a
Frenchman, had his wife on board. We supplied them with
all they wanted. There were two passengers, Frenchmen also,
now on board here with her crew. We hear Vera Cruz was
taken by the squadron in the Gulf. I hope they will now soon
be settled here, though I fear we shall spend the next year on
this coast. I hope to get in to-morrow.

San Pedro, August 16th.

We arrived yesterday, after a passage tedious beyond meas-
ure, though rendered so only becanse we did not wish the Con-
gress to run off with all the glory; otherwise, more beautiful
weather, and a smoother blue ocean with close contact .to a
remarkable though not picturesque range of coast and moun-
tains, I never saw out of the Mediterranean. I should have
enjoyed it exceedingly, in this comfortable, quiet, well-ordered
ship, but for the anxiety to get here. Most of this anxiety
was for my officers, who are young and enthusiastic, but I
felt convinced that Castro would not make a stand, and if he
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did not, the present plans would not secure him. Had Fré-
mont been given more liberty of action it might have been
different, but neither of us were given any discretion, and I
had to detain him, as I have told you.

On approaching yesterday, Beale boarded us some miles
out, brought an order that I was to remain by the ships, and
take care of them, to send up the marines to the Pueblo, thirty
miles off They landed the whole crew (nearly) of the Con-
gress, had had some military reviews, etc., started off for a
place called Temple’s Farm, from where two hundred were
marched back to the ship, the others keeping on. Castro had
cleared out, but the Pueblo is taken and the flag hoisted, and
the commodore in the Government House.

The authorities as usual declined hoisting the flag them-
selves, but said they would be glad to see it done by the com-
modore. While Castro was on the retreat, a dispatch was sent
to Major Frémont, which, if delivered at the time it should
have been, he could have intercepted him; but it was bun-
gled, and he has got clear, having buried his guns. They say
he is by this time across the Colorado. If he was to get off,
I hope he was in that direction, and has not passed through
San Diego, to wreak his vengeance on the people there. This
taking of places without forces to garrison them, I know not
the end of. It will interfere with the efliciency of the ships,
which for example will not be able to lay in these open roads
in a month or two. I have sent my reports to the Pueblo de
los Angeles by Dr. Maxwell, and Beale to show him the way,
and expect them back to-night, when I may know our future
movements.

This is the third Sunday I have been on hoard this ship.
The first we sailed from Monterey with the troops. The sec-
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ond we came out of San Diego. I improved our quiet here
to read the service this morning to the crew. I took that I
used for the brig. The first lieutenant is the only person, so
far as I yet know, who approves of it, or rather who takes any
interest in it; and nothing yet in the shape of a response
from anybody. Yet I will persevere, and perhaps God will
bless the effort. ~Mr. Colton was left at Monterey, as an al-
calde, I know not how much in accordance with his own views,
but he ‘could have done much more good by remaining by his
charge in the Congress, which this desultory service is calculated
to make serious inroads into. I shall go on board this after-
noon to see Livingston, and will inquire how the meetings get
on. I am gradually doing away with swearing here, which pre-
vailed much more among the officers than in the Congress,
though to no great extent compared with former days in the
navy. The crew, I think, as a mass, are of a higher standard
than the Congress; I have had to punish but two as yet, and
I can see that much can be got out of them, if ‘we are left
to ourselves, and they be not dismembered by the present
operations.

This is a fine large bay. The island of Catalina (large),
with a projecting headland into the south-west, protects it in
that quarter, and from the north and north-west, but it is
open to the south-east, from which quarter it blows from No-
vember to April. No ship can lay here with one blowing.
There are two ranchos on the beach, which form the only hab-
itation within sight of the ships. Beef seems the staple of
the country, and it is very hard getting along in our messes.
‘When out of groceries, they can only be replaced at the Islands
or on the leeward coast, Callao and Valparaiso, which places I
presume we will not see again. I had some forethought, but
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not enough. I find things run out on this station, which I
never experienced before.
August 17, Monday.

This has been a day of some incident with us,—but I will
take things in order. Yesterday afternoon I received orders
from the commodore to release the two Mexican brigs I had
taken, requiring certain oaths, and so forth, to be taken by crew
and captains.

This morning the Warren, Captain Hull, arrived from
Monterey, and previously from Mazatlan. He brings the im-
portant news that Congress had declared things in a state of
war with Mexico, and Mr. Polk’s proclamation,— the voting
of ten millions, etc. This news has gone up to the commodore
at the Pueblo, and must lead to some definite movement on his
part. The Columbus is expected from the Islands, and Cap-
tain Hull, who dined with me, says he heard the Potomac was
on her way out. I cannot imagine the amount of preparation
in the action of Congress should have reference alone to so weak
a power as Mexico. I am fortunate to be afloat in so fine a
ship as this. This news of course seals the fate of California,
and she remains to the United States. I am glad for Com-
modore Sloat’s sake, who risked a good deal in taking posses-
sion when he did, and to whom all the honor should be given;
but it is probable others will get it. The Warren was thirty-
seven days from Mazatlan to Monterey, and two or three down
here. She brought no letters, the mails having been interrupted
through Mexico. A report reached here of the death of Louis
Philippe,—I think a dark day for France. My old ship the
Warren looks sad and worn; she is really used up, and all
on board want to return; they are three years out.

Dr. Maxwell has returned from the Pueblo. He has been
4
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looking out for some stores for our messes, and my friend Law-
rence, the wardroom steward of the Congress, sends me word
through Mr. Schenck that they have found a steward for me,
in the person of a prei)ossessing Frenchman; I have written
to secure him. Major Frémont is in chase of Castro, but the
latter has three or four days the start, and there is no chance
of his being overtaken. He buried his guns in the most in-
genious.way in the sands, carrying on the carriages much fur-
ther and leaving thus the wheel tracks to mislead; but the
unerring eye of one of the Delaware Indians in Frémont’s
party detected the trail. So little vestige of such was there,
that the acuteness shown is said to have astonished even the
riflemen and Western trappers of the company. The Pueblo
de los Angeles is larger than Monterey,— there may be a thou-
sand inhabitants,—and is very filthy, and the only thing that
compensates are the vineyards around it, which the Doctor re-
presents as very fine; unfortunately the grapes are not yet
ripe, for fruits or vegetables in this country seem scarce beyond
conception. Beef, beef, beef! To-day I had a roast, a beef-
steak, and a beef stew, with the smallest possible amount of
potatoes, which we have to nurse with exceeding care. We
slaughter our own bullocks, and it comes to a cent and a half
per pound.

I landed to-day to make Mr. Alexander collector of the
port of San Pedro. Two ranchos on the top of the bank com-
pose the city. A dead flat plain, more arid and burnt and
barren than anything I ever saw, spreads out before you, and
goes all the way to the Pueblo. A good many Americans have
ranchos and farms. How they contrive to have food for horses
and cattle, seems difficult to understand.

Gillespie I learn is still at San Diego. Frémont could not
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find horses to send him, Castro having driven off all in a large
circuit.

I spent two or three hours yesterday on board the frigate.
She looks like a deserted castle. The prayer-meetings are bro-
ken up, most of the men being away. I wrote you what a
sight they presented all kneeling in the store-rooms.

August 19th,

I received orders yesterday from the commodore, still at
the Pueblo, to prepare for a cruise and report when I was ready;
the Congress having orders to supply us with provisions.

I shall be ready to-morrow night, and have so written to
bhim. I know not our destination; rumor says to the south.

Our marines are to be detained, and I hear are to be or-
dered off' to the north. I am greatly annoyed at this; and I
look upon it as not only inconsiderate, but unwise. The Con-
gress is not going to cruise, and she could spare hers, while
the cruising ships should not be dismembered, for we know not
yet what England and France may say. If we go south, that
is to the coast of Mexico, we have yet two months of very
bad weather to contend with; and to take twenty-five men out
of a ship like this is a great inroad into her efficiency, partic-
ularly when these are marines, and when bound to an enemy’s
coast. Excuse this grumbling, my only apology for which
is that my station now prohibits any interchange on such topics
with those around me. I am aware it is idle. I should do
my duty with increased zeal to meet every new emergency ; this
I hope to do, and place my trust in Him who will order all
things for the best.
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Off Mazatlan, Mexico, October 13th, 1846.

On the 23d of August I sailed from San Pedro, with or-
ders to proceed to this coast and blockade the port of San
Blas, until our provisions became low, and then to return to
San Francisco and Upper California; an active, laborious, and
trying cruise, but I trust an honorable one. It has kept me
so employed, that with the heat, which for intensity and long
continuance has been beyond anything I have ever conceived,
there has been a long break in my journal letter, which re-
mains still in my portfolio, no opportunity of sending it hav-
ing offered.

S 14th October.

If you had heard all we were told of the weather we were
to encounter on this coast, and believed one half, you would
have supposed that there would not have been enough of the
ship left to make a tooth-pick of, a week after our arrival.
Certain it is that from July to the end of this month it is,
generally speaking, the worst coast in the world. No merchant
vessels are insured in those months, and according to an order
of the British Admiralty, after the 15th June the British men-
of-war must leave the ports on the coast. Still, the Frolic this
year has made an exception, and so far we have been very
fortunate; some think we may still have the equinox, and I
think of running out in a day or two to pass under way the
coming in of the new moon; the Frolic’s, who have become
perfect barometers, recommending it. To finish with this sub-
ject of weather at once, I will say that at San Blas we found
the worst, and more like that which was described to us be-
fore leaving California. In the first place, the heat since we
made Cape San Lucas on the 31st August, up to our leaving the
Anse de la Paz on the 29th September, has been beyond any de-
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seription I could give,—91°, 92°, 93°, and 94° by da);, 84°, 86°,
88°, and 90° by night ; this not for one day, but for weeks. At
San Blas it is accompanied with dampness and miasmatic exhala-
tions, which exhaust the strength and oppress the spirits. At
this place it is generally the same, but somewhat modified in
closeness. In the Gulf of La Paz, the heat was quite as high,
but the air altogether purer, and the temperature therefore en-
durable. The great exposure of our crew, however, in rafting
water, cutting wood, etc., in the hot sun, and seeking draughts
of air, night and day, to cool themselves, brought on a slight
epidemic of influenza, but so soon as we got out, with Dr. Max-
well’s usual skill and success, it all disappeared. Every even-
ing at San Blas the highlands became covered with clouds,
and lightning and thunder commenced; such crashes of the
latter, and such flashes of the former, no part of .the world
can exhibit. They seem for a second or two to leave you
stunned and blinded. The rain then comes in avalanches, as if
water-spouts were breaking over your decks. Squalls of wind
often accompany this, with now and then a whirlwind. One
such night we passed under way in the bay,—enough to make
us duly thankful for our wonderful exemption during the whole
remainder of our visit. The Warren, that went down the week
after we left, had them nearly every night.

On the 1st September, after a very good and pleasant
passage, we passed the Tres Marias Islands, and on the 2d
anchored at San Blas. I sent a boat to the town, which is
small, being the seaport of Tepic, the capital of Guadalaxara,
situated thirtjr leagues in the interior. It is deserted during
the “tiempo de las aguas,” the inhabitants mostly going to
Tepic. The boat established the blockade, and in coming out
captured a Mexican sloop, just arriving from Mazatlan, loaded
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with a valuable cargo for the interior. Its name was the
Solita. On the next day I intercepted a brigantine (Mexican),
likewise from Mazatlan, and also with a valuable cargo for
the interior, consisting mostly of cocoa, cottons, spear knives,
crockery and glassware, wines, etec.  This last vessel was leak-
ing, and in a sinking condition. I had to take out the cargo
and send her to the bottom. This encumbered my ship very
much, besides bringing cockroaches and other vermin on board,
of which we were uncommonly free. I wished the cargo was
in Jericho, though I was not sorry to have given an effectual
check to the impudence of neutral merchants, mostly Germans,
Hamburgers, Italians, Spaniards, and Prussians, shipping goods
with the President’s proclamation of war staring them in the
face, from one port of the enemy to another. Our laws re-
lating to prizes and prize goods are very strict, contained in
our naval code, and read monthly at the capstan; yet in the
absence of marines, our crew would break into the boxes,
though everything in the shape of liquor we placed below.
Still T found the ship’s company drunk one day, and when
ferreted out— would you believe it ?—a large pine box, iron
hooped, giving no indication of its contents, had been broken
into in the night, stowed, too, close to my cabin bulkhead, and
found to contain boxes of cologne water, from which many of
the crew had got drunk. I punished them well the next day,
and broke two or three petty officers concerned. This, and
another set, who got drunk while watering ship at La Paz, is
all T had to do, and I am more and more convinced that a
little prompt and well-timed severity is by far the most hu-
mane system of discipline.

After cruising eight days off San Blas, sometimes at an-
chor, sometimes under sail (having previously sent Lieutenant



CAPTAIN S. F. DU PONT. 55

Rowan to spike twenty-four guns, which the place contained,
thereby rendered suscepﬁb]e of defence against any force that
could be brought against it), I steered off for Mazatlan, taking
the Solita in tow, having placed an officer and prize crew on
board of her, I found the Warren here on the 9th Septem-
ber. She brought me leave from the commodore to cruise
after the gunboats, and take the Julia, a schooner which I
had written him about as likely to suit the purposes of the
squadron, being a fast Baltimore clipper. On this, I bore away,
for La Paz, or rather Pichilingué, in Lower, California, hav-
ing spent an hour or two on board the Warren with Captain
Hull, whose boats had that morning cut out the Mulek Adhel,
another clipper vessel from Baltimore, but owned by the Mexi-
cans there. One thousand soldiers looked on stupefied, and
Lieutenant Radford, who had command of the boats, told me
be had got the brig aground in bringing her out, and that
every one of them could have been killed with perfect ease.
So soon as they were outside, the Mexican valor rose, tremens-
dous excitement prevailed (there are ten thousand inhabitants
in the place), the American consul was ordered to leave the
place, and all the Americans. I found Mr. Bolton, the consul
in Mr. Parrot’s place, on board the Warren, Mr. Mott and
family, Americans, had taken refuge on board the Frolic, not
being permitted to get to the Warren.

I found some straggling papers of May and June, and
got a glimpse of two New Orleans Picayunes, with General
Taylor’s two admirable despatches detailing the battles of the
8th and 9th of May ; but before I could read one of them, the
near approach of a south-easter was announced. The barom-
eter was falling, the Frolic getting in her boats, the War-
ren was doing the same, and in the scuffle I jumped in mxr
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boat and made out to my own ship, which I had left under
sail in the offing.

We crossed the Gulf of California, with fine weather, light
winds, and hot as ever, and made the island of Ceraldo and
the Californian coast on the 11th; the former laid down four-
teen miles too far to the west on our charts. The island and
coast of the peninsula are high, broken, and altogether strik-
ing looking land, with fanciful shapes; but on a nearer ap-
proach, a more barren, burnt-up soil cannot be imagined,
denuded of all verdure. It seems fairly calcined.

We made the island of Espiritu Santo on Sunday, the
13th, sailed round its northern end, and entered the passage
formed between it and the main, sailing down towards La Paz;
the coast of the peninsula on our right hand, rising high in
solid walls with flat table tops to it, from which would rise
columns, looking like ancient castles and towers.

We had our little service in the morning. It is what I
used to read on board the Perry. I have already told you
that I can excite no interest whatever. More impenetrable
people I never yet saw. I have seen nothing like scoffing in
word or look; it is difficult to make out what the sentiment
is, whether irreligious, indifferent, or skeptical. I regret this,
though it has probably stimulated me in the discharge of my
duty, for I permit nothing that I can at all control to inter-
fere with its discharge. I am gradually checking the swear-
ing, which prevailed very much when I first came on board.
The midshipmen I have stopped, but the men are much ad-
dicted to it, as a matter of course, where the officers have
shown the example. But this is a digression.

We had a hard hunt to find the little harbor of Pichi-
tmoué (I believe an Indian word). The island which forms
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it lies so close to the main that it is very difficult to make
out that it is not a part of it. It was nearly dark, and the
weather more threatening than we had had, when I discovered
a reddish point of land, which corresponded with a point called
Colorado on the chart, the Spanish surveyors having been very
apt always in naming headlands, etc., in conformity with their
peculiarities or particular features. ~We dashed in without a
pilot, the entrance being very narrow, and anchored just at
nightfall.  Very thankful was I, and a very different night
did T pass than I would have done had we been: obliged to
remain outside, exposed to the currents, in a gulf very imper-
fectly known then to us; now we are familiar with it all.
Early next morning I sent down the boats under Lieutenant
Rowan to La Paz, six miles further down this anse or bay,
having a good harbor, but with not sufficient depth of water
for this ship to approach much nearer than Pichilingué, which
is surrounded by high hills, and back on the mainland by
higher mountains. The reflection from the glassy waters of
the harbor, and from the burnt hillsides, is terrific all the
month of September. The only vegetation is the cactus, a
species which shoots up a main stem about twelve feet high,
larger than my arm; three shoots generally, and sometimes
four, spring from this and rise to equal height with the centre
one, looking like huge candelabra. Nothing in the shape of
human habitation can be seen. Rattlesnakes, jackals, wolves,
abound. The surralla, a species of polecat, is also very numer-
ous, and as it is almost always rabid, its damage to cattle is
extensive. The waters abound in fish, but the sharks are very
numerous, which, towards the close of my visit, spoiled my bath-
ing, that every evening was a luxury beyond description, and
enables one to get through nights nearly as hot as the days;
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but I saw so many and heard of so many more, that I thought
it best to run no further risks. It is only the fearless, reck-
less indifference ‘of sailors that is a match for all these things.
They would roam over the hills, some of them barefooted, pick-
ing up whatever came in their way, always coming back to
the boats with a huge rattlesnake or two hanging from the
end of a stick, often only half dead. These snakes, like those
in Upper California, are more sluggish than ours, and rarely
sound their rattles, and are therefore more dangerous. In
this part of the gulf, about Espiritu Santo and several other
places, the pearl fishery is carried on with a good deal of
activity by the Indians, whose boats and occupations we did
not disturb, though they were dreadfully alarmed. They dive
thirty, forty, and fifty feet, go two together, carrying each a
stick, which serves to root out the oyster and keep away the
sharks, by which they occasionally lose their lives. We lost
by accident our launch’s gun overboard in thirty-five feet
water, and employed two to find it, having a mark near the
spot where it fell, They failed in this, though they were of
great service. We resorted to our usual method, called “sweep-
ing.” The moment the ropes would catch something, they
would dive down, but came up for many hours, exclaiming, as
they reached the surface, “Piedra.” Finally we hooked it sure
enough, and they took the ropes down and rove them through
the ring, and we soon had it on board. It was well we did
recover it, for it stood us in good part, and did much ser-
vice the following week. They brought a good many pearl
oysters alongside. You purchase so many, and take your chance
of finding pearls; and the oysters are themselves eatable. It
is a sort of lottery; many have small pearls in them. The
pearl is in the oyster itself, and is doubtless the result of some
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unhealthy secretion. The shells are taken for ballast in ves-
sels bound for China, and bring a fair price, being used for
all the mother-of-pearl work.
October 15th, Thursday.

‘The boats returned late at night, having taken nine Mexi-
can merchant vessels, big and small, the Julia among them,
on board which I placed Lieutenant Selden, with a prize
crew, to watch the others. I had told Lieutenant Rowan to
tell the governor that mo hostilities would be made, no per-
son or property injured, all provision should be paid for, etc.,
unless provocation would be given. He said the governor
was a gentleman, had no means of defence, and would call to
see me the following day. Before breakfast he was on board,
with a French gentleman to interpret, his secretary, etc. He
breakfasted with me, and everything was arranged in the most
satisfactory manner. 'We were to be supplied with water and
all we wanted; and he, assuming the safe keeping of the cap-
tured vessels, enabled me to dispatch the Julia, disencumber
myself of the Susanna’s cargo, and, trans-shipping that of the
Solita also to her, send her to the commodore at San Fran-
cisco. But for this, I know not what I could have done
with the prizes but to burn them, about which I had no
orders (only to capture), and had also a great repugnance to
the measure. My moderate course turned out a very suc-
cessful one, for we have now a port to get water at, on an
enemy’s coast, though other supplies are short. I had a cor-
respondence with the governor, which is highly creditable to
him, In such matters the lowest Mexican functionary is an
adept, showing always facility of expression and great tact. I
do not mean by this the governor is a low functionary; he is
an ex-colonel in the Mexican army, afterwards a merchant at
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Mazatlan, and now merchant and governor in Lower Califor-
nia. His name is Francisco Palacios Miranda. He com-
plained of the utter destitution Lower California had been left
in by Mexico. For two years they had not even been noticed
as a portion of her territory; that she was utterly defenceless
against the smallest force, etec., ete. I could see there had been
a disappointment all around that it had not been included in
the proclamation of the two commodores. I know not what
advantage it would be to us, except as a make-weight in ad-
justing a treaty of peace. Still, it ought to have been in-
cluded, as a matter of humanity.

La Paz is a little town of forty houses, of adobe, with
thatched roofs, ete., called, I believe, from a treaty of peace
made with the Indians there, by Cortez. The governor’s
house is a good one, and all are adapted to the climate, but
all poor. Adventurers, French and Spaniards, are the leading
people. I got to know them all, and though I had seized their
vessels, they treated me with great civility. Most of these
vessels under Mexican flags are owned by neutrals, very few
of the Mexicans having either the means or the enterprise to
own' ships. They seem not to care to make money, save by
gambling, and the masses are the most degraded set you can
imagine, and religion at a lower ebb even than'in Peru; nor
are the foreigners settled among them much better.

After watering ship, getting wood, fitting out the Julia, I
was on the eve of sailing, when the Warren ‘arrived from
Mazatlan. I waited a day more to supply her with some
things, to hear her news, ete. She had failed in getting the’
money for the squadron, but yet hoped to get it through the
Frolic. Mr. Bolton, vice-consul, was still on board of her. - He
and Captain Hull dined with me on the 28th, and on the
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evening of that day I sailed in chase of the gunboats, and to
establish the blockade of the gulf. The day before had been
my birthday, in the week before had been yours. * * *
I gathered a pretty shell for you on that day. * * * *

In sailing up the gulf we kept on the eastern or Califor-
nia side. The land of this peninsula, and the islands which
lie off it, continue to exhibit the same geographical features,—
high, broken, irregular, and altogether striking, if not unique.
Spiry pinnacles, round knobs, flat tables, deep saddles,—the
fancy could see animals of all kinds, or resemblances to in-
animate objects, every hour, as we passed. There are no
sunken dangers on that side, and we passed along close to the
islands of San José, Catalina, Carmencita, all like the main-
land, and barren beyond conception; otherwise they would have
reminded me of the Grecian Archipelago. We stopped at
Loreto, the site of an ancient mission, now a small town, where
the principal resident is an American, by the name of Davis.
I took his vessel and another one, but left them under his
security.

We passed on to Mulegé, another insignificant place,
with another American, called Adams, as the principal resident.
One of the gunboats had been there, but hearing of our ar-
rival at La Paz, through a man who left there in a small boat,
and who had told dreadful stories about us, they had gone
over to Guaymas. There was some verdure on Mulegé, and
dates were growing in large quantities. We procured some,
which were quite a treat.

I left the same afternoon, and shaped our course for Guay-
mas, which port is situated on the Mexican side, and nearly at
the head of navigation for vessels of this size. On the following
morning, the 5th of October, we made the land about Guaymas;
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it is generally high and striking, and in a short time we saw
what, with their usual though sometimes homely felicity, the
Spaniards called the ZTetas de Cabra, a good landmark for
the harbor of Guaymas, or rather for Cape Haro, which forms
the entrance. After passing this cape, you sail close to the
shore, wind your way between the islands, and finally anchor
in the inner harbor, opposite a town situated under high hills,
which gradually rise into mountains. The country was more
green, the islands covered with verdure, though having still
the candelabra cactus, as I have named it. The geological
features were also remarkable: caverns were washed into the
rocks, and red and white strata, and curious conglomerates,
caused altogether expressions of delight from the officers, and
seemed to arouse, for a moment, the sailors from their usual
indifference or contempt of such scenes and effects. But few
vessels ever visit that port, and not a soul of our ship’s com-
pany had ever been there. We found three vessels lying in
the harbor, two neutral vessels, one Ecuador, and the other
Peruvian; the third was a Mexican, and anchored in a cove,
very near the town. At the other extreme of the town we
saw what might be a gunboat, hard aground, dismantled, with-
out mast or gun; and a larger one, also dismantled, was pull-
ing to the same place. My first impulse was to send and cap-
ture this last one at once; but reflecting if opposition was made,
I would have to fire, and the shot going directly into the
town, would kill women and children, I determined to wait
quietly, to ask their delivery next day, and then burn them; not
believing the governor, or whoever was in charge, would un-
dertake to defend them against the ship.

I observed, however, many more soldiers in the place than
I had been led to suppose, for I looked upon it very much
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as one of the defenceless ports in Lower California. That
evening, for it was late when we anchored, I had the neutral
vessels boarded and warned of the blockade, and the captain
of the Ecuadorian one, a Frenchman, came on board to see me
on business. Like most of the neutrals, foreigners, or adven-
turers on this coast, they dislike us, and genérally sympathize
with the contemptible people and government among whom
they are busy making their fortunes. However, as he was lo-
quacious and consequential, I soon contrived to get all out of
him I wanted. I found that the individual who had left La
Paz in a boat, the ex-captain of my prize, the Julia, had
found his way over to Guaymas a week before, and had
given the alarm, by propagating terrible stories, in conse-
quence of which reinforcements had been written for. A
battalion of troops of the line had arrived. The place had
been put in a state of siege, the populace armed, besides
the national guard, amounting to two hundred and fifty men
more, with several camp and field pieces, and the two guns
taken out of the hoats. I saw at once that no respect for
the town or inhabitants, or their property, would deter a major
or colonel from gaining a little fame for himself at the capi-
tal, by making, at all events, a show of resistance, if not an
effectual one, which could have been made in the hands of
any respectable nation. I determined, however, to try and
gain my ends by moderate measures; and on the following
morning, six o’clock, wrote to the commandante of the place
what my previous course had been on the coast where no
hostilities had been provoked; that I proposed to follow the
same line of conduct toward Guaymas and its inhabitants, but
he was aware that vessels and munitions of war formed an
exception, and that I would request that he cause to be de-
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livered to me the gunboats and a list of Mexican vessels,
about which some arrangement might be made, etc. To this
he replied that he had heard of my moderation, and so long
as I confined myself to the blockade, no hostilities would be
undertaken, but that it would not comport with national or
military honor to accede to my proposals about the gun-boats,
ete., ete.

I then saw that he felt himself able to defend these against
my boats; and well he might, if he had the courage to use
his means. I wrote to him immediately, that having declined
my request, I had only to inform him that I would take the
vessels by force; and that unless he evacuated the town by
ten o’clock next morning, I would be reluctantly compelled
to open fire upon it from the ship, and the consequences in-
volved would rest with.him. I told the lieutenant who took
the despatch to ask to see the person who represented the
American consul, that through him I might notify the inhabi-
tants of what was pending, though this, I was aware, was the
business of the commandante. I got no answer that night;
but the next morning a boat, under a flag of truce, came off
with a Mexican officer, bearing the answer, accompanied by a
deputation of neutral merchants, bringing me a letter of intro-
duction from the Spanish vice-consul, deprecating the course
I intended to pursue. The letter of the commandante, well
written, as usual, wound up by refusing to do that.which alone
could save me from firing upon the town, and saying the civi-
lized world would judge between us; and for the first time
alluded to the place being unfortified. The merchants, mostly
Frenchmen, then stated the short notice they had; the impos-
sibility of getting their goods out of the town; that all the
property in the town, houses and all, belonged to foreigners ;
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that no harm could acérue to the commandante, who wanted
a little military glory, and it would be nothing to him if the
whole town was destroyed; and finally asking for a delay of
a few days. They had previously stated that the town was
deserted ; that Mrs. Robinson, the American consul’s wife, had
left at one in the morning.

I said, “I must have the vessels. If the commandante
thinks he ean defend them, he may be right; I cannot give
him more time to gather greater reinforcements. I have done
all T could to protect neutral property; these are the conse-
quences of war. If you cannot influence the commandante, I
am sorry for it, and regret exceedingly the necessity which
compels my action. I thought the commandante, situated as
he was, could have given up the vessels with perfect honor,
and I made the proposition accordingly. I will show him, I
think, that he cannot defend them; but to protect my boats
against five hundred men under arms, with six, if not eight,
pieces of artillery, they must be covered by the fire of the
ship, and the town must suffer. I have only to say that I
will delay one hour beyond the time I stated, to make up for
the one you lost in coming off. At eleven o’clock I will en-
deavor to redeem my word to the commandante.”

I ought to have mentioned they stated that no delay could
add to the strength of the place. They left, apparently down-
cast and chagrined; but I am by no means convinced that
they were friendly, and not in league with the commandante.
They landed at half past nine, and immediately after a Mexi-
can flag was planted in one of the gunboats, and both were
instantly fired and enveloped in flames. A couple of shells
from" the ship scattered the people from around them; but I

determined not to fire further until the time indicated. I felt
5
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surprised, and, shall I say, disappointed, when I saw the enemy
doing that for us which I had proposed doing ourselves. I
should not have been, had he shown any spirit; and, from
their preparations, I gave them credit for some, having dug
trenches, etc., near the gunboats, and we must have lost some
people before getting possession of them; and so long as he did
not burn the brig, there was enough left to satisfy the point
of honpr. Finding the two shells directed toward the boats
fell rather short of them, I hauled the ship still further towards
the town, so that she lay aground all the time at low tide. I
had a couple of angles measured the following morning, and
found we were a few yards over half a mile. At about half
past eleven I opened upon the town. A mound divides it into
two parts, and back of it, to the right, the public square and
barracks were situated; a street debouched from there on the
cove, and within pistol-shot of the brig. I had the fire con-
centrated on this spot, and under the cover of the heavy can-
nonade from the ship, the launch, with its gun, and the cutter
(Alligator) left the ship, with Lieutenants Harrison and Hig-
ging, Midshipmen Crabbe and Lewis, and the boatswain, Mr.
Collins, with forty-five seamen. I did not apprehend much
danger to them, though I said they must show the people on
shore how they would have handled the gunboats. Yet, if
resistance were offered, which the burning the gunboats had
rendered very doubtful, I knew the boats could only succeed
through the rapidity and accuracy of the fire from the
ship, which would so startle and disturb the soldiers on
shore as to prevent them from coming to the beach in
a body, and killing every man like so many sheep. To
insure such a fire from the ship, I had to deny the first
lieutenant, Mr. Rowan, the usual privilege of commanding such
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expeditions, and told him I must have his services in the
battery. As he did not himself believe any resistance would
be made, he did not demur, but he has since been very low-
spirited about it. The soundness and propriety of my own
judgment were confirmed by the event; nothing saved the
boats but the shells, and these were nearly every one aimed
by Mr. Rowan himself. I watched every movement on shore
with a glass, and would detect the spot or object where I
wanted a shot or shell lodged, and no one who had not wit-
nessed it could be expected to believe how every assemblage
or gathering of men was immediately dispersed. The boats
got alongside without the least molestation; the cable of iron
was cut with an axe; the small kedge (anchor) had been
dropped on their way to the brig, and the rope was now cheer-
ily pulled upon to draw the brig out. At this time she began
to draw in a line with our fire, and if our shells had exploded
while over them, they would have been destroyed by us. I
stopped for a moment; whether from this cessation, or waiting
for a time when they thought them a certain capture, the
enemy rushed forward into the debouching streets, from the
windows, and with a long eighteen pounder, accompanied with
three cheers, they opened quite a brisk fire. The eighteen
pounder whistled by our stern. We instantly resumed the can-
nonade ; three shells were planted in quick succession near the
spot where the gun was in the street: one burst, and though
killing no one, made such disaster around as to terrify the
whole garrison, including the company of Indians, who had
made & detour to get behind the brig. The foolish sailors, in-
stead -of hauling on the warp, would continually drop it to
have a crack at a fellow, as they termed it, and thus pro-
longed the operation. If we had had the marines, they would
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have been arranged along the deck to fire, while the men
would have hauled at their proper work. It became so hot
for them, however, that ILieutenant Harrison, fearing at one
moment they would not succeed, and knoWing I intended to
burn the brig, set fire to her. He however still clung to her,
and the boats took her in tow. I had again ceased firing, as
after the men got ahead in the boats our shells were literally
passing.over their heads; but instantly again the enemy re-
sumed upon them. We had to silence them a second time,
though greatly at the risk of killing our own people. In a
few minutes the brig rounded the point, the flames bursting
forth in all directions, and the wind being aft, the black smoke
rolled over the boats, under which you could discern the
white frocks of the men, making as striking & scene as I ever
saw. I despatched another boat to assist in towing her into a
cove adjoining the ship, where she was entirely consumed. Our
officers and people received a hearty welcome. I could see all
along that none had been killed, but I could scarcely believe
that none had been hurt. It seems an exaggeration or an
absurdity to talk of so much firing with muskets, eighteen
pounders, and field-pieces from streets and tops of houses at a
musket-shot distance, and that no one had been struck, and
had I not seen it I should have myself laughed at the ac-
count,—yet so it is. The sides of the vessel were well peppered,
her masts, the oars of the boats, ete., and the officers, who were
very cool, say the balls flew thick and fast, and whistled by
from all directions, whenever any cessation from the ship’s fire
took place.

So soon as the boats were out of danger I instantly
stopped firing from the ship. My object was attained. I im-
mediately wrote a reply to the Spanish vice consul’s letter of
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the morning, stating that all the purposes of my visit there
having been obtained, and having shown the Mexican com-
mandante, by the successful cutting out of the brig within
pistol-shot of the artillery, that my previous forbearance had
arisen from a desire to save the property of neutrals, so far
as was consistent with my duty, the inhabitants, if they pleased,
could return to their homes and occupations without fear of
injury from this ship, unless hostilities should be provoked by
the Mexican forces, in which case they would be instantly re-
newed. I sent this to a boat of the Ecuador brig. I remained
all that day and night and all the following. The town was
silent as the grave; the flagstaff’ is removed to a more secure
place, and they seemed to apprehend that we were going to land.
How they could suppose this, I can hardly imagine. With five
hundred men under arms, and their houses and barracks to
fight from, we could hardly have landed eighty or ninety.
Notwithstanding the deputation of neutral merchants, three
hundred mounted Indians of the Yaca tribe, very warlike and
friendly to the Mexicans, marched into the town the following
evening. We saw them rising the hills, under clouds of dust,
just as the sun was setting. Their arrival produced the first
signs of life, and until a late hour we heapd the drums and
bugles, like the Chinese with their gongs, to frighten us away.
Four hundred more troops came the following day from Hermo-
silia, making twelve hundred soldiers in all. I could not but
think it was well we had Mexicans to deal with ; there we were,
three hundred miles up a gulf, with an enemy’s coast on both
sides, five miles within one of his closest harbors; surrounded
by islands and high peaks and projecting points, on any one of
which a well-served gun would have annoyed us terribly, if
not driven us off. A boat with fire combustibles, with the land
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wind blowing right from the town every night, could have set
us on fire, or kept our boats busy all the time. During our
war with England, the people of Stonington kept off a British
frigate and her boats with two guns.
October 20th.

On the 9th October we left Guaymas. The weather there
had been delightfully pleasant, and the change of season had
evidently taken place, which is marked by the prevailing winds
changing. from the south to the north. No words can describe
the luxury of this strange temperature ; not enough to create a
feeling of chilliness, but some such sensation as that produced
by an ice cream on a sultry day. We were outside at Cape
Haro by 12 on Friday and found a fine breeze blowing, so
instead of being a week or ten days in getting down, we an-
chored here on Sunday afternoon; finding the Warren only
arrived the day before from La Paz, having been four days
getting from there. Also H. M. Brig Frolie, of sixteen guns,
Captain Hamilton, a very clever person, who has been kind to
some of our countrymen during some of these war disturb-
ances. Captain Hull sailed the same evening for San Francisco.

Captain Hamilton came to see me the day after I arrived.
From him I got some items of news, and a file of the Britan-
nia newspaper gave us scraps of intelligence from the United
States up to July, but they were very meagre. Hamilton has
been reproved by the British minister at the city of Mexico
for not respecting more the rules of neutrality. His facilities
offered the Warren, etc., were spoken of; so he is a good deal
frightened off. We cannot get a note answered by any one on
shore. There are several renegade Americans there, who are
now Mexican citizens, who receive late papers every week but
we cannot get a sight of them. Captain Hull asked them to
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let him have them for me. They replied, “ Oh, we could not,
for they are abusing the navy on the other side for being in-
active, and these gentlemen here will think themselves obliged
to do something.”

Captain Hamilton came again to see me yesterday. He
has his own troubles, and comes to unburden himself to me.
The truth is the Mexicans, who discovered their mistake about
receiving the alliance of the English and even the French, are
getting very abusive of the former (of the latter there are
scarcely any here), and they always take some stupid brutal
way of showing it. An old Englishman many years a resi-
dent, and I believe married to a Mexican woman, died a few
days since. A desperate effort was made by the priests to con-
vert him to Romanism, but the old fellow was resolute to the
last, and went out of the world shaking his head and waving
the padres from around him. At this.they were furious, and
refused to bury him in the churchyard, and they had to inter
him on an island outside the harbor. The Frolic sent her
boats, and all the English residents and other Protestant for-
eigners attended. As they were going to step into the boats,
they were stopped by the sentry and officer of the guard, and
told no one could pull out of the harbor while it was block-
aded. The whole procession was thrown into confusion. Ham-
ilton insisted upon their going, which they did. The next day
he addressed the governor, who wrote him back a very insolent
letter. Talbot, the vice consul, has pulled down his flag, and
if another English vessel of war should come in, I have no
doubt they would bombard the town instead of us. We hear
of General Taylor taking Monterey, but no particulars, except
that an armistice has been agreed upon.

How much I wish to hear from you! i PRy
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Nearly seven months since the date of your last letter! I hope
to get something from you as late as May by Mr. McRae, if by
chance you were told of his leaving the United States. He
came with despatches across Panama, got up here it appears
in some small vessel, and contrived to charter a Mexican brig,
the Republicana, to take him up to the commodore, whom he fell
in with at Santa Barbara, California. To this brig the com-
modore gave a license to return here; Hull let her pass in,
and the captain of the brig was foolish enough to goin; he
was immediately seized, thrown into prison, and Hamilton tells
me he is to be shot.

This blockading is very tedious, and our living is begin-
ning to show we are in an enemy’s country. Until now we
have made out very well. We have lost too the delightful
coolness of the gulf. It is still warm here; the nights how-
ever are endurable. A grass hammock which I purchased at
Callao, spread over my mattress, has been the greatest comfort,
and until I got it I had no rest.

23d October.

The monotony of our present life (blockading) was re-
lieved day before yesterday by the arrival of the French cor-
vette, the Brilliante, from San Francisco and Monterey. I s¢nt
a lieutenant with the usual message of civility, and he brought
a confused account that the small force left at the Pueblo de
los Angeles had been surprised and cut off or made prisoners,
ete., ete. This caused us much concern.

The other incident, which produced a couple of days talk,
arose from the unexpected receipt of some three or four num-
bers of the weekly New Orleans Picayune, with a file of Mex-
ican papers. For these we are indebted to Mr. Bissell, an
American merchant of Mazatlan, who contrived to get per-
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mission to return there for a few days under escort of three
dragoons.

These papers go down to the 24th of August, and con-
tain many items of deep interest to us. There was also a New
York Zribune, which contained the new and monstrous tariff,
which I was very anxious to see. Like all previous attempts oz
the kind, it places low duties on foreign fabrics, and a higher
one on the raw material from which these are made.

I perceive Mr. Clayton fought to the last for the manu-
facturers, and it strikes me he has been more than ever dis-
tinguished this last session.

We have the particulars here of the Monterey capitula-
tion. If the Government of the United States and the people
knew the Mexicans as we do, who have seen them de pres,
they would never make peace until after entering the capital.
I have never known or read of a people where ignorance and
arrogance held such complete sway —and who more deserve
punishment, through which they may be enlightened. There
has been some rally for their country, and some fighting on
the other side, for which I respect them, and which shows
perhaps they are not entirely past cure; but nearly every man
in office is sullied with some crime, that in any other country
would bring him to the gallows.

I wonder if it has occurred to any of our terrific demo-
crats, who can swallow up the world, to think that if such
outlays and preparations are necessary for a country like
Mexico, what would have been the state of things if England
had been concerned. We smile here at the list of generals
created. The Picayune says “they are doubtless as good and
able any other persons could be, who were wholly unacquaint-
ed with what they were going about.”
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Saturday, October 31st.

Another week has rolled on. Not a sail has appeared
to break the dull monotony of the blockade. We feel more
than ever lomely, for the Frolic has gone closer in, while we
are still three miles off. Our communication is also effectually
cut off, unless we send in a boat ourselves, which attracts
attention and compromises the English officers, so we do not
often indulge our strong inclination to do so; still I sent off
Mr. Price, the purser, yesterday, perceiving some indication of
the Frolic sailing, and he there found a late paper from the
city of Mexico (8th October), containing within a letter from
Mr. Bissell. He says that the Durango mail is in, but brings
nothing to be relied upon ; reports, however, that our troops have
entered Chihuahua, and that General Kearney is on his way
to California. Mr. B. says the Mexicans, while they award all
credit to General Taylor and the regular troops for their seru-
pulous regard to persons and property, are representing great
excesses as being committed by the Texas troops.

2d November.

A boat is coming from the French corvette, and I believe
she is going to Valparaiso, which might give me a chance to
send this long letter to William Hobson to forward. My
time here is drawing to a close, and no relief has come for
us; but I have just provisions to carry me to San Francisco,
and I must be off.

My love to all, individually and collectively. I think of
every individual in his or her turn; of dear Amelia, Julia,
Charles, his tariff and troubles, ete., ete.

Of dear sister Victorine I had a very agreeable memento
the other day, one which I have enjoyed more than words
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can express. I had never opened Arnold’s Lectures ;* the paper
which you had put around the book and sealed had never
been touched. I had got tired and stupefied with Vattel’s
Law of Nations, Kent’s Commentaries, and authorities about
blockades, when I instinctively put my hand upon Arnold,
and in tearing off the cover, saw “ To my dear brother Frank,
from V. E. B.,” in dear sister’s handwriting. It had all the
freshness of a new gift of love; and the perusal ‘of the work,
whether from the ennui of the service I am on, or the many
appropriate things it contained having a bearing on the times
and pres®nt state of war, or my great sympathy with the au-
thor,—all have made it a treat, the extent and value of which
I am unable to convey to you. For instance, just after hear-
ing of the excesses of the Texas volunteers, I read the Duke
of Wellington’s famous and curious French letter about pillage.
Then the blockade of Genoa, by Keith,— the author’s opinions
about guerilla warfare, in which I share every sentiment,—his
views about the fanatics in relation to capital punishments,—
are all items which have such a response in my bosom, that
I am reading the book slowly on purpose to prolong the en-
joyment.

I have just had a visit from the French captain, Mons.
du Bouget. He has kindly offered to take our mail bag to
Valparaiso. I shall probably be back on this coast by Jan-
uary. This letter will be long reaching you; but I am induced
to believe my notes sent you through Mexico will reach you.
I am going to try another; the difficulty is to get them to
the merchants here, now all English, for they are afraid of
their neutrality. If the letter can get to them without being
enclosed to them, they will receive it, and forward with pleasure.

*Arnold’s Lectures on History.



76 EXTRACTS FROM LETTERS OF

The French captain promises to do this for me, and I will
risk it.

Our monotony was relieved on Saturday and yesterday
by two small sails undertaking to run the gauntlet close in
shore, into the old harbor, as it is termed. Our two boats
put out, and ran them on shore. Our boats were fired into
by the troops, and by the artillery, and the balls whistled
about them, but no one was hurt. Yesterday, again, two more
came; and as I moved the ship closer in, our boats cut them
off again from the harbor, and they ran on shore and beached
them. There was a grand fuss; the troops were out, ind were
firing into the boats. Four boats, loaded with soldiers, put
out to cut off ours; but our boats turning upon them, they
soon put back, jumped out on the beach, and scampered off
like good fellows. The shot from the long guns passed directly
over the boats every time, but our men possess a charmed life.
I have, however, stopped the business, as it leads to nothing;
they can always run on shore before our boats can reach
them. The life of one of our men is worth more than all of
them put together. Still, it has given us some excitement, and
great sport for the crew, who are now thoroughly practiced,
and used to the whistling of the shot. They have been de-
lighted with the cruise, so far, but they will all want provi-
sions of one kind or another before long.

On the 30th last was seven months since your last date.
* # What would I not give for a letter!  *  *
I could not help thinking much of you yesterday (Sunday).
* % % What Sabbaths we military men must spend!
We had our little service in the morning; in the afternoon
cannon was roaring, men excited, all bustle, ete. On finishing,
afterwards, one of Arnold’s sermons, the last in the book, I
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proposed putting a note at the end of it, which I still retain
in may mind. SEHEAE 5

Again my love to all at home and around, friends and.
all; to our District* friends, when you write, Clementina, ete.
I hope you have good news from Eleu* and the doctor; but
they will be back before this reaches you, I hope, both well,
and delighted. My love to Mary. How gets on Jim? How
the season makes me speculate whether you have shut up
again. I almost hope you have, and perhaps gone to Phila-

delphia.

United States Ship Cyane, Dec. 8th, 1846.
Saucelito, Bay of San Francisco.

We arrived at this place on the 1st of this month, after
‘a cruise of three months and upwards; having left San Pedro
in August last. Through the kind mercy and protection of
our Heavenly Father, everything has prospered with me to a
degree that overflows my heart with gratitude—and if I can
only live such a life in deed, word, and thought as to deserve
continuance of this divine favor, I trust he will not, save for
some wise purpose, withdraw it from me. I have asked coun-
sel and protection from above, and have not permitted myself
to rely on my own resources alone.

On the 2d of November I took our mail-bag to the French
captain, who promised to deliver to Mr. Hobson.

I let the Brilliante get out of sight that night, and then
weighed anchor to run down into San Blas before leaving the
coast. From this point I therefore resume my journal.

It took me just a week to run down to San Blas, and
return to Mazatlan. There was nothing at the former place,

* District of Columbia.
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and we could see no change at the latter. I ran close in on
the evening of the 8th, and this being the last day which 1
had told my officers I would remain on the coast, and finding,
moreover, that what bread we had for the crew was full of
worms, I shaped my course reluctantly for Cape San Lucas, on
our way to this port. It was well I did, for no vessel was
yet sent down, and our blockade will be a laughing-stock.

It is generally difficult to “fetch” Cape San Lucas, but
with our usual good fortune we brought some twenty-five miles
to windward, and on the morning of the 10th found ourselves
off the town of San José, Lower California. The anchorage
is an exposed bay, and you must run close to the beach to
get bottom. It would not answer to lay there except in the
good season.

Our arrival and movements were watched, as we after-
wards learned, with intense interest, for we were the first ves-
sel of war that had anchored there. The town stands a little
back, some twenty minutes ride, built as usual of adobe and
- thatched roofs, with here and there a better-looking house,
plastered, etc. The inhabitants had crowded down to the beach
to receive our boats. ILike in all Lower California, the coast
range of mountains appears—striking, volcanie, arid, and burnt,
but a broad fertile valley, tolerably watered, debouches on the
sea, on the bay of San José. I remember nothing finer in its
way than looking up this valley from the ship before we an-
chored, when a little south of the town. The atmosphere is
so clear and pure that every ridge, spur, pinnacle, or outline
stands out with perfect distinctness. A bird sitting on a cliff
near a thousand feet off would be seen instantly; then the
contrast of the green of the valley with the barrenness of the
hills and mountain sides was very fine. Immense groves of
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bananas could be discerned, and fields of sugar cane, with a
date palm here and there.

We found at San José our countryman Mr. Mott, of the
firm Mott, Talbot & Co., Mazatlan ; the former had to leave,
and preferred getting over to California rather than going into
the interior of Mexico. His partner, an Englishman (a very
convenient arrangement for the times), remained in Mazatlan
to attend to their business. Mr. Mott’s wife and two children
were with him, and as they had left the best house in
Mazatlan, she evidently found the exile hard to bear. 1 spent
the day with Mr. Mott; had a ride on horseback, and a walk
round the small place; called on the prefect and alcalde, who
had been on board, and returned at sundown, much invigorat-
ed, not having had my foot on ferra firma since September. We
procured a large supply of fresh provisions, beef, sheep, tur-
keys, ducks, fowls, butter and milk, fine bananas, sweet lemons,
and sour oranges, but delightful to us. The price is high, but
not exorbitant ; and we were so delighted with this unexpected
- relief to our hard living (for we had got down to salt beef
and wormy bread, and hard unboilable beans,—no tea and but
little coffee left), that we did not stand upon prices much, as
you may suppose. We laid in plenty of vegetables, such as
the place afforded, sweet potatoes, pumpkins, and onions; and
in the early morning of the third day we sailed, with three
bullocks on board, and sheep and pigs. The crew had thus
ten consecutive days of fresh provisions, which took the
pickling out of them, to their own great delight and the doctor’s
comfort, who thought it high time to take them off a salt diet.

The people there were very friendly, and they will long
remember our visit, for we left a thousand dollars behind us,
ship’s bills and all. We filled our water also, from a river
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which empties into a bay near the anchorage. Altogether, in
our exploration on the eastern coast of California, it is the
best place to recruit, but it will not answer to go there in the
‘south-easter season. A clever man, by the name of Ritchie,
whose vessel I had taken, but to whom I had given a license
to sail her for certain considerations* had come up from San
Luecas to get it extended, which I readily did, on Mr. Mott’s
recommendation. This man left his mule and came down with
me in’the ship, to show me the anchorage under the cape,
where he has his rancho, and supplies whalers with beef and
vegetables. On our way down we saw and chased a man-
of-war, sure of finding it the Portsmouth, but she hoisted
English colors, and it was, doubtless, the Fisgard going to re-
lieve the Frolic. I stood into the bay formed by a spur of
Cape San Lucas. It is a deep cul de sac, without anchorage
until close up; some remarkable rocks, called the Irailes, form
the southern point. Finding the wind become light, I landed
Ritchie in a boat, which he sent back with a couple of dear
little lambs and some preserves of the country, made from the
fruit of the prickly pear, which is an excellent jam.

We thus saw in our cruise all the harbors on the eastern
coast of California. The wind freshened at 1 o’clock (13th
November), and off we started for “ Alta California,” delighted
with our San José visit, but almost sad at a long, tedious, and
boisterous passage of some t.hirty-ﬁve days at least, to get pro-
visions, which we were pretty sure would not be here.

Instead of a long and gloomy passage, we had the short-
est yet made,— seventeen days; we were off the port two days,
the weather squally and cloudy, with rain and hail, and very
disagreeable for that time. The distance direct from Cape

*Supplying the blockading fleet with beef, etc,
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San Lucas is not much over a thousand miles, but the pre-
vailing winds throw you much to the westward before you can
make your northing, and you have often to sail two or three
thousand miles. On her last passage from Mazatlan to Monte-
rey, which is a hundred miles to the south of this, this ship,
under Captain Mervine, was driven to 143° west longitude,
nearly to the Sandwich Islands. But in our present trip we
only went to 132°, and made the run in fifteen days’ less
time.

I was, on Sunday, the 29th November, some thirty miles
from our port, but the wind being dead on shore, I had to
haul off On Monday we stood in, and by sunset we were off
the bar. Two hours more of daylight would have got us in.
The weather suddenly changed, was very squally, and I stood
off under a heavy press of canvas. I was just leaving the deck
to get my tea, when I happered to notice the appearance
of an unusually heavy squall, and ordered the officer of the
watch to get in his top-gallant sails as quick as possible. For-
tunately this was done, but the gust overtook us before the
other sails were reduced, and we were thrown over pretty well
by it. The foresail blew right out of its roping, and one or
two other sails were split. The ship behaved most nobly, —
though literally empty, went over only to a certain point and
there stuck. She must have gone thirteen knots. There was
no confusion, and, after all was through, only lasting a few
minutes, I was glad of the opportunity of seeing further ex-
cellent qualities in the ship. = The fact is she is a very supe-
rior vessel, perfectly safe, and true as steel in all her evolu-
tions. She ought, under some circumstances, to sail faster, but
you cannot unite everything; or rather, it is very rare to

do so.
6
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That night I kept close to the land, and near to some
rocks, called the Farallones, which lay to the west of San
Francisco. At daylight we made sail, and soon got hold of
the points of land we wanted. A bar lies off the mouth of
the harbor, distant about six miles, upon which the sea often
breaks all the way across. By bringing the fort, or where it
formerly stood, in a line with an island inside, called Alcan-
trezes, you carry in the deepest water. We passed in finally.
The shores approach each other, and at the fort point the
entrance is narrow. There are some rocks to be avoided on
each side. Altogether, it is not easy of access; but I brought
with me Beechy, and his directions are excellent. After pass-
ing the fort, we inclined to the northern shore, rounded a
point, and stood into one of the arms of this great bay, an-
choring in a cove called Saucelito. High mountains are tower-
ing about us, with green pasturage to the very tops, and cattle
grazing hundreds and hundreds of feet above us. It is very pic-
turesque, and after.the parched and arid appearance of Lower
California, the contrast is very pleasing. The bay is studded
with islands, mostly barren, however. The shores rise in Alpine
grandeur, but have a volcanic appearance. Great arms of it
extend to the south fifty miles, where the mission of Santa
Clara is. Over in this direction it extends to the bay of San
Pablo, which swells out into a large size; then in the north-
east contracts into an estuary, or straits, and there receives
the famous Sacramento and San Joachim. The currents and
tide run with great swiftness and irregularity. Heavy gusts
of wind come down the quebradas, and from off the islands,
rendering boat-sailing very dangerous. Clusters of trees here
and there, but not in abundance, relieve the rugged aspect of
the mountain tops; but during the rainy season, which is at
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present, their sides being clothed with verdure, the hard vol-
canic look is softened down. Beyond the range which sur-
rounds the bay, the plains and valleys are rich.

This bay, itself, deserves its reputation, being very safe,
very extensive, with depth of water to admit the Pennsylvania,
and room for all the navies in the world. A city like New
York may rise in the next fifty years upon its shores. As
yet, it is in all the grandeur of nature. The Presidio of the
Spaniards is in ruins, on the other side from where we lay;
the mission not much better. A small miserable town, which
looks like a suburb of Honolulu, called Yerba Buena, lies
opposite to the island of that name, a couple or three miles
to the right of the entrance. The shipping is seen from our
anchorage, which is still wider, and without habitation, but
contiguous to the fresh water and running mountain streams,
from which we get our supply. Deer cover the islands and
shores and hills; wild geese, ducks, snipe, and plover are in
abundance; the wild celery grows in parts of the bay, and
the canvas-back is with it.

‘We found the Savannah at anchor in this cove with a
whaler; a French transport overhauling, which had been dis-
masted; the American ship Moscow which we had left at San
Pedro, one of those droghers or trading ships so well described
by Dana in his “Two Years Before the Mast.” Across the bay
at Yerba Buena we saw some tall masts towering above the
point without seeing the hulls, which we took for the Congress
and the Portsmouth. The latter soon made her number, which
we could discern with a glass, to my infinite joy, for I had
not seen Missroon. The other ship proved the poor old rick-
ety Warren.

No Congress, neither the Julia, my prize, nor the Malek
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Adhel, the prize of the Warren. Speculation was rife; we
had heard from the French corvette at Mazatlan a vague
story of our people having been driven out of the Pueblo de
los Angeles, which gave us some concern specially, because when
we left San Pedro our marines were there, and likely to be
left. We had no sooner anchored than Hitchcock came on
board and gave me details, which I transmit for- your edifica-
tion. In order that you may have a clear understanding of
the whole, I will take up succinctly all the operations from the
beginning, much of which I am aware my previous letters will
give you, but probably not so consecutively as to have made
them very intelligible.

The squadron, under Commodore Sloat, was early ordered
to keep near the coast of Mexico, to be within reach of de-
patches from Washington, or from Mr. Slidell, then in Mexico.
For this reason it lay a long time at Mazatlan, and Commodore
Sloat finally received directions, if hostilities should break out,
to take immediate possession of the ports of Monterey and
San Francisco. At the end of May or beginning of June, he
received, through commercial letters at Mazatlan, intelligence
of the battles of the 8th and 9th of May, not very circum-
stantially stated, yet to be in a great measure relied upon.
Leaving one ship (the Warren) to wait further news, he pro-
ceeded at once to Monterey with his frigate the Savannah, the
Portsmouth, and this ship. The Erie store ship was despatched
for provisions to the Islands, where we met her in the Congress.
The vessels arrived in Monterey about the 1st July. Commo-
dore Sloat hesitated a good deal about acting, felt the respon-
sibility, particularly after Jones’s affair. His officers, young and
old, pressed him hard ; yet not having the official information
of General Taylor’s battles, he would possibly have waited the
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return of the Warren for their confirmation. In this june-
ture the Bear party, as it is now known and ecalled, had hoisted
their standard, a description of which I gave you in a pre-
vious letter. It was highly important this movement should
be arrested, or receive directions from some competent and
known authority, otherwise these men would declare the inde-
pendence of the country, and the United States have to treat
with them for it,—in fact, another Texas. Recent events have
proved, however, that they would have been utterly unable to
conquer the country. Be this as it may, Commodore Sloat,
having despatched the Portsmouth to San Francisco, on the Tth
of July took possession of the two places, and issued his pro-
clamation, offering protection to life, property, religion, etc.
Things worked very smoothly, and his course was on the whole
judicious. There was a nervous anxiety to see what course the
English admiral would take. He followed soon after, and dis-
claimed all interference. From Monterey north, the feeling of
the majority of the Californians was with us, without a doubt.
José Castro, a colonel, but usually called general, the commandant,
and a Californian by birth, had returned towards the Pueblo
de los Angeles, with a very small force of one or two hundred
mounted men, ill paid and equipped, but with some artillery.
This officer had succeeded Michel Toreno, the Mexican General,
who had been chased out of the province by the Californians.
Pio Pico was the civil governor of the province, the head of
the party of the south, or southern part of the province, re-
sided at the Pueblo, and was the political enemy of Castro.
A common enemy in their country induced a reconciliation.
They united their forces at the capital, but never had over three
hundred men, though every inducement and every means of
coercion was employed to recruit,—tending, I think, more than
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any other circumstance, to show the mass of the people wished
a change.

This was the condition of things when the Congress ar-
rived—long wished for—long out of time—particularly after the
flourish about “California and Oregon” which accompanied her
departure. We were boarded by Hitchcock just before we an-
chored, and informed of the hoisting ‘of the American flag.
A week. passed while the Levant was preparing to take Com-
modore Sloat to Panama, leaving Commodore Stockton in
command of the squadron; who could not remain satisfied,
and wait events, but must extend.

As you know, I took on board this ship Major Frémont
and his party, and took them to San Diego, where we hoisted
our flag, and found the people friendly. In the meantime the
Congress arrived at San Pedro. The commodore landed his
crew—the usual military etiquette with enemies was unobserved ;
for Castro sent a flag of truce, which was cavalierly sent off
without an answer. It is thought he wanted to treat, the most
desirable thing possible for the success of the cause.* Castro
retreated, having no great force; and ignorant how easily, with
his field-pieces, he could have cut every man to pieces on the
first night of their march. The Pueblo was taken, and people
seemed friendly. Many marines and sailors were kept there.
The Warren arrived at San Pedro, bringing the President’s pro-
clamation. This was the source of public notices for elections,
civil government arranged, proclamations issued, etc. The flag
was announced as flying from “every commanding position in
the country,” and despatches sent home by the Santa Fé route, to
carry the tidings. Things were about in this state when I sailed

*All could have been settled with him (Castro). He did not wish to leave the -~
country; is a Californian, and his wife was still in Monterey.



CAPTAIN S. F. DU PONT. 87

from San Pedro for the coast of Mexico, leaving the Congress
at the former place, and the commodore, with some two hun-
dred men, our marines included, still at the Pueblo.

The Congress returned to Monterey in the beginning of
October, leaving the Pueblo to be guarded by Lieutenant Gil-
lespie, and some fifty men of the California battalion,—a great
mistake, for the people of the country cannot abide those
men, while the marines and sailors, with their officers, have
always commanded their respect and confidence,—and well they
might.  Discipline, order, and humanity are the character-
istics of the one, while a partisan, cruel spirit has developed
itself in the other. The Congress brought off the Savannah
from Monterey, and both came to this port, San Francisco.
The Portsmouth had had charge for many months of this bay
and surrounding ports. Captain Montgomery is an excellent
man, a man of conscience and religion,—and fortunate in hav-
ing had such a second as Missroon, who has shown zeal, activity,
and intelligence—brave, honorable and considerate. As at Mon-
terey, alcaldes had to be appointed at Yerba Buena, to replace
the previous local authorities, for the purposes of police and
administering the usual municipal functions of a town. This
post has been given to Lieutenant Bartlett, whom you may re-
member hearing of, and probably saw, when we were in Wash-
ington. He was attached to the surveying brig at the yard.
He has some smartness, I presume, with a thirst for notoriety.
When the commodore arrived, he (Bartlett) got up a *town meet-
ing,” and all sorts of fuss for the reception of the *“governor-gen-
eral.” Processions, two bands of music, addresses and replies,
figure.in the ¢ Californian,” edited by an ex-doctor from Illinois,
and the Rev. W. Colton,—published at Monterey. News had just
arrived that trouble had broken out at the Pueblo. An ex-
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press had reached in an incredibly short period, having been
once or twice wounded, or shot at, and delivered a paper cigar,
inside of which was written, “ Believe the bearer,” and signed
by Gillespie. The Savannah was despatched to San Pedro;
she went with a gallant crew, good officers, not a piece of field
artillery, while nine fine guns, taken from the Pueblo, were on
board the Congress. Her captain, my predecessor here, a
very brave man, rushed on to see what was the matter, and
replace whatever had been undone. He finds Gillespie had
been surprised at the Pueblo, an insurrection had taken place,
his supply of water had been cut off, and he was compelled
to capitulate, having taken refuge on an American ship at San
Pedro. The crew of the Savannah was landed ; with Gillespie’s
force, making some three hundred men. They commenced the
march, not a horse, not a field-piece. The first night the enemy
hovered round them, and harassed them with impunity, riding
up and firing, and galloping off like deer. The sailors and
marines marched on, when some six hundred well mounted
men appeared, with a four-pound field-piece, with no intention
to stand, but to fire and fall back, which they did with fatal
effect. Every time the gun was fired a man was wounded. In
this kind of warfare, with a simple musket, the sailors, officers,
and marines chased men on horseback, with horses dragging
their field-piece, for eighteen miles; following them up, cheer-
ing all the while, the Californians laughing at them. Ten men
were wounded—two died. When the folly of the enterprise was
perceived, they marched back the eighteen miles, carrying the
wounded in their blankets. The enemy unaccountably, though
still firing, did not approach the landing-place, and they em-
barked in safety. The enemy appeared the day after their
embarkation, on the banks of San Pedro, where two ranchos
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1 have spoken of in previous letters form the only settlement.
The family of one, an Englishman with a Californian wife and
children, moved on board the Savannah. Mr. Alexander, an
American, made collector, had been made a prisoner while out
on a scouting party. These houses were robbed and plundered,
and were the resort of nightly orgies.

Presently the Congress arrives to look into matters. A
second expedition is planned; all the men that can be spared
from both frigates are landed, with nine pieces of field artillery
well mounted; the Savannah’s crew burning with anxiety to
retrieve their repulse. All are concentrated round the ranchos
and within them. Only Gillespie’s men are shown, to draw
the enemy into an ambuscade. The surrounding heights show
horsemen reconnoitring after daylight. Some six hundred are
known to be two miles off. The commander-in-chief lands, gives
some queer orders, goes back to the ship, and in the night sends
orders to re-embark all the forces. An attack was momentarily
expected, but the order was obeyed. The usual confusion of
getting into the boats ensued, and had the enemy appeared and
used their means of attack (a high bank overlooking the
spot of embarkation), not a man need have been allowed to
get off to the ship. This order has not yet been explained.
The Congress then started for San Diego, with already one
pilot on board; she took the Savannah’s—a third came out
to meet them,—enough to run any ship ashore, which they did.
She got off however without injury, but ran off to sea again
without entering. The Savannah ran out of San Pedro, on
account of a south-easter, and the ships met. They kept to-
gether, steering for the north; when they separated, the Sa-
vannah ordered here (San Francisco), and the Congress suddenly
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wheeling to the south. It is supposed she has made another
attempt to enter San Diego, and succeeded.

In connection with the above events, we all asked on ar-
riving, what had led to this change of feeling on the part of
the Californians, or were we altogether mistaken in relation to
them? Accounts differ somewhat as to the cause of the move-
ment at the Pueblo. Those who had good opportunity of judg-
ing, some- Americans who were there, give us to infer that there
was great want of judgment and tact on the part of Gillespie.
He got to issuing restrictive edicts in relation to matters touch-
ing these people in their most cherished social habits,— habits
which, however we may look at them, are part and lot of their
existence, the correction of which would be for after years.
For instance, he ordered that no one should play cards after
10 p. m. Why, half these people sleep half the day that they
may pass the night gambling. It was far better they should
be left, for the present ‘at all events, to their usual amusements,
than for want of it to go to plotting resistance. ~Galloping
horses in the town was also prohibited. This is the very place
selected to show off their horsemanship, the finest in the world;
and so on. Another thing had probably still more to do with
it. One of the leaders named Flores, who had given his pa-
role, applied to Gillespie for a pass to go to Mexico, having
prepared to move his goods and chattels. This was refused, on
apparently trivial grounds. This exasperated Flores, and he
told Gillespie he would have to ask a favor of him before long.
This man set to work to rouse his countrymen to resistance.
Their great dislike to the volunteers, and the small number of
the latter, eighty I believe, which wounded their pride (a pride
which would not have been offended by the regular forces, as
I have said above, so different was the bearing of these to-
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wards the people),—all this seemed to have made them rise as
one man, with patriotic valor. Those who had given their pa-
role, or taken oaths of allegiance, were doubtless eased of all
concern about that, by the priests’ telling them all words
passed to a heretic were of no avail. Be all this as it may,
they very soon sent Mr. Gillespie off, allowing him very liberal
terms, and with him the prestige of our superiority fled.
December 17th.
Much to say since last date, but cannot do it now. In
this last paragraph the mistake which is attributed to Gillespie,
about refusing Flores permission to go to Mexico, is due to the
commodore. He refused; so the American who interpreted
told me yesterday. I correct my account, for I wish to do in-
justice to no one. I believe I have thus pretty well posted
you up in our affairs. We are all wise after events have oc-
curred, and should remember this in discussing the conduct of
individuals. Without therefore saying that I would have done
this or that, I will merely say that it is to be deplored that
the occupation had not been limited to Monterey and this port,
with, if they pleased, a sloop-of-war at San Diego,—in other
words, to go where the ships could be taken and protect the
places occupied, or offer a certain place of retreat if over-
whelmed by superior forces, until reinforcements could arrive.
Conciliation, friendly tone, evidences of the prosperity which
might be expected to ensue; circulars addressed to the leading
men of the country, such as Vallejo at Sonoma and Bandini at
San Diego, Alvarado, Pio Pico, and others, asking their views as
to measures best calculated to improve the country and people;
questions in relation to land tenures and the Indian race, — this,
while flattering to these people, would have made them feel as
if they would have more influence in their country than they
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ever enjoyed under the Mexicans; with many other moral in”
centives to help us, besides getting information truly valuable
for the proper organization of the country. But blunders are
thickening,— attempts already at reformation in Monterey,
excise duties on spirits (illegal in our own country) to promote
temperance, prohibiting cards, and all such short-sighted misera-
ble goadings, to make a people feel they are a fallen foe, in-
stead of a friendly accession.

Now let me tell you how happy and surprised I was to have
the Dale come in upon us most unawares, about six months
from New York, stopping at Rio, Valparaiso, Callao, Mazatlan,
and San José, the latter two days after we left it. I was de-
lighted to see McKean; but he is very sick of the dropsy, yet
I hope he will improve. I got your letters; * * * *
another blessing from our Heavenly Father, who has bestowed
so many upon me of late. The good bishop’s prayers were
heard, I am sure; thank him gratefully for me. It is singular,
since about a month I have been planning a letter to him,
because I thought it would be agreeable, and for a better rea-
son too—because I thought this country should soon be occu-
pied by laborers from the church. The Catholic religion is in
its lowest state, and the whole foreign population without any
ministers whatever, and without a shadow of religion. This
I look upon as a better field than if any very wrong opinions
should have been started. This will soon be, for the wretched
Mormons are increasing. All the erimes of a border life, cru-
elty and freebooting, are pretty rife. ~The Californians are
idle, love cards, but I believe are free of many of the Spanish
vices ; while these Mormons are bringing not only irreverence
of law and order, save their own, but sensual immoralities;
their chiefs being the most corrupt of men.
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I sent you a short letter by the Sandwich Islands. T leave
this with Hitchcock, who will send it by a safe opportunity, or
retain to go home in the Savannah, if she ever gets home.

I was greatly surprised to hear we might look for Irvine
Shubrick in a few days. Though I felt much for his protrac-
tion of service, yet it will be a varied and honorable cruise, on
three stations. I leave a long letter here for him. I am off
in the morning for San Diego.

I agree with you in the main in regard to the war, but
really think the arrogance of Mexico, resisting appeals to enter
into friendly relations, and then refusing overtures of peace,
has not put all the aggression on us.

Our duties, in such emergencies, are very hard,—I mean
morally hard; but they are yet to be executed with zeal and
firmness.

U. 8. Ship Cyane, Christmas, 1846.
Off the Island of St. Clement,
Coast of Upper California, bound for San Diego.

I cannot permit this day of holy and domestic associa-
tions to pass without inscribing a few lines to you. * * *
I have just read the morning lessons for the day, with some
pages in Sacra Privata, a little book of yours, now the com-
panion of Daily Food. I like it excessively, for I find in it,
now and then, just the things that are in my own mind,
but that I cannot find language to repeat, or ask for. * *
My thoughts have been with you and our home-circle nearly
all the time since I rose, picturing to my mind many little
incidents likely to happen—not the gay, large assemblage of
New Year’s—but the quiet and more thoughtful temper—
wending your way, possibly with sister Victorine, to church,
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amidst the uninterrupted occupations of the masses around
you.

Here we have enjoyed the day also; it is the first of
sunshine since we left San Francisco, on last Saturday, the 19th,
an anniversary of mine, it being the day I was appointed in
the navy. Alas! thirty-one years ago!

We have not had our usual good fortune of making a
quick passage, though, if we get in to-morrow, which seems
now probable, it will not be very long. After spending the
winter or south-easter season on the coast of Mexico, we re-
turned in time to this upper region to pass the corresponding
one here. Rains, thick weather, and dense fogs rendered the
navigation very trying and perplexing, owing to the gross
inaccuracies of all our charts. Without childish timidity on
the one hand, nor undue boldness on the other, I put all my
best intelligence to the task, spare no pains, physical or mental,
and act from the best results I can get; trusting to a kind
and merciful Providence for the rest. So far I have always
been successful, and I could tell you some strange escapes I
have made.

In my reading this cruise, I have been impressed with a
historical fact, that most or all men who accomplished great
deeds did not rely alone or in any great degree upon their
genius; mnever upon what the vulgar call luck. The two
greatest warriors of our day, Napoleon and Wellington, were
emphatically painstaking men. The former, towards the last,
began to rely upon his destiny, which marked the commence-
ment of his decline. What ought not, therefore, people occu-
pying very humble spheres, with abilities still more humble,
to do, to fill the the measure of their small circle, devoting to
it all their energies? I am ever reminded nowadays of a
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remark of yours, “People will not read, or remember if they
do,” by events that are transpiring round me. No man can
reject the experience of the past with impunity. My own
mind has undergone some change, which I would believe for
the better, though I cannot analyze. 1 never read a book
now, or even a newspaper paragraph, without making some
general or personal application of the facts or incidents which
strike me, and my interest in reading is much enhanced.

I think I can see the origin of this change in Arnold’s
works. His Lectures on History, of which I spoke in my last
letter, have commenced a new era for me in all that depart-
ment of literature. The increased interest and power of com-
prehension and perception with. which, on laying it down, I
took up Thiers’ Napoleon, I cannot express to you,~and the
lessons which I seemed to take in at every page, applicable to
every incident going on around me, were truly remarkable.

But this is a digression, having taken up the pen to talk
to you in another strain. * * %

I confess, however, it begins to be a drawback to my
happiness and comfort in writing to you to find how slowly
my letters are moving toward you. The two preceding numbers
to this are still in the Pacific, and no one can tell when
they will get out of it, or whether this will not stumble
upon an opportunity which will put it in advance of either.
I feel hopeful that they will all eventually reach you, and
give you, I trust, some comfort, as well as interest you. No.
8, the one to follow that by R. Trapier, spreading from July
24th to the end of October, I sent by the French corvette
to William Hobson ; which corvette had not left the coast of
Mexico in the middle of November. I want you much to get
this letter, for it contains all the items in consecutive form
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of my cruise since the declaration of war. No.9 I left with
Hitcheock, to watch the first safe opportunity from San Fran-
cisco.

I want you also to get that letter, for it contains the
operations in California during my absence, blockading Mexico.
I wish it the more to reach you safely, for it is very confi-
dential and unreserved. It is, I know, dangerous to write in
this way, but I cannot help it, for my position prevents any
familiar discussion of the acts of my superiors; no interchange
of sentiments on many points. This of course increases my
desire to pour out all to you, who can understand, judge, and
sympathize. Yet, even to you things written may seem harsh
and uncharitable, when if I cquld tell them to you, they would
not so strike you. Certain it is, I pray to be kept from a
censorious spirit, which I fear may have indulged in, in my
life, without meaning evil, but which may have been so in its
effects. I surely harbor nothing in my heart against a human
being, though I would like to induce some to act and think
differently from what they do.

In my last I informed you of the arrival of the Dale,
and the receipt of several of your letters. Two days more
and I should have missed the Dale, and probably those letters
would not have reached me for months. No one at home, the
Department less than any, can picture the nature of our service
on this station since this California question has come up, and
no persons are more “ désorienté” than those officers who were
formerly the Pacific cruisers,— which cruising comprised the
coast of Chili and Peru, with an occasional running down of
the trade winds to the Sandwich Islands. The absurdity of
having sent out the Dale, a third-class sloop, capable of stowing
but eight days, provision, on a station where you have to sail,
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as I express it, five thousand miles to get a barrel of flour,
is without apology, for Commodore Jones reported against this
class of ships.

Port of San Diego, January 1st, 1847.

I have taken the pen this evening merely to wish you a
happy New Year. * * *  When I think I sailed in
1845, and we are already in 1847, it makes me look home-
ward, and feel as if the turning-point of the cruise had been
reached, and that I was descending the hill.

I arrived on Saturday evening, December 26th, making just
a week from San Francisco; light winds and fogs retarded us.
‘We had got close in, and were trying to round Point Lomo
to enter the harbor, when the wind left us, and night set in, and
I stood off shore. Just as we went about, a boat was discov-
ered pulling for us, and the answer to the hail was in Beale’s
voice, bringing me a pilot. He jumped on board and came
into the cabin to give me the news, while the pilot and first
lieutenant were taking in the ship. This we accomplished,
but I cannot commence to-night a narrative of the stirring
events that have occurred.

January 2d.

To understand well the events I am about to relate, you
should have my previous journal-letter. ~Without it your ap-
preciation of affairs will be difficult, and I think it better,
anyhow, to adopt the system of recapitulation in our corre-
spondence, so very uncertain and irregular are all transmissions
of letters. I will condense and be as little tedious as possi-
ble.t * * * *

The ships left San Pedro with the charm broken as to

t The passage which follows, being a condensation of the more detailed narra-
tive in the letter ot December 8th-10th, is omitted here to avoid unnecessary repe-
titions.
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American invincibility, particularly by the second landing with
both crews together —for the Californians, though elated at the
repulse of the Savannahs, saw in that business nothing to au-
thorize them to underrate the bravery of their enemies. They
never could he brought to do what these men did, chase well-
served artillery on foot.

The Congress came to this place (San Diego), failed in

*getting .in, put off again, fell in with the Savannah, and both
were proceeding north, when, all at once, the Savannah was
told to go there and prepare to return to the United States;
and the Congress put up her helm and steered again for San
Diego, with some two or three pilots on board. They buoyed
off the entrance, but how they did it I do not know. She
struck again, and most heavily; but in she came—altogether
in as sad a plight as need be.

This place had also had its vicissitudes. It had been gar-
risoned by a single company of California volunteers. When
the country rose they were driven out, took shelter in a whale
ship, went to San Pedro, received reinforcements, from the
Savannah, of a lieutenant and fifty men, returned and took
the place without fighting. Gillespie’s force was afterwards
added; and on the very day the Congress hove in sight the
second time, the enemy appeared on the hills around and gave
them some shots, when some skirmishing ensued, and I believe
the Californians had a man or two killed.

The commodore immediately moved on shore, took Ban-
dini’s house, dated his letters, “ Headquarters San Diego,
The place was fortified and garrisoned by his marines and

2

ete.

crew, also the Savannah’s marines, or most of them. Artillery
was mounted, old guns unspiked that were found here, carts
built, tents made, cattle gathered, ete., ete.
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And now I have reached the news that met us on our
arrival here.

The first thing that Beale did was to hand me an order
to send up a hundred men, with a lieutenant, and other pro-
per officers, to be ready to march on Monday. Not a word
as to myself ‘

I had determined to be ready for any service, to wolunteer
for none, to see that my rank was regarded and respected, and
remain in my natural place until ordered elsewhere. I adopted
this resolution from a correet, and I believe the wisest, military
principle; yet I was rather in hopes that I might be ordered
to join the army, for I should have liked to have accompanied
my men, who were excessively anxious I should go with them,
for it would appear our late cruise had inspired them with
great confidence in me, and their pride of ship is very great.
They are moreover an affectionate set, much more so than the
Congress’s. ;i

But the leading item of Beale’s news was the arrival of
General Kearney. I had been long wishing for him, that
things might resume their proper place; the army in the in-
terior, and at the posts; we on the coast and in the harbors.
Then some regular troops were so much wanted to keep order,
and be able thus to dispense with Frémont’s irregular and
vagabond force. One of the last persons I left at San Fran-
cisco was Lieutenant Radford, General Kearney’s brother-in-
law, who told me he had been overhauling the papers brought
by the Dale, and he did not believe the general was coming.
He has come, however, but such a reception no man ever had.

Somewhere in New Mexico he meets Kit Carson, the bearer
of the commodore’s despatches from the Pueblo. Carson tells
the general all is quiet in California; the elections ordered;
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Commodore Stockton had left the capital, etc., etc. This very
circumstance had been greatly feared at the north, and I was
asked a dozen times if Carson’s absurd despatches would not
affect the general’s movements. They did, fatally; he sends
back to Santa Fé two hundred of his three hundred dragoons,
under Major Sumner, and comes on with the remaining hun-
dred. He enters California at Warner’s pass, very jaded, very
much worn out, reduced mostly to mules, and no grass for
these; the men, no great things at best, wan, thin, and used
up. One of our sailors would have been a match for six of
them. About thirty miles from Warner’s pass (a valley that
leads from Sonora), they encamped at San Pasqual, some thirty-
five miles from this place. There they heard that the enemy .
was in their neighborhood. I should have stated before that
at Stokes’s ranch they heard of the rising of the Californians,
and were of course aware of the change of circumstances. On
hearing the enemy were near, a reconnoissance was ordered, and
Lieutenant Hammond and three dragoons left the camp for the
purpose. After descending a long hill they turned short around
and came upon an Indian wigwam. Their guide, an Indian,
crawled in, and soon discovered the whole party distributed in
the huts, their horses at some distance, packs and saddles off,
and near by. The spy in the dark discovers a brother
Indian, who beckons silence, and tells him that Andreas
Pico was among the sleepers, and commanding about a hun-
dred men. The Indians are very inimical to the Californians,
and always ready to betray them. The guide and spy was
about retiring to rejoin Hammond, when the latter, growing
impatient, must ride up, his sword making a great noise,
which alarmed the sentries. If he had brought twenty men,
he would only have had to place himself between the
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enemy and their horses, and called out to them. They would
all have come out, made a low bow, and given themselves
up in the most genteel manner in the world. They would
have marched them to their tent in their front, returned
and got their fine horses and saddles, and very different
would have been their entrée into San Diego.

It is not certain that the first noise made by Hammond
would have roused the party, for the Indian sentries would not
have told them; but so soon as the dragoons heard the state
of affairs, off they started, and their swords were heard for a
quarter of an hour ascending this long hill, with the clattering
of their horses’ feet. This roused the Californians; they caught
their horses, saddled, and were mounted in a twinkling. On
the other hand, the camp was roused, got ready, and started
before day. I forgot to mention that information had pre-
viously reached San Diego of General Kearney’s approach;
and Gillespie and some thirty-five men, with Beale (always
ready for any novelty or adventure), had been sent as a guard
and complement of reception. They had joined the detachment,
and were in camp. There was a good deal of excitement and
desire for a brush, and all pushed forward. Those who were
passably mounted naturally got ahead, and these of course
were mostly officers, with the best of the dragoons, corporals,
and sergeants, men who had taken most care of their animals; -
and very soon this advance guard, to the number of about
forty, got far ahead, at least a mile and a half, of the main
body, where the howitzer was, drawn by wild mules. In the
gray of the morning the enemy was discovered, keeping ahead,
and with no intention to attack; but their superior horses and
horsemanship made it mere play to keep themselves where they
pleased. They also began to discover the miserable condition
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of their foes, some on mules and some on lean and lame horses,
men and beasts worn out by a long march, with dead mules for
subsistence. General Kearney, who was, with all his officers
and of course Beale, among the advanced body, gave an or-
der to “trot,” but his aid, Captain Johnstone, mistook him, and
gave the order to charge, which in cavalry tactics means full
speed. The general exclaimed, “Oh, heavens! I did not mean
that!” —but it was too late, and on they went at a gallop.
Here again began a second separation, from the disparity of the
animals. There was no order —all straggling, and about
twenty-seven or eight, out of the forty, were alone in advance.
The Californians wheeled, discharged their firearms, and the
first victim was poor Johnston, who was shot through the fore-
head and fell headlong from his horse. Immediately on the
discharge of their arms they deployed a little, and, wheeling
round on both flanks, enveloped them as they would™have done
a herd of buffaloes. ~Then commenced the work with the
murderous lance. In the twinkling of an eye seventeen men
rolled from their saddles and were dead; three others died
soon after, and all were buried on the spot. Nor did a Cali-
fornian I believe lose his life. Two were made prisoners.

As quickly as the Californians turned and charged upon
their enemies, as quickly did they disappear. In the mean-
time the rear came up, the mules drawing the howitzer took
_ fright and ran away, and the gun was lost and fell into the
enemies’ hands,—a great prize to them.

Besides Captain Johnston, Captain Moore and Lieutenant
Hammond were killed. Hammond went to Moore’s assistance,
who was fighting like a lion against great odds. Hammond
survived two hours. Moore was speared sixteen times. They
were brothers-in-law, having married sisters, but Moore, I be-
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lieve, was a widower. He was in the navy in 1828, in the
West Indies, as a midshipman. Johnston was a brother of
Lieutenant Johnston in the Columbus, who took the dysentery
in China, and has lost his health entirely, in consequence.
Both were the sons of a distinguished man in Ohio, who had
three sons and ten daughters, married to all the first people
in Ohio. The old gentleman was the president of the Whig
convention that nominated General Harrison. The other per-
sons killed were the élite of the men, the best sergeants and
corporals. General Kearney had two wounds; Lieutenant
Warner, of the topographical corps, also two; and Gillespie
also had a narrow escape, a lance glancing from a front
tooth, which was loosened. Henry’s friend, Henry Turner,
escaped, though in the midst of it. Emory also escaped, an
old acquaintance of mine. Such an affray can hardly be
conceived—men, horses, and mules were intermixed and roll-
ing on each other. No one could tell whom he was grappling
with, for the day had not broken and there was a dense fog.
Twenty dragoons were wounded, now being cured at San
Diego ; showing further the knowledge and skill of their ad-
versaries. A mule will not turn, or with great difficulty, and
the Californians would swing round their horses and always
attack in the rear, which accounts for their own wonderful
escape. The old general defended himself valiantly, and was
as calm as a clock. Moore seems to have fought with a des-
peration unheard of, and appears to have been more hotly
pressed than any other, and fell finally, his sword having
broken in two pieces, — being found with the hilt still grasped.
The camp that day presented an awful scene. An attempt
was made to carry in the dead as well as the wounded, and
the former were lashed lengthwise on mules. But the enemy
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began to appear on the surrounding buttes, and it was given
up. A large grave was dug, and the twenty corpses, so stiff-
ened by the cold that no clothes could be removed, were laid
together in one mass. They have since been disturbed by
the Indians. — Such is war.

Measures were then adopted for shortening their line.
Everything was burnt not actually necessary, packs, saddles,
blankets, etc., and everything concentrated.

The enemy increased in numbers, and became more bold.
The camp moved on seven miles next day, to San Bernardino,
skirmishing all day. Beale and Passed Midshipman Dunecan
distinguished themselves by getting a launch’s gun they had
taken with them on a neighboring height, and driving away
at the enemy; but their situation was very critical, and be-
came more and more perilous. It was then they wanted the
other two hundred dragoons which those wretched dispatches
had turned back. These dispatches, by the way, were sent on
by the returning party, but Carson came back with the general
as a guide. Here Beale volunteered to make his way through
the enemy and carry in word to San Diego, for their relief.
He required only that Carson should go along. This man,
you remember, was one of Frémont’s most daring woyageurs
and companions, having been in all his expeditions. He said,
“The chance is very small,” but he would go. Off they started.
I cannot give you all the particulars of this daring adven-
ture. They almost literally crawled on hands and knees for
thirty-five miles, keeping hillside, bush, or gully between them
and the enemy; sometimes only a few yards off, sometimes
lying still for hours, then climbing steep and rugged. preei-
pices, all the while without provisions and without a drop of
water. Beale’s shoes then gave out, and he had to creep miles



CAPTAIN 8. F. DU PONT. 105

barefooted through the mountain cactus and the prickly pears.
Finally they came to a certain ridge, where some of the
enemy appeared just in their proposed route, but were few in
number, seemingly a lookout guard. Carson said they must
make a détour and reach the sea coast. While consulting,
they were unconsciously separated, and took separate routes,
their exhaustion beginning to produce callousness and indiffer-
ence. DBeale almost mechanically strided down the mountain
side and found himself at the bottom, opposite the men they
had seen. His fate was sealed, but he resorted to an artifice,
which was successful. He stood boldly forth, fired his rifle,
hallooed very loud, and seemed to be hurrying on a detach-
ment of men, of which he had got in advance. The Califor-
nians, not believing an officer could be there alone, ran off,
and Beale passed on unmolested, arriving in San Diego twelve
hours before Carson. But nature had stood her greatest
amount of endurance. He delivered his information, and was
taken to the ship and put to bed, very exhausted, with his
mind wandering. He is recovering, but was prevented by the
physicians from marching with the forces, much to his regret,
though he thinks, with all of us, they will have little more
than marching to do. I saw him much for the first day or
two after our getting in, but I have not met him since. He
is a noble fellow,and deserves promotion. Though an acting
lieutenant here, he is only a passed midshipman.

On being boarded by Beale, he put a letter in my hand,
ordering me (as I have told you) to send up one hun-
dred men and a lieutenant, with three days’ provisions, ete.,
for marching, and was told the army would move the fol-
lowing day but one; no orders relative to myself— nothing
to give me an idea of what my own reception or future ser-
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vice might be, though it was settled our ship was to be laid
up like the rest.

I went up the next morning, and was received by every
one with great cordiality. Some six hundred men of the
ships were there with Gillespie’s party, and some California
volunteers. Seven or eight pieces of artillery were mounted,
and cattle gathered.

There has been some clashing between General Kearney
and the commodore. To the latter’s arrangements the general
hag succumbed — being a mild, affable, easy old gentleman of
the old school, feeling his preservation due to our forces here,
and having none of his own left to give him any moral sup-
port. He had orders to make himself governor of the terri-
tory, to establish a civil government, etc., which the commodore
says he has already done. The latter, just before the start,
turns round and places the whole military command under
General Kearney. Finally they moved off, a fine body of men,
some hundred and twenty marines, sixty dragoons on foot, five
hundred sailors and volunteers, seven pieces of artillery under
Tilghman and Southwick, the carpenter. Great regrets were
expressed at my not going, but I told them the Cyanes would
carry them luck. These joined the morning of the march,—
one hundred men, Mr. Rowan, Lieutenants Higgins. and Sten-
son, the three midshipmen who had not been in the boats at
the different cuttings-out, and two servants, making one hun-
dred and eight, all told. We landed at daylight at the port
here, and I marched up with them.

We had had on a former occasion a set of knapsacks
made, and I had had the ship’s name printed on them; they
came famously opportune. A small haversack was added.
They all had a certain cap I had allowed them to wear.
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Sixty-five had muskets (preferred after all to the new fire-
arms), the other thirty-five, pikes and pistols. Their pride of
ship, their freshness, and the novelty to them (an old story to
most of the other crews), gave them altogether, on wheeling
into the square of San Diego, a striking appearance, and upon
my handing them over to Lieutenant Zeilin, the adjutant of
the detachment, he said no ship had turned out men so well
equipped. When they marched, I was coming in from seeing
Tilghman, and took the line en revers. When I came to our
men, I wish you could have heard them tell me “Good-bye,
good -bye, sir, good-bye, sir,” as file after file went past—it
was so hearty and spontaneous.

I called to see General Kearney on the first day of my
arrival, and found a most delightful old gentleman, of fine .
erect appearance, cordial and affable. Every one has taken
to him wonderfully. On one day he drilled all the troops,
and as soon as the sailors were through, they were heard
to express great admiration for “that old gentleman,” and
hoped that he was going with them.

I hope the commodore will get well through the present
troubles, and I doubt it not, for the large force with which
he has moved, added to that of Frémont coming from the
north, both having probably met, or will meet soon, must put
down all attempt on the part of the Californians, who were
driven in a great measure to do what they did; but they
have no firearms—one or two guns—and are left to their
saddles and horses, with spears or lances. I presume they
will treat, of course; when I trust the commodore will have
the good sense to hand over the governorship to General
Kearney, whose wise measures in New Mexico show him
capable of organizing a civil government here. We shall

¥
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then get back our crews, and enter upon a more regular
service.

Of course the ships will, most of them, have to be on the
coast for a year or so, a very disagreeable and uninteresting
station, with hard and expensive living; but having now a
full knowledge of the navigation, of the climate and. weather,
it will be easy in that respect. One ship should have been
on the coast of Mexico, where all our work in this one must
be undone by this time. We are all anxiously waiting for
the arrival of Commodore Shubrick. Everything requires the
presence of an officer with administrative qualities, and above
all with the usual system of commanding squadrons, under
which we have all been brought up.

Tell Henry that Henry Turner inquired particularly after
him; says he has the coat with him, the waterproof cloth for
which Henry sent him, and good service it has done him.

I have had very pleasant intercourse with Missroon, who
is the ship keeper of the Portsmouth; he is literally alone.
Here I have Mr. Harrison, who is painting up the ship, and
the old major* I let Harrison have my boat’s crew to work,
so stripped are we of men; but it is a glorious chance to paint
the ship, which we are doing thoroughly. I am going to live
with Missroon for a few days in Montgomery’s cabin, while
mine is being painted; the ships lie close to each other.
Missroon is a good deal changed and improved; I believe he
is now a religious man, has given up his former hobby of
guns, pistols, etc., and is now an enthusiastic conchologist,
which he says has kept him from ill health and despair this
cruise. He has given me some shells, and we are going on a
shell hunt together. He has discovered the Pholas here, of a

* Major Miller, Captain Du Pont’s clerk.

*
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very large species, and great peculiarity. e sent me a bucket
full the other day for breakfast, but I found them strong,
and not to compare to the Mahone date fish, taken in the
same kind of rock. Whenever Missroon finds anything
curious, he says, “I got this for Mrs. Du Pont. My wife
would admire it for a moment, because I brought it, but
really has no taste for such things.”

Take care of your shells, for with those I shall collect,
we can make a very rich cabinet. Tell your brothers I am
on the lookout for darts for them. I have three arrows with the
darts fastened on. These are still in use by the Upper Cali-
fornia and Oregon Indians. They are ingeniously arranged so
that the dart will remain in on attempting to draw out the
arrow. They are made as formerly, of flint, obsidian, yellow
jasper, ete.

January 5th.

The Malek Adhel has arrived, Captain Schenck; he was
sent off to Mazatlan some time since with despatches to be sent
across, informing the government of the reaction, I believe.

He went down to Cape San Lucas; there he saw our
acquaintance in this ship, Ritchie, who sent for Mr. Mott at
San José, who immediately came to the cape and took passdge
for Mazatlan. They hoisted Chilian colors, and for two days>
saw nothing; finally a sail hove in sight, and proved to be
an English brig belonging to Mott & Talbot—to Mott’s great
delight, though he had ordered her not to come. He went on
board the brig, the latter hoisted her private signal, and brought
off Talbot, the English partner. He was frightened at seeing
Mott,-who quieted him, however. They had to get rid of a
German who had come off with Talbot, by sending back the
boat for something.  Another man recognized the Malek
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Adhel; him they silenced with a bribe. Schenck had got on
board the English brig also, but had to be got into a room
until the German was sent off, to whom Mott told the brig
was the Esperanza of Chili, and he had paid $800 to her to
bring him over from Cape San Lucas. (Schenck says he can
lie, commercially, like a horse.) When Schenck came forth,
and Talbot knew all, he was so alarmed that he did not know
what he. ‘'was about. Finally he was quieted, and said the
dispatches should go through. He is the British vice-consul.
But the brig was allowed by Schenck to go in, having no
orders. She will pay an immense revenue to Mazatlan, to pay
their troops, besides maI;ing the fortunes of the owners. Mott
said, “I am glad the Cyane is not here. I told Captain Du
Pont if she came I hoped he would not be here.” I could
easily have been there if proper arrangements had been made,
and it is the first vessel that has arrived since we left.

Schenck took Mott back to San José. The governor of
La Paz is faithful to his pledges to me about the prizes, but
not well supported. The old padre has hoisted the Mexican
flag at San José, which had not been hauled down and ours
hoisted, though I believe, from what I have heard since the
commodore has left, he was under the impression I had, and.
probably has so written home. He sent me to blockade, not
to hoist flags. But he has taken it on paper, and that will
suffice him, I suppose. Mott is going to the islands, not liking
the complexion of things.

San Diego, California, January 17th.

We had news in from California authorities. Beyond San
Juan, at a pass called Barbolo, the Californians appeared in
force, and a cannonade ensued from three o’clock until sunset,
‘but mostly distant firing. We are said to have lost some peo-
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ple, and it is positively asserted that Lieutenant Gray is killed.
He was the commodore’s aid and interpreter. His mother
was a Spanish lady of Cuba. He was a Catholic. His grave
had been opened by a New Mexican, and recognized by a Mr.
‘Workman, who was passing there at the time, and had known
My Gragsibrisdiagaaitiy

I have been very busy until within a few days, in fitting
out an old whale ship, and putting on board of her two weeks
provisions for six hundred men, and sending her off for San
Pedro. This was by an order received from the commodore
since he left. I gave charge of her to Beale, who was very
anxious to go. She is a worthless old tub, and we had a south-
east blow the first night she was out, and have been anx-
ious about her ever since. I am busy now with the Julia
and Malek Adhel, getting them ready in case the commodore
wishes to dispatch them. I wish he would send one of them
to Panama, that we might have a chance of sending our letters.

January 19th.

We have great news to-day. ILieutenant Gray, instead of
being killed, has arrived here, from the Pueblo, and brings in-
telligence that the war in California is at an end—the Cali-
fornians having given in—and if measures are now wisely
conducted, everything will be settled with great honor to the
navy and squadron. Stockton’s star of good fortune has shone
forth quite with splendor, and at a moment most eritical and
impoftant. Two very spirited actions took place on the 8th
and 9th of January, the particulars of which you will find in
Rowan’s letter to me, which I enclose, as being very full and
satisfactory. Had I not done all that I could do without de-
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