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  To my two sisters, Patricia Mae Peterson and Teresa M. Davis.
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  Grave of Maybelle Alice, daughter of C. E. and C. E. Stovall, June 20, 1901, Williams Cemetery, Colusa County, feels eerie.




  
INTRODUCTION





  Everyone loves a mystery and as you enter through the battered gates of old, overgrown cemeteries or graveyards, there is a decided air of mystery that hovers over them. Perhaps that is why we are drawn to them—much like looking over into the dark abyss where you cannot see what is beyond sight—and why our imaginations are ignited.




  The importance of such places cannot be underestimated, particularly in terms of history. Not only do the variety of headstones or crypts or monuments pique curiosity about the lives once lived, there is something more. Is it the tangible but fragile link we have to death itself? Whether we believe or don’t believe in what follows this life, the desire to find a connection to the possibility of an afterlife draws us to these places of “eternal rest.”




  As an avid lover of genealogy and anything historical, cemeteries have always interested me. Who were these people and what did they suffer? What did they overcome? Those lives cut off at birth or ten or forty-eight or ninety-four—whether by illness, age, or accident—cause me to stand and ponder the circumstances surrounding their living and dying. To see a family plot where one, two, or three children or infants have been laid to rest is tragic. You see the small headstones, topped with a lamb or angel, with the simple but devastating words: “At rest” or “Sleep, Our Baby.” To lose one child would be heartbreaking, but to witness the heartbreak of multiple losses feels grotesquely unfair and terrible.




  Take, for instance, Mark Schofield (1835–1890) of New York. After marrying Eliza Ann Schofield (1840–1877), the couple traveled cross-country to California and settled in Sierra County, where Mark took a job as a superintendent for a mining company. They were off to a wonderful beginning and then their first child, a daughter—Amelia Adaline—was born on Christmas Day, 1868. However, in May 1871, Amelia passed away and they laid her to rest in the Whiskey Diggings Cemetery, in Sierra County. A second child, Alice, was born in January 1872, and she died in June of 1873; she was only seventeen months old. A third daughter, Ida, was born in May 1876.




  What more could happen? Eliza Ann passed away a year later, on May 2, 1877. She was 37 years old and one month later, in June 1877, little Ida passed away. Mark Schofield had lost three daughters and his wife in the spread of nine years. All four of them were interred in Whiskey Diggings Cemetery.




  As if this were not grievous enough, on November 23, 1890—thirteen years later—Mark Schofield, superintendent of the North America Mine, near Gibsonville, Sierra County, entered the mine with several other employees to retimber a portion of it. Suddenly the men began scrambling about as they tried to back out of the mine. It only took a few minutes before they realized they were being overwhelmed by a toxic gas, known as “white damp.” Six men collapsed on the car track before they could escape and others rushed in to rescue as many as they could, but Schofield, who had been the first in, could not be resuscitated. It was too late. Even the horse that had been pulling the mining cart died from the gas. Mark Schofield was laid to rest beside his wife and three daughters in the Whiskey Diggings Cemetery in Sierra County in November 1890. At fifty-five years, his life and legacy had been brought to an end.




  And then there is the Hiram Page Cemetery in Yreka, Siskiyou County. Hiram and his sons are interred in a private, off-the-road, singular graveyard, with one large marble headstone that sits outside a white picket fence. The plot measures about eight by eight inches, and it’s a spot that people suddenly see as they’re driving by. It is not a destination, but sits at an angle—almost resting against a tree—alongside a residential road not far from a senior living project. Apparently, in 1863, the site was close to the Page family farm. Were they headed home, or headed to town?
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  Hiram Page (1822–1863), Hiram Balpher Page (1849–1863), and Salathiel Page (1851–1863) were all killed when their wagon turned over. Rather than trying to haul them away, rescuers buried them near their home. One more name was added to the tombstone one year later, that of six-year-old Julian Page (1857–1864). No doubt, it would have been a relief for the boys’ mother, Ellie Dodge Page, and sister Minnie Page (1857–1944) to have them buried close at hand. If families find proximity to their dead a comfort, though it may be “small comfort” to some, the poem “One Final Gift” by D. J. Kramer reflects an apt emotion for Ellie and Minnie. Here are the final lines:




  Don’t leave my resting place unmarked
As though you never cared.
Deny me not one final gift
For all who come to see . . .
A single lasting proof that says
I loved . . . and you loved me.




  A third story from 1878 rests in the Angle Cemetery in Willits, Mendocino County. Located on a small knoll in the middle of a pasture and nestled under a copse of trees are the graves of Rench Angle (1828–1889) and nine of his fifteen children—six of whom died between May 30 and June 13 from diphtheria. Originally from Pennsylvania, Rench Angle was the first owner of the now-famous Ridgewood Ranch of Seabiscuit fame. He was, at one time, one of the wealthiest men in Mendocino County. After his death, his widow, Mahulda Catherine Orender Angle (1840–1925), married Sylvester Drew, and after he died, she married John H. Christy. When she passed at eighty-three, she was buried in an unmarked grave in the Ukiah Cemetery, in Ukiah, Mendocino County, beside her father, Joel Orender (1813–1891). The question lingers: How does one handle that much grief?




  The stories of these and others from California’s earliest days need to be remembered and not just by those whose lives were connected in time and space. No, for me, the desire to recapture and preserve a dying history is what propelled this project. My research and journey to over 100 cemeteries up and down California was not conducted to share the names or deeds of well-known individuals who already fill history books or local lore, but to uncover lesser-known or even unknown individuals, whose lives and challenges, deeds and foibles should not be lost to time.




  It was obvious from the outset that there would be no way to collect or locate all—or even a small percentage—of the named and unnamed graves and cemeteries in California! In each of California’s fifty-eight counties, there are hundreds (and hundreds) of cemeteries or burial sites—let alone abandoned graveyards, some tucked away behind storefronts or under paved streets. “Burying grounds” are found in neighborhoods, pastures, and fields, in downtowns, backyards, or deep in the woods. I have barely scratched the surface of uncovering the lives still buried beneath the soil, pavement, and rocks or under the waters of this state.




  Finally, in organizing this volume, my first hope was to keep the names of cemeteries connected to individual towns and counties, but as I began to collate family groups—who were many times buried in separate cemeteries—I realized that would be difficult, and thus the book has been organized by “regions” (with some cross/references), and most of these regions include several counties. That being said, it was impossible to include cemeteries from every county. Traveling the state made it clear that I would have to exclude some counties and many, many towns, regardless of how many historic and fascinating cemeteries would be overlooked. It also became clear that every county deserves its own collection of cemetery books! Until then I have gathered as many intriguing stories as I could in the limited time I had—some involve disappointment and despair, intrigue and murder, a rise to fortune or a fall to shame, love, hate or unrequited love, ambition, and hope.
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  This is the broken headstone of Dannier Herold, aged six months old. Born in 1890, he passed away in 1891 and was laid to rest in Dutch Flat Cemetery, Placer County. Note that the small, narrow grave has sunk below the edges of the surrounding sod.





  CHAPTER 1




  SAN DIEGO AND THE IMPERIAL REGION




  The span of California’s frontier history can be divided into five major periods: the Native American period or “pre-contact”; European exploration, from 1542 to 1769; the Spanish colonial and/or mission period, from 1769 to 1821; the Mexican period, from 1821 to 1848; and, finally, the 1849 Gold Rush, Settlement, and Statehood.




  After landing in San Diego Bay in 1542, the explorer Juan Cabrillo claimed the region for Spain. In 1769, Padre (Father) Junipero Serra and Gaspar de Portola, the Spanish military commander, established El Presidio Real de San Diego, the first permanent European settlement on the Pacific coast. Set upon a hill (above Old Town), the Spanish fort’s cemetery no longer exists as a cemetery. The Presidio, now known as Presidio Park, was the first of the Spanish presidios and missions in California to be built. The line of missions eventually stretched north 700 miles, from San Diego to Sonoma. In all, twenty-one missions were built from 1769 to 1833.




  After Mexico won its independence from Spain in 1821, Alta California became Mexico’s northern frontier. This period saw the demise of the “mission system” and much of the land was doled out by the Mexican governors as land grants to those who fought for or swore allegiance to Mexico, including Americans who came to be identified as Californios.




  Seventeen years later, after the Americans defeated the Mexicans in February 1848, the Treaty of Guadalupe Hidalgo ended the war and defined the new boundaries of Mexican and American territories. The United States acquired Alta California, including the lands stretching from San Diego up to present-day Oregon in the north.




  Presidio Hill Cemetery is the oldest cemetery site in San Diego. Located above Old Town San Diego, it looks out over the town; it was a well-chosen location for the Spanish with its extended views of the surrounding area. Today, Presidio Hill Cemetery is Presidio Park. Those originally interred here included Spanish soldiers, Mexican settlers and soldiers, missionaries, American soldiers, and Californios. Old broken down clay walls give a hint as to the cemetery’s sloping location, and about halfway down the hill stands a statue of Father Junipero Serra. Just a few yards from him stands an immense cross, constructed of layers of red tile. From there the hill fans out to a broad expanse of green grass. One can only envision what a cemetery there might have looked like.




  The last recorded burial in the Presidio Hill Cemetery was for Old Town San Diego’s first alcalde, or mayor, Captain Henry Delano Fitch (1799–1849), in 1849. Take note, this Yankee sea captain would alter the history of Alta California and impact an entire nation. A tall, blue-eyed, handsome young man, while working for Henry Edward Virmond of Mexico, Fitch sailed into San Diego Bay, in spite of the ban against merchant ships. When he landed, he immediately caused “quite a stir among the eligible senoritas.”
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  The Captain and His Bride




  It was the fifteen-year-old daughter of Joaquin and María Ignacia Carrillo who caught Captain Henry Fitch’s attention when she boarded his ship with her cousin Pio Pico to shop for fabric. The young María Antonia Natalia Elijah Josefa Carrillo (1810–1893)—better known as Josefa—was also intrigued and invited the attractive American to her parents’ home. Attending the gathering was California’s governor, José María de Echeandia (unknown–1871), a tall but imperious man, who must have grown jealous. As the story is told, he had been attempting to woo the young woman himself. Henry and Josefa fell in love and, while her parents reluctantly approved the match, the marriage had to be approved by Mexico City and the church. Henry agreed to be baptized into the Catholic Church in 1829 and adopted the Spanish name Enrique Domingo Fitch. The governor was able to assert his influence, however, and the marriage’s approval was denied. An attempt at a secret marriage was also foiled by the governor, so, after much to-do, the couple eloped aboard Henry’s ship and sailed to Valparaiso, Chile. In Valparaiso, they were married.




  This tempestuous love story does not end here: a year later, the couple returned to San Diego with their infant son. María’s vexed mother locked herself away and her father only embraced her after she crept along the floor begging for his forgiveness. The vicar general interrogated Henry who refused to denounce the union. Instead, he and Josefa left and sailed north to Monterey. There they were arrested, Henry for the heinous crime of abduction. Three months later, they were taken to Mission San Gabriel to face trial. In the end, the marriage was declared legal under the law, but not within the church. As penance, “the couple was ordered to attend high Mass for three feast days while holding lighted candles, and to recite part of the rosary for 30 consecutive days.” Henry was also required to give a fifty-pound bell to the plaza church in Los Angeles.







  Henry and Josefa settled in San Diego with their young son where they eventually had ten more children. Henry became influential and not only ran the only store in Old Town but also served as police commissioner, justice of the peace, and was the first to survey the area. In 1846, he became the town’s first alcalde. In addition, he was given a land grant of 48,000 acres in northern California on which to build his estate, but Captain Fitch would not live to see Rancho Sotoyome as he died of pneumonia in 1849 and became the last person to be buried in the Presidio Hill Cemetery. Remarkably, in the 1960s–1970s, excavation uncovered what turned out to be Fitch’s remains under the former chapel’s tiled floor.




  Josefa moved to the rancho and lived out her life there. Unfortunately, she suffered from financial woes for many years and died in 1893 at the age of eighty-two. Her body was not returned to San Diego; instead, she was buried in Healdsburg’s Oak Mound Cemetery. This couple’s legacy continued to live on, however, in the life of one of their many descendants, Franklin Delano Roosevelt, the thirty-second president of the United States.




  The Mission San Diego de Alcalá Cemetery was located east of the mission. More than 4,300 individuals were buried there between 1769 and 1832—most of them unnamed Indian converts—and that number does not include U.S. soldiers. In 1873, however, it was reported that the old cemetery “contains but one lonely monument of marble” marking the grave of Sergeant Richard Kerren (1814–1856) of the U.S. Army who had been thrown from his horse and killed. In 1887, Kerren’s monument, along with his remains, were reinterred at Point Loma, now Ft. Rosecrans National Cemetery.




  

Indian Converts




  While a number of mission Indians who had been baptized into the Catholic Church were buried in the Presidio Hill Cemetery, few of their names were recorded and none was provided headstones. One exception was “Benito” Malac, originally from the Rancheria Apusquele. He was baptized with his wife Taltal and their children, Sinusin and Malac (Jr.), at Mission San Diego de Alcalá in September 1775. When Benito (Sr.) died, his family carried his body up Presidio Hill to the cemetery to be buried on February 1, 1779. Benito’s daughter Sinusin married José Antonio Ruiz y Leyba a few months later. The couple had six children, but four of them passed away at young ages. Two of the stricken children were buried at the Presidio Hill Cemetery with Benito (Sr.). When Sinusin passed away at age forty-one or forty-two, she was buried at the San Juan Capistrano Mission Cemetery. This cemetery is on mission grounds and, though there are at least 2,000 people buried there, there are only eighty-four individuals whose identities were recorded, and Sinusin, also known as “Clara” Bustamante, was one of those.
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  Mason Carter (1834–1909) was also interred at Fort Rosecrans National Cemetery. His father, John Carter, was a well-respected physician. Mason married Lucie Maria Downing Wellington (1850–1938) in 1870. As an Indian Wars Congressional Medal of Honor recipient, he received his medal for “gallantry in action against the Nez Perce at Bear Paw Mountain, Montana on September 30, 1877, in leading a charge under a galling fire.” He retired as a major and then taught military science in Tennessee before moving to California. Carter was the first Medal of Honor recipient to be interred at Fort Rosecrans National Cemetery. He died in San Diego at age seventy-five, in 1909.




  It’s been said that Ft. Rosecrans National Cemetery sits on the most valuable piece of land in San Diego County. Some would add that it is one of the most beautiful cemeteries, as well. Comprised of seventy-seven plus rolling acres at Point Loma, it overlooks the bay and the Pacific Ocean. It dates back to 1882 when soldiers who had been buried in mass graves after the Battle of San Pasqual were reinterred here. In 1934, Ft. Rosecrans became a national cemetery.




  Others buried in San Diego’s Presidio Hill Cemetery included several Mexican soldiers. One, José Carlos Rosas (1769–1805), came north with the 1781 Rivera Expedition as one of its first pioneers, called pobladores, to help settle Alta California. He married María Dolores (1768–1809) on July 4, 1784 at Mission San Gabriel. When he died in 1805, he was laid to rest in the Presidio Hill Cemetery, while Maria Dolores was laid to rest in the San Gabriel Mission Cemetery.




  Jose Manuel Perez Nieto (1748–1804), an Afro-Latino soldier, traveled in the 1781 journey and is credited with escorting the pobladores as part of Rivera’s Expedition to settle Los Angeles. He received the largest individual land grant, called Rancho de Los Nietos, ever given while Spain ruled Alta California. He married Maria Teresa Morillo (1756–1816) in 1778. Sadly, they lost one of their three children, Antonia Maria de los Santos Perez Nieto (1788–1796), at age seven. She was buried in the San Gabriel Mission Cemetery, as were Jose and Maria and their two sons years later.




  As with the Presidio, Father Junipero Serra established Mission San Diego de Alcalá in 1769. While burials of great significance were dug within the church, whether under the floor, inside the walls, or near the altar, those of less significance were placed outside the church in the cemetery. The cemetery—the oldest known mission cemetery in California—was located in the courtyard where the unmarked remains of Indian converts lay under the plaza garden. Inside the church, the following padres, or mission priests, rest under the floor, just to the right of the altar and in front of the retablo or reredos (the structure against the wall behind the altar where stand statues of Saint Joseph, the Crucified Christ, and the Virgin Mary and Child). The marble tiles are set into the shape of a cross, each tile inlaid with the name of an early priest. Under the center tile lays Father Luis Jayme (Jaime) (1740–1775), the second pastor of the church and California’s first Christian martyr. He was only thirty-five years old when he was killed in a raid on November 5, 1775, when 800 Indians attacked and burned the mission to the ground.




  In addition to Father Luis Jayme, the other mission padres interred under the floor include Father Juan Figueroa (unknown–1784), who arrived in California in 1772 and passed away in 1784; Father Juan Mariner (unknown–1800), who arrived in 1785 and died in 1800; Father Jose Pinto, who arrived in 1810 and died in 1812 after being poisoned by a Native American cook; and Father Fernando Martin, who arrived in 1812 and died in October 1838. Also martyred in the November 1775 attack was José Manuel Arroyo, a blacksmith, whose remains were interred in the sanctuary of the chapel.




  Another early cemetery in San Diego was El Campo Santo Catholic Cemetery, or Holy Field, which was created for the emerging community of San Diego’s Old Town in 1849, eighty years after the Presidio and its cemetery were first built. It’s located at 2414 San Diego Avenue, San Diego, right in the heart of today’s Old Town district. While this cemetery was home to many more gravesites in the early days, most of which were later relocated, there are still about 450 graves here. The oldest known original headstone, which has been restored, belongs to twenty-one-year-old Rosa Serrano de Cassidy (1848–1869), daughter of Jose Antonio Serrano. She was the first wife of a San Diego administrator, Andrew Cassidy, who emigrated from Ireland.




  Approaching the small, protected graveyard, visitors have to stop and glance up. The cemetery sits between shops along the main drive, enclosed by an adobe wall and, above that, a white fence. There is a gate and a couple of steps up to the site, but as you enter, it opens up to scattered headstones, some wooden and very primitive, painted white, some carved stone tombstones. A few have iron fencing around them.




  The ground is dry, but the effect is not that the area is dirty; it simply has the look of being old and intriguing. In addition, as you step down to the sidewalk and look out on the street, and up and down the sidewalk, you suddenly see them—graves—each marked by a small brass medallion. They are so unremarkable that most tourists walk by, unaware of their existence. On each medallion is written: “Grave Site.”




  Who knows to whom these abandoned, forgotten graves belong?




  One who is identified at El Campo Santo is Antonio Garra (unknown–1852), chief of the Cupeño tribe. On January 16, 1851, it was reported that “an Indian chief, named Antonio Garra, attempted to unite all the Southern Indians with the Californians to drive out the Americans,” and “he and his few braves attacked the Warner Ranch, to the east, and killed nine whites.” Thomas Whaley, early settler of San Diego, wrote this about the attack:
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  The first attack the Indians made was upon the rancho of J. J. Warner, member of our State Legislature, burning his house, stealing everything belonging to him and murdering a man in his employ. Four men have been murdered upon the Gila and four more Americans from this place at the Springs of the Agua Caliente who had gone there for their health. . . . I am well armed with a brace of Six Shooters and have a horse ready to saddle at any moment.




  When Garra was finally captured, he confessed he’d induced members of various tribes to unite against the Americans. He was declared guilty of murder and theft and sentenced to death by a firing squad of twelve men. One report noted, “When Garra was asked to state any last words, he simply said, ‘Gentlemen, I ask your pardon for all my offenses, and expect yours in return.’” Then, “as he [Garra] was shot, he fell backwards into his gravesite within the cemetery (El Campo Santo) and was subsequently buried.” Antonio Garra’s headstone reads, “Sacred to the memory of Antonio Garra Sr. A leader among his people Cupeño-Kavalim Clan. Died January 10, 1852. Rest in Peace. Erected 1992 H.S.F.”




  One soldier interred at El Campo Santo Cemetery was Juan María Osuna (1785–1851). Married to Maria Juliana Josepha Lopez (1791–1871) in 1806, Juan fought in the Mexican Revolution of 1831, and he and his family were the first to build on the lowland beyond the Presidio of San Diego. In 1833, Juan María Osuna and five other citizens urged Alta California’s governor to replace the sixty-year military rule with a town (pueblo) government for San Diego. As a result, Juan María Osuna was elected the first alcalde of the San Diego pueblo, defeating Pio Pico by thirteen votes. Pio Pico would later become the last governor of Alta California under Mexican rule. Osuna’s land grant lay north of San Diego, along the coast. Today his Rancho San Dieguito is known as Rancho Santa Fe, and his adobe overlooking the river valley has been restored. It is now part of The Inn at Rancho Santa Fe. Juan María Osuna died in 1851 and was buried in El Santo Campo. His epitaph reads: “Juan María Osuna Died 1851 First Alcalde of San Diego.” His wife died in 1871 and was buried alongside him.
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  A third, but infamous individual interred at the El Campo Santo Cemetery was Jim Robinson (unknown–1852). Known as “Yankee Jim,” many stories have since been told about the thief. Having spent time in the gold fields of northern California, where the six feet four inch stranger had supposedly murdered and stolen gold from other miners, he was eventually arrested in 1852, along with two accomplices, after stealing a boat belonging to two San Diego men, Stewart and Wall.




  

Yankee Jim’s Hanging




  As recalled in the October 1873 Los Angeles Herald, Volume 1, Number 5, the jury announced Yankee Jim’s punishment—death by hanging:




  The gallows consisted of two beams planted in the ground with a heavy beam across the top. It was located in Old Town, on the spot where Whaley’s brick house now stands. On the 11th day of September, Yankee Jim was taken from his little adobe jail room, where he had been closely guarded, and placed in a wagon. Two Catholic priests accompanied him and did their best to convince him that his time was near. They hoped to impress him with the importance of being prepared for his future state.




  To the wagon was attached a span of mules with old Gustave Fisher as driver. On reaching the gallows the priests alighted and the wagon was driven under the fatal noose. The rope was adjusted around Yankee Jim’s neck and he delivered a farewell speech to the large crowd gathering to witness his execution. He told them he had been a good man and given piles of gold to help poor men.


  Undersheriff Crosthwaite, who was to superintend the execution, stood on the ground near the wagon and listened patiently to Yankee Jim’s story until it was a quarter to three o’clock. He finally ordered Fisher to drive on, and the old man applied his whip to the mules. Yankee Jim kept his feet in the wagon as long as possible, but was finally pulled off as the mules plodded on. He swung back and forth like a pendulum, until he strangled to death.




  And thus ended the career of the dreaded desperado, Yankee Jim. Subsequently his accomplices in the crime were tried by the same jury but were sentenced to the State Prison for only a year. They never returned to San Diego.


  


  While Yankee Jim was buried in El Santo Campo Cemetery, his legend—and, some say, his ghost—has lived on, especially since on the very site where he was hung entrepreneur Thomas Whaley (1823–1890) later built his stately home. According to the San Diego Union, “Soon after the couple and their children moved in, heavy footsteps were heard moving about the house. Whaley described them as sounding as though they were made by the boots of a large man, and he came to the conclusion that the unexplained footfalls were made by Yankee Jim Robinson.”




  

The Thomas Whaley House




  Today the Whaley House is considered one of the most haunted houses in America. Visitors swear that not only Yankee Jim’s ghost has been seen and heard walking the floors, but the ghosts of Whaley’s infant son Thomas Whaley, Jr. (1856–1858) and daughter Violet Whaley (1862–1885) have also been spotted. According to the family history, Thomas Whaley left New York City and his family’s hardware and woodworking business to sail to San Francisco in 1849. He was so successful that he was able to build a lovely home and establish a store. A fire in 1851, however, destroyed his business, so Whaley moved his enterprise to Old Town San Diego. Within a short time, he again grew successful and was able to return to New York to marry Anna Eloise DeLaunay (1832–1913) in 1853. Returning to San Diego with his wife, Thomas began construction on a new home in 1856, on the site of Yankee Jim’s hanging. By 1858, Thomas and Anna had three children (ultimately they had six), including Francis Hinton (1854–1914); Thomas, who died at eighteen months from scarlet fever; and Anna Amelia (1858–1905). Unfortunately, in 1858, another fire destroyed Thomas’s place of business. Despairing, he moved his family back to San Francisco.




  Over the next few years, Thomas’s financial success fluctuated. Daughters Anna Amelia and Violet were both married, but Violet’s marriage was a disastrous one. Having been deceived, the marriage ended in divorce, after which the young woman fell into a deep depression. In July 1885, she attempted suicide by jumping into the cistern in the yard. Her father rescued her just in time. But on August 18, 1885, Violet was able to complete the task; she shot herself through the heart. Thomas Whaley passed away five years later, in 1890. His wife lived several more years. But in the end, Thomas, his wife, and nine members of the Whaley family were all buried in San Diego’s Mount Hope Cemetery. A tall, impressive marble monument stands to honor Thomas Whaley and all he had hoped to achieve and all he had achieved as one of San Diego’s early citizens.


  


  Two years after the last burial took place at the El Campo Santo Cemetery, a streetcar line was built right through the center of it. Outraged at the indignity, citizen Walter P. Temple purchased the cemetery in 1917 and began its restoration. In 1933, the San Diego Historical Society took on the restoration. Using information provided by an old photograph, members reset markers and rebuilt individual fences encircling particular graves. They also constructed an adobe wall to protect the entire gravesite. Scattered around the hard dirt rectangular site are aging olive trees and cacti. Only one original headstone still marks the grave of Edward L. Greene, and a large white cross stands at the center of the Old Town Catholic cemetery.




  San Diego’s Mount Hope Cemetery is the final resting place for over 70,000 people. Located at 3751 Market Street, the cemetery encompasses more than 100 acres. The original Mount Hope Cemetery opened in 1869, east of the “New Town” of San Diego. Initially the cemetery was established for members of the International Order of Foresters, the Masons, the Grand Army of the Republic, the Fraternal Order of Eagles, and the County of San Diego’s Indigent Burial Program. In 1973, a veterans’ section was added.




  There is a long list of notables interred at the Mount Hope Cemetery, including Alonzo Erastus Horton (1813–1909). Born of Puritan stock, he was an enterprising man—a cooper, a sailor, and even an amateur wrestler. He came to California in 1851, thinking to mine gold or invest in cattle. Instead he began to trade in and sell gold dust. One interesting anecdote was that he “went into the mountains where there were fine fields of ice” and was able to ship and sell 312 tons of “frozen snow” at a great profit. Even as he made money, Horton also invested in San Diego and was often called “The Father of San Diego” for the vision and promise he saw in the future.




  At Alonzo Horton’s funeral the San Diego Union reported, “The men were bareheaded, the women touched with emotion, the children subdued. All sounds of the busy Saturday afternoon rush were stopped—the ‘tramp, tramp’ of his marching brethren was the only music heard and it was a fitting requiem.” And Laurie Bissell wrote, “Eight thousand people had come to bid this man, who founded modern San Diego, farewell. . . . The casket passed through a double line of Masons and Elks to the hearse.”




  One of the most intriguing individuals buried at Mount Hope was Tom Chong-kwan, also known as Ah Quin (1848–1914), and often dubbed the “Unofficial Mayor of San Diego’s Chinatown.” Born in China in 1848, he converted to Christianity and attended missionary school where he learned to write in both Chinese and English. After working in Alaska and California as a laborer and a cook, he settled in San Diego where he was hired to work as a railroad labor contractor, especially because he could translate for Chinese workers. Quin also kept a diary, and his journals are filled with San Diego history as well as history of the Chinese in California. Ah Quin married Leong Sue Quin (1861–1927) in 1881 and fathered twelve children. His son George was the first Chinese male born in San Diego. Sadly, in 1914, Ah Quin was struck and killed by a motorcycle. He was buried at Mount Hope Cemetery.




  Another famous individual interred at Mount Hope is Nate Harrison (1833–1920), a former slave who traveled to California with his master during the gold rush and at some point gained his freedom. He built a cabin and lived out his life on Palomar Mountain. So much has been written about Nate that he has become almost larger than life. In trying to separate myth from fact, members of the Nate Harrison Historical Archaeology Project accumulated fifty-five different secondary sources that offered biographical information about Harrison, including how he gained his freedom: “Early accounts claim that Harrison escaped from his owner; interim narratives assert that Harrison obtained his freedom as soon as his owner died; later stories state that Harrison’s owner granted him liberty; and the final histories relate that Harrison purchased his freedom from his owner.”
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  Which story is true?
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Nate Harrison’s Legacy




  What is known about Nate Harrison is that he homesteaded on Palomar Mountain where he built a cabin and provided passersby assistance as they traveled the wagon road between Doane Valley and Pauma. It’s reported he helped motorists in the early days of the automobile, too, offering water from his spring, while preparing meals and selling fruits from his garden. In failing health, he left his homestead in 1919 and died the next year at the age of ninety-seven. In 1955, a plaque was placed at the site of Nate’s cabin and spring, which was the first U.S. Historical Monument dedicated to an African American. A sleek, upright gray granite headstone was also placed at his grave at Mount Hope Cemetery. It reads, “Born a slave, died a pioneer.” A final honor came from San Diego County when Palomar Mountain Road was renamed Nathan Harrison Grade Road.


  


  Sam Brannan (1819–1889), California’s first millionaire is also buried at Mount Hope Cemetery. Born in Maine in 1819, he moved with his family to Ohio where he apprenticed as a printer. He joined the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-Day Saints, then moved to New York where he began publishing The Prophet. Brannan married Ann Eliza Cowan in 1844, and in 1846, he and Ann sailed to California with a group of Mormons on board the Brooklyn.




  When Sam Brannan reached San Francisco in July 1846, he immediately set up his printing press and began producing the California Star. He next moved to Sacramento and opened a general store where he sold thousands of dollars of supplies to incoming miners and settlers; his wealth grew, as his was the only store between the Gold Country and San Francisco. By the early 1860s, Sam Brannan became known as the richest man in California, and he helped build some of San Francisco’s most important buildings. He also purchased 3,000 acres in Napa with the idea of building a resort to be called Calistoga. However, Brannan also supported the controversial, even notorious, San Francisco Vigilance Committee, which tackled problems like theft, arson, murder, and criminal gangs, often ruthlessly. In 1868, Ann Eliza Brannan divorced Brannan, and one wonders if his ambition overshadowed his character. Ultimately, Brannan’s numerous schemes proved reckless and futile, and he lost money.




  In the end, Brannan lived out his life in San Diego, where he died, penniless, on May 5, 1889. His nephew paid for his burial and the “rent” on his “vault,” for a total of $47.00. The “headstone” was nothing more than a wooden stake marking his plot, and for almost forty years, nothing more was done to identify Sam Brannan’s grave. Finally, a monument was built, which reads: “Sam Brannan 1819–1889 California Pioneer of ’46 Dreamer, Leader, Empire Builder.”




  Today both Sam Brannan and Samuel Brannan Jr. (1845–1931) are interred in the Mount Hope Cemetery.




  Young Alta M. Hulett (1854–1877), a pioneer lawyer, was also buried at Mount Hope Cemetery in 1877. An ambitious young woman, she was one of the Hulett’s six children, of whom four died in childhood. Alta, eager to learn, learned telegraphy at age ten, enabling her to work as telegraph operator. After that, she taught school while studying law. This was a time when women were not seen as capable of becoming attorneys, so although she passed the Illinois law examination in 1872, she was refused entrance to the bar. Outraged, she moved to Chicago, where she became successful in effecting change. Alta became Illinois’s first female attorney in 1873.




  Alta Hulett moved to California for health reasons and established her law practice. Sadly, however, she died in March 1877 at the unlikely age of twenty-two and was buried at Mount Hope. Eighty years after her death, women lawyers of San Diego County placed a new headstone on her grave, and in 2004, the first “Alta M. Hulett Award” was established in Illinois.




  Another intriguing young woman buried at Mount Hope Cemetery was “Kate” Kathleen Farmer Morgan (1865–1892). On December 30, 1885, the nineteen-year-old Kate married Thomas E. Morgan, aged twenty-five. Hopeful, in love, things changed when the couple’s first and only child Thomas E. Morgan was born ten months later, on October 31, 1886. The infant died two days later. The mystery surrounding Kate Morgan’s untimely death occurred in 1892 when she checked into room 3312 (now room 302) at the luxurious Hotel Del Coronado in Coronado, San Diego County. She signed in as “Lottie A. Bernard,” from Detroit. Five days later “Lottie” was found, a bullet wound to the head. The coroner declared it self-inflicted, that Kate, aka “Lottie,” had committed suicide. She was laid to rest at Mount Hope Cemetery. Following the event, however, strange movements were reported, not only in Kate’s Del Coronado hotel room but also throughout the resort and grounds. To this day, people report seeing a troubled young woman gliding in and out. Others report they have even felt her presence. The staff has had to continually foil questions as to her intentions and presence.




  “She’s harmless,” is the general consensus of those who work at the hotel.




  Three notables laid to rest at Mount Hope were John Stone Stone (1869–1943), inventor and mathematician and arguably the first to invent the radio-tuning apparatus two years before Marconi; Gustaf Kletus Akerlundh (1883–1961), member of Captain Roald Amundsen’s 1903 expedition to the magnetic north pole; and Elisha Spurr Babcock (1848–1922), who built the exquisite and famous Hotel Del Coronado.




  In 1861, Marcus Schiller and Adath Joshurun established a Jewish Cemetery in San Diego. Louis Ros e (1921–2008), who was actually the first Jew to settle in San Diego in 1850, donated five acres for the creation of the cemetery. Both Marcus Schiller and Joseph Mannasse (1831–1897) donated lumber for the fencing, and the local Jewish population planted pepper trees. As the area’s population grew, however, the location became inconvenient and inadequate, and Congregation Beth Israel sought a place within the much larger Mount Hope Cemetery that would suffice. The request was granted, and San Diego’s Home of Peace Cemetery was dedicated in 1892. Those buried in other plots, including Louis Rose and Joseph Mannasse, were reinterred at Home of Peace in 1937.




  Marcus Schiller (1819–1904) was born in Prussia and immigrated to the United States in the 1840s. He first settled in New York, then traveled to San Francisco, and finally moved to San Diego in 1856. He married Rebecca Barnett (1843–1921) in 1861 and together they had nine children. He became successful in real estate and became a political figure, even serving as president of Congregation Beth Israel until his death. He helped fund the first telegraph line to San Diego and also helped in acquiring land for what became Balboa Park. When he passed away in 1904, he was interred at Home of Peace. Many have likened Schiller to a San Diego “Jewish Horatio Alger,” and according to Samuel Fox, historian, “Mr. Schiller was a leading spirit in all welfare and charitable work in San Diego.”
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Jewish Burial Customs




  As with many cultures, Jewish burial traditions are especially important to orthodox believers. For example, burials generally take place within twenty-four hours. Another tradition: the Jewish faith prohibits cremation. It also prohibits embalming. These prohibitions go back to the Lord’s words: “Dust to dust,” emphasizing the natural process of decomposition. The casket needs to be biodegradable and should not include nails. The body is not open to viewing, and no flowers are placed on the grave. Likewise, music and flowers are not permitted at the funeral. It is acceptable to place stones on the grave (or headstone after it is set). The placement of stones likely originated in ancient times when Jews were nomadic and lived in the desert. Stones are dry and found in arid places; they also don’t deteriorate. For some, they represent the strength and perseverance that marks Jewish history. Or, as a personal gesture, stones pay tribute to the dead and communicate to the family that the deceased still lives in the minds of those who have come to pay respect. Some contend that rocks or stones help keep evil spirits out and help prevent the soul from being taken over by demons. At the funeral, whether at the burial site or in another location, only the rabbi walks in front of the casket. Mourners follow the casket. In addition, there are typically seven pauses; as the casket moves forward and is halted, the living are given time to consider their own lives. According to one source, during the procession, “ the very beautiful and moving Psalm 91 is recited. . . . It is said to have been recited at the building of the Tabernacle in the desert. . . [and] is an expression of confidence that God will watch over His people.”




  Finally, those who carry the casket must be Jewish, and it is a violation of Jewish law to allow the deceased to be handled or covered by anonymous gravediggers. The coffin must be lowered to the bottom of the open grave, and the grave must be filled at this point. Only one person handles the shovel at a time and it should not be handed off but slipped into the soil so that the next person reaches for it without touching anyone. Tradition asserts that in this way, one person’s grief is not handed off to another.


  




  San Diego’s Calvary Pioneer Memorial Park has been known by various names, as the Catholic Cemetery, Mission Hills Cemetery, Old Catholic Cemetery, or as Pioneer Park. Originally it was simply called the Calvary Cemetery. Located at 1501 Washington Place, San Diego, Calvary Pioneer Memorial Park was established in 1870 with separate burial areas for Protestants and Catholics.




  Elmer Ignatius Otis (1830–1897) was laid to rest at Calvary Pioneer Memorial. An U.S. army officer, he fought in both the Civil War and the Indian Wars. He graduated from West Point in 1853, after which he was assigned to the First Cavalry in Texas. During the Civil War, he served as part of the Army of Tennessee. In 1861, he married Agnes Reid Boone (1840–1916), the daughter of Indian agent Albert Gallatin Boone and the great-granddaughter of Daniel Boone. They had ten children.




  

The Last Major Indian War




  Elmer Ignatius Otis is noted for having participated in the Modoc War of 1872–1873, which took place along northern California’s borderlands. Refusing to relocate to the Klamath Indian Reservation (a generations-old enemy), Kintpuash, also known as Captain Jack, and a group of Modocs retreated to a stronghold in the rugged lava beds near Tule Lake. At least 150 held off 1,000 U.S. troops for almost six months. Otis, however, was determined to help negotiate some kind of peace, but when peace negotiations erupted in bloody violence, it looked doubtful. Eventually, Kintpuash surrendered after a betrayal, but there would be no peaceful resolution. Three of the Modoc leaders, in addition to Kintpuash, were found guilty of war crimes, including the murder of General Edward Canby. They were hanged on October 3, 1873. Afterward, their fingers and other body parts were shipped around the country as if they were some kind of show-and-tell trophy. The “last major Indian War” was a tragedy for all.
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  In 1892, after his retirement, Elmer Ignatius Otis moved to San Diego. When he passed away in 1897, he was interred at Calvary Pioneer Memorial Cemetery.




  María Amparo Ruiz (1832–1895), born in Loreto, Baja California, was also laid to rest in the Calvary Pioneer Memorial Cemetery. As a member of an influential family, María Amparo was well educated in the classics and spoke several languages. As a young woman, she also witnessed U.S. forces invading her hometown of La Paz during the Mexican War of 1846–1848. But it was then she also met the man who would become her husband, Captain Henry S. Burton (1819–1869), commander of the New York Volunteers.




  

María Amparo Ruiz, Writer and Wife


  The marriage of María Amparo Ruiz and Captain Henry S. Burton in 1849 is a romantic tale. María was a member of the conquered country, while Captain Burton was an officer of the oppressing nation. He was a Protestant, and she a devout Catholic where any marriage had to be approved by the governor and the church. Rushing ahead, however, the couple found a Protestant minister in Monterey to perform the ceremony, only days after María’s seventeenth birthday.
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The author taking a photo of Antonio Garra’s grave, which is a favorite
at El Campo Santo Cemetery in Old Town, San Diego.
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Hiram Page and two of his sons were killed when their wagon rolled over.
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Kintpuash and his band of Modocs held out against 1,000 U.S.
troops in the 1872-1873 Modoc War. After their capture, Kintpuash
and three of his warriors were hung.
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Located on 1502 Second Avenue, San Diego’s Temple Beth Israel was
constructed in 1889, making it one of the earliest synagogues in California.
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The obelisk monument built to honor Alonzo Horton is a testament to
his enterprising and creative spirit.
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