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Later

It is past one o’clock in the morning, and the guitars still sing. The Medinas and their guests will stay up as late as they want, but I must rise with the sun. My heart still pounds at the memory of tonight’s festivities. J did not want to leave. Nelly, Gabriela, and I sat in a comer, sipping on delicious fruit punch and nibbling pan dulce. We admired the fabulous gowns of the women and the fine suits of the gentlemen as they gracefully swept across the floor.

Senor Johnston cut a fine figure, but did not know all the Spanish dances. He came over to us, sipping on his glass of wine, his face flushed from all the activity. He asked Nelly to have a dance with him, but she replied, “I don’t know these Spanish dances, Uncle Henry.”

Johnston said he would take care of that, then spoke to one of the American guests — there were several at the party. The man borrowed a violin and began to scratch out a fast and lively tune. The Americans cheered, and so did Nelly. “It’s a Virginia reel,” she said, jumping up. Johnston took her hand, and they joined the Americans who formed two lines, men opposite women. The boisterous dance looked like great fun.

Suddenly I heard a throat being cleared and I looked up into the blue eyes of Walter Johnston. “May I have this dance, Senorita Rosa?” he asked politely.

“I am too young to dance with a boy,” I said in a shaky voice.

He frowned. “Well, maybe you’re too young to dance to Spanish music, but in America you’d be ah lowed to dance to a Virginia reel.” He held out his hand again. I glanced at Senor Medina, who smiled and nodded.

How my heart pounded and my knees shook as we joined the group. I can still feel the warmth of Walter’s hand and the firm grip that led me through the steps. I guess I danced well enough — I did not fall on my face — but I honestly do not recall any^ thing except the smile on Walter’s lips and the sweet look in his blue eyes. I shall dream of them all night.

After he danced with me, at the urging of Senor Johnston, Walter asked Rafaela to dance. I do not think he wanted to, but he was polite. Her cheeks blushed red. I am proud that she danced the whole dance without losing her breath. It was the first time I have seen Rafaela enjoy herself at a dance. Senor Medina glanced my direction and winked, as if a secret had passed between us.

Mav 12

Horse races all day, including one for the women. Some of the ranchero wives and daughters are excellent riders. They rode over the same terrain as the men. Shouting in shrill voices and whipping their mounts, they roared down the final stretch. Just as I expected, Miguela was at the lead. Her gray stallion swooped past the finish line a full six lengths ahead of the others. The prize was a pair of fine silver spurs. Senora Medina was aghast that Miguela had raced in her delicate condition and scolded her daughter.

Tomorrow there will be a bullfight and at night fireworks and a final dance. Nelly says she does not want to see a bull killed in front of her eyes. I assured her that once she sees the bravery of the matador, she will change her mind.

I cannot sleep. I saw Rafaela and Walter Johnston in the courtyard tonight talking and dancing to a waltz. My heart is sick.

Mav 13

The highlight of this year’s spring roundup is la corrida — the bullfight. The bulls are strong and some weigh a ton. They have been bred for centuries to be aggressive, brave^hearted, and willing to kill the men who taunt them. We usually do not have a bullfight at the spring roundup, but when Senor Medina learned that the famous Mexican matador, Bernardo, was in Monterey visiting his sister, he could not pass up the opportunity. Senor Medina talked Bernardo into coming here, much to the thrill of everyone, for rarely do we see such a professional. He is a seasoned veteran, with a great reputation for his skill and braw ery. He arrived at the casa grande late at night, so no one saw him. He is very serious and did not partake in the fandango.

Early this morning I saw Bernardo on his knees, praying. I was appalled to see Domingo slip in beside him and tug at his sleeve. I did not know whether to call out or leave him alone. When Bernardo stood, I grabbed Domingo.

Bernardo is slender but with muscles as hard as stone. Scars made by the bull’s horns run down both hands and on his neck. He smiled and touched Domingo’s shoulder. “He is no bother. I did the same when I was his age. He has some wise questions.” With that he bowed and left the room.

Domingo had asked the matador if he gets afraid before the fight. Bernardo had replied that he is afraid before every fight. Not afraid of dying. Not afraid of being mutilated and crippled for life. Rather, his greatest fear is that he will fail in front of everyone.

Later

It was a fine afternoon as we rode through trees and wildflowers to the plaza de toros, where spectators ah ready filled the stands, trees, and fences. Senor Medina takes great pride in his small herd of fighting bulls. They are more fierce than the bulls seen in the cities of Mexico. Their horn tips are not cut and capped, making them very dangerous.

A band of trumpets announced the arrival of the matador with great fanfare. Bernardo wore blue satin with gold trim, and held a large red and blue cape. His skintight, knee-length breeches and white silk stockings accentuated the highly embroidered short jacket and black shoes. Bernardo’s black hair was braided into a plait that hung down his back from under a montera, a small black cap. He was the picture of grace.

The first bullfight began. A drum rolled and trumpets blasted as the first black, haughty bull trotted into the plaza looking about in confusion and disdain. Around his neck hung a wreath of flowers representing the colors of his breeder. Senor Medina’s wreath is made of yellow daisies and pink roses.

The picadores, dressed in black with silver trim, mounted their beautiful horses and jabbed lances at the bull’s neck to infuriate him and make him weaker. The raging bull charged at the horses, trying to rip into their withers and flanks. If successful, the horse will die a painful, gruesome death. But the skilled picadores steered the horses out of harm’s way.

Then came the banderilleros, who stick colorful darts into the bull’s hump and back. Long bits of colored paper and ribbons stream from the shafts of these picks. They serve to annoy the bull and do not penetrate very deep.

Lastly, the matador came, a lonely figure in the center of the plaza who taunted and teased the bull with insulting words and by shaking his bright capote. As the angry animal charged, Bernardo skillfully swung the cape and let the bull pass by. The bull learned quickly that there was a man behind the cape and made his charges shorter and shorter. This is when el toro is most dangerous, for he can turn and charge the matador instead of the cape. Many a man has lost his life this way.

In the cities of Mexico the bull is usually killed by the matador's sword, shoved quickly and mercifully into a small spot behind his neck. Death is instantaneous. If the matador has done a good job, he is allowed to take the ear of the bull. The dead bull is slaughtered, and the meat is given to the poor people of the city. But many rancheros and hacienda owners hold bullfights in which the bulls are not killed.

When the bull is too exhausted to fight anymore, he is lassoed, the darts removed, and ointment applied to his wounds. He will recover and be more fierce for next year’s fight.

On the third fight, a bull with his back filled with darts and colorful streamers leaped into the stands. A drummer fell off and broke his arm. Gregorio lassoed the bull, brought him to the ground, then climbed onto his back and rode him around the arena. Vaqueros do this often with amazing skill. If the man is thrown, the angry animal will stomp and gore him to death. My heart raced until the bull had finally been roped again and Gregorio dismounted. The indios in the trees cheered wildly, for Gregorio is one of their own.

Nelly thought the bullfighting disgusting. It is usually so with americanos, but Walter admitted that the men displayed great courage, and as for the bulls, the bullfight gave them a moment of glory and was better than the slaughterhouse.

Mav 14

To my surprise, Rafaela decided to go horseback riding to the hills. She invited Nelly, Walter, and Gabriela to accompany us. She showed great vigor today, riding her horse with expert skill and climbing up the hill in front of all of us. A stranger who had not seen her since January would have not thought it possible for such a sickly girl to be so healthy and strong now.

The rest of us followed her and scrambled on the rocks. Walter’s Spanish is coming along nicely. Nelly and I spoke mostly in English, making Gabriela even more jealous, until she threw down her riding quirt and stomped her foot. “Speak Spanish, Rosa, I order it.”

Rafaela heard the command and told Gabriela to leave me alone. She said I was her servant, and could speak English if I wished.

Was this really Rafaela, usually so meek, gentle, and too weak to argue? Gabriela and I exchanged questioning glances. She apologized. I felt badly, too, and began interpreting every word I said to Nelly, so there would be no concern that I was talking about Gabriela behind her back.

Mav 15

The mystery of Rafaela’s transformation is solved. After the Johnstons had left, Rafaela insisted on riding to the hill again. From its top we could see the party riding slowly toward the southwest.

Rafaela exhaled a heavy sigh. “Walter is really a very charming young man,” she said. “He is learning Spanish very well. He never looked my way before, but now that I am healthy, he seems very interested. Do you think Papa would approve of another American son-in-law?”

My heart sank. Why, I do not know. After all, why should an American boy as fine as Walter Johnston want to marry a servant girl like me?

I told her I did not know, and my voice was so heavy, I could hardly swallow. The thought of it makes my heart sick, even now.

Mav 18

An exciting day. All the men were away, except for old Tomas. We were in the courtyard enjoying the pleasant weather. Someone had accidentally left the front gate unlatched. We heard a noise and turned to see a huge grizzly bear lumbering toward Senor Medina’s favorite berry vines.

Sehora Medina did not hesitate. She ran into the house and came out a moment later with a loaded musket - an old flintlock she inherited from her father. She aimed and fired. Poor Sehora Medina fell to the ground, and gunpowder residue covered her fair skin. The bullet missed the target but shattered a pear tree branch that fell smack onto the bear’s head. That, along with the roar of the gun, startled him. With a grunt, the grizzly turned and loped out the gate.

I

Mav 20

A worse day I cannot recall. That grizzly came back. He killed two of the goats, one pig, but worst of all, he wounded one of the servants, leaving a horrible gash across his chest. It was a miracle that he did not die. Senor Medina, Gregorio, and several men decided to hunt the bear down, for once a bear begins to kill livestock, it must be stopped. Of all the animals

in California, the grizzly is the one most feared. Its great claws can easily tear a man in half.

Domingo begged to go along, and I was angry that Senor Medina agreed. He said he went on his first bear hunt when he was ten and promised to look after my brother. I know I will not rest until they safely return.

Three days gone and the men are not back yet. My heart is sick. I cannot stand the thought of losing Domingo. I vow to never be angry with him again.

Svndav, 24

I did not attend mass, in case Domingo returns. I must be here. Whether to kiss his dirty face or to weep over his mangled body, only God knows.

May 25

; Gracias a Dios, Jesus, Mana, y Jose! The men returned, and Domingo was in front singing and laughing. On a litter dragged behind them was the largest grizzly bear I have ever seen. A very old one from the looks of his claws.

I hugged Domingo with all my strength and could not hold back my tears. He excitedly told everyone how he had helped to rope the grizzly, wrap the lariat around a tree, and hold the animal at bay while the men shot it.

The Indian workers are busily skinning the bear now. Sehor Medina has given them the meat. Some say it is delicious, but I prefer beef.

May 26

While riding today, Rafaela and I saw more americano settlers on Sehor Medina’s far land. There are three log houses now, with corrals with livestock. Their crops are growing nicely. I served as interpreter for Rafaela. The strangers said they wanted to buy the land. Rafaela explained that if her father sells his land, he’ll have no place for his cattle. Domingo said that some of the americano cattle belong to the Medina herd. Sehor Medina has called a meeting with neighboring rancheros over the squatter problem.

May 28

Sheepshearing began yesterday. The weather is warmer, and the sheep are ready to shed their thick winter coats. The thought of all the wool that will need to be washed, carded, spun, dyed, and woven into cloth makes me tired.

Mav 30

Sheepshearing has been going for days. The sheep look so skinny and bare when they emerge from the corral, freshly sheared. Domingo is learning how to help hold them down while they are sheared. Professional shearers do the work. They are fast and leave no streaks of red blood from cutting too close. They remove the fleece in one piece, as if the sheep were wearing a wool coat. We washed the fleeces in tubs of soapy water to clean away winter dirt.

SvMDAV, MAV 31

My day of rest. No combing and dyeing the wool today.

JVME 1

Combing and dyeing. My hands are the colors of the rainbow.

♦

Jvne 2

Started spinning wool into yarn today. Rafaela has the power to rescue me, but she no longer seems interested in riding. She spends her,days writing love sonnets and letters to Walter Johnston. I have not seen her send one yet, so I do not think he suspects that he is the object of her aching heart. I know he does not suspect that my own heart aches for him, and he never will know. I could not bear to live if he shunned me.

Jvxie 3

Walter Johnston arrived tonight unexpectedly with an urgent message from Yerba Buena. Miguela is feeling poorly. She wants to come home for a while, so that she might be near her mother during this difficult stage of her child-carrying. She will arrive next week. Sehora Medina is happy at the news. She misses her daughter terribly.

At the dinner table Walter said that the Americans in Yerba Buena are very mistrustful of the Spanish population. Rumors are running rampant that General Castro, military leader of Alta California, is forming an army and will ride up from Monterey to drive out the Americans, especially those at Sutter’s Fort.

Senor Medina snorted and said Castro is too busy bickering with Governor Pio Pico to worry about the Americans. He added that rumors like that only make matters worse among our peoples. “I hope you do not spread such false truths,” he said, pointing a fork at Walter.

Walter nodded, but didn’t say another word during the meal.

Jvxie 4

Walter left before daybreak. I did not even get to say good-bye. Neither did Rafaela. When she heard that he had already left, her eyes filled with tears and she ran to her room and slammed the door. I learned later that she had written him a long, fancy letter and intended to give it to him after breakfast.

Jvsje J

I am sick of looking at wool. Most of it will go for blankets, rebozos, and sarapes. Some will be spun into thread and woven into cloth.

I have decided to weave a sarape for Walter. It will be gray, blue, green, with smaller stripes of yellow and red. I am using the small loom that belonged to Miguela. She rarely used it. I do not know when Walter celebrates his birthday. I must remember to ask Miguela when she arrives. I pray that Nelly will come with her. I miss Nelly so much!

Jv'NE 6

A party of ten men stopped at the rancho today to rest and water their horses. They are under the command of General Castro. They have come all the way from Monterey to Sonoma Valley to obtain horses from General Vallejo, about 160,1 think they said.

Senor Medina and two of Castro’s lieutenants retired to his office and closed the doors. Their excited, agitated words rose higher and higher as the arguing escalated. I could not hear all their words clearly, but I do know that Senor Medina is very worried and upset.

He said there is already tension between the Californios and the americanos because of rumors. If Castro’s men are seen rounding up horses it will look like they are preparing for an armed attack. The americanos will no doubt be convinced that Castro’s goal is to drive all foreigners from Alta California by force. They will react accordingly.

When the men emerged, Senor Medina’s face was red and his eyes were flashing. He quickly ordered his best horse saddled, whispered a few words to his wife, and left, taking Gregorio and two vaqueros. I pray that our men will return safely.

SvbJDAY, JVSJE 7

Lupita begged Senora Medina not to go to Sonoma for mass today, but to no avail. She went not only because it is the celebration of the Holy Trinity but because Senor Johnston and Miguela will be arriving in Sonoma soon.

The Medina women and I rode horses while Domingo, Lupita, and Ramona rode mules packed with baskets of belongings. Rafaela is nervous. She is in great hopes that Walter will accompany Senor Johnston. I am in great hopes that Nelly will come along, too.

Mass was short and afterward pepple spoke in excited whispers. Rumors fly like crows. Some say that Mexico is at war with the United States. They say the American army has already crossed the Rio Grande in Texas and is fighting on Mexican soil at this very moment. Others say the American army is marching to Alta California and all Mexican citizens will be killed and their lands seized.

The air sings with anticipation. Sehora Medina has spent much of the day praying for the safe return of her husband.

JvNE 8

Domingo and other boys are running in the streets playing at war like it is a game. I pray that my dear brother never knows the true nature of war.

Johnston did not arrive today as expected. Sehora Medina is almost in hives worried about what may have happened. We are staying at Gertruda’s house yet another night. Domingo sleeps in the stable with the horses, which suits him fine. I sleep on the floor with Lupita and Ramona.

It is late now. Many families are loading their belongings in carts and wagons in case they need to get out of Sonoma in a hurry. Sehora Medina’s sister is a most fearless woman. She loaded two muskets and laid out powder and lead, saying the Americans will take her home only over her dead body.

JvKje 9

Senor Johnston and Miguela arrived today. Miguela had hardly stepped through the door when she vomited into a bucket. Her face is pale, and her clothing smelly. She fell into her mother’s arms and wept bitterly while Senor Johnston stood by helplessly wringing his hat. Miguela was immediately put to bed in the guest room. We will have to stay here until she is able to travel.

Miguela is very sick and running a high fever. Sehora Medina chastised Senor Johnston fiercely for allowing his wife to get sick in her delicate condition. He muttered and twisted his hat and stumbled outside to get away. I felt sorry for him and followed. He sat on the steps and hung his head low.

I told him that it was not his fault. Women are always a little loco when they are with child. He nodded, then smiled and squeezed my hand. “Nelly sends her love,” he said. She wanted to come, but she was feeling poorly, too. Johnston supposes it is the same thing that Miguela has. They walked to the docks together a few days ago and encountered a whole family of sick immigrants getting off one of the ships.

“I hope Walter doesn’t get sick, too. I’m sure you need him to watch the store while you’re away,” 1 said, trying to sound casual, but I think Johnston saw through me.

Johnston assured me that Walter is fine and healthy. “He sends his best regards to you, Rosa. You know, Walter thinks you’re a fine person. And very intelligent.”

I didn’t hear another word that Johnston said, for my heart was thumping in my chest so loud, I could not even hear my own thoughts.

Johnston decided that his wife is in capable hands, and is returning to Yerba Buena. He said his good' byes and left. I have a strange feeling, but I cannot put it into words. Another night on the floor.

JVME 10

I saw Lupita crying in the kitchen, her eyes red and her hands shaking. When I asked her what was wrong, she said there is bad trouble. A band of armed ruffian americanos attacked Castro’s men — the ones who had rounded up the horses from General Vallejo. The americanos — mostly trappers dressed in animal hides — accused Castro’s men of plotting against them. They warned Castro’s men not to attempt to drive immigrants out of Alta California and then stole the herd of horses. Nearly everyone thinks that the American Captain Fremont is behind this. Lupita fears that Fremont will bring his soldiers into Sonoma and burn the town down. But mostly she is afraid that Gregorio and Senor Medina have been hurt.

JVME 11

Miguela’s condition is worse. The older women say her illness has nothing to do with being with child. It is something much more sinister. Lupita’s eyes are full of worry. She will not let me or the Medina daughters or Domingo near Miguela’s room. Gabriela whispered into my ear “cholera,” but she does not know that for sure. If so, we are all doomed, for it is a horrible and contagious disease that often destroys entire villages and towns. We three girls walked to the chapel and prayed for an hour and burned candles for Miguela. I also burned one for Nelly.
[image: ]

Jvne 12

The household was awakened by loud shrieks this morning just before dawn. We girls ran into the hall, our long night dresses flowing, our long hair flying behind us. Lupita met us outside Miguela’s closed door and pushed us back. She instructed me to go into the kitchen and start a pot of coffee, and told the sisters to go back to bed.

“You can do nothing here. Miguela miscarried the child.”

“And what of my sister?” Rafaela asked, her face white as a shroud.

“She is strong and will survive. It will take more than a wicked disease to kill Miguela. Now go. . . .”

I went to the kitchen, and the two sisters followed me. As I made coffee and prepared tortillas, they clung to each other, weeping for the lost babe.

This afternoon we went to church to pray for the soul of the unborn infant. Later, the priest wrapped its remains in satin and lace and placed it in a tiny wooden box for burial. Now I am sick with worry for Nelly and Walter, and even Senor Johnston himself.

Jvsje 13

The women all wore black today in honor of the dead baby. Miguela’s fever broke, and Lupita is sure she will recover soon. We hope to return home in two or three days. It will be good to get away from this dark house of death.

SVXJDAV, JvXJE 14

It is almost dawn. The household is in a deep sleep, but I am restless. I hear dogs barking at General Vallejo’s house across the town plaza. I hear men’s voices and the whinny of horses. Something is going on. Domingo was awakened by the noise, too, and crawled over to the window beside me.

“/Que pasa?” he asked me, rubbing his sleepy eyes and peering into the darkness. We saw candlelight flicker in Vallejo’s front windows.

“I do not know, little brother, but men who sneak about in the darkness cannot be up to anything good.”

I must stop writing and go tell Lupita.

Later ini the day

All of Sonoma is stunned. The noises I heard this morning were Americans. Mostly rough trappers in buckskin and animal hides — the same ones who at' tacked Castro’s men and stole their horses. There are about thirty of them armed with rifles, pistols, and knives. They have gathered outside General Vallejo’s house demanding his arrest. Vallejo sent for his brotherindaw, Jacob Leese, who speaks both Spanish and English, to serve as an interpreter. Now General Vallejo, his brother Salvador, his secretary Senor Prudon, and Jacob Leese are inside discussing terms with the man chosen to represent the disgruntled Americans.

The town is anxiously waiting to hear what is hap' pening. No one dares to approach the unruly americanos, who sit about grumbling. They appear to be a very impatient bunch.

1 noticed Senora Medina getting dressed for mass. Lupita said, “Senora, por favor, you cannot go to church today. The town is being besieged. It is too dangerous out there.”

But the senora ignored her and said, “Lupita, 1 just buried my first grandchild. Nothing the americanos do can pain my heart more than that.”

Dona Gertruda took inspiration from her sister and dressed her own children for mass. We walked across the plaza to the adobe church attached to Solano Mission. Many people stayed home, and those who came glanced over their shoulders nervously at the band of rough-clad Americans outside General Vallejo’s house. They were now eating. The general had given instructions that a bullock be killed, and the food was distributed to the Americans. Even in times of crisis, Spanish hospitality cannot be forsaken.

By mid-morning we had returned to the house, but we children could not sit still. We climbed the courtyard wall and watched the greasy men as they ate and grumbled among themselves. Apparently they were very impatient for the meeting inside the general’s house to be over.

Around eleven o’clock, the general emerged, immaculately dressed, accompanied by his brother-inlaw, his secretary, and his brother. .Though they did not struggle, it was obvious that the Vallejo party was under arrest. As the small party of prisoners and their captors rode by the house, the general held his head high. A wave of pride roared through my veins. Domingo stood on the wall and saluted like a soldier. Never have I seen the general with such a look of sad' ness on his handsome face. His wife and children and sister stood nearby, tears in their eyes, but with their chins held up. My heart ached for the family that had almost single-handedly built the Sonoma Valley into the prosperous patch work of ranchos.

The Americans who stayed behind quickly informed the priest and the alcalde that Sonoma was now under their rule. They loudly proclaimed California’s independence from Mexico and the birth of the Republic of California. Some Americans took a piece of white muslin from a servant woman and made a crude flag. They painted a single red star in the left comer and a very sickly looking bear in the other. At the bottom of the flag they stitched a strip of red petticoat and the words republic of California.

The flag of Mexico was hauled down from the pole in the plaza near the old barracks, and this new Bear Flag was hoisted in its place. My heart feels very strange. I am thankful there was no bloodshed, and General Vallejo’s parting words told us not to worry for he was in safe hands, but still I do not feel like I am now in a new country. Nothing has changed except for the hungry americano trappers who walk the streets with their muskets and huge hunting knives.

Tonight I lit a candle for General Vallejo and his family.

Jvsje 15

There is still much confusion in the town. Everyone wonders if California is a free republic or now part of America. A messenger arrived this afternoon, saying that General Vallejo’s party was being taken to Captain Fremont, who is camped on the American River.

Everyone is now calling the band of Americans Osos — Bears — because of the flag. Their leader is a man named William B. Ide. Today he read a procla^ mation and posted it. Townspeople have been talking about it all day.

Miguela is regaining her strength, so Senora Medina wants to return to Rancho Agua Verde tomon row. She is eager to find out if Senor Medina is back. We have not heard from him since June 6 when he left with Gregorio. Senora Medina is deeply worried, for it is not like her husband to not send word.

JVME 16

Senora Medina tried to leave today, but the Osos would not let us. They say that no one can leave or enter the town without their permission. Senora Medina is furious. We returned to the house and unpacked the mules. Miguela is worried about Senor Johnston. Three days ago she sent a messenger to Yerba Buena with word of her miscarriage. She is afraid he will try to come into town and be arrested if he causes a stir.

Jv>JE 17

Several women walked to General Vallejo’s house. The Osos guarding it let us pass. Senora Vallejo is presenting a brave front. She had received word that her husband was now a prisoner at Sutter’s Fort, escorted there by Kit Carson, a famous American scout.

The general is being fed and treated well by Sutter. Senora Vallejo was preparing a package for the general, including personal supplies, books, and his beautiful chess set — the finest in California.

I touched the piano. It feels like polished black stone, but warm. The Vallejo house is a miracle of fine furniture, paintings, tapestries, and rugs. But the children are sad that their father is a prisoner. At this moment, I would not want to trade places with them at all.

JvbJE 19

Miguela received the most heart-wrenching letter from Johnston expressing his grief over the loss of their unborn child. He said he tried to get into Sonoma but was turned away. He is now working through the alcalde to get permission to bring Miguela home to Yerba Buena.

Jvme 20

Today is the celebration of the Immaculate Heart of Mary; yesterday was the Sacred Heart of Jesus. Senora Medina and her sister attended mass and pretended that all is well. Miguela is fully recovered, so she walked with her mother to the mission church. Some American ruffians saw her and made improper advances. She poked one with her parasol point. He doubled over, and his friends laughed hysterically. When he tried to grab her again, Rafaela came to her sister’s rescue and kicked the man on his shin. Then we all ran.

During mass, all I could think about was the Osos waiting outside the doors to grab us, but they were gone when we got out. I guess the priest’s long-winded mass was too much for them to endure. Senora Medina said we girls cannot go outside the house without chaperons.

Jvme 22

I feel like a prisoner in this house! The only fresh air we get is in the courtyard, or when we go to the well for water. Only Domingo is allowed to roam about as he pleases. He and the other boys are curious about the shaggy Osos and pester them constantly. The Americans do not seem to care that boys are tagging after them. I do not think any of the Osos speak Spanish.

Jvkie 24

Today is Senora Medina’s saint’s day. She was cheered momentarily when Gertruda baked delicious pan dulce and gave her sister a set of pearls that had belonged to their mother. The senora smiled for the first time in many days.

Jvsje 2?

We are more worried than ever about Senor Medina. Today we received word that a battle took place near San Rafael yesterday. Fifty califomios sent by Castro were met by americanos near a place called Olompali. Two americanos and six califomios were killed. Though we tell her not to worry, Senora Medina is convinced that her husband was among them. She has been praying all day.

Jvsje 26

Gabriela, Rafaela, and I, and even Miguela have been playing games in the courtyard like little chib dren — tossing stones, making bridges with our hands, and singing, all to pass the time of day. We want to go home so bad we could scream.

SvbJDAV, JvME 28

Thank goodness the senora decided to attend mass today, in spite of last week’s encounter with the Osos. The walk was uneventful, except that I saw the blacksmith’s assistant, Pedro, limping down the street, using a cedar stick as a crutch. I asked him what had happened, and he said an Oso had tripped him as he ran, after stealing a piece of jerked beef. He was starving now because the blacksmith was punish' ing Pedro by withholding his meager food. I felt so sorry for Pedro, I gave him the coin I had planned to place in the church offering box. I think God would prefer that the money be spent this way.

Jvne 29

Word has slipped through to us about a dreadful event. Yesterday Captain Fremont and his men murdered an old man by the name of Berryessa, as well as twin brothers with him named de Haro. They were innocently rowing in a boat and unarmed. There is no excuse for this and citizens are more convinced than ever that Fremont is a cold-hearted monster. I dread the day that he arrives in Sonoma, but it is inevitable.

Jvme 30

At last Senor Johnston was allowed to come into Sonoma and retrieve Miguela. They hugged, and you never would have known that a few months ago Miguela was calling him names and wishing he would go away. I could not help but smile at the change in her. She is almost as nice as Rafaela now, except for an occasional burst of temper.

Johnston took me aside while Miguela was packing. He gave me a little gold locket. It was the one that I had admired around Nelly’s neck many times.

“Rosa,” he said, making me sit down. “Nelly wanted you to have this, to remember her by.”

1 saw big tears form in his blue eyes, and suddenly my heart sank to my feet. He swallowed hard, his Adam’s apple bobbing up and down.

“Dear, sweet Nelly passed away a few days after I returned to Yerba Buena. She caught the disease from that cursed ship. Several people died. 1 thank God that my Miguela and Walter survived.”

I took the locket in my shaking fingers and felt the hot tears sliding down my cheeks. I could not speak. Johnston nodded and held me in his strong arms. “I know, I know,” he whispered, patting my back. Then he slipped the locket around my neck. “Think of her every time you see this locket. That way she will live on in your heart forever.”

I am looking at the locket now as I write. Tears are blurring the words. Nelly was such a dear, sweet girl. I know she is in Heaven with her family.

Jvlv 2

Senor Johnston and Miguela left today. Miguela was so happy to be with her husband, but at the same time I know she was worried about the rest of us. Senora Medina has implored the alcalde to act on her behalf and convince the Osos to let us return to the rancho. We are so worried about Senor Medina.

Jvlv 4

Today is the celebration of America’s Independence. The Osos shot off guns, drank, and made speeches. This night there were a few fireworks. I am so proud of Domingo. Even though he loves fireworks dearly, he refused to participate, out of loyalty to Mother Mexico. He will make a fine man one day.

Fremont and about ninety American soldiers ar^ rived in time for the celebration. He is a haughty man, who struts about like he owns Sonoma, though he had no part in its capture. I think Ide, leader of the Osos, is not very happy to see Fremont. I would love to see them at each other’s throats.

SvNIDAV/ Jvlv 5

After mass, the women visited Senora Vallejo again. She was preparing some special foods and gifts, for Tuesday is the general’s birthday. He will be thirtyeight years old. He has accomplished more in his lifetime than most men accomplish in fifty years. We sang some cheerful songs, and the oldest daughter played the piano. It felt like a party, though the guest of honor was not there.

Jvlv 7

At last we received word that Senor Medina is fine. He had fallen from his horse and broken his leg, making it impossible for him to travel. Indians cared for him for three weeks. He is now back at the rancho and recovering nicely. He begged his wife’s forgiveness for not letting her know sooner. He was shocked to find out that she was in Sonoma and that Vallejo was a prisoner. He said he would make arrangements for us to come back to the rancho very soon. We all shouted as if it were a fiesta, and Domingo stood on his head, making us laugh. We are delirious with relief.

Jvlv 9

We are packing and preparing to leave. Gregorio arrived late this evening with the carreta, pulled by two strong oxen. Lupita hugged him until he almost turned purple. Then she chased him with a broom for taking so long to get here.

I am so happy to be returning to the rancho. Words cannot describe the joy, the relief, the hope. I pray that the Osos will not change their minds and stop us from leaving.

Jvlv 10

The infant Republic of California is no more. Today, while we were preparing to leave for the rancho, a man rode into the plaza. I learned later that his name was Lieutenant Revere. He is related to the famous Paul Revere, who was a hero of the American Revolution. Lieutenant Revere announced that the United States and Mexico had been at war since May 13, and that American warships had landed at Monterey, the military capital of California, on July 7. Monterey was taken without a shot being fired, and the American flag was raised. On July 9, an American warship landed at Yerba Buena and raised the American flag there, again without a shot being fired.

Today, Lieutenant Revere lowered the Bear Flag, and raised in its place the stars and stripes of the American flag. As of this moment, the United States of America claims Alta California as her own. The Osos cheered, though a few of them seemed disappointed.

Gregorio shook his head as we climbed into the cart. “This is the end of California,” he said softly. “The end of the valley of the moon. There will be no more peace for califomios from this day forth.”

We rode in silence back to the rancho. A messenger on horseback passed us. He was carrying another American flag to be raised over Sutter’s Fort. I wonder what the plump Swiss businessman will say about that?

Domingo was upset. He thinks the califomios should fight the americanos, but Gregorio is more practical. He says there is no point. If Mexico wins the war, perhaps we will be returned to her, but in truth Mexico does not care about Alta California. We are too remote, and Mexico has too many problems of her own.

Gregorio thinks it is only a matter of time until California becomes another state in the Union, just like Texas. We will have American governors, American laws, American churches and schools. More American settlers will come.

And what about the Californios ? What will become of us? I wonder. Will we disappear into the pages of history? Will our language, our customs, our ranchos — everything we hold dear — vanish like a fleeting rainbow? The thought of it saddens my heart beyond words. I cannot write anymore tonight.

JVLV 11

We arrived back at Rancho Agua Verde late in the afternoon. Never did the old adobe walls look so web coming. Senor Medina was standing at the front door leaning on a heavy oak stick, his leg wrapped in bandages. His daughters leaped from the cart and flew to his side, smothering him with hugs and kisses. I felt a twinge of jealousy as never before. I wanted to welcome him back, too, but Domingo and I simply stood by with Lupita and Gregorio, our hands by our sides.

When at last the family had gone inside, Senor Medina turned and looked at me and Domingo. He smiled and welcomed us back. He told Lupita that she had lost weight. She giggled and said she knew how to fix that and left for the kitchen.

“i Bueno!” the senor said with gusto, then went nv side. The door closed behind him. I do not know why my heart is so heavy tonight. Is it because California is under siege by the Americans? Or is it because Senor Medina’s affection for his children only re^ minds me again that I have no father?

As I prepared for bed, I looked at the vaccination scar on my arm. Someone had cared enough to save my life. Someone had cared enough to take me and Domingo to the mission. Someone must have loved us. But who? Why did my father not return to the mission and take us home to live with him? Did he have a Spanish wife and children already? Did he die? Why do these thoughts torment me? So many years have gone by, what difference does it make now?

Svnidav, Jvlv 12

I did not sleep last night. I tossed with fitful dreams — images of a tall, strong man hugging me and Domingo close. He had a small mustache and a handsome face. My mother stood quietly on the steps of an adobe house, holding the reins of a fine white horse. Her eyes were sad and full of tears.

"Actios, my children,” he said to me and Domingo.

When 1 awakened, 1 jumped up and ran to Domingo’s room. I shook him until he woke with a grunt and whimper. 1 asked him if he had ever dreamed about a Spaniard hugging us in his arms.

Domingo rubbed his eyes, then opened them wide. “You mean the tall man with the mustache?”

I asked him if our mother was on the steps of a house, holding the reins of a beautiful white horse. Domingo nodded and exclaimed, “How do you know about my dreams, sister?”

I put my hands over my mouth to muffle the gasp. “Because it was not a dream, little brother.”

I told him to go back to sleep. My life has purpose now. I know there is hope. And I know that only one man can tell me the truth — Padre Ygnacio.

Jvlv 13

I helped Lupita and Ramona with chores all day. The work had piled up while we were in Sonoma. Every

chance I got, I slipped in a question about Padre Ygnacio, or about my mother or my father. It is clear to me that Lupita knows nothing of my past or of the padre’s whereabouts. Perhaps Gregorio knows more, i will speak to him first chance I get.

Jvlv 14

Early this morning I hurried to the corral to find Gregorio. He was showing Domingo how to tie his lariat into a complicated knot to keep the horses to^ gether in a string. I must admit, Domingo is very tab ented and patient when it comes to ropes and cows. There is no doubt that he will make a fine vaquero. They were surprised to see me at the corral.

I handed Gregorio a mug of steaming coffee. It was my excuse to be there. He said, “Gracias, S enori ta,” but looked at me with suspicious eyes.

I glanced at Domingo, who was as curious as Gregorio, took a deep breath, and asked Gregorio if he remembered Padre Ygnacio. Gregorio took a long sip of coffee and stared at the horizon a long time, then nodded. “Si. I met the old priest a few times. Why do you ask?”

I swallowed hard. “I must talk to him about my mother. Do you know where he is now?”

Gregorio screwed his eyebrows and frowned. He took another long sip of coffee, then tossed the contents of the cup to the ground. “No,” he said abruptly. “No one knows. You’d better get back to the kitchen.” He turned his back, picked up the rope, and began twirling it furiously.

There is no doubt in my mind now that the only way I will find the answers to my questions is to find Padre Ygnacio himself. But where do I begin?

Jvlv 16

This afternoon, after siesta, I summoned every ounce of courage in my body and approached Senora Medina, tiptoeing in to the family sala, where she and Rafaela were busily embroidering a lovely tablecloth. The flowers and birds vibrated with colors. Gabriela was helping them, but without much enthusiasm.

I swallowed hard, took a deep breath, then asked permission to go to Mission Rafael again to find out what happened to Padre Ygnacio.

The senora’s face turned pale a moment, then she picked up the needle again. “I heard a rumor that Padre Ygnacio left the priesthood. And good riddance. Many thought him a heretic. He read far too many un-Christian books.”

“But I must find out where he is. He is the only one who might know about my parents.”

“Rosalia! You must get the idea of finding Padre Ygnacio out of your head. The priest at Mission Rafael might know his whereabouts, but it is impossible for you to go at this time. Don’t you know there’s a war going on?”

Gabriela sat up, her eyes twinkling. After I’d been dismissed, Gabriela caught up with me in the grand corridor. She told me that her mother was planning on sending Gregorio to Yerba Buena this Sunday with some things for Miguela. I thanked her for that bit of information, but I knew it was pointless to bother Senora Medina again. Her mind was obviously made up.

Well, my mind is made up, too. I have been thinking all day, and I know what I must do.

Jvlv 18

My plan begins. I have packed some food and extra clothing into a bag. And, of course, my diary — my most precious possession. I will hide it under my petticoat tomorrow when we go to mass.

SvXIDAV/ JvLV 19

We attended mass in Sonoma. Captain Fremont, his army, and the Osos have all left. The americanos are marching to Monterey looking for any Californios who might want to fight. I am glad they have left. I do not want to worry about americanos on my journey.

During mass, I snuck out and ran to the stables where Gergorio was preparing to leave for Yerba Buena. He was loading a pack mule with items for Miguela. When he saw my bundle, he thought I was adding something to the other packages. May God forgive me for telling him a lie. ,

I told him that Senora Medina wanted me to accompany him to see if Miguela needed help. I thought I was convincing, but Gregorio looked doubtful.

“The senora did not tell me such a thing,” he said.

“She only just now made the decision” I said. “I will be no trouble. I will walk behind the mule.”

Perhaps it was the desperate look on my face, but he finally sighed and looked at the church. I know he was debating whether he should wait for mass to end and get a late start, or take a chance that I was telling the truth. Suddenly, he saw the blacksmith’s assistant and called him over with a loud, “[Muchacho!”

Gregorio told Pedro to run into the church and ask Senora Medina if what I had said was true. He even promised the boy a centavo if he would hurry. Pedro ran on his skinny legs, his rags flying in the breeze. He slipped into the church, and a moment later ran back, gasping for air. My heart pounded as he huffed before finally speaking.

“It’s all right, Senor. The lady says Rosa may go.” He held out his hand and received a dull copper coin. I thanked him with my eyes, and he nodded.

All along the way we passed Mexican families in wagons loaded with their belongings. Many said they were going back to Mexico, or to remote ranchos where the americanos would not find them. Rancheros were boarding up their doors and shutters to keep the rough Osos out. Gregorio assures me that the americanos have already passed by on their way to Monterey, but still I keep glancing over my shoulder at every little noise in the woods or grass.

We arrived safely at Mission Rafael. It is too dark to cross San Francisco Bay now, so we stay here. My plan is working like a miracle so far. The priest is asleep, but tomorrow I shall try to learn the fate of Padre Ygnacio.

Jvlv 20

The priest was up before daylight preparing for matins. The church bell pealed at seven o’clock, drawing in a few local Californios and some devoted Indians, who knelt on the cold stone floor. Afterward, I asked the priest what had happened to Padre Ygnacio. Like everyone else, he did not want to discuss the fate of my old friend. But at last he said:

“Padre Ygnacio left the mission three years ago. Rumor has it that he has forsaken his vows and taken an Indian wife. He lives outside Motiterey.”

This was a shock to me, for the good padre seemed so devoted to the Church. I learned his surname for the first time — Morales.

I crossed San Francisco Bay with Gregorio and the packages. As usual, fog swirled and cold water sent chills up my spine when it sloshed into the boat. I helped Gregorio carry the goods to the Johnstons’ house. Miguela was completely surprised at our arrival and pleased beyond words that I had accompanied Gregorio. She raved about how thoughtful it was of her mother to send a servant to take care of the house, which apparently had not been cleaned since Nelly’s death. She expressed the desire that I should stay for at least a month, claiming that she was still feeling poorly. But from the looks of her hips, I would say that she certainly has not lost her appetite.

I dared not refuse, so I set about cleaning the house, washing clothes, and helping the cook, who refused to do the heavy work. I was glad to have something to take my mind off Padre Ygnacio.

Late in the afternoon, Walter Johnston came in. My face turned every shade of red when I bumped into him in the hall, my arms full of freshly washed linens. He grinned, removed his hat, and apologized for being so dirty. He had been at the docks all day unloading goods off a ship. He is as pleased as a possum that the Americans have “rescued” California, as he words it. He had cheered Captain Fremont on July 2, when they took Yerba Buena.

“And just whom did the Americans rescue California from?” 1 asked. My voice was not very sweet. He seemed taken aback by the question, for he thought a long time before replying.

“Well, 1 guess we’ve rescued California from you Spanish, just the way the Spanish rescued California from the Indians.” With that he crammed his hat on his head and left. If 1 were a man, 1 would have punched him in his face, but all 1 could do was stomp my foot and huff. Maybe 1 won’t enjoy my stay here after all.

JVLV 21

1 am swamped with chores. Every time 1 finish one, Miguela finds another. The cook is no help at all. She is shiftless and lazy and finds most ingenious ways of sneaking out of the house when it is time to work.

1 think Walter regrets being rude to me. He showed me Nelly’s grave, a pretty spot near a tree in the cemetery of nearby Mission Dolores. 1 wept and placed flowers on her grave. Walter removed his hat and hung his head. He fought back the tears, but 1 know his heart was aching. All his family is gone now except for Senor Johnston. I wanted to hold Walter’s hand and tell him I knew what it was like to be an orphan, but I was afraid he would not want it.

Jvlv 22

Gregorio says he must return to Rancho Agua Verde. Miguela begged me to stay and be her permanent sen vant. She says she will get it approved by her mother. I told her I would have to return to the rancho first. I pray that the senora will ignore Miguela’s pleas, but I am sure to be punished for running away and lying. What better punishment than making me serve Miguela?

Jvlv 23

I heard Walter saying that he is going by ship to Monterey to supervise the purchase and loading of important goods. I wish I could stow away and go with him, but it is out of the question. I have strayed too far from grace already and vow to never lie or de^ ceive again.

Before leaving, I handed Walter a letter for Padre Ygnacio and told him all I knew about the old man’s whereabouts. Walter said he would do his best to deliver it. A perfect gentleman, he did not ask what was in the letter. He took my hand and kissed it gently. How I wanted to throw my arms around his neck and hug him with all my might, but instead I curtsied and said, “Vaya con Dios. ”

Jvlv 25

I am back at the rancho. Senora Medina was angry at first, but when she learned that I had helped Miguela and that Miguela wanted me to be her servant, the senora’s heart softened and she forgave my excursion. Gabriela and Rafaela gave me warm, welcoming hugs. Domingo merely shrugged and said, “So, you’re back.” I will wait until another day to explain to him why I went.

Svmdav, Jvlv 26

Rafaela allowed me to stay home while everyone is at mass. Senor Medina stayed home, too. His broken bone is mending, but he walks with a slight limp, and I know he feels pain from time to time.

About mid-morning, Senor Medina called me into his library and asked me if I had found Padre Ygnacio. He said this casually, not bothering to look up from his massive oak desk.

“No, Senor. Padre Ygnacio is gone.”

“Lupita told me that you are trying to find out who your mother and father were. Don’t you think that the good padre would have told you anything he knew?” Senor Medina put down his ink quill, and his eyes grew dark.

I shrugged. “Perhaps he did not know at the time. Or perhaps someone ordered him not to tell me.”

Senor Medina finished writing his letter, then dropped hot wax on the crease. He pressed his signet ring into the warm liquid, leaving a perfect “M” imprinted on the seal. “Now, Rosa, who would order a priest about?”

“Someone with authority and influence,” I said.

Senor Medina did not mince words. He told me to drop my foolish quest. He said that Padre Ygnacio was mentally unbalanced; that the old man made up strange stories and saw ghosts. Some say he was only spared from excommunication by agreeing to leave the Church.

I felt my chin begin to quiver as I hurried away from Senor Medina and his dark eyes. It wasn’t true. Padre Ygnacio was kind and intelligent. He often got into trouble with his superiors because he read liberal books. If he had been excommunicated, it was be^ cause he had dared to challenge the Church, not be^ cause he was insane. I feel closer to the old priest now than ever before.

Jvlv 27

This morning Rafaela and Senora Medina called me into the family sala. In her hand the senora was hold' ing Miguela’s letter requesting me to go to Yerba Buena and become her servant. Rafaela said she did not mind.

“What about Domingo?” I asked. “May he come with me?”

“He is needed here. He will make a fine vaquero, and Gregorio loves him like a son. Senor Medina is very fond of him, too, you know. In many ways Domingo is like the son we never had. We will make sure he continues his studies.”

Senora Medina told me I did not have to go if I did not want to. I have a few days to think it over.

As I walked down the long corridor lined with paintings of deceased Medinas, I felt numb all over. If the Medinas loved Domingo so dearly and did not want him to leave, didn’t it stand to reason that they did not care for me at all, since they were willing to let me go? With a heavy heart I returned to my chores, but I could not concentrate.

Jvlv 29

I gave Senora Medina my decision today. I will go to live with the Johnstons. Ramona was kind enough to say she would miss me terribly, and Gabriela threw a fit at the news. Domingo pretends he does not care, but he is not speaking to me. How I wish I could take him with me, but he is far better off here, where he is loved and wanted. He will get an education and pen

haps become the son Sehor Medina never had. If he came with me, he would run wild in the streets and probably become a soldier at the presidio,

Avgvst 1

All my possessions fit into one cloth bag. Gregorio is to escort me to Yerba Buena after mass tomorrow. My heart is tom in two.

SvsjDAy, Avgvst 2

In Sonoma, mass was interrupted by word that General Vallejo had just arrived back home after all this time in prison at Fort Sutter. He is weak from suffering a case of malaria. Domingo and I stood on Doha Gertruda’s wall looking into the courtyard of the Vallejo mansion. We saw the general, weak and shaky, come outside and start a bonfire. He returned in a few moments with garments colored blue and red. He tossed them onto the fire.

“It is his general’s uniform!” Domingo exclaimed.

We stood with mouths agape as the general burned all his beautiful Mexican uniforms. Domingo did not understand how the general could do such a thing, but I knew it meant that he no longer gave his alle^ giance to Mexico.

“California is no longer part of Mexico,” I said. “We belong to America now.”

Domingo climbed down and kicked the dirt. “I’m not an americano! I’ve heard that the califomios in the south are raising an army to fight the americanos. If I were only a couple of years older, I’d join them.”

I ruffled his hair, then pulled him close and buried my face in his sarape that smelled of horses and grease. “I love you, little brother. You must promise to come see me sometime in Yerba Buena. And I’ll visit you every time the Johnstons come to the rancho.”

Domingo looked up, and water glistened in his dark eyes when he asked me why I must go. I tried to make him understand that I had to find out who our parents were, but Domingo said he did not care. He does not remember our mother. Lupita and Gregorio are his mama and papa.

Later, I said good-bye to Gabriela and Rafaela and Lupita. Even Senora and Senor Medina gave me a hug and brief kiss, as if they truly would miss me. As I climbed on the horse, I wondered if maybe Domingo was right. Maybe I should just forget our mother and father and accept my life as it is.

Avqvn 4

Arrived at Yerba Buena without incident. There was a ship in the harbor named Brooklyn. It carried a load of americanos who call themselves Mormons. They looked poorly from the long trip.

Avqvn 5

Gregorio left today. I said good-bye to him with such a lump in my throat that I could not speak. At last he smiled and said:

“Come home anytime, little angel. You are always welcome to live with Lupita and me. We think of you as our daughter, you know. Whatever it is you are seeking, may you find it and have peace.” With that he placed a sweet kiss on my cheek, then put on his sweat-stained hat and climbed aboard the ferry. My heart was so heavy, I could not breathe.

Miguela put me to work the moment I stepped inside the Johnston house. I did not have time to think about much else all day. The cook is as plain as a river stone and prepares the most boring of foods. Miguela has instructed me to teach Cook some new dishes.

Walter devoured my cooking, though in my opinion the dishes are not half as good as Lupita’s. I suppose anything would taste good compared with the gruel that the cook has been dishing out to the unfortunate Johnston family.

I have been trying to summon the courage to speak to Walter, who returned from Monterey just yesterday. He has been at the docks or working in the store most of the time. He is full of excitement over the goings-on of this so-called war. Captain Fremont and the Osos arrived in Monterey while Walter was there, but soon left, heading south for Los Angeles, planting American flags along the way. They have met little resistance from the Californios living in northern California. I think most people do not care who rules California, as long as they are left to mind their own ranchos and farms. The southern califomios are expected to put up a fight.

Senor Johnston had a thin American newspaper and read it cover to cover, then let me have it. It is full of news of the war raging between Mexico and the United States. All the major battles are occurring in Mexico. General Santa Anna leads the Mexican army, while Zachary Taylor leads the American troops. The newspaper said that over one hundred thousand Americans, mostly Texans, marched with Taylor across the Rio Grande.

Walter seems very disappointed that there is not more fighting and bloodshed here in northern California. He asked Senor Johnston if he might join Fremont’s troops and go south, but Johnston said no in such a loud, firm voice that it is clear he does not want any part of this war. I must wait for the appropriate moment to ask Walter if he found Padre Ygnacio.

Avgvst 6

Today, while most of the household was taking siesta, I was picking beans from the garden, when I heard footsteps behind me. I turned and saw Walter approaching. My heart was like thunder in my chest. He knelt down beside me and began picking beans and putting them in the basket.

“I almost forgot to tell you about Padre Ygnacio,” he said casually. “He gave me a letter to deliver to you.” He withdrew a crumpled, stained pack of sheaves folded many times. “Sorry it’s such a mess. Guess I forgot it was in my pocket. But 1 didn’t read it.”

My hands began trembling so that I dropped a bean pod. I took the letter from Walter’s hands and felt its lightness. My future hinged on these thin leaves of paper. I could not breathe and had to force myself to speak again.

When I asked if the padre was in good health, Walter shook his head sadly. The padre is very old. He is living in a run-down adobe house on the edge of the woods, surrounded by wildflowers and a big garden. He has two Indian servants waiting on him. As far as Walter could tell, the padre doesn’t work for the Church anymore. He can hardly walk, from rickety bones. His hands are all twisted, and he is in constant pain. The padre knows he only has a little while to live.

Walter rose and replaced his hat. “I sure hope that letter has good news for you, Rosa. You deserve something good to happen.”

With that, he left me alone with the letter. I could not bring myself to read it at that moment. It is now past midnight, and the house is asleep. I will open it as soon as I say my prayers.

Avgvst 7

My heart is in my throat as I write. How my life has suddenly changed. At first I could not read Padre Ygnacio’s, handwriting. His hands must be in great pain, for his script was wobbly and the letters ran together. But after much struggle, at last I deciphered the words. I will record them here as a memento for my grandchildren to read, for it concerns their heritage:

My dearest Maria Rosalia —

God’s blessing upon you. I was so touched to hear from you and to learn that you and Domingo are doing well. How proud of you I am! You turned into a fine young woman, according to the messenger.

To answer your questions, I must first inform you that I am in poorest of health and .will soon cast off this mortal coil. It is for this reason that I feel I must tell you the circumstances of your mother’s death. I learned of your birthright in bits and pieces over the years. When the truth was finally revealed, I was sworn to secrecy by a man who had the power to de^ stroy me, but that matters not now.

Your mother belonged to a people who live far to the south. I’m told she was beautiful, kind, gentle, and full of life. The daughter of the tribal shaman, she was following in his footsteps and was learning the cures of herbs and roots when the Mexican government forced her village to relocate. A handsome young captain who was in charge of moving the people fell under the spell of her beauty and charm. He loved her, I have no doubt, but he could not marry an Indian — his family, all criollos descended from pure Spanish blood, was too wealthy and important. The couple went through a native marriage ceremony performed by her father. When the young captain was transferred to the presidio at San Francisco Bay in 1836, he brought your mother with him. He built a small house for her and their little daughter. A son was bom that year.

The captain was away in Mexico on army business when the horrible smallpox plague broke out. Soldiers and Mexican settlers were vaccinated, but the Indians were unprotected and died in great numbers. Your mother saw that the traditional cures of her people were useless against the white man’s disease, so she went to Mission Dolores for medicine. She was told there was only enough vaccine left for two people. Like any good mother, she made the ultimate sacrifice and gave the vaccine to her children, taking none for herself.

She hoped that there was vaccine at Mission Rafael across the bay, but the ferryman would not take her across for fear of her disease. She had to wait for days until she found an abandoned raft and took it across by herself. By the time she reached Mission Rafael, she was too far gone to save. I did not know who she was at that time and began raising you and Domingo as orphans.

When the captain finally returned to Presidio de San Francisco almost a year later, he found his little house empty. People told him his family had died in the plague. He had no reason to doubt it. After his tour ended at the presidio, he moved to Monterey and was promoted to a significant position. He never mar* ried and died young, some say because of the sorrow he always carried.

I pray that you will forgive me, ai) old, dying man, for my selfish acts. When I found you children, your dear mother was dying. She was whispering “padre” to me as she pointed to her finger. Upon it was a lovely golden signet ring. She was too weak to take it from her finger, so I did so for her. She pointed to it, whispered “padre” again, then died.

I thought she was telling me, the padre, to keep the ring — perhaps as a reward for taking her chib dren. It fit my small finger perfectly, and I grew very fond of it. I used it as my own signet ring when I sent letters to friends. When you moved to the Medina rancho, I should have given you the ring, but I was selfish. I had worn it for four years and had come to think of it as my own.

About a year after you and Domingo left, I sent a letter to Senor Medina and used the signet in the letter’s wax seal. Senor Villareal, the mayordomo for the Medina rancho, saw the signet and intercepted the letter. He paid me a visit and informed that the ring belonged to Antonio Medina, the younger brother of Senor Medina. Villareal threatened to reveal to the bishop in Mexico City that I read certain forbidden works of liberal thinkers and was too liberal with the Church’s money in helping the local Indians. It would have meant excommunication and the damnation of my soul. I left Mission Rafael to avoid that fate. Villareal promised that you and Domingo would be well taken care of. I always meant to return the ring. Please take it now and give this letter to Senor

Medina, your uncle. I know he will do the right thing. Forgive me, my child, and may the love of Jesu-cristo protect you. Forever your devoted servant,

Padre Ygnacio Juan Morales

My heart is singing and weeping at the same time as I hold the golden ring with the letter “M” on it. It looks exactly like the ring that Senor Medina wears, and exactly like the ring in the portrait of Antonio Medina hanging in the corridor: a handsome man with a small mustache, the same man who appeared in my dreams. I am too exhausted to write my feelings tonight. I will return to my diary when my thoughts are in order. I am afraid of the future. So afraid.

Three months later—

November 2, 184-6

El Di'a de los Muertos has arrived again. Today I visited the grave of my mother. I spread marigolds over the ground and lit candles. Pink roses cascade over the new tombstone that I had erected for her. I am writing her a letter. I will tear it out of the diary and place it under a stone. It is all I can do.

My letter to Mama:

Beloved mother,

At last I know who you are. Padre Ygnacio solved the mystery of your identity. And I know who my papa was, too. Domingo and I are well. Domingo has grown an inch this year. He is wearing fine clothes now, a gift of Senor Medina, when he learned that Domingo was his nephew. Walter Johnston was kind enough to accompany me to Rancho Agua Verde. When Senor Medina read Padre Ygnacio’s letter and saw his brother’s ring, he wept openly. He took me and Domingo into his arms, then we walked to the grand corridor and in front of his brother’s portrait, he dropped to his knees.

“I didn’t know,” he whispered again and again. “My own flesh and blood and I didn’t know. Forgive me, my brother. And forgive me, children.”

Senora Medina was happy, too. She said that it was a sign from God. “Dios provida,” she said over and over. They plan on filing formal papers so that our last name legally becomes Medina. Senor Medina is so glad that his family name will not die out.

Rafaela and especially Gabriela squeezed me until I couldn’t breathe. Gabriela jumped up and down and immediately begin giving me her dresses that no longer fit her growing body. She insisted I wear my hair in the latest style and put mothenohpearl hair combs in the knot twisted on my head. She is happy to have me for a cousin, and I must admit I am proud to share her blood.

I am proud of your blood, too, Mama. I vow that someday I will travel to the south where the last of your people live and seek out my grandfather and any other relatives left there.

Senor Medina explained to me and Domingo that our father owned land in the Sacramento Valley. The mayordomo, Villareal, had been secretly making a pn> fit off it. But Senor Medina sent Villareal packing, and now the land is mine and Domingo’s. Did you know that, Mama? A small rancho occupies it now. Senor Medina and Gregorio took us there to see it. The hills — bright green from autumn rains — made my heart sing. Domingo saw wild horses in the meadow and became uncontrollable. He wants to round them up and brand them with a brand he has designed himself — the letter “M” with angel wings. Senor Medina laughed and tousled Domingo’s hair. I think the senor is very glad that Domingo is his nephew. As for me, I can think of no better uncle on the face of the earth.

The americanos are coming more than ever now. Alta California is no more. The war goes badly for Mexico, and there is little hope that Santa Anna can defeat General Taylor’s troops. It is just a matter of time until Mexico surrenders or is defeated. And what will become of Alta California? What will become of Rancho Agua Verde and all the califomios who have made their homes here so long? 1 do not know. But our family will survive. Mama, your blood and my father’s blood will flow in the veins of California’s children forever.

I am now fourteen, and Domingo is eleven. I found our birth dates in the records at Mission Dolores. We will move to the rancho as soon as I turn fifteen and am old enough to get married. I know exactly who I want to marry, if I can but make him see that we are perfect for each other. I promise that I will name my first daughter after you, Mama. Thank you for sacrificing your life so that Domingo and I might live. I have saved every peso I can, and Senor Johnston has given me some money, too, for this headstone. With love, your daughter.

Mama’s headstone is small, but beautiful. It has an angel on one side and a rose vine on the other. The inscription says: Carolina Medina, 1810 - 1838. a la paz de Dios.

Epnoqve

Rosalia continued living with the Johnstons for two more years, teaching Miguela how to cook and clean house. She did so not as a servant, but as a beloved cousin. Over the years they became the clos' est of friends.

In 1848, Rosalia and Domingo officially changed their last name to Medina and moved to their father’s property in the Sacramento Valley. That same year, Johann Sutter told friends about the discovery of gold on a nearby river. As the word spread, thousands of Americans, Mexicans, South Americans, and Chinese flooded into Alta California searching for the precious yellow metal. Camps and boomtowns sprang up overnight. Henry Johnston seized the op~ portunity and made a fortune selling goods to the prospectors. He needed the money, for over the years Miguela bore eleven healthy children.

American squatters began settling on rancho lands belonging to the Medinas, General Vallejo, and other wealthy californio ranchers. They trampled crops, stole livestock, and pillaged homes. After California entered the Union in 1850, thousands of Americans claimed lands that had previously belonged to MexicamSpanish families. The rancheros had to prove they owned the lands, and most of them lost fortunes paying for legal bills. Such was the case for Senor Medina. Penniless, he was forced to sell his land and moved to Monterey, where his married daughters, Rafaela and Gabriela, supported him and his wife.

Rosalia married Walter Johnston in 1851. Walter discovered a gold deposit in a creek on Rosalia’s property. With her share of the gold money, Rosalia and Walter bought land in the Napa Valley. Walter tried his hand at raising grapevines imported from Germany. They grew wonderfully in the soil of the northern valleys. Soon he had a thriving business called Milagros Winery. Rosalia and Walter had five children, who all attended school and received good educations. She named her first two daughters Carolina and Nelly.                ,

Domingo stayed on his inherited rancho and raised cattle and horses. He bred fighting bulls and fighting roosters. After the collapse of the Medina estate, Lupita and Gregorio came to live with him. Domingo married an Indian girl, an orphan whose people had become slave workers in the mines and fields.

Rosalia continued to keep a diary and even wrote poetry and fiction. One day, in the 1860s in Calaveras County, Rosalia chanced to meet a writer named Samuel Clemens. He told her she had great potential and encouraged her to submit her work to newspapers. Writing became part of Rosalia’s life, and she published many stirring articles about bygone days at Rancho Agua Verde and the once sleepy little town of Yerba Buena, now renamed San Francisco.

In 1870, Rosalia had her father’s remains brought to Mission Rafael and buried beside the woman he loved. She bought a new double headstone with entwining roses.

In 1906, at the age of seventy-three, while visiting the Johnstons, Rosalia was killed in the Great San Francisco Earthquake. She was buried next to her parents at Mission Rafael across the bay.







Glossarv of Spanish Terms

adios — good-bye

adobe — building material of sun-dried clay

agua verde — green water

alcalde — mayor of a town

a la paz de Dios — rest in peace with God

Alta California — Upper California

americano — American

anglo — an English-speaking person, especially one from the United States

arroyo — small streambed

Baja California — Lower California (a long, narrow peninsula)

banderilleros — men who stick small, colorful darts into the back of a bull during a bullfight

barranco — ravine, gully

bolero — a short, decorative jacket

buenas tardes — good afternoon

jbueno! — good!

bunuelo — a sweet fried pastry

burro — a small, shaggy donkey

caballero — an expert horseman and gentleman of the upper class

cacique — an Indian word for “chief”

calaveras — an area where cattle are slaughtered for market, noted by piles of bones and skulls

californio — a Californian of Spanish ancestry

campo santo — Holy Ground; a cemetery next to a church Candelaria — Candlemas, which occurs on February 2 cantina — a saloon

capote — a cape used by the matador to attract the charging bull

carreta — a cart with two large wheels, often pulled by oxen casa grande — “great house”; the main house on a ranch es

tate

cascardnes — emptied eggshells filled with perfumed water or confetti

castillo — a tower to which intricate fireworks displays are attached

centavo — one hundredth of a peso; a penny

chile — pepper native to Central and South America

comal — a large, flat stone or clay dish on which tortillas are cooked

conquistadores — sixteenth-century Spaniards who conquered the native peoples of the New World by force

la corrida — a bullfight

curandero/a — a medicine man (or woman) who uses home remedies and rituals to heal

criollos — uppenclass citizens born in Spanish America who were directly descended from Spaniards, with no Indian blood mixed in their ancestry

Dia de los Muertos — Day of the Dead, a festival celebrated on All Souls’ Day, November 2, to honor and remem' ber deceased relatives. Images of death appear every' where, as in Halloween

Dios provida — God will provide, a popular proverb fandango — a Spanish dance; also, a party with dancing fiesta — a festival, usually given to honor a religious occa' sion

gordita — a tortilla that is thicker than usual

gracias — thank you

iQracias a Dios! — thank goodness!

gran sala — a large room in the great house used mainly for entertaining

guitarra — guitar

hacienda — a large ranch estate in Mexico

herraderos — a big celebration held outdoors for the brand* ing of the bulls

horno — an oven, often shaped like a beehive

indio — an Indian

Jose — Joseph

lazo — a lasso; a long braided rope with a special loop used for roping horses and cattle, typically rolled up and car* tied on the side of the saddle (see la reata)

loco — crazy

madre mia — mother mine, sometimes used as an expression of shock

mantilla — a delicate, decorative covering for a woman’s head and face                     f

manzanita — an evergreen shrub that bears small fruit

Maria — Mary

masa — dough prepared from a mixture of dried com boiled in lime, then ground into a fine flour, which is used to make tamales and tortillas

matador — a bullfighter

mayordomo — an administrator for a large ranch or estate mesteno — a mustang, a horse that runs with a wild herd mestizo — a person who is half*Indian and half*Spanish metate — a shallow, scooped*out stone onto which com is ground into meal

milagro — a miracle

montera — a small black cap worn by the matador during a bullfight

muchacho — a boy

muy bonita — very pretty

Nochebuena — Christmas Eve

nopal — a prickly pear cactus

norteamericano — a citizen of the United States of North America

Osos — Bears; a nickname given to the Americans who de' dared California’s independence from Mexico on June 14, 1846, because their flag had a bear drawn on it padre — father; also the title of a priest, as in Padre Ygnacio pan de los muertos — bread shaped like skulls, ghosts, or crossbones, baked for the Day of the Dead festival pan dulce — sweet bread, a favorite dessert in Mexico Pascua de Resurrection — Easter Sunday

pastorelas — lively plays in which the life of Jesus is portrayed pepitas — pumpkin seeds, dried and made into a snack pequito — very little

peso — Spanish silver coin, similar to a dollar

picadores — in a bullfight, men on horses who prick the bull to make it angry and weak before the matador enters the ring

pinata — a hollow clay container covered with papier mache of various shapes. At parties, children break the pinata open with a stick and scramble for the candy, nuts, and toys stuffed inside

plaza de toros — bullring

ponche — punch made from fruit juices

poncho — a blanket'like cloth with a hole cut in the center for the head to slip through

por favor — please

La Posada — a reenactment of the journey of Mary and Joseph looking for a place to stay in Bethlehem just be' fore Jesus was bom

presidio — a military fort, especially one built near a mission in the New World

pueblo — small town

iQue pasa? — “What’s going on?”

quinceanera — a girl’s fifteenth birthday celebration, similar to a debutante ball

ramada — a shelter made from poles covered with branches; an arbor

rancheria — an Indian village or settlement

ranchero — a rancher

rancho — a large ranch, its primary business is the raising of livestock such as cattle and horses

la reata — a braided rawhide rope used to tie horses together (see lazo)

rebozo — a colorful blanketlike shawl worn by women around their shoulders

ristras — strings of tied-together vegetables, such as onions or red peppers

rodeo — a cattle roundup

sala — a parlor or drawing room; a family sala is similar to a den

sarape — a colorful blanketdike shawl worn around a man’s shoulders

Semana Santa — Holy Week; the week immediately before Easter Sunday

Senor — sir, Mr.

Senora — madam, Mrs.

Senorita — Miss; a girl or unmarried woman

si — yes

sierra — mountain range with jagged peaks, from Spanish word for saw

siesta — a rest taken after the midday meal, usually from 2:00 to 4:00 P.M.

jSilencio! — Silence!

tamales — spiced pork covered in com flour dough and cooked in corn husks

tortilla — a very thin circle made of com flour and cooked on a grill

el toro — a bull

uno, dos, tres, cuatro, cinco — one, two, three, four, five vaquero — a cowboy, a ranch hand who takes care of cattle Vaya con Dios — Go with God, a greeting given when part' ing

veranda — a long, covered porch, often opening onto a courtyard

Yerba Buena — a small town on San Francisco Bay, later renamed San Francisco. Yerba Buena means “Good Herb.”

ini America ini 1846







Historical NJote

In the 1530s, when Spanish explorers first spied a large landmass in the Pacific Ocean off the western shores of Mexico, they thought it was an island, and named the land “California,” after a famous mythical island. In 1542, explorers discovered that California was not an island at all but a long, narrow peninsula attached to a great continent. They started calling the peninsula “Baja California” (Lower California) and the attached landmass “Alta California” (Upper California). Today Baja belongs to Mexico, while Alta California makes up the modern state of California.

The Spaniards found thousands of Native Americans living in Alta California, about 135 different peoples altogether, speaking about one hundred dialects. Natural barriers such as tall mountains to the east, uninhabitable desert to the south, and the Pacific Ocean to the west kept California Indians isolated from other native peoples of the Americas, giving them distinct cultures. Unlike the Indians of the Great Plains who became expert horsemen and fiercely defended their way of life against American settlers in the 1800s, the California Indian tribes were smaller and relatively peaceful. They subsisted mainly by gathering nuts, berries, and roots and hunt' ing fish and small game. These people flourished in the mild Pacific climate, and the population was estimated at three hundred thousand in the 1500s. Among the tribes were the Mojave, Miwok, Hupa, Porno, Paiute, Yokuts, Maidu, Modoc, and Karok.

Ironically, Spanish explorers found no gold during their exploits, and Alta California remained uncolonized until 1769 when Franciscan padres, led by Father Junfpero Serra, began establishing a line of Catholic missions from San Diego in the south to San Francisco Bay farther north. In addition to the missions where converted Indians worked and lived, Spain also built presidios — forts manned with sob diers and their families. Pueblos (small towns) sprang up nearby and attracted a few Spanish settlers who received land grants.

The missions flourished, successfully raising livestock and processing cattle products such as tallow and hides. These items were shipped to Mexico and created great revenues for the Church. But the price paid by the mission Indians was very high. They were hardly more than slaves, and many succumbed to the hard labor, crowded living conditions of missions, and European diseases against which they had no immunity. Epidemics often killed thousands at a time. By the time the missions started closing in 1834, over half of the native peoples had vanished.

In 1821, Mexico achieved independence from Spain and became a republic divided into states. Alta California became the most remote of the Mexican territories. The new government of Mexico began issuing land grants to settlers who moved to Alta California, including some foreigners. The Mexican government allowed Alta California residents to trade with foreign nations such as France, England, Russia, and the United States.

By 1834, the Mexican authorities began to disband the missions. Although the mission lands, livestock, vineyards, and orchards were supposed to be divided up among the mission Indians, in reality very little of the land actually ended up in the hands of the Native Americans. Most of the mission lands and livestock was given to descendants of Spanish settlers in the area and to newly arrived, upper-class Mexican settlers. These grants were very large — thousands of acres — and grand cattle ranchos sprang up. The rancheros, es' pecially those in southern Alta California, grew very successful and wealthy, ushering in the famous days of luxurious country life, accentuated with parties, fiestas, and bullfights. Some rancheros became so wealthy by raising cattle that they eventually stopped manufacture ing their own goods. They came to depend on trade from other nations for furniture, cloth, tools, weapons, and even leather products such as shoes or saddles. Former mission Indians and mestizos (halfdndian, half' Spanish) worked on the ranchos as vaqueros (cowboys), field laborers, or house servants.

Only a few Americans, mostly sailors on merchant ships, had visited Alta California. But in 1826, Jedediah Smith led the first overland Americans, a group of trappers. They found Alta California a fur pan adise, and the word spread of its abundant game and fertile lands. In 1841, John Bidwell led the first sue' cessful wagon train of Americans across the Great Plains, over the Sierra Nevada, and into Alta Cali' fomia’s fertile green valleys. These Americans received grants from the Mexican government to settle in Cali' fomia and had to agree to become Mexican citizens, become Catholics, learn to speak Spanish, and obey the laws of Mexico.

One of the earliest foreign settlers was a Swiss immigrant named Johann Augustus Sutter, who received a land grant near the convergence of the Sacramento and American Rivers. Sutter established a settlement named “New Helvetia,” which included a fort, orchards, vineyards, fields of grains, and many craftsmen. Sutter’s Fort became a favorite stopping place for American settlers coming by wagon train over the Sierra Nevada mountains. The settlement also included trappers, hunters, and former sailors.

The distance between Alta California and the capital of Mexico City made rule a difficult matter. The Spanish-speaking citizens of Alta California called themselves Californios. Proud and independent-minded, they considered themselves Californians first and Mexicans second. They learned that they could not depend on Mother Mexico to supply soldiers for protection, money for settlements, or wise government officials. Governors sent to Alta California by Mexico City always fared poorly and were often driven away. This fierce independent nature kept Alta California in a state of constant political turmoil, in which factions in the north fought with factions in the south for control.

Between 1841 and 1845, about two thousand American settlers arrived in Alta California. Some “squatted” on ranchero lands or entered illegally with' out receiving proper grants from the Mexican government. In 1845, Captain John Fremont, an American army engineer, led a party of sixty men into California, claiming he was surveying the mountain passes for the wagon trains. The local Californios became suspicious of the motives of the Americans. They well remembered what had happened with Texas in 1836.

Tension between Mexico and the United States had been increasing since 1836, when Texas declared its independence from Mexico. Mexico did not recognize the treaty signed by General Antonio Santa Anna and still claimed Texas. In December 1845, Texas was annexed by the United States, sparking the Mexican-American War. General Zachary Taylor and one hundred thousand men crossed the Rio Grande into Mexico, and the first of many bloody battles began.

Alta California, isolated and always late to receive news, did not know the war had begun in Mexico. On June 14, 1846, a small band of American trappers led by William B. Ide took up arms against the acknowledged leader of northern Alta California, General Mariano Vallejo, who resided in Sonoma. They placed him under arrest and declared California to be the free and independent Republic of California. Their makeshift flag included a grizzly bear, thus giving their declaration the nickname of “the Bear Flag Revolt.”

The Republic of California was short-lived. By July 7, American warships arrived in Monterey, the military capital, and took Alta California for the United States without a battle. In northern California, the residents accepted American rule with little resistance, but in southern California, the califomios fought gallantly and defeated the Americans in several battles. Their last victory occurred at the Battle of San Pascual on December 6, 1846. But their efforts came too late. In several bloody battles in central Mexico; General Santa Anna’s forces were defeated, and a peace agreement was signed in 1847. In the final Treaty of Guadalupe-Hidalgo, Mexico sold all her northern provinces, including what became New Mexico, Arizona, Nevada, and California to the United States.

Life in California might have resumed to normal were it not for the fact that in 1847,’while building a mill, one of Johann Sutter’s men discovered gold. At first the word reached only locals. Overnight, California towns emptied as men left for the goldfields to make a fortune. As word spread south and west across the Pacific Ocean, experienced miners came from Mexico, South America, China, and Hawaii.

Americans on the East Coast, however, did not receive the news until December 1848, when President James K. Polk officially announced the gold strike in California. This triggered a flood of American “forty-niners” the next year. The population of California increased from a few thousand to over one hundred thousand in just one year. Because of a lack of supplies, prices skyrocketed. Many entrepreneurs made fortunes selling goods to the miners, and rancheros made fortunes selling beef. The tiny port town once called Yerba Buena was renamed San Francisco, and became the main stopping point for gold-seekers arriving by sea.

California became the thirty-first state in the Union in 1850. The gold rush increased awareness of California’s isolation. To get there by sea or by overland wagon train took months of grueling, often dangerous travel. It was obvious that California needed to be connected to the rest of the United States. By the mid-1860s, the great railroad race began, with the Central Pacific line running east from California, and the Union Pacific line running west from Missouri.

Most of the work for the Central Pacific was done by Chinese immigrants who endured harsh, dangerous conditions and discrimination. The two lines met at Promontory Summit, Utah, on May 10, 1869, uniting the nation and ending California’s longtime isolation.

By the turn of the century the gold rush was long over. Most of the Native Americans of California had vanished, and their lifestyles were forgotten. Many of the wealthy California ranchers lost their holdings in land disputes over the years or went bankrupt paying legal fees. As the American population grew, the Spanish-speaking Californios found themselves in the minority and lost political influence. The grand life on the rancheros became a thing of the past, but Spanish influence remains a deep-seated part of California culture.
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This detail (also pictured on the cover) depicts Rosa, the Indian saint after whom the north' em California town of Santa Rosa was named. Although she graces the cover, this book is in no way based on her.
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The process of settling Alta California was accelerated when Spain established a string of Catholic missions along the coastline. They provided food, clothing, and religious instruC' tion to the indigenous population, but the regime was often harsh. Many Indians died from the hard labor or from European diseases. By the mid'1800s, the native peoples had van' ished as a society. This is a detail of an etching that shows mission life at Santa Cruz in the days when the founding padres resided there.
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Chores were the most important part of everyday life for servants in Alta California as all food and clothing was made from scratch. Here, a cook at a California rancho grinds com kernels between a heavy stone roller and a slab.
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Tasks like doing the washing became all day events that were at once tiresome and fun outings for everyone involved. Large groups would travel to Agua Caliente, Hot Spring, in the early dawn, spending the day in the water, washing loads and loads of laundry, and enjoying the day-long "vacation’’ from rancho chores.
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El Dia de los Muertos, The Day of the Dead, is an ancient Mexican festival that originated with the Aztecs and paid homage to the dead. Catholic Spaniards revised the festival to coincide with All Souls' Day. Today it is celebrated with parades, parties, visits to the graves of deceased relatives, and special pastries such as pan de los muertos, bread of the dead.
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Ranchos were often the site of lavish parties, or fiestas. Sometimes the preparations for such grand celebrations as weddings took weeks or even months. Women dressed in their most beautiful clothes, with colorful skirts and lace hair decorations. Traditional dances like the fandango, along with music and everyone’s favorite foods, made for very memorable parties indeed.
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Bullfighting, an integral part of Spanish culture, came north to California with the Mexicans. The bullfight, along with all of its ritual glamour, was an event to behold, complete with handsomely dressed matadors poised to dance the graceful prelude to the main event—the defeat of the ill-fated opponent.
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General Mariano Guadalupe Vallejo (1808-1890) turned Sonoma from a mission town into a Mexican pueblo, built around a beautiful eight-acre central plaza (still the largest in California) that survives today as the center of city life and has been named a national monument. He laid out the plaza and the street grid, and made Sonoma, briefly, the center of traffic, and trade north of San Francisco. He also gave it the Indian name “Valley of the Moon.” Vallejo gained enormous property holdings, wealth, and power. He was named military governor of the state in 1836 and controlled much of northern California.

Pastelitos de Boda

(Wedding Cookies)

Ingredients:

V2 cup of butter (1 stick), softened

	
1 cup powdered sugar


	
2 cups flour



	
1 cup finely chopped pecans


	
2 tsp. vanilla extract



V2 cup powdered sugar to roll cookies in

	
1) Preheat oven to 350°. Butter or grease baking sheets.


	
2) In large mixing bowl combine first five ingredients.


	
3) Stir until dough forms. Roll dough into 1-inch balls.


	
4) Place balls on buttered baking sheets.


	
5) Bake for 10 minutes (or until cookies are lightly browned). Using hot pads, remove from oven. Cool slightly, then remove from baking sheets using spatula.


	
6) Place V2 cup p