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On January 24, 1848, gold was discovered at Sutter’s Mill, California. Accounts of 
plentiful and easily collectible gold rapidly spread around the world. As a consequence, 
the non-Native American population of California grew from 14,000 to more than 
250,000 in just four years. In the following excerpt Herman Francis Reinhart describes 
his mining apprenticeship in Siskiyou County, California. 
 
READING FOCUS: 
Did Reinhart enjoy frontier life? Did he seem to be satisfied or disillusioned with his 
experiences? 
 
 
We carried our dirt in hand barrows some fifty to seventy-five yards to the creek where 
we had two sluice boxes and a long Tom to wash the gold. One dug down the dirt and 
helped carry the barrow, the other helped carry the barrow and washed the dirt. We made 
from $4 to $6 or $7 per day, each of us, and if we had known how to wash with sluices 
and had brought water in, could have made $15 to $30 per day easier than with barrows. 
We did not stay long for our pay dirt did not all prospect as well.  
 
When we were at Minersville a man kept a store, named George Rogers, and some 
packers from Oregon came there and stayed a few days till they sold out the loading of 
their train; they had potatoes, onions and flour and bacon. Flour was worth $60 to $75 
per hundred, Potatoes and onions $65 to $70 a hundred lbs., beef thirty to forty cents per 
pound, bacon seventy-five to eighty cents a pound, apples a dollar and a quarter per 
pound, or six for $1.25. 
 
We used to buy milk for our coffee; it was $12 per gallon; it had to be brought on pack 
mules from Yreka, about 14 miles. We would buy a quart and keep it in pint bottles in 
the cold creek water, and it would last us four days. Shovels were $12, picks $12, gum 
boots $32, hats from $5 to $8, socks $2, blankets $8 to $16 per pair; sardines half-boxes 
$3; whiskey fifty cents per drink.  
 
I had worked till the last of May when I heard of the Jackson Hill excitement and 
concluded to go there, and if I took a cut-off, I would not go by Yreka and save some 
forty miles in a little over one day. So one morning I took right down Humbug Creek till 
I got to the mouth where it emptied into the Klamath River, and then went up the 
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Klamath River. I was all alone with no arms but a butcher knife, (and a sling shot that I 
found hanging up in my bank claim) and I had a roll of blankets to carry. So I just rolled 
my blankets up shot-pouch fashion, and struck for the Klamath Ferry (where the road 
from Yreka came in and crossed the Siskiyou Mountains) and [where] I expected to stay 
overnight the first night. The Indians on the Klamath were considered dangerous but by 
good luck I got along without being seen by them.  
 
I had two very narrow escapes that day; the first, I had to climb around a very high point 
of rock at the edge of the river. I had to hold on with both hands and [had] my blankets in 
a roll shot-pouch fashion (or over the one shoulder and under the opposite side arm at the 
hip). In making a turn on the summit (the rock was flat) I some way stubbed my toe or 
foot, and fell with my shoulder just at the edge of the precipice. My roll of blankets 
striking first saved me from going over into the river and rough rocks eighty or a hundred 
feet below. I lay so frightened that I did not get up for a few seconds. If I had not had the 
blankets as I did.my shoulder would have struck first, which would have thrown me a 
foot farther, or over the cliff anyway.  
 
My next escape was when I got to Shasta River. It was very high and how was I to get 
acros[s]? I could not swim a stroke. The water from four to seven feet deep, very swift 
and rocky and large boulders close to the Klamath River so that if I could not make the 
land on the other side I would be swept into the Klamath River where nothing could save 
me. I walked up and down to see how to get acros[s]. I had no axe or hatchet or rope, 
nothing to do me any good; and to go back I would lose 45 or 50 miles. So I saw no help 
but to go as high up the Shasta River as was favorable for me. I took a stick to steady me, 
tied up my pants and boots in my blankets over my shoulder around my neck to keep 
them dry (the water was ice cold) and I put my stick from rock to rock. The water would 
wash me down every rock I would hold on, and several times I thought nothing would 
save me from being washed into the Klamath. I would hold on one rock, jump and get 
washed down, and catch on another rock, and so on until I just did make the other side of 
the Shasta at the very edge of the Klamath River. My hands were fearfully scratched and 
my feet, too. I just lay down awhile to recover my breath from the fright.  
 
Then I began to think I still had a long way to go and it was getting late and I had nothing 
along to eat and did not know if I could make the Klamath Ferry. My mouth became 
parched; I could not swallow. I drunk water but still my throat and tongue and jaw 
muscles pained me. I was still afraid of running into a hostile Indian camp or village. And 
I alone with some gold but no arms would leave me completely at their mercy, so I kept 
on keeping a good lookout ahead until about sundown I saw the mouth of Cottonwood 
Creek on the other side of the Klamath River, and some persons quite a way off. So I kept 
out of sigh[t] and in about one hour made the Klamath Ferry.  
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