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Abstract

During the summer of 2005, San Diego State University Department of Anthropology Associate Professor Seth Mallios led archaeological excavations at the Nate Harrison site in San Diego County, California.  Sarah Stroud served as crew chief and camp manager.  SDSU Anthropology Department undergraduate Lauren Lingley assisted in camp management and supervised the laboratory.  Undergraduates Jaime Lennox and Hillary Sweeney processed and cataloged the artifacts.  Mallios directed two two-week field schools in archaeological field techniques.  Fourteen SDSU undergraduates and three graduate students (including one open-university student from out of state) participated in Mallios’s 2005 summer archaeological field programs.  Dr. Dominique Rissolo, Maren Castañeda, and Fred Holt volunteered for a day of digging at the site.  In the fall of 2005, three of the field-school students enrolled in archaeological laboratory internships sponsored by Mallios and supervised by Lingley.

The Nate Harrison archaeological site is located approximately two-thirds of the way up the west slope of Palomar Mountain.  Nate Harrison, an African-American male from the South who likely immigrated to California during the Gold Rush, resided at the San Diego County site during the late 19th and early 20th centuries.  In 1893, Harrison homesteaded the property, which has since passed through a series of seven additional sets of owners.  The current land owners are Jamey and Hannah Kirby, who in 2002 gave Dr. Mallios and his team permission to survey and conduct excavations on their land.

The 2005 archaeological investigations clearly defined the perimeter of the stone cabin and located its buried dirt floor.  Artifact-rich units in the extended patio area to the west of the structure revealed differential uses of space by the site’s inhabitant(s) and further confirmed that this late 19th/early 20th century frontier cabin was home to a small number of occupants.  In addition, historical research revealed a wealth of information about Nate Harrison that tied directly to the site’s exhumed material culture.


During the 2005 summer field excavation season, the SDSU archaeological crew uncovered nearly 7,000 artifacts, putting the site total well over 13,000.  The many cross-mends indicated that the different site areas and layers excavated in the summer of 2005 were contemporaneous with one another and with the strata that were unearthed in 2004 as well.  Information gleaned from the artifact collection through its archaeological and historical context offer insight into the life of one of San Diego’s legendary pioneers and broaden current understandings of everyday life on the multi-ethnic Southern California frontier during the late 19th and early 20th centuries.
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Introduction


The Nate Harrison Historical Archaeology Project is an ongoing research endeavor that investigates documents and materials of the past that pertain to the life and times of legendary San Diego pioneer Nate Harrison.  It is also a unique training ground for archaeology students who want to learn firsthand the methodologies of active fieldwork (Figures 4 and 5).  Summer field excavations began in 2004 and are tentatively scheduled to continue through the end of the decade.  Harrison was a local pioneer who has achieved near-mythical status in the decades since his passing.  The archaeological project detailed here attempts to appreciate the intricacies of his daily life on the frontier and to understand how and why Harrison has been apotheosized over the years.

The report presented here is a continuation of the 2004 interim technical report.  These documents are both available on the web at: http://www-rohan.sdsu.edu/~histarch.  In an effort to reduce redundancy and to demonstrate how archaeological research is cumulative, the 2005 report begins where the 2004 report left off.  The Nate Harrison Historical Archaeology Project continues to employ the same core research design, field methods, and laboratory techniques detailed in the 2004 report.  In the instances when a new methodology was used, this report will explain how and why the change was made.
Whereas the 2004 report listed Harrison’s contemporaneous historical records, like his homestead certificate, voter registration, death certificate, etc., the 2005 report provides the first- and second-hand narrative accounts written within forty years of his passing that offer insight into Harrison’s life.  Like the 2004 report, the 2005 report then discusses the excavation results from the past summer field season (2005).  It includes a detailed stratigraphic summary and analysis and showcases a select group of recently discovered artifacts.  In synthesizing the second year of historical and archaeological work on the Nate Harrison Historical Archaeology Project, this annual publication serves as the 2005-2006 interim technical report.

Historical Narratives
First- and second-hand written histories of Nate Harrison


Numerous written accounts of Nate Harrison’s life and legend exist.  This report focuses more on listing the histories than evaluating and interpreting the details offered in each account.  In addition, no new interviews have been incorporated into this summary.  The written accounts, summarized and then listed in their entirety below, come from a wide variety of sources, including unpublished histories, newspaper and magazine articles, books, and electronic documents.  This report deals with written narratives from the forty years following Harrison’s 1920 passing.  They range in date from October 22, 1919—which is contemporaneous with Harrison—to 1960.  The 2006 technical report will present the written accounts of Harrison from 1961 to the 2004 start of this project (Figure 6).  (Stories that have been written since the start of the excavation, including those written about the Nate Harrison Historical Archaeology Project are not included in either summary.)  The narratives presented here are discussed in the order written.  Since some of the narratives do not have explicit dates attributed to them, this report attempts to ascertain the date they were written by internal details.  For example, an account that mentions Harrison’s memorial cairn must post-date its 1924 placement on the Nate Harrison Grade.  

The written accounts have not been edited; they are presented in their original form.  As a result, various racially offensive terms appear repeatedly in the text.  The authors of this report sincerely regret if any readers are upset by these insensitive racial epithets.  Nonetheless, historical accuracy is privileged here over revisionism.  Ethnic identity and definitions of community are central to this project, and, consequently, the historical texts are presented in their original words that offer insight into these complex issues.
J. H. Heath, “Aged Negro, Owner of Mountain Spring, Enters County Hospital For the Remainder of His Days,” The San Diego Union (October 22, 1919)


Heath wrote a newspaper article for the San Diego Union in 1919 that reported Harrison’s departure from Palomar Mountain.  The article included an image of Harrison wearing a stocking cap and sitting on his patio (Escondido Historical Society Image #4/San Diego Historical Society Image #3).  The caption to the photograph is: “Photograph of ‘Nigger Nate,’ as he is called, in most friendly spirit, by many many people who have known him for years as the owner of a spring of good water on Palomar mountain grade.”

The page 8 article reads as follows:

“Aged Negro, Owner of Mountain Spring, Enters County Hospital For the Remainder of His Days: For Nearly Half a Century He Was Wont to Welcome Travelers on Palomar.

The aged colored man whose name is Nathanial Harrison, but who is known to thousands of people simply as ‘Nigger Nate,’ for more than 40 years owner of the only dependable spring for the entire length of the long grade on the east side of Palomar mountain, has, through the intervention of Ed Quinlan and other friends, been taken to the county hospital, where he probably will pass the rest of his days.


Mr. Quinlan, who is a retired locomotive engineer of the Santa Fe railway, and who is a frequent visitor to Palomar mountain, found the veteran colored man in a deplorable condition on his last visit there, actually suffering for want of suitable food and clothing.  In a short letter to The Union, Mr. Quinlan, out of the kindness of his heart, states the facts as he had learned them, the result being that Supervisor Westfall of the fifth district, upon notification and investigation, promptly arranged for the removal.

Unable to Walk


Mr. Quinlan discovered that the poor fellow, no longer able to walk on account of the infirmities of age, was obliged to crawl around in his miserable cabin on the mountainside, distant from the highway about half a mile and out of sight of passersby.  His clothing was in tatters and he had little to eat.  Rats and mice were making sad havoc with his soiled bedding.  For months ‘Nigger Nate’ had not been able to get from his shack and spring on the mountainside to the watering trough by the side of the grade, as he had been wont to do every day for many, many years.


Hundreds of San Diegans will recall the cordial greeting which the old man extended as they walked and rode on their pilgrimage up the grade in the days of transportation with horses and wagons.  It was his custom to wend his way down the grade to ‘Lookout Rock,’ as it was called, from which he could see the coming of people for miles along the grade, and when they reached him he would leave his lookout rock and walk or ride with them to the watering trough under the shade trees.

Welcomed Travelers


It was customary in those days to make an extended stop at ‘Nigger Nate’s’ in order to give the people and the horses a chance to rest before negotiating the balance of the climb.  Refreshments, and many times ‘a square meal,’ were the order of the day, and in either of which the jolly old colored man always shared.  It was he who welcomed the coming of the people and who bade them godspeed in departing.  Thousands have been cheered by his simple optimism and he will be especially remembered by the children of the camping parties to whom he was greatly attached.  Acquaintance with the genial old soul was quickly formed and was invariably lasting.


Rt. Rev. Bishop H. B. Restarick of Honolulu, for many years rector of St. Paul’s Episcopal church in San Diego, was a staunch friend of Mr. Harrison, always in his trips to the mountain remembering him with provisions and clothing.  Hundreds of others also remembered him the same way, including the Mendenhalls, Baileys and other permanent residents of the mountain.


Many of these would gladly have come to his aid if their attention had been called to his condition, due to the fact that he had been unable to get from his cabin to the roadside and hence was forgotten by most people, who wondered as they passed that way if the famous old character had been called hence.

Waves Last Salute


When told they had come with an automobile to take him to the county hospital, where he would be made comfortable and not have to worry about things to eat and clothes to wear, he said that he would gladly go.  As he was seated in the automobile he waved a last salute to the trees and rocks of the rugged mountainside which had known him for nearly half a century.


The story is that Mr. Harrison, who before the Civil War was a slave, came into northern San Diego county soon after the negroes of the south were freed.  He became the husband of an Indian woman of the La Jolla reservation, located on the east side of Palomar Mountain, and the father of several children.  Years later the woman died and ‘Nigger Nate’ decided to leave the reservation.  With the assistance of friends he filed upon 12 acres of land on the mountain, which has since been his home.  The 12 acres included the fine spring.


He has raised cattle and bees and in earlier years he worked for the various ranchers of the mountain.  He was sober and industrious and was held in high esteem.  For many years he has been kindly cared for by the people on the mountain and of various parts of San Diego county.”
Virginia Stivers Bartlett, “Uncle Nate of Palomar” (October, 1931)


Bartlett’s article for Touring Topics, the Automobile Club of Southern California’s original member magazine, discussed the burgeoning legend of Nate Harrison.  Touring Topics, first published in 1909, later changed its name to Westways in the 1930s.  It was fitting that a driving magazine would spotlight Harrison as his steep grade was quite a lure for adventurous drivers of the early 1900s.  A copy of this article is part of the Kirby collection.  

The article contains four images.  The first is of Nate Harrison sitting on his patio; it is the same as Escondido Historical Society Image #4.  Its caption states: “Nathaniel Harrison, the Kentucky negro, is regarded as the first ‘white man’ to settle in the back country of San Diego County, and about him has grown a considerable legend.”  The second image depicts a man standing in front of Harrison’s cabin after Harrison had passed.  It is likely contemporary with the writing of the article (1931), but was taken before the cabin was purportedly leveled in the 1930s.  The caption to this image reads: “Upon the pine-clad slopes of Palomar Mountain, Uncle Nate built this rude shack which he made his home for many years.”  The third image is of the monument dedicated to Harrison at the top of the grade.  Its caption states: “This rough cairn stands monument to Uncle Nate Harrison, on the heights of Palomar Mountain.”  The fourth photograph is a panoramic view of rural Temecula with Palomar Mountain in the background.  Its caption reads: “Palomar Mountain (6126 feet) is a familiar landmark of San Diego’s back country.  In the photograph below its bulk looms dimly over the shacks of Temecula in Pichanga Canyon.  Uncle Nate, a pioneer of ’48, by his own commission, made the friendly mountain his home.  Photo by C. C. Pierce.”

The article also contains a brief editor’s note.  It states: 

“BELOVED RECLUSE of the mountains

REMOVED from man’s traveled ways, and yet not alone for he had the comradeship of the wild things, Nathaniel Harrison lived for seventy-two years in the eerie Eden of Palomar Mountain, ‘the first white man’ of Palomar.  He came to California a slave.  In his highland fastness he gained his liberty—even from work, won the friendship of neighbors near and far, and contributed vastly to the color of a pioneer community.”

Bartlett’s entire article reads as follows:

“UNCLE NATE of Palomar: The entertaining story of the carefree life of Nathaniel Harrison, a negro, but known as ‘the first white man’ to live on Palomar Mountain


‘If I were to tell you the story of Napoleon, I should take it from the lips of Frenchmen, who find no language rich enough to paint the great captain of the Nineteenth Century.  Were I to tell you the story of Washington, I would take it from your hearts, you who think no marble white enough on which to carve the name of the Father of his country.  But I am to tell you the story of a Negro, who has left hardly on written line….’

UNLIKE Wendell Phillips, who had to glean the story of Toussaint L’Ouverture, the negro leader of Haiti, from the reluctant lips of his enemies, men who despised him as a negro and slave, and hated him because he had beaten them in battle, I have the story of Nigger Nate from the friendly lips of ranchers on Palomar Mountain, who loved him because he was human and friendly.


It was spring on the Palomar, in the County of San Diego, cradle of California.  All day we had ridden through the fields of flowers, followed green watercourses and mustard-bounded roads through the Valley of the San Luis Rey.  We passed the mission that gave the valley its name, then the humble red tiles and campanario of the Asistencia San Antonio de Pala.  Again and again we raised our eyes from the willow-mirroring waters of the San Luis Rey River to the looming purple bulk of Palomar Mountain.  Palomar (the dove cote) named for the great flocks of wild pigeons that visited the region in other days, coming in such great flocks that they bore to earth the sturdy, ancient branches of oaks and sycamores where they rested.


By sunset we were at the great Pauma Rancho.  The aster of the rancho, a transplanted Kentuckian well known in San Diego as ‘Jack’, awaited us with a barbecued dinner.  We fell upon the beef, charred with oak wood, the frijoles, and coffee.


Even repletion and weariness could not keep our eyes from constantly seeking Palomar Mountain.  Below us the Pauma Valley curled, with symmetrical fields of tiny bean shoots, young grain, and wildflowers tessellating it, cut by the swift flowing Pauma Creek.  Then the mountain soared more than 6000 feet toward the sky, a very old mountain, eroded by ages into soft contours; friendly and accessible in spite of its height.  Sunset poured over Palomar, an indescribable pageant.  Wood smoke, odor of oaks, pungency of pines mingled with the biting smoke from hand-rolled cigarettes.


When it was dark, we wandered down the Cañon de los Tecolotes, (canyon of the night owls).  It was perfectly still except for the moving of a stream, and the chuckling of the night owls.


‘Now I understand, Jack,’ I said, ‘why you are never lonely, though you say your nearest neighbor is ten miles away.’


He knocked his pipe against the heel of his boot, and carefully killed all the little red coals with a rancher’s respect for fire.


‘No one could ever be lonely here.  Nigger Nate, the first white man on Palomar lived here about eighty years, and he was never lonely’


‘Nigger Nate . . . the first white man?”


Jack chuckled.


‘Well, that’s what he always called himself, and no one ever disputed him.  He was the first man not an Indian to live in these parts.  The Spanish-Californians never lived up here; they stayed around the mission, and in San Diego.  But Nate had a cabin on the mountain, near a spring.  Why, there’s a monument to his memory now.’


A monument!  My mind’s eye saw other monuments scattered through California, honoring the State’s immortals.  Tusitala’s galleon in Portsmouth Square in San Francisco; Father Junípero, serene on the headlands above the Bay of Monterey, the stone marker to the Donner party on Donner Lake, another marker on Frémont’s trail over the mountains into Santa Barbara; the majestic Pioneer Mother at Ontario, Stephen White on the green courthouse lawn in Los Angeles.  A noble company, a goodly company.  And among them a monument to a negro, an unknown negro.


I was about to frame more questions, but my host anticipated me.


‘We’ll start early in the morning and go there, then you can see the place for yourself.’


About five the next morning the sun rose over Palomar.  The morning was misty, the colors glorious.  Below the peaks, a herd of little white clouds moved unhurriedly southward, like white woolly sheep stealing across the slopes that shone so green in the early morning light.  In the trees over the ranch house a thousand birds woke with clamor—mountain towhees, wrens, linnets, golden orioles, and curious birds coming north from such strange places as the valley of Comondú in Baja California.  And such sweet odors!  But the spice of bacon and coffee overcame everything else.


As we left, our host pointed away across the valley, narrowing his eyes.  ‘About half way down that grade you see zig-zagging there, stands Nigger Nate’s.  We’ll be there directly.’


‘Directly’ evidently meant several hours.


We passed through many Indian reservations, Yuema, Pauma, Portrero, La Jolla, Rincon, with their scattered hidden adobes, where many lived under one sagging roof; there were tiny government schools, herding their dark broods like small hens with too abundant families.


There was a single gasoline station, but because a picturesque Indian was sitting on a pony at the pump, we forgave it its unfortunate existence.  The Indians seems very happy in Pauma Valley.  They raise corn, cattle, grain, “and plenty frijoles and niños,’ said our host.  We saw them frequently riding on horseback, in crazy buggies, or crazier Fords, working in the fields, or just doing nothing.


Rising higher, we looked down on green meadows, spotted with red dodder, that strangling parasite, called sometimes the matrimony weed.  We could see the roofs of the adobes, and on a slope a little graveyard, the apotheosis of desolation.  Higher and higher we climbed, through the bull pine, sugar pine, red cedar, balsam, canyon oaks, with their sweet acorns, so dear to the Indian palate; clumps of frothing white and lavender mountain lilac, cascara sagrada, and red manzanita.


Then we were at the summit of Palomar.  The country stretched below us, mountains to the north, desert to the east, Mexico to the south, the hazy Pacific to the west.


A few breathless moments at the peak of Palomar, then down a grade called Nigger, a narrow steep trail that doubles on itself endlessly on the mountain side.


At last we stopped suddenly at a little monument, oddly foreign yet strangely suitable in its wild setting.  I thought it was a tomb, but it marks no grave.  It is a cenotaph in the mountain solitude.  White quartz and granite, roughly cut, form the monument, which is about five feet high.  In a niche is a copper plate, with the words:

Nathaniel Harrison’s Spring

Brought Here a Slave About 1848

Died October 10, 1920

Aged 101 Years

A Man’s a Man for a’ That

A few feet away is the spring, now cemented over, and from which an old fashioned pump, with a little priming brings clear, cold water.


Clambering a little way up the mountain side, we found the cabin of Nigger Nate.  It is not like a miner’s cabin, nor the shacks of cattlemen or sheepherders.  Any one from Dixie would see it and say, ‘a darkey’s shack!’  It looks as though it might have been brought sticks, stones, and mud for the chinking straight from Nate’s birthplace, Kentucky, and set up on one of the West’s oldest mountains.  Nate built its one room, twelve feet square, with its door and window, himself, and the weird, rambling fireplace that looks like an Arthur Rackham illustration for a haunted house.  Once it was covered with a shake roof, but that has fallen in during the rains and suns of a decade that has passed, since its dusky owner left it.


The ridge pole of sycamore is still in place and from it hangs an old shovel handle, with a dangling collection of rusty wire hooks.  These once supported Nate’s flour, sugar, bacon, and surely ‘cawn meal’, and kept them out of reach of the thieving pack rats.  Forlornly empty they rattle harshly in the sweet mountain breeze.  No edibles about now to tempt the hungry little wood creatures.  But I saw the hind leg of a rabbit in the fireplace.  Did Nate cut off the magic hind foot, and carry it away with him when the white folks took him away from his cabin, and down the mountain?  For that’s what they did. . . .


The first negro to approach California, without actually reaching here, was Estevanico, or Little Steve, an Arabian negro from Azamora on the Atlantic coast of Morocco.  He came with Cabeza de Vaca in search of the Seven Cities of Cibola, and found death at the hands of the Zuñi Indians who called him the ‘black Mexican with the chile lips’.  Whether they called him that because his lips were red like chiles, or that they were swollen from eating chiles there is no way of knowing.


Negro blood began trickling into California with the first white blood.  According to the Franciscan historian, Palóu, the first Christian burial with the rites of the Holy Catholic Church in California, was given to a dead man with negro blood.


A street in San Francisco is named Leidesdorff, for William Alexander Leidesdorff, once vice-consul of Mexico in earliest American days, a diplomat and man of affairs.  He owned the first steamship to pass through the Golden Gate.  Leidesdorff was the son of a Danish sugar planter, and a mulatress, and was born on the Island of Saint Croix.


The linseed oil, and paint which colored the bear of the Bear Flag was filched by one John Grider, negro, and member of the Bear Flag party.  Other negroes who played their parts in California history were William Robinson, and George Moore, who were pony express riders.


In 1855 the first colored convention was held in Sacramento.  There were members from all over the State, and as there was no rapid mail, word of African activities were transmitted via the barber chair, as every barber in those days was a negro.  Peter Beggs of Los Angeles was a well known member of the fraternity, and has been mentioned by at least two distinguished historians, Major Horace Bell, and Judge Benjamin Hayes.


There is one other California negro who distinguished himself for writing a poem, which was published in the ‘70s [1870s].  He signed himself ‘Jeams’, and called his poem My Razor.

A thunderbolt from Heaven sent,

When angels warred against their god,

Fell on the summit of Mount Atlas,

And Hercules tore it from the sod;

Vulcan, the mythological smith,

From a small spark this razor made,

And Venus, who admired their work,

Smiling sweetly, kissed the blade.

In 1850 the colored census of the new State of California was 962.  Of these 872 were men; 870 of these were in six Northern California counties.  That meant that one negro for Los Angeles County, and one negro-at-large who could have been Nigger Nate.


But never a mention of Nathaniel Harrison do I find among Negro records.  It is said that he came in 1848, with Frémont’s Battalion.  That is doubtful.  But he undoubtedly came with some expedition either as a camp follower, or as a body guard to some officer.  His reason for coming to California he never told anyone.  ‘Give Uncle Nate a drink,’ our host said, ‘and he would tell you more about the county than anyone in it.  But never a word about himself.’


Was he a runaway slave, believing he would find California a foreign country where there was no slavery?  Did he run away to the mountain of Palomar when he found his status unchanged in a country that was publishing advertisements for runaway slaves?  Had he committed some crime, great or petty, which he was afraid to confide to anyone?  He was a young man when he came to California in ‘1848,’ according to his memorial, and it is unnatural for the young negro to flee the haunts of men, where he might contact people of his own race . . . the gregarious darkey, who loves, ‘folks an’ comp’ny’.


But a fugitive from something or someone he certainly was, and where, in those days or in these, could a fugitive find more remote or safer sanctuary than on friendly Palomar?


He perhaps came with one of the parties that traveled by the southern route stopping at Warner’s Ranch, and ran away from there to Doane Valley, that beautiful mountain meadow on Palomar, fringed with the greatest pines south of the Tehachapi, abounding in deer, pumas, bear, and trout streams, where wild azaleas, lilac, giant ferns, and tiger lilies bloom in the summer.  It was a nameless spot, except for a possible Indian name.  Years later two brothers, named Doane, homesteaded there.  They lived for years without speaking, in cabins a few feet apart, because of some bitter quarrel.  Nigger Nate did not homestead there.  Years before he passed he homesteaded his eighty acres on Nigger Grade.  Was it because he thought himself still a slave?  And did some wayfarer meet him, and tell him of the Civil War, and the Emancipation Proclamation?


Did that open a new life to him?  For he came at last out of hiding, or was driven out by the snows, that kept him prisoner one long winter.  Then he found his spring, and built his cabin.  Gradually a few white ranchers settled on the mountain, and in Pauma Valley.  These became his friends.  From Lookout Point, near his cabin, he would look down on the trail he had made, and see a horseman coming up the grade, or a wagon clucking up the mountain.


And when the traveler arrived he would find Uncle Nate grinning happily, with a brimming pail of water for man and beast.  They would gossip together, and drink perhaps a stronger water than came from the spring.  Everyone brought donations to the old negro when they came up the mountain, and when travelers were scarce, Nate would mount his old white horse, and go visiting, to find out ‘how come’.  He must have been a strange figure, his skin polished black as coal, and his beard as white as the horse he rod, coming down the steep mountain trail, singing, chuckling and talking to himself in a detached manner.


He is almost legend now.


Among the oldtimers throughout the Palomar country I gleaned little bits of knowledge about Uncle Nate, as they called him.  They remember him when they were children, and when Nigger Nate’s Spring was a destination of their ‘wagon-days’ picnics.  He loved children, and children loved him.  And he loved watermelon as might be expected.


‘He would split a big melon in four, eat off one side, spit seeds out the other, and talk through the middle’ one old timer chuckled.  And when I asked this rancher for other information he said, ‘Oh, pshaw! You go on down to So-and-So’s ranch, ask some of the liars down there about Uncle Nate.  I’m only a second-rate liar.  Down at that ranch they raise the best liars on Palomar.’


Then the liars on the So-and-So ranch told me other things; how Nate always turned up by daybreak on Christmas morning, riding into the ranch caroling ‘Chrissmuss gif’!’  Whatever other customs of the South he may have forgotten after nearly a hundred years, that one stayed with him.


All the liars, second and first rate alike, agreed on one thing.  Uncle Nate never did a solid day’s work in his life.  He was willing to come and help out at fruit picking time, or for other harvesting events, but on his arrival he always had a ‘miz’ry’, and his assistance was by way of being entertaining after a little miz’ry remedy’.  He hated work, shunned it, fled from it, and enjoyed the distinction of being not only the first white an on Palomar, but the laziest.


So after consulting the best liars on Palomar, I read a report in an old San Diego newspaper, written at the time Nate was brought down from the mountain.  In it the reporter said, either in his innocence, or because he was unfamiliar with facts, and had to tell a story, ‘He was sober and industrious and esteemed by all.’  Surely this reporter out-prevaricates the prize prevaricators of Palomar.  What he should have said was that Nate was a good-for-nothing, lovable old darkey, loved in spite of, not because of, certain qualities which he possessed.


Then war times came along, and people were too busy, too worried, too sad to take trips up lovely Palomar.  Few were the travelers by Nigger Spring, and no one noticed that it was neglected, and that Uncle Nate was not at hand to greet them.  He was shy of greeting automobiles, anyway, and had never been known to ride in one.


He was too old then—nearly a hundred—to mount the aged horse and travel down the mountain side.  So he lay in his unventilated cabin and dozed and dreamed, perhaps of the old South and the secret of his exile to the mountain.


Strangely enough, it was people of his own race who delivered Nate back to the slavery of the white man’s ways.  Some of them did visit him at last, and finding him so aged, and suffering from a cold, arranged with authorities to bring him to San Diego where he could have care.  It is a mystery to his friends how Nate was persuaded by authorities to get into the motor that carried him away.  Perhaps it was inborn awe and respect for strange whites with authority that caused him to leave.  


Anyway, they took him away without giving him time for one farewell to his mountain, without letting him gather up any of his belongings the pitiful playthings of his loneliness not even his old pipe.  They took him away from the mountain to the San Diego Home for the Aged.  As he put feeble, reluctant feet into the motor he had dreaded so long—was the dread premonitory?—he waved his black hand.


‘G’bye, all,’ he said.


‘They took him to the hospital,’ said the rancher who was telling me the story of Nate’s last days.  ‘They took him away from the mountain where he had lived for nearly a century—where he knew every trail, every tree, and breathed the mountain air with every breath.  They put him in an institution.  They meant well, it was the only thing to do.  But we all believe he must have thought he was being carried back to slavery.’


The rancher smiled sadly.


‘When the nurses began peeling away his layers of overalls, which he had accumulated, one over the other, for years, it was the beginning of the end.  Then they bathed him.  I think that killed him.  He didn’t last long after that.  Some of us would visit him, and he would beg to be taken back to Palomar.’


In a little while he was dead.


And buried.


Not buried on the mountain, amid the lilacs and dogwood, with rabbits and quail to scamper over his grave, but in the pauper’s field.  Nathaniel Harrison in the pauper’s field!  He who had owned sunset and sunrise, a spring of sparkling water, and the whole looming purple bulk of Palomar Mountain for companion.


But the friendly ‘liars of Palomar’ could not forget him.  They remembered the curious ways of this friendly and lovable old negro.  They still knew the memory of his shuffling gait—his never-ending, yet never serious ‘mizries’—and to this day the ranchers will recall for their visitors stories of Uncle Nate and his tumble-down shack on the purple slopes.


Mayhap these tales have lost somewhat in vividness, but none can deny the truth and the color of the legend that is Uncle Nate’s among the rancheros of Palomar.


So a negro joined the goodly company of California’s immortals and has a monument erected to his memory—the first white man on Palomar.”

Davis, E. H., “32-B Nate Harrison, Joshua Smith, Bill Nelson/Image Ceremony at Palm Springs/Personalities/Palomar 1932” Unpublished manuscript, State Parks Collection (1932)


California State Parks archaeologist Sue Wade made copies of four manuscripts relating to Nate Harrison for this project.  These written narratives were part of the State Parks archive.  The first is from the notebook of E. H. Davis.  It contains biographies of a few different pioneer personalities and was likely written in 1932.  It is handwritten and difficult to read, but the manuscript reads as follows:


“Mountain characters

Palomar Mt. Joseph Smith came to the Mt. around 1858 or 60 – before the civil war and settled in the Geo. Cook valley back against the hills and built himself an adobe house which was later bought by George Dyche.  He was an old retired sea captain.  He had bought seeds from China and these he planted and grew trees of paradise.  During the war (civil) deserters began to come into the Mts. And one came from Arizona and went to Palomar and lived with Smith for a while.  Smith had an Ind. Woman who at this time was visiting friends in La Joya and this deserter got Smith’s gun and shot him at a work bench in back of his house.  The man thought he had money hidden away and searched but did not find any.  He then went to La Joya and told the Ind. Woman Smith was dead and returned with her to the Smith house.  The day Smith was killed Bill Place came to Smith’s and found his body shot and when his murderer came back they arrested him and took him down to the Warner ranch store and called a jury together for trial.  On this jury were the Helms, Andrew Linton, Bill Place, Old Nate and other old timers.  He was found guilty and sentenced.  That night he was chained to the wheel of a big freight wagon with an iron ring locked about his neck.  The next morning he was hanged to the tree on hill back of the old Wilson house in Warner Ranch.  For many years the Mt was known as Smith Mt and was changed back to its old Spanish name Palomar, pigeon house, by T. O. Bailey some years ago.


Old colored Nate Harrison was the second ‘white man’ on Palomar Mt.  He came with his master Harrison from Missouri before the Civil war, crossed the Plains and went north into the prairies  and from there they drifted South and Harrison died in Los Angeles and Nate came down to Rincon and took up land now owned by the Golsh family.  He sold out, lived on Warner ranch, then on Palomar, and lastly settled in Nigger Canyon.  He died some years ago in 1920 in the Co. Hospital 90 or more years old.  Mr. T. O. Bailey collected enough money to have a bronze plate placed in a monument near Nate’s old home about 1924 and over 100 people came to the dedication.  Every Christmas Louis Salmons went to bring Nate a bottle of whiskey and he would say, ‘Louis, I’s gone to set right down in my cabin, along with this here bottle and I’s gonna set there, till there ain’t nary drop left.’”

J. H. Heath, “Where Trees and Shade Replace Desert Heat/Move Industrial Camp Prisoners to Palomar Site,” The San Diego Union (September 24, 1933)


Heath wrote a newspaper article for the San Diego Union in 1933 that reported on a prison crew setting up camp on Harrison’s former property.  The article does not specify exactly where the prisoners pitched their tents and whether Harrison’s cabin was still standing.  Heath details that the prison crew was sent there to improve the west-grade road.  The article includes six photographs and a joint caption that states: “Scenes at the new county industrial camp site on Palomar mountain.  1—R. L. Taylor, superintendent.  2—Uncle ‘Nate’s’ monument.  3—Dave Shapiro, chef.  4—Cook and ‘cookies.’  5—Camp Palomar and 6—one-way entrance to camp.”  The picture of the prisoners’ campground is of a large flat area that is not the same landscape as Harrison’s cabin site.  The image of the entrance to camp does resemble the entrance to the Kirby’s property.  Furthermore, the historic image includes a “POISON IVY” sign in the area that today is overrun with the dreaded plant.


Adalind Bailey reflected fondly on the prisoners’ stay at Palomar Mountain.  She lived on the mountain at the same time the prison camp was there.  Adalind called them “especially good boys” and noted that when they left, they left very suddenly (Hastings 1959 interview with Bailey, p. 18).

The brief San Diego Union article reads as follows:


“Their bodies almost black from the desert sun, the 50 or 60 prisoners of San Diego county industrial camp in Borego valley, below sea level, are being moved to the camp’s new ideal site, Rainbow drive, under shelter of oaks and sycamores on the west grade of Palomar mountain.  The site is designated on maps as ‘Nigger Nate’s,’ and has an elevation of 4600 feet.


Under direction of Sheriff Ed Cooper’s superintendent, R. L. Taylor, an advance detail of 15 men has made camp at this historic site, using tents, which later will be replaced with wooden shacks comprising the cam equipment in Borego valley, 51 miles away.  Moving equipment is under way and when the work nears completion the rest of the prisoners will be taken to the new camp.  Then work will start on improvement of the eight-mile west grade.  Survey for the engineering work is being done by men under supervision of Ernest Childs, county engineer, and his chief field deputy, ‘Chet’ Richards, who were at Palomar Tuesday to confer with Ernest Settles, Supervisor Tom Hurley’s road foreman, Superintendent Taylor and Louis Salmons, pioneer citizen of the east side of the ‘big hill.’


Men who have arrived from Borego are loud in their praise of the new camp site.”
Catherine M. Wood, Palomar from Teepee to Telescope (1937)


Wood wrote a book on the history of Palomar Mountain in 1937.  Published by Frye & Smith, Ltd., in San Diego, this text became the popular authority on the history of the region.  Wood began her research in 1928 and received input from many local residents, including the Mendenhalls, Salmonses, and Baileys.  Palomar from Teepee to Telescope reflects the times in which it was written; there are many passages that by today’s standards are inflammatory and racially offensive.  

The book includes five pictures that relate to Harrison.  The frontispiece is a picture of Harrison standing before his black-and-white dog (Kirby Collection Image #6).  The biography of Harrison includes five images: a picture of Harrison standing alone (Escondido Historical Society #3), an image of the cairn (Kirby Collection Image #16), and a picture of the Harrison cabin from the southeast (San Diego Historical Society #4).  Although the SDHS attributed the date of this photograph as 1926, the Wood text claims that the image was taken circa 1912.  Page 54 of Palomar from Teepee to Telescope contains a hand-drawn map of the area, and today’s Nate Harrison Grade is marked as “NIGGER GRADE.”  Page 70 includes an image of the first Palomar Stage and has Harrison sitting on the running board, and page 87 includes a picture of the grade.

Wood dedicates three sections of the book to Harrison: the first is a brief biography, the second involves George Doane and his search for a wife, and the third concerns the grade.  They are each transcribed here.  The first is presented in its entirety, whereas the second and third transcriptions only include passages that relate to Harrison.  The three passages are as follows:

1. “‘THE FIRST WHITE MAN ON THE MOUNTAIN’


Nathan Harrison, a negro who always called himself ‘the first white man on the mountain’ was a noted character, enjoyed by all who knew him.  He was familiarly called Nate, or Uncle Nate, and because he lived so many years at a turn in the road on the west grade, that series of hairpin turns has been officially named ‘Nigger Grade.’  He was a fluent talker, but not about himself, unless encouraged by a little whiskey.  As nearly as can be ascertained, he and his master came from Kentucky by ox team, stopping three or four months at Sedalia, Missouri, waiting to join a wagon train west.  About the time they reached California, a movement was on foot in Los Angeles to break a road over the Tejon Pass to the north.  Money was subscribed and bullocks furnished, and Nate drove an ox team with the first wagon train over the Pass.  Cleland’s ‘History of California’ says: ‘In September, 1854, people of Los Angeles raised $6,000 for the construction of a wagon road between their city and Ft. Tejon.’  That seems to check with Nate’s story.  He and his master went up to the mining district near Merced, where his master died.  Uncle Nate went down to the San Gabriel Mission for a time and later found his way to the foot of Palomar, where he took up a claim at Rincon.


He spent his summers in Doane valley, but was ‘shiftless’ and did not take up a claim there, so the valley was not named for him.  [Editor’s note: African-Americans could not claim land until 1863.]  He lived with the Indians at times, and occasionally helped the early settlers with their sheep.  Finally he sold his Rincon property and proved up on a claim on the west end of the mountain, past which the west grade was built about thirty years later.  It was his custom to bring a bucket of water from his flowing spring for the horses when he heard a team laboring up the steep grade.  He was usually rewarded with a bit of money or some food.  Later the county dug a well and put in a pump at the roadside where Nate awaited the travelers.  Now the well is dry and someone stole the pump, but it does not matter, for few horses travel the grade, and the modern automobile can[‘t] make the trip without extra water.


Nate could neither read nor write, but he had a good memory for faces and events.  He could not understand much about sums of money, it seems, for when a young Indian wanted to buy one of his horses, Nate asked $150 for it.  The horse was not worth it, but it made no difference.  The price was $150.  The Indian said, ‘I wish Nate had never heard of $150.  He wants $150 for every nag he has on the place.’


The old negro was ‘seventy-six years old next New Years’ for about twenty years.  It is said that a couple of Palomar youths were responsible for his changing his age and birthday.  They made him happy with whiskey, which he liked very much, told him he was a hundred and seven years old, and that his birthday was on the Fourth of July.  And so it was thereafter!  At that it may have been as correct as his previous recollection of his age.  It is certain, however, that he was a grown man at the time of the Civil War.


One prominent man of Palomar always gave Nate a bottle of whiskey at Christmas time, and the annual event was awaited eagerly by the negro.  During the fall he would ask this man every time he saw him, ‘When is Christmas day?’  One day after giving him his annual present, the donor happened to return to Nate’s cabin.  There sat old darkey on the floor, one hand clutching the bottle by the neck, and he explained, ‘I’se a’goin’ to sit and sip this here whiskey till it’s a-l-l gone.’  The statement was not doubted.


Nearly everyone who knew Nate remembers one or more interesting incidents about him.  One was amused because Nate always pronounced the name of the town Escondido as ‘Skundido.’  To a San Diegan trying out his car on the steep grade in the days when motoring was an adventure, Nate said, ‘Awful hot mornin’, Mr. Jackson.  Keeps your collar all the way up the hill, don’t it?”  Some one else remarked that he would like to put old Nate in a tank of water to see how many pairs of overalls he could soak off.  


One of the men at a road construction camp near Nate’s, picked up a paper one evening and pretended to read a tale of how a fleeing murderer was headed towards the west end of the mountain until he had Nate sitting around with a shot gun in his hand.  The practical joker little realized that had a stranger appeared at that time, Nate surely would have taken a shot at him.


Though people who knew him joked with Nate and often teased him, they were good to him.  One family sent him fresh meat whenever they butchered.  He seemed to enjoy the attention people gave him.  One writer said, ‘Nate was a good-for-nothing, lovable old darkey, loved in spite of, not because of, certain qualities he possessed.’


The story was always current that Nate ‘had money,’ but while it added to people’s interest in him it was apparently unfounded.  His [sic] lived alone in his squalid little hut which his scrawny chickens sometimes shared with him until some kind hearted people thought he was no longer able to care for himself.  He was invited for a ride by well-meaning friends, which ended at the County Hospital in San Diego; he was not given a chance to take his pipe or any of his other little personal belongings, and always wanted to return to Palomar.  It had been said that when the nurses peeled of the accumulated layers of overalls it was the beginning of the end, and when they bathed him, that was the end.  Friends who visited him at the hospital, said he seemed happy and told them the nurses were good to him.  He died there in 1920.


Largely through the efforts of Mr. Theodore Bailey of Palomar, funds were subscribed for a monument of native granite which stands at the turn in the road where the old darkey usually greeted travelers.  The inscription on the plaque which was made at Jessop’s Jewelry Store in San Diego, reads:


Nathan Harrison’s Spring


Brought here a slave about 1848


Died Oct. 10, 1920


Aged 101 years.


‘A man’s a man for a’ that.’”


2. “THE ROMANCE OF DOANE VALLEY


Mr. George Doane as truly the romantic character of Palomar Mountain, and seemingly enjoyed the role.  He once owned the property known as Upper and Lower Doane Valley, which is now included in the State Park.  Aside from his romantic attitudes, his chief distinction was a flowing beard that covered most of his face and reached to his waist…  He was supposed to have proposed to every unmarried woman who came to the mountain, all to no avail, apparently, for after living on Palomar over twenty years, he advertised for a wife.  He received a number of letters and pictures which were talked over with his mountain friends.  On one occasion he asked a friend what he thought of ‘that bunch of heifers,’ referring to a group of pictures.  The friend told him that he thought some of them had been on the range too long.


Mr. Doane finally selected two as promising, a mother and her daughter, both open to marriage.  By that time he had paid for Upper Doane Valley which he had bought from Mr. Kitching, so, one year after he sold his cattle, he went to Louisiana to look over the situation.  He married the daughter, about sixteen years of age, and brought her and a young negro maid back to the crude log cabin on Palomar.  Later Mrs. Doane’s mother and sister came West and homesteaded on what is known as the Hayes’ place.


The romance caused a thrill of interest throughout the whole country.  As Mr. Doane, his wife, and the negress went up the mountain, the stopped at Nigger Nate’s a minute, and Mr. Doane, so the story goes, told Nate he had brought him a wife.  Nate’s reply was, ‘Which one?’


The negress, about sixteen years old and very large, wore no shoes and was designated by some of the mountain people as ‘Amy Nigger with the big feet,’ but Nate named her ‘Cubby’ because she had feet as big as a bear’s.  The negress worked hard.  She even pitched meadow hay with Mr. Doane, one on each side of the wagon.  Being young and strong she could work faster than he could, and when she finished on her side, she would go around back of the wagon, lean on her fork and ‘cuss him out’ because he could not keep up with her.  Some of the boys of the vicinity used to go over to Doane Valley during haying time to enjoy the fun.


One day the Doane group came to Bailey’s store from which they brought groceries, complaining of the quality of the food they had purchased the day before, but they were assured that the groceries were all right when they left the store.  They went on home and learned later that Amy had tried to poison the family by putting lye in the lard, because they made her work so hard.


Mrs. Doane had her seventeenth birthday on the mountain.  One day Mr. Doane came to the store with his flowing beard very black, and his shirt front also, where the beard had rubbed against it.  His young wife, in an attempt to rejuvenate her elderly husband had dyed his grey beard with shoeblacking!


Mr. and Mrs. Doane sold their property in 1905 and moved away.  It is said that there was a divorce later.  Amy Nigger was sent back to her home in Louisiana when the family left the mountain.  Accounts differ as to what became of Mr. Doane, but it is understood that he eventually left California.”


3. “MOUNTAIN ROADS


The first road on Palomar was over the east end, the one broken through by Joseph Smith.  It was noted for its steep ‘slides’ of something like 30 per cent grade.  Heavy flat-bottomed ‘shoes’ of iron were tied to wheels of the clumsy ox carts then in use, when descending these steep pitches.  The ‘shoes’ acted as brakes by causing the wheels to slide instead of turn.


Later a county road was constructed on the south slope near the route of the new grade.  When no longer used as a road, the south ‘slide’ became the ‘mail trail’ up which the mail was brought several times a week on horseback, but the carrier walked up the steep parts.


About 1900, as better transportation facilities were demanded by an increasing population, the nine-mile Nigger Grade was built over the treeless west shoulder.  It was considered at the time a good road, but it is now noted for its steep pitches and hairpin turns.  A traveler recently returned from a European trip remarked as she gazed down on the series of switch-backs yet to come, ‘St. Gothard’s Pass has nothing on this except the snow.’  Nigger Grade offered a favorite climb in the early days of motoring for testing speed and endurance of various makes of cars, and became widely known in automobile circles.


It was formerly the custom when descending the mountain to tie a tree to the back of the wagon to act as a brake.  The first cars also followed the practice, but it was stopped by the Forest Service.  Discarded trees at the foot of Nigger Grade supplied firewood for the Indians of the region for many years.”

Other excerpts in the Wood text that pertain to Harrison include details of the land and historical events.  They are listed here.

Page 13: “Near the summit of the west grade there is a monument to a negro, standing sentinel as did the man, over the steep road named for him ‘Nigger Grade.’  On early maps, Palomar Mountain appears as Smith Mountain.”

Pages 13-14: “During the ‘gay’ nineties’ Palomar had enough families to support three public schools; since it was a popular summer resort for many people of Southern California, it had three hotels in operation part of the time, and a small tent city in Doane Valley each summer.  It took the better part of a day for a team to pull the Nigger Grade, so travelers often camped over-night at ‘Tin Can Flat’ near the foot in order to provide for an early morning start up the steep climb, and when they reached the top, they were usually ready to stay a while.”

Pages 50-51: “On one of his trips below, [Joseph] Smith [for whom the Smith Mountain was named] brought back to Palomar a man supposedly a deserter from a British ship, to act as foreman for the Indian laborers.  This man murdered his benefactor…  Next morning the murderer was found hung to a tree in the neighborhood.

There was no San Diego paper to record the event, as ‘The Herald’ was no longer in existence, and ‘The Union’ began later that year [1868], but rumor has it that in order to get the man to confess the murder, it was necessary to let him feel the noose tightening around his neck several times, and that he was taken to Warner’s Ranch, chained to a wagon wheel all night and hanged the next morning with about twenty-five men on the other end of the rope, one of them being ‘Nigger Nate.’”

Page 70: “The first ‘horseless carriage’ to ascend Palomar Mountain was that of L.O. Johnson of San Pasqual Valley, who in June, 1904, made a trip up the Nigger grade, thus proving the feasibility of an auto stage.  Before long, summer passenger service to Palomar was started consisting of three laps, first by train to Oceanside, thence to the mountain by auto stage, where a horse-drawn stage carried visitors to the top.  The fare from San Diego was ten dollars each way.”

Pages 98-99: “In the spring of 1934, a CCC (Civilian Conservation Corps) unit was established in Doane Valley.  The chief duties of the CCC boys are to clear land, build roads and fight forest fires.”  [Editor’s note: It is rumored that the CCC tore down the dilapidated and abandoned Harrison cabin in the 1930s as a safety precaution.]

John Davidson, “Place Names in San Diego County: No. 191 – Nigger Grade” (November 12, 1937)


Working for the Junipero Serra Museum, Davidson wrote an unpublished manuscript for the San Diego Evening Tribune.  It drew heavily on the work of Lena B. Hunsicker and additional oral histories.  This attribution is puzzling for the following reason: Davidson states that he quotes extensively from Hunsicker’s October 22, 1919 San Diego Union article entitled “Nigger Canon [Editor’s note: Canyon?],” but the October 22, 1919 San Diego Union has no such article.  The October 22, 1919 San Diego Union ran an article on Harrison, but it was J. H. Heath’s “Aged Negro, Owner of Mountain Spring, Enters County Hospital For the Remainder of His Days.”  Furthermore, Davidson quotes Hunsicker as writing in 1916.  The Nate Harrison Historical Archaeology Project has been unable to locate the Hunsicker article.  Isolated information in the 1937 Davidson article clearly post-dates the Hunsicker article, i.e., Harrison’s death (1920) and the placing of the monument (1924).  Davidson’s article is part of the San Diego Historical Society Collection.


It reads as follows:


“PLACE NAMES OF SAN DIEGO COUNTY

No. 191 – Nigger Grade


The names Nigger Canyon and Nigger Grade present no difficulties of explanation to the early residents of the county.  Every one knows at least part of the story of Nathan Harrison.  One of the best accounts is given in San Diego Union October 22, 1919.  The late Lena B. Hunsicker under the title ‘Nigger Canon’ wrote:


This canon takes its name from the fact that an old negro Nathan Harrison by name lived about half way up the grade on the Palomar road.  ‘Nigger Nate’ was brought to California as a slave by his Master.  He stayed with his Master and mistress for several years.  They however became very dissipated so that he finally ran away.  They had all come from Kentucky and from there had gone to Los Angeles.  When Nate left them he came to Palomar to live.  There he married an Indian woman with children.  Nate says that he was the first ‘white man’ on the Mt.  In 1886 he said he was 86 years old and still claims to be 86 years (1916).


‘Old Nate had not been in town for over forty years.’


W.C. Fink, 856-20th Avenue, who lived for nearly a quarter of a century on Palomar, has this story to tell of Nigger Nate:


‘…his coming was like this: at the time when the sheep-man used the high pasture lands on the mountain for summer and fall feed, and kept them there if the snow held off till the pasture was good in low land and coast, Nigger Nate, two dogs and a flock of sheep came to those valleys afterward known as French Valley and Doane Valley.  There is where Nate was sheep herding.  When he grew tired of being alone with only dogs and sheep for company, he told those dogs to take good care of the sheep, he afterwards said, and left for Pauma rancheria, taking his roll of bedding and the little food, flour, and frijoles which would insure him a welcome with the Indians.  

His living with the Indians became so interesting he did not return to the sheep for some time and when he did, he found dogs and sheep gone.

His job was gone as well as the sheep, and he was responsible for the flock of sheep.  Responsibility sat very lightly on his shoulders, but what would happen when the owner came with supplies and to get the flock of sheep?  He thought of safety for his hide and that safety lay in flight from the scene of the disaster.  He was no Indian, tho’ he was black as the ace of spades, and one time he was asked if the Winery man would mistake him for an Indian.  He replied ‘not ‘less I fades considerable.’  Many times he turned up at Agua Tibia Rancho asking for work but meaning food and comfortable home and never was refused to be taken in and supplied with clothes, and when the work became distasteful to him, he left without notice to live among the Indians and later would return as glad as a lost pup to its mother.  This amused Maj. Utt very much and was a pleasure to hear him tell his adventures with the squaws who had not been able to quell the manly spirit of Nate.  

He was persuaded to take a free homestead on the west end of Smith mountain, 60 acres next to the Pauma Grant line on Oat Ridge where was a Spring and pasture land and which he owned at the time of his death.  

The county made a single track road up the mountain thru’ his land and put a water trough at his place where travelers could stop and camp and it was at this place that the public came to know him.  Here he would get his stomach filled with food and drink, and would reveal the local history and traditions of all that he had come in contact.  As much of it was first hand knowledge, it was amusing and interesting.  He and his master were 49’ers at which time he was a grown man and claimed to be the best man among his master’s slaves, but never told how many slaves his master owned or if he was the only one.  

At the time the Lincoln pennies were minted, I gave him a bright penny and told him what Lincoln done for the slaves: he said, ‘I know about Abe Lincoln.  I had my freedom long before that.’  We knew that, for it was a subject he would not talk about.  He had escaped from his master in the gold diggings, and found refuge in the south part of the state among strangers and at one time was a wood cutter at San Gabriel Mission.  He saw some adventurous times there and El Monte by the night robbers.  He had no education, wrote his name with an X, voted the Republican party; his memory retained everything: he repeated the tales in the exact words he used before.  Much of his food came from travelers on the road and should he receive a gift of money, he would round up a horse with a jug in a sack put off to the winery, and most often it would be empty when he returned for he had stopped with the Indians on his way home.  

He spent much of his time in his old age sitting on a boulder at Billy goat point where he could see the road for miles below, and know when anyone was coming that way.  

There came a time when the County car took him to the hospital and then the cemetery and we knew him no more.  

Many stories and tales about him are remembered by the few old-timers still living and who have erected a monument for him at his old place on the county road.’

The bronze plate on the monument which commemorates the life of this romantic old darkey has this legend:

‘NATHANIEL HARRISON’S SPRING

BROUGHT HERE A SLAVE ABOUT 1848

DIED OCTOBER 10, 1920
AGED 101 YEARS

A MAN’S A MAN FOR A’THAT’

Evidently Nigger Nate enjoyed the distinction of attaining an advanced old age which his actual years did not warrant.  The San Diego historical society has a registration statement of 1894 signed with Nathan Harrison’s cross which shows his age as 61.  This seems that at his death Uncle Nate was less than ninety years old.”

Edward Harvey Davis, “Palomar Mountain History” (1938)


Davis kept a notebook on San Diego history that contained a section on Nate Harrison.  This handwritten document detailed Harrison’s role in detaining the man who murdered Palomar pioneer Joseph Smith.  Davis’s unpublished manuscript on Palomar Mountain history contained a chapter entitled, “Palomar Mt.*-Uncle Nate.”  Davis wrote of knowing Harrison personally and described many of his possessions, including “his inseparable companion, a short-stemmed black pipe” (11).  Davis visited Harrison’s cabin in 1938, over a decade after he had passed, and noticed that the cabin had been razed.  Sue Wade, Associate State Archaeologist for the Colorado Desert District, California State Parks, found these documents in the State Parks archives and brought them to the attention of the Nate Harrison Historical Archaeology Project.  The cover page listed these materials as part of the San Diego Historical Society collection.  The manuscript is undated, but it contains valuable clues as to when it was written.  Davis refers to the construction of the San Luis Rey Mission in 1798 and then remarks, “Today, 140 years later…”  This sequence indicates that the text was written in 1938.  Davis’s chapter includes exact dates for events that followed Harrison’s passing.  He details that the monument was dedicated in 1924, and that the cabin had been razed by 1938.


The chapter on Harrison is as follows:


“Uncle Nate Harrison, a negro born into slavery, always claimed he was ‘The first white man on Smith Mountain’.  (now Palomar)  He was very black and when I first knew him his kinky hair and grizzle whiskers were almost white and his face was deeply seamed with wrinkles.  He wore a nondescript old felt hat or what was left of one, a soiled gingham shirt, much patched overalls, worn out shoes, and always had his inseparable companion, a short-stemmed black pipe.  I do not think he had either dog or cat around his place.


He lived alone in a one room cabin about 200 feet from the road, with a cold spring of water a short distance from his house.  His house was built mostly of rocks chinked with mud and roofed over with split shakes which were being warped by the summer heat.  At one end of his hut was a stone fireplace in which he did his cooking.  His room had a dirt floor, with a bed in one corner, a few boxes with some flour, beans, coffee and bacon (when he could get it) in another corner, and some dry sticks near the fireplace.  Two or three rickety chairs and a wobbly table, completed his furnishings.


There were no Montgomery Ward fancy curtains.  No comfortable rocking chairs, highly colored quilts, no Sunday suit of clothes hanging from the rafters – everything very simple and necessary and two galvanized pails of water.


His cabin was in a canyon, a deep cleft on the west slope of Palomar, about half way up the grade from Pauma.  He was always cheerful, contented, courteous, and grateful for any little attention or gift.


When he heard a team far down the grade it was his invariable custom to come out and be waiting with a bucket of cool refreshing water for the thirsty horses.  It was a steep hard pull up to Nate’s place and he had the only water convenient to the road, so when the teams reached his place, they were tired, sweaty and thirsty.  How grateful those horses must have been when they plunged their muzzles deep into a bucket of cool water.  This was a self imposed task, which he performed faithfully, from an innate deep sympathy for the weary horses and what a satisfaction it must have been to him, to realize what it meant to the horses.  The County later took over Nate’s task and put in a pump and water trough along side of the road, but Nate was always there to pump the water in the trough when ever he heard a team on the grade.


Nate never asked any recompense, but it was customary to give this faithful old darky 25 or 50 cents, and often the mountain men would bring him flour, sugar, coffee, tobacco and groceries, for which he was always grateful.  On Christmas, Louis Salmons would add a bottle of good Scotch whiskey, which made Nate supremely happy.  He would laugh outright, showing many gaps in his ivories when Louis unwrapped the precious bottle and passed it over to Nate’s outstretched hands, saying, ‘Here Nate is something to make you feel good over Christmas.’  With a face beaming with happiness and rubbing the bottle up and down in his hands, Nate would reply, ‘Ise jus’ goin’ ta sit on that thar bench agin the house, an’ sip that liquor little at a time, to make it las’ all day long, till there aint nary a drop lef’.  My, but that sho’ will taste good.  Lord bless you Massa Louis for remembering Uncle Nate.’  True to his word, the bottle would be dry by nightfall, and squeeze as he could, he could not coax another drop.


Nate Harrison as a young man came to California with his master, a Mr. Harrison, before the Civil War, crossed the plains and went north into the mines.  From there he drifted south and when his master died in Los Angeles, Nate came down to Rincon, in San Diego County, and took up a homestead now owned by the Golsh family.  He sold out, lived on the Warner Ranch for a while, then on to Palomar and at last settled in the canyon, where he built his cabin and lived for many years.  He died in the County Hospital in 1920 about 101 years old, but as long as he lived he longed to return to his mountain home.  He was honest, friendly, kindly, a good neighbor and was universally respected.


Mr. Bailey, his great friend for over 30 years, raised sufficient funds from the neighbors to have a bronze plaque made and inscribed with his name and date placed in a recess in a granite monument, erected alongside the road where he used to water the horses.  The bronze plaque bears this inscription: ‘Nate Harrison – Brought here a slave about 1848.  Died Oct 11, 1920, aged 101 years.  A man’s a man for a’ that.’  This monument was dedicated in 1924 before a large assemblage of mountain men, neighbors and San Diego people as a fitting tribute to a faithful and humble black man.


In the summer of 1938, I visited the canyon and site of Nate’s old cabin, which is 250 feet from the road.  Only a few rocks that used to be in the foundation and a hollow place in the earth, overgrown with grass, are the only signs left of Nate’s cabin.  A stranger would pass it unnoticed.  About 200 feet up the canyon is a flowing stream of clear cold water from Palomar’s inexhaustible reservoirs deep in the heart of the mountain, and it was from this spring that Nate carried buckets of water to the road for the tired horses to slake their thirst.  Could horses talk, what blessings would have been showered on this faithful darkey’s head.


The old road on the west side of the mountain still bears the name of Nate and is known as Nigger Nate road.  It begins to climb the mountain at Pauma and winds up the bare slope in switchbacks to the top.  It is narrow and steep and is rarely, if ever used and is not kept in repair.”


Other passages in Davis’s manuscript make passing references to Harrison as well.  When discussing the murder of Joseph Smith, Davis mentions that Harrison was one of the group that hung Smith’s killer.  He writes on page 8: 
“He [the killer] was taken to a live oak tree at the foot of the hills convenient to the store, a noose was fitted around his neck, the other end cast over a limb and 25 men heaving, they pulled him up, tied the end of the reata [riata] and left him.  Old Fred Scholder of Mesa Grande, Uncle Nate, George Dyche and many well known old timers bore a hand.”  

Davis also mentions Harrison when telling the story of George Doane and his wife.  He writes on page 21A: 
“He [George Doane] was getting along in years now and San Diegans naturally expected him to marry the older woman.  They never recovered from the surprise the first site of Mrs. Doane gave them.  A ‘Mountain white’ of about 16, she was attended by a gigantic young Negress known as ‘Amy’.  Charles F. Emery of Tecate remembers the remarkable honeymoon couple making purchases at his general store in Alpine; she, an extremely unsophisticated child, far from her home, he an elderly great bear of a man.  As George drove up the west grade with his team and spring wagon, heavily loaded with people and baggage, he stopped to let grizzled old Nate water his horses which were dripping with sweat and puffing hard.  George said, ‘Well Nate, I’ve brought you a wife.’  Nate turned around after giving the team all the water they would drink, looked the group over carefully and finally said, ‘Which one, George?’”

Anonymous, “West Palomar Grade May Be Abandoned,” San Diego Union (February 8, 1938)


A brief 1938 San Diego Union article discusses the County’s idea to abandon the Nate Harrison Grade, a move that never occurred.  It states, 

“West Palomar Grade May Be Abandoned

Plans for abandoning Nigger Nate grade up the western side of Palomar mountain were considered by the board of supervisors yesterday.

Before taking definite steps, the district attorney’s office will investigate the best way of proceeding toward abandonment of one of the oldest routes of travel in the county.

State and federal foresters are ready to take over the road, from the state highway through San Luis Rey valley, to the state park on the mountain, and maintain it as a fire trail, on standards below those upon which county roads are kept, John W. Cole, assistant county highway engineer, informed the supervisors.

Need of keeping the road open to public travel has ended with completion of the new road up the south slope of the mountain, Cole wrote.  He suggested the old route was hazardous and expensive to maintain.

Whether the road shall be fenced off, merely signed as a forest trail, or kept open for those living on the mountain who must use it, will be determined after a report from the district attorney.”

Taye, George, “PALOMAR MOUNTAIN STATE PARK, State Park No. 68” (1935-45)


Taye wrote a brief history of Palomar Mountain State Park that was in Vernon Aubrey Neasham’s 1987 History of California State Parks, published by the State of California, Department of Natural Resources, Division of Parks.  This document was forwarded to the project director by Sue Wade.  The manuscript contains only a brief mention of the Nate Harrison Grade.  Taye’s work was written under the auspices of the Works Progress Administration (Official Project #465-03-3-133).  Since the WPA was a 1930s and early ‘40s agency, Taye’s article was likely written during this time, not the 1980s.  Furthermore, Taye refers to the grade by the term that was used before the 1960s, another clue that it was written long before the official 1987 publication date.  It also refers to the east road as “new.”  The east road was San Diego County’s first WPA project and it was built in the 1930s.  Taye’s passage regarding the grade is as follows:


“The state park is located at the western end of Mount Palomar, at the head of Nigger Grade.  It includes two famous meadows, the upper and lower Doane valleys.  A new county road ascends from the San Luis Rey Canyon near the La Jolla Indian Reservation, where it connects with State Highway No. 79.  This will replace the steep Nigger Grade, making access to the park much easier for the motorist.”

Robert Asher, “Manuscripts of Robert Asher” (1932-1950)


Asher’s unpublished manuscript offers a lengthy discussion of Harrison’s life based on the time the two individuals spent together.  Asher, known to many as the old hermit of Palomar Mountain, was an accomplished photographer, botanist, and oil painter.  In this text, he detailed the tax problems Harrison had with the County and how the matter was resolved.  He also noted that Harrison had been married twice.  This manuscript was provided courtesy of Guss Weber and is part of the San Diego Historical Society Collection that was forwarded to the Nate Harrison Historical Archaeology Project by Wade.  The manuscript was likely written during the late 1930s or early 1940s.  It mentions that only one corner of the fire place is standing, suggesting that the article was written after the CCC knocked the cabin down in the mid-1930s.  The article refers to Davis’s 1932 work, implying that it post-dates the Davis notebook.


Asher’s entire chapter on Nate Harrison is reprinted here.  It is the most detailed of all the written accounts regarding Harrison.  The manuscript reads as follows:


“Uncle Nate.


Nathan Harrison, a Negro, born a slave in Kentucky, came to California while still a young man with a party of which his master was a member.  His age?  In the Great Register of San Diego County, State of California, for the tear 1908 we find the following entry:


Voting Number 10; Name: Harrison, Nathan; Age: 77; Occupation: Grazier [Editor’s note: Definition—a person who grazes beef cattle for sale]; P.O. Address: Nellie.


Uncle Nate died on October 10, 1920; thus it would seem that he was about eighty-nine years at the time of his death.  He would have been eighteen years old in 1849, a grown man, and thirty years old in 1861.  These calculations fit in with known facts.  He registered in 1890.  That he could have been any where near one hundred and one years old at the time of his death, as stated on his monument, is extremely doubtful.


Nate lived for a time near Temecula, northwest of Palomar Mountain.  I think he said that he had seen Juan Murrieta, the famous bandit.  At any rate, he knew a good deal about Murrieta and had several Murrieta stories on tap.  He once told me about a ‘Big Snow’ which had come about Thanksgiving time.  As near as I could figure, it was probably the big snow year of 1882-83.  The late Warren Hackett of San Diego was driving stage between Temecula and San Diego that winter and I have heard him refer to his troubles in getting through the snow drifts at that time.  Nate said that the snow piled up higher than the bottom of the window of Wolfe’s store at Temecula, and that they had to shovel the snow away before they could get out of the door.


Nate had a horse story, or rather a wild-horse story.


Nate had been called to San Diego on important business, but he had no horse, and did not want to walk.  So he went out into the hills back of Elsinore Lake and located a band of wild mustangs.  He rounded up the mustangs, and kept them running until the got good and thirsty, when they made a break for the lake, and had good drink.  However, Nate managed to head them off before they could quench their thirst, and kept them going for a long while.  Then he allowed them to go down to the lake and fill up.  After drinking they just stood around, which Nate said was a bad thing for either horse or man.  Then he scared them up again and kept them on the go for another long while.  Then another drink, and some more standing around.  Then Nate got really busy and soon ran down the nag he wanted.  He had to let the animal rest for a few hours, but it was young and strong and quickly got over its cold-water jag.  So Nate rode the sixty miles to San Diego and back.


No; they didn’t pinch him for horse-stealing.  The mustangs were wild and didn’t belong to anybody.  All you had to do if you wanted one was to run him down like Nate had done.


August Nichos of Riverside pastured sheep in the Temecula country for many years while Nate lived there.  Later he ran both sheep and cattle on the mountain west of Bougher’s Hill.  I never had the pleasure of meeting Mr. Nicholas, but his nephew, Joe Nicholas, had cattle in Lower Doane Valley for several seasons.  Joe told me that Nate used to make bread for his uncle’s herders and sometimes helped in moving camp, but that Nate never herded the sheep.


From 1901, and perhaps before, Nate used to keep an eye on the Nicholas cattle to see that nothing went wrong with them; I think Nicholas kept Nate supplied with provisions, in part at least.


One of Nate’s view spots was ‘Billygoat Point’ which was about a mile below Nate’s Well and some hundred feet south of the road.  This point commanded an extensive view of the whole mountain side stretching from Pauma Canyon on the northwest to Nate’s own canyon to the southeast.  I have seen him perched there for an hour or two at a time while he was waiting for me to get abreast of the point as I toiled up the grade afoot.  I have often stopped at the well for lunch, always making a little fire to heat water for tea.  Sometimes I made camp there for the night, and Nate would come out from his house, which was back a bit from the road, and chat with me for half an hour or so.  It was always a pleasure to meet him, and he seemed glad to see me, even though I never had anything to offer him in the way of liquor or tobacco.


One evening when I reached Nate’s Well, on the way up from Escondido, everything was damp from a thick mist which had begun the time I was passing Billy Goat Point.  I had found a dry place for my blankets and was trying to start a fire when Uncle Nate hove in sight.  He watched me for a moment and then said:


‘Having trouble getting started?’


‘Yes,’ I answered, ‘Everything is so damp.’


‘And you don’t now how to start a fire when things are wet?’


‘That’s right,’ I said.


‘Well, you see those white sage bushes over there with some dead flower stalks sticking up?  You get some of those and you can start your fire easy.’


That was good news, so I stood up and took a step or two toward the sage bush when Nate spoke again:


‘Not now, you can try it some other time.  Better come into the house where it is dry.’


‘Thank you,’ I said, ‘but I don’t want to impose on you.’


‘You won’t be a bit of trouble.  You can make your tea on my fire and I have an extra bed.  You can spread out your blankets on top of mine.’


Nate did not talk much that evening.  I apologized for being so tired and sleepy so soon after supper and he told me that I had better unroll my blankets and go to bed.  In the morning I was off at daylight, not waiting for breakfast.


Once again I was Nate’s guest over night.  It had been raining heavily a few hours before I reached Nate’s Well on the upgrade and was threatening to rain again at any moment.  I had not intended on stopping, but Nate was there and he insisted that I be his guest over night.  He said he would like to have me eat with him, and had plenty for us both.


Arrived in the house he told me to unroll my blankets and take it easy while he was getting supper.  It was simply magnificent!  Beef stew, with the beef done just right.  Flakey white potatoes with gravy that couldn’t be beat.  And perfect home-cooked bread.  The loaves were very thick but thoroughly cooked all the way through with a rich, brown crust and without even a hint of the sourness which was so common in those days in white folks’ kitchens.


After supper Nate coaxed me into his easy chair beside the fire, and after putting away the supper dishes, seated himself on a stool near by and commenced telling stories of his experiences on and around the mountain.  After a while he suggested that I might be more comfortable lying down.  So I went back to the bed while he continued sitting on the stool.


It had commenced to rain by this time, and the drip off the roof outside the window, together with the roar of the wind in the treetops overhead, and the monotonous sound of Nate’s quiet voice, well, I came near going to sleep on him several times.  Each time as I was about to doze off, he would bring me back with a ‘Maybe you are tired of listening?’  Of course I always answered in the negative.  His language was such as I had been accustomed to all my life, that of a cultivated man, and I was reminded of my evenings in the Asher home in San Diego where I had lived as a boy.  Father Asher used to talk to us kids to sleep with stories of pioneer days in Kentucky.  Tales of Indians; of bears and of Daniel Boone, and of a great great great-aunt, named Rachel Spilman, who had come to Kentucky with one of Daniel Boone’s own parties.


It is a great pity that I can not recall to mind much that Nate said that stormy night on the slopes of Palomar.  It was all so intensely interesting, but I was so very, very sleepy!  Of one thing I am sure, however; not one word did Nate say about his old Kentucky home, or of the trek to California.


In the early summer of 1909, my brother Alpheus, now deceased, wrote me that he was coming up to visit me, for the first time, on his wheel, and would I please be out on the road at the head of my trail on the afternoon of a certain specified day.  I was staying in my Spruce Hill Camp, having built a small cabin there two years previously.  My older camps were located some distance down the canyon and there was a trail from the Dugout to the West End grade.


This was my original Lone Fir Trail constructed in 1903.  Since moving to Spruce Hill Camp I had cut a new trail to the Oliver Place on the Doane Valley road.  I had given Alf directions for reaching Spruce Hill Camp via the Doane road and my new thunder Ridge Trail.  The Doane road connected with the county grade about half a mile up hill and east of the Lone Fir.  So then, early in the afternoon of the day mentioned by Alf, I ambled up the Thunder Ridge Trail and along Doane’s to the junction with the county road.  There I stayed until nearly dark, with no brother Alf in evidence.


Next morning, I was up to the junction soon after sunrise, and stuck around until near sunset.  Still no Alf.  When I got back to camp it was nearly dark.  I was just starting the fire for supper when a head and shoulders hove in sight from down hill.  A moment later Alf was beside me, minus wheel, but carrying his blanket roll.


Alf had left the El Cajon home promptly on schedule, but with a heavy load on his wheel.  He had gotten along nicely until he reached the foot of the mountain and the steeper part of the grade.  Then he had to dismount and push the wheel up ahead of him.  It was hard work and plenty hot.  He may have had a canteen with him, or he may have indulged too freely of the water at Tin Can Flat; at any rate he was taken ill some distance below Nate’s.  He knew from experience that the best thing he could do for his particular ailment was to lie down and take it easy.  But he was sure that I would be worrying about him if he didn’t turn up per specifications, so he kept trundling the loaded wheel along until he got to Nate’s Well.  Arrived there he collapsed utterly, too sick to take another step.  Sometime later he was aroused by Nate’s voice.


Nate asked where he was headed for.  When Alf said that he was trying to get to his brother’s place and that his brother was Bob Asher, Nate’s manner changed instantly.  He couldn’t do too much for Bob Asher’s brother.  Although Alf had had an hour or two of rest by this time and felt that he ought to be moving along, Nate persuaded him to stay over night and until quite late in the morning.  As Alf was about to leave, Nate asked him if he was sure he knew the way to my camp.  Alf said that he thought so, that I had directed him to turn down off the main road into the Doane road to Thunder Ridge Trail.  Nate then told Alf that he had gotten it all wrong, that my place wasn’t anywhere near Doane Valley and that the only way to reach it was by way of the Lone Fir Trail.  So Alf turned down the Lone Fir Trail while Brother Robert was parked beside the road half a mile farther up.


Arrived at the Dugout, Alf found no signs of recent habitation, so he pushed the wheel on up the easy trail to The Tepee.  Here again things did not look very promising.  The up-hill trail from the Tepee was easy to find but not at all easy to negotiate with his loaded wheel, so he laid the thing down, took off his roll of blankets and … ‘So here I am!’ concluded Alf.  Alf never forgot Nate’s kindness to him and often referred to it with gratitude.


I once found Nate in tears.  Mr. Elmore had sent me in to ask permission to make our road camp on the flat south of Nate’s house.  Nate said it would be all right and then told me about his present trouble.


Nathan Hargrave had been down to see him and had told him that he had bought Nate’s place at a tax sale but that Nate could stay if he wanted to.  Nate said that he couldn’t understand how Hargrave could buy the place if he, Nate, didn’t want to sell.  And he didn’t want to sell ever, complained Nate.


‘After I go I want my daughter to have it.’


I inquired about the daughter, it being the first time he had ever said anything about a daughter, or even having been married.  He said that the daughter was a trained nurse and lived in New York City.  I next inquired about the matter of unpaid taxes.  Nate contended that he had always paid the tax whenever any one asked him for the money.  I asked him if he remembered when he last paid over any money for the taxes.  He said, maybe last year or the year before.  I asked him if he was sure it hadn’t been six years or more.  No, it couldn’t be that long since he had given money to Sparkman the last time he saw him, and nobody had asked for money since then.  He said that Major Utt, of Agua Tibia, used to pay his taxes for him, and then he would pay the money to Major Utt the first time he would see him.  After Major Utt died, Phillip Sparkman had been paying his taxes for him.  I hadn’t realized up to that moment that it had been fully six years since Sparkman’s murder, but a quick calculation brought me to a realization of that fact, and the probability that Nate’s taxes had gone unpaid for six years and that therefore Hargrave had obtained title by bidding in the property at the last tax-delinquent sale.  I explained as best I could to Nate, but he was inconsolable.  I calmed him a bit by promising to do what I could for him.  I did speak to Elmore about Nate’s dilemma, and Elmore became quite indignant.  He thought Hargrave incapable of doing such a thing.  Later in the day, when Elmore came in for dinner, he said that Louis Salmons had just passed by, and that he had told Louis about Hargrave having bought the place over Nate’s head and that Louis had gone right up into the air.  He added that he thought Louis was going to take the matter up with his brother Frank and that Frank would speak to his partner Congressman Kettner and that Kettner would do what he could for Nate in Washington.  A couple of weeks later I was told that Hargrave had bid in the Negro’s property for the sum of twenty-eight dollars.


Still later I hear that Nate had given one of his horses to Hargrave and that Hargrave had agreed to deed back the title to Nate.  I can testify to the fact that Hargrave did deed back the property in accordance with the agreement.


I was walking down the mountain some time after Hubbel and Butler had taken Nate away and had gone into Nate’s house to size things up.  The door was full open and the beds and tables were covered with a litter composed of Nate’s belongings.  I had not intended to touch anything but when I saw a legal-looking document lying right on top of a lot of papers on the table I decided to investigate.  The document proved to be the deed of the forty acres from Nathan Hargrave to Nathan Harrison!  Of course, I laid the deed back exactly where I had found it.


A man named Smith stayed with Nate the greater part of one winter shortly before Nate was taken down to San Diego.  I never saw Mr. Smith, but was informed that he was Nate’s son-in-law.  I think that Nate died without leaving a will.  Certainly I never again heard a word about the daughter.  The Public Administrator of San Diego County probated the estate and the land passed into the possession of Mr. Nicola.


Theodore Bailey raised funds for the building a monument to Nathan Harrison’s memory and had expected to deliver the address at the unveiling of the monument after it had been built.  Mr. Bailey was so overcome by emotion that he could not proceed.  So Edward Davis spoke in his place.  Davis spoke very highly of the friend we had all known for so long.  Amongst other things David declared that Nate might have married and settled down as a ‘squaw man,’ but that Nate had walked his own way and had never married.


When David said that Nate had never married I was standing right beside Bentley Elmore.  Possibly my mouth was all set to say something to Elmore.  However that may be, no words passed my lips – Louis Salmons was looking me full in the eyes with a peculiar expression on his face which said as plain as could be:


‘Bob, you keep your mouth shut!’  You can just bet that Bob did keep his mouth shut, for the time being at any rate.


Ed Davis must have been mistaken about Nate never having married.  How could Nate have said that he had a daughter if he had never married?  And if one could believe a statement made by Frank Machado, Nate may have been twice married.  Machado is an Indian owning a bit of farm land lying between the Indian Reservation of La Jolla and the Henshaw Dam.  He generally raises quite a bit of alfalfa hay each season, and sells much of it to the Hill and Weber Ranches.  And, every so often, he rides up the mountain to see how folks are getting along, and maybe to hint that a few dollars might come in handy.


One Sunday I happened to be at Weber’s when he called.  He is a very interesting talker and is well posted on the mountain’s history for some time back.  On this Sunday afternoon we got him started talking about ‘Mister Harrison,’ as he called Nate.


Said Machado: ‘My aunt, Dona Lavierla, married Mr. Harrison.  Mr. Harrison was working in Tulare County in 1845, was threatened with death, so went to Canyon near Santa Ana.  (Yerba) Married Fred Smith’s mother, a Lake Pechanga woman, then Dona Lavierla, my aunt, in 1882.


Frank Machado did not seem to know anything about Nate’s daughter, and, upon further questioning said that Fred Smith’s mother might have been Mr. Harrison’s sister.  So Fred Smith may have been Nate’s nephew instead of his son-in-law.


At one time in Nate Harrison’s life he was in the employ of Louis J. Rose.  Mr. Rose was one of the earliest settlers in the San Diego region and had a store near the north shore of San Diego bay in a locality called Roseville, so named in his honor.  Nate helped in the store.  There was no railroad in those days, and the steamers from San Francisco did not come very often.


There came a time, when Mr. Rose had to go north on a business trip to be absent from his store for two or three weeks.  He left Nate in full charge of the store and the ‘turkle.’  The turkle was an immense Gulf of California creature and the apple of the storekeeper’s eye.  [Editor’s note: The turkle was a large tortoise.  Don Harrison wrote a letter to Will Carless, staff writer for the Voice of San Diego, on September 22, 2005, which elaborated on Rose’s pet.  He wrote: “Personally, I think of Rose as someone who probably was quite loquacious.  He was elected and reelected to various public offices; he loved his little dog Pat and used to delight the townspeople when Pat would hide under Chili, Rose's pet terrapin, a tortoise that was so big children could ride on its back” [http://www.jewishsightseeing.com/louis_rose_historical/2005-Louis%20Rose%20Society/2005-09-22-dhh_voice_of_sd_letter.htm; accessed 11/29/2006].]  The turkle was somewhat given to wandering away from the Rose premises if given the least opportunity to get away.  His boss’ last instructions to Nate were warnings not to allow the turkle to get away.


One morning, a few days after Mr. Rose’s departure, the turkle was missing from its usual haunts.  Nate hunted around for hours whenever he could leave the store.  But he dared not leave the front of the store out of his sight on account of possible customers.  Rose was gone two weeks.  Nate said that he kept worrying about what Mr. Rose would say.


But Mr. Rose never said a word.  He just organized a posse and the posse found the turkle where La Presa is now.  La Presa is between Sweetwater Lake and Spring Valley.  They said that the turkle was headed straight for the Gulf when they found it.  Nate later declared that: ‘Louis J. Rose was the finest white man I ever knew.’


Nate also worked for Mr. McCoy.  It is likely that he first met McCoy at the Rose store.  Rose once owned some property on the ‘Plaza’ in San Diego south of where the U.S. Grant Hotel now stands.  This Plaza property was sold to Mr. McCoy for three hundred dollars, according to a source of information other than Nate Harrison.


One morning while I was still living at ‘The Dugout’ I started out bright and early with some scratch paper in my pocket and the strap of my camera over my shoulder, bound for a very special interview with Mr. Nathan Harrison.  Nate was standing near the well and had a little dog with him.  But the dog ran off quite a distance when I hove in sight, and although Nate coaxed and coaxed, doggie jus wouldn’t come all the way back.  So I took a picture of them as they were, with the pup some distance behind Nate.  Then Nate and I sat down on a convenient bank beside the road all set for the impending interview.  We had arranged for the interview some time before, and there is suspicion in the back of my mind that Nate had not only brushed up on his memory but his apparel, dilapidated overalls and all.  He had probably dug up the raggedest pair of overalls he could find in the scrap heap.


‘When I first came to the mountain,’ said Nate ‘bear were thick.  You could just hear them poppin’ their teeth.’


‘French Valley was a bad place for lions.  Once there were thirty-five of forty head of Dyche’s horses there, led by old Capanelle bell horse, and six mules.  One moonlight night the lions got after the horses, and if it hadn’t been for the mules some of the horses might have been killed.  Mules go at lions both ends to.  I was doctoring the horses for a month.  None of the horses died.’


‘I met a bear near where Bailey’s barn is now.  I was riding the pinto horse.  Bear was coming up the trail and looked at us good.  Then he went down the trail.  I was glad he went.’


‘We got two bear in French Valley.  Andy Blethen was with me.  I got one in a trap above the barn in Doane Valley.  He nearly got away.  Had chewed the logs nearly in pieces.  At the mill was a great place for a bear.  You could go almost any time in morning or evening and see them walking through the valley.  I could show old bear beds back of the cabin yet.  They lie down just like a dog.’


‘When I came to the country no Indian was allowed to speak to the priest without taking off his hat.  Mexicans about the same.  The Indians were treated like slaves.  The Indians were gathered in front [of] the missions.  They were given rations like soldiers, so many beeves [Editor’s note: the word “beeves” is an alternative plural of the word “beef”] to each bunch, so much beans et cetera, every Saturday or Sunday.’


‘About ten years ago when Father Williams came, the Indians thought he was Christ, even though he told them that he, Father Williams, was just like them, only he had education.’


‘A fellow from San Francisco came here from Julian hunting a railroad.  He wanted a place to sleep.  Scott had fed him and had given him a paper of crackers.  He had one extra coat, and that was all he had to sleep on.  I gave him two blankets.  He snored like sixty.  In the morning I told him I would show him how to find a railroad and I gave him some coffee.  I sent him to Pala.  He was well educated.  He said, ‘do you believe in dreams?’  I said no.  He had dreamed of a fortune coming from the ground.  He had letters and papers.  I was glad to get shed of him.  I didn’t want that sort of fellow around.  Don’t want my throat cut.’


‘Lions jump from thirty to thirty-five feet, tail and body straight out on level as they jump.  I got one on the ridge east of my cabin.  He was fourteen feet seven inches from tip to tip.’


‘I made rounds of several camps of Indians, sheepherders for the Frenchman, baking bread.  A lion went through a flock killing the sheep, but with a dog biting his rear.  Then the dog treed the lion.  An Indian saw a tail.  He got to the upper side and shot the whole side of the lion’s head off.  But the lion still lived.  It was alive the next morning.  I shot him then.  That fixed him.  The boss gave the Indian ten dollars, and he got six dollars more for the skin.  He gave the scalp to me and I got five dollars for it at the Court House in San Diego.  With a good dog you can get lions below the falls at the fork of Lion Creek.  I have seen them as close as thirty feet; but they are cowardly.’


‘A day or two ago, I counted fifty ground squirrels near the pump.  One day I put out poison for squirrels.  The Indian boy picked up seventy-five the first day.  He missed one squirrel.  A rattlesnake got the squirrel.  The snake died.  A skunk got the snake.  The skunk died.’


‘I have never found a wildcat poisoned.  You can get lions that way, though.  But you must never touch the bait with your hands.  You kill a sheep.  Take knife.  Jab sheep full of holes.  Then drop poison in the holes.’


‘I had hounds.  I killed twenty-seven cats in one month.  The skins are in Sparkman’s robe.  I got tired of counting fox skins.  I took a whole load of skins to Sparkman’s but he couldn’t sell any.’


‘Striplin’s boy saw a cat.  He ran at it and hollered.  The cat ran up a tree.  The boy stayed with it until the stage came along.  Harold Smith shot it.’


‘The surveyors of the Meridian (S.B.M. [San Bernardino Meridian]) were McIntosh, Hancock, and Wheeler.  About twenty-five or thirty years ago sixteen government surveyors came through on the Meridian.  It was winter with snow on the ground, but they paid no attention to the weather.  Below Oliver’s on line between nine and ten South, there is a cluster of white oaks.  They are cut and marked.  Section corner.  (Concerning survey of Township 9 South, Range 1 East).’


‘The Frenchman put up fifteen hundred dollars for the survey, Doane and Mendenhall wouldn’t dig up.  Charlie Fox was the surveyor and I was cook.’


‘I helped build thirty-two miles of two-wire fence on Pine Mountain.  Mr. McCoy had the contract.  He lost a hundred dollars on the job.’


‘I told Todd about rattlesnakes below Oliver’s.  Todd’s son went down the next day and killed six.  Todd went down the next day after that and killed seven.  There is a den there.’


‘Three boys came up the mountain shooting at everything.  Mr. Doane and Mr. Gage had just been up to the mail box and caught the boys in the act.  They were shooting holes in the mail box.  One shot had gone through a letter of Gage’s.  Doane pretended that he was real mad.  He said: ‘Now you boys pay five dollars or I’ll take you to San Diego.’  ([Author’s] Note: The penciled notes came to an abrupt end right here, but it is my recollection that Nate said that Doane threw a good scare into the boys and let them go on a promise to do no more shooting while on the mountain.)’


Nate had hogs in Doane Valley at an early date and made his camp near the spring below Mack Place.  (north).  Hence he was the ‘first white man on the mountain.’  The government lands in this section were not open to homestead entry at that time.  It is probably a fact that Nate was not notified when they were opened to entry until too late for him to take advantage of any settler’s rights he may have acquired before the opening.


I have seen the old arrastra on the flat south of Nate’s cabin.  An arrastra is an animal-motivated contrivance for reducing mineral ores to powder.  It is the supposition that the mill was erected to treat gold ores presumably found in the vicinity, but the hillsides canyons around Nate’s cabin have been thoroughly prospected and the mystery still remains unsolved.  At one time Ollie Bailey put in a good many hours trying to locate the source of the supposed gold-bearing ore, and even got around into my canyon below Rainbow Falls.  He found no gold rock, but did discover vestiges of an old road some distance below the falls on the south side of the creek.  He also ran across a strange tree which he was sure must be an entirely new species.


On a later trip into the canyon he cut off a small branch and brought it up to the Bailey place, where I was staying at the time.  I told Ollie that it must be a madrone, but Ollie was positive that this tree was not madrone; who ever heard of a madrone growing in this part of the country?  I told Ollie that we could settle the matter very quickly if he would hand over the twig to me.  I sent it up to my friend Willis L. Jepson at Berkeley.  Jepson wrote back that it was a madrone tree indeed, and that he was very much interested because it was the first he had known of any madrone trees growing naturally so far south.


However, Ollie Bailey was not the first white man to see those madrone trees.  Uncle Nate told me about a strange tree on the south side of Pauma Canyon between Rainbow Falls and the fork of Lion Creek.  He said that the tree had smooth bark like the manzanita but that he didn’t think that it was manzanita because it grew tall like a black oak.  This information came from Nate about the first time I ever talked with him at any length, probably in the early summer of 1901.


I did not investigate at the time, but, after receiving the letter from Doctor Jepson, I went down into the canyon by way of Oak Flat and an old, very steep cattle trail.  I found two of the Madrone trees, each about forty-five or fifty feet high.


Years later, John Wesley Cotton, a famous artist, was visiting me at my Spruce Hill Camp.  I told him about the madrones, but he was incredulous.  So I dares him to the trip down the canyon.  He took up my dare, and we started down the canyon early the next morning.  When we reached the first one of the trees, he promptly admitted that it was indeed a madrone.  Then I led him out of the canyon by way of the old steep trail and Oak Flat to the grade at the Saddle above Nate’s, and so on up the grade to the Doane Valley road and to my camp.


Now it so happened that on the same day, but later in the morning, friend Ed Davis of the Iron Springs and Mesa Grande squired a party of guests down the canyon to the falls.  Arrived there they decided that they had plenty of time to do further exploring of the creek’s beauty.  And, would you believe it, they actually ‘discovered’ a magnificent specimen of a tree hitherto unknown in this section – the madrone!


There was something in print about Edward H. Davis’s amazing discovery.  And, to cap the climax, not very long ago, some folks were down to spruce Hill Camp hunting for ‘The Madrone tree that had been discovered by John Wesley Cotton!’


It has been stated that Nate once had a claim at Rincon just outside the east boundary line of the Pauma Grant.  He sold this property, and Phillip Sparkman started his first little store there.  Sparkman later built a larger store further up the valley.  Jack Ripley came into possession of the Nate Harrison tract and planted a walnut orchard.


One day when Harry and Mrs. Hill drove by Nate’s well he was not there.  They drove on up the mountain, but when they reached the Mack place they stopped to see Mr. Hayes.  Mr. Hayes had seen nothing of Nate for some time and was worried about him.  So, according to Mrs. Hill’s version of the case, Mr. Hayes investigated and found Nate so crippled by rheumatism that he was unable to get about, and there was no one with him.  Mrs. Hill was of the opinion that Mr. Hayes thereupon loaded Nate into his wagon and took him down to the hospital.


There is, however, another version of the story:  It seems that Harry Hill and Ed Quinlan had informed the County Supervisors of Nate’s plight and that the Board had ordered Constable Harry Hubble to go and get Nate and bring him down to the County Hospital.  A Mr. Butler, who was in charge of the County Garage, accompanied Hubble on the trip.  Mr. Butler told me about the trip himself.  He said that Nate objected most strenuously against being taken away and had only consented after the two countrymen had succeeded in convincing him that a continued residence on his place would not be fair to his friends on the mountain.


Butler told me that Nate begged to be allowed to get a new pair of overalls at the Pala store.  The old Negro said that his old pair of overalls were not good enough to go visiting in.


There is not much left of Nate’s cabin now.  Only a part of one corner of the fireplace is still standing, but the weeds are high over everything.  Nearby are the charred remains of bits of lumber, probably piled there and burned by the present owner of the place.  Around the site of the house a number of grape vines and fruit trees are still alive and vigorous.


On the flat south of the cabin, where there had been a row or two of currant and gooseberry bushes, there is nothing left, even the wild bushes have been grazed short by sheep.  I faintly remember having seen, at an early date, several rows of corn as high as a man, and I think Nate used to grow a row or two of potatoes and other vegetables each summer until the weight of years forbad.”

Fink, W.C., “Nigger Nate,” (1924-37) File at San Diego Historical Society


The San Diego Historical Society file on Nathan Harrison includes a variety of articles with little or no information on the authors.  One such article, a hand-written four-page biography of Nathan Harrison, has the attribution “by Fink” in the upper right-hand corner.  The writing is in cursive; the name could easily be confused with “Frick” or “Frisk.”  However, John Davidson’s 1937 San Diego Evening Tribune article quotes extensively from it and attributes the material to longtime Palomar resident W. C. Fink.  Fink’s narrative post-dates the 1924 placing of the monument on the grade and pre-dates Davidson’s 1937 article that quotes extensively from it.  The article mentions Major Utt as a resident of nearby Agua Tibia, but it does not claim that Utt’s family owned Harrison at any time.  In fact, when discussion turns to the identity of Harrison’s original owner, the author suggests indirectly that the master is not any of the Utts.


The transcription of the article reads:


“Nigger Nate


Nathan Harrison, Nigger Nate, a well known character to all the old time settlers on smith mountain and as he often said he was the first white man to live on Smith mountain and his coming was like this: at the time when the sheep men used the high pasture lands on the mountain for summer and Fall feed and kept them there if the snow held off till the pasture was good in low land and coast.  Nigger Nate, two dogs and a flock of sheep came to those vallies [sic] afterward known as French valley and Doane valley.  There is where Nate was sheepherding the sheep when he grew tired of being alone with only dogs and sheep for company.  ‘I told those dogs to take good care of the sheep,’ he afterwards said and left for Pauma Rancheria, taking his roll of bedding and the little food, flour, and frijollies [sic] which would insure him a welcome with the Indians.  His living with the Indians became so interesting he did not return to the sheep for some time and when he did[,] found dogs and sheep gone and over pasture and range some dead sheep and if any sheep were spared they had left the range for good and mountain lions after them.  His job was gone as well as the sheep and he was responsible for the flock of sheep.  Responsibility sat very lightly on his shoulders but what would happen when the owner came with supplies and get the flock of sheep.  He thought of saf[e]ty for his hide and that saf[e]ty lay in flight from the scene of the disaster till after the owner came with grub and found out what had happened to his sheep and hunted among the Rancherias of the Indians for the defaulting Nate and was met with the usual response.  No savvy did he return home to the home Ranch at Chino.  Nate returned to Rancheria at Pauma and ever afterward remained in the County.  He claimed to be the first white man to live on Smith mountain[,] meaning he was no Indian, tho’ he was black  as the ace of spades and one time he was asked if the Winery man would mistake him for an Indian[,] he replyed [sic,] ‘not ‘less I fades considerable.’  Many times he turned up at Agua Tibia Rancho asking for work but meaning food and comfortable home and never was refused to be taken in and supplyed [sic] with clothes and when the work became distasteful to him[,] left without notice to live among the Indians and later would return as glad as a lost pup to its mother.  This amused Maj. Utt very much and was a pleasure to hear him tell his adventures with the squaws who had not been able to quell the manly spirit of Nate.  He was persuaded to take a Free Homestead on the West end of Smith Mountain, 60 acres next to the Pauma Grant line on oat ridge where was a Spring and pasture land and which he owned at the time of his death.  The County made a single track road up the mountain thru’ his land and put a water trough at his place where travelers could stop and camp and at this place is where the public came to know him.  Get his stomach filled with food and drink he would reveal the local history and traditions of all that he had come in contact: as much of it was first hand knowledge was amusing and interesting.  As he and his master were 49’ers at which time he was a grown man and claimed to be the best man among his master’s Slaves but never told how many slaves his master owned or if he was the only one.  At the time the Lincoln pennies were minted I gave him a bright penny and told him what Lincoln done for the slaves: he said, “I know about Abe Lincoln.  I had my freedom long for that.”  We knew that it was a subject he would not talk about.  He had escaped from his master in the gold diggers and found refuge in the south part of the state among strangers and [was] at one time a wood cutter at San Gabriel Mission and saw some adventurous times there and El Monte by the night robbers.  He had no education, wrote his name with an X, voted the Republican party; his memory retained everything exact as our books do the account: he repeated the tales in the exact words he used before.  Much of his food came from travelers on the road and should he receive a gift of money would round up a horse with a jug in a sack put off to the winery and most often it would be empty when he returned by reason he had stopped with the Indians on his way home.  He spent much of his time in his old age sitting on a boulder at Billy goat point where he could see the road for miles below and know when anyone was coming that way.  There came a time when he remained in the cabin and we saw him no more and a time when the County car took him to the hospital and then the cemetery and we knew him no more.  Many storys [sic] and tales about him are remembered by the few old-timers still living and who have erected a monument for him at his old place on the Country road.”

Edmund Rucker, “Nigger Nate Saga Mountain Memory” (February 22, 1951)


Rucker’s newspaper article from 1951 was based on discussions the reporter had with Robert Asher.  It includes many passages from Asher’s unpublished 1932-50 manuscript.  Rucker’s article offered anecdotal stories of Harrison’s time on the mountain, including tales of encounters with bears and mountain lions.  It is part of the Kirby Collection.  


The page A-12 article is part of the “Roving Reporter” series.  It reads as follows:


“Nigger Nate Saga Mountain Memory


By Edmund Rucker


PALOMAR, Feb. 21 (Special)—Nigger Nate Grade winds up the west slope of Palomar Mountain and still appears on maps of San Diego County.  But since the completion of the paved Highway to the Stars, the old dirt road is little used.  But if you will push your car up this grade you will come upon a stone monument with a bronze plaque which is perhaps the only public historical monument in the county to a Negro.


This marker stands guard beside a spring where Nate, as everyone knew him, was for many years a familiar figure—a kind, courteous, intelligent colored man whose singular boast was that he was ‘the first White man on Palomar.’  The bronze plaque reads as follows:


‘Nathan Harrison Spring


Brought Here a Slave in 1848


Died Oct. 10, 1920


A Man’s a Man for A’ That.’


You don’t travel far today in the county without hearing the name of Nate mentioned.  He was obviously a useful and well-liked citizen in the days of his vigor, and his instinct for service remained alive through his feeble old age.  Travelers to Palomar came upon him sitting beside the spring which bears his name, and from which he dipped many a drink for thirsty Model T motorists and water for radiators boiling from low-gear toil.


Among Nate’s many friends was Robert Asher, who for 35 years lived a hermit life on Palomar.  I am indebted to Asher, now 81, for biographical material about this unusual colored man.  Nathan Harrison was born a slave in Kentucky and was brought to California as a youth in a party of which his owner was a member.  He lived for a time near Temecula.  He was employed on a sheep ranch, and later he ran both sheep and cattle on the mountain west of Bougher’s Hill, and later in the lower Doane Valley where he made bread for the herders.  These duties left him some leisure, and he spent much of it at ‘Billygoat Point’ which was a mile below Nate’s spring, and which commanded a sweeping view across Pauma Valley.

STOPPED AT WELL

‘I have seen him perched there for hours,’ Asher recalled. ‘He would be waiting for me to get abreast of the point as I toiled up the grade afoot.  I have often stopped at the well for lunch, always making a little fire to heat water for tea.  Sometimes I made camp there for the night, and Nate would come out from his house, which was back a bit from the road, and chat with me.  It was always a pleasure to meet him, even though I never had anything to offer him in the way of liquor or tobacco.


‘One evening when I reached Nate’s Well on the way up from Escondido, everything was damp from a thick mist.  I had found a dry place for my blankets and was trying to start a fire when Uncle Nate hove in sight.  He watched me for a moment and then said, ‘You don’t know how to start a fire when things are wet?  You see those white sage bushes over there with some dead flower stalks sticking up?  You get some of those and you can start your fire easy.  But you can try it some other time: you better come into the house where it is dry.’


‘Thank you,’ I said, ‘but I don’t want to impose on you.’


‘You won’t be a bit of trouble,’ he assured me, ‘You can make your tea on my fire and I have an extra bed.’

OFTEN HIS GUEST

Asher was Nate’s overnight guest on other occasions.  Hear him tell it:

‘It had been raining heavily a few hours before I reached Nate’s Well on the upgrade.  I had not intended on stopping, but Nate was there and he insisted that I stay over night.  In the house he prepared supper, and it was magnificent!  Beef stew, with the beef done just right; flaky white potatoes with gravy that couldn’t be beat.  And perfect home-cooked bread.  The loaves were very thick but thoroughly cooked all the way through with a rich, brown crust and without even a hint of the sourness which was so common in those days in white folks’ kitchens.’

FULL OF BEARS


‘After supper Nate coaxed me into his easy chair beside the fire, seated himself on a stool near by and commenced telling stories of his experiences on the mountain.  It was cozy inside but it was a stormy night on Palomar.  Nate’s language was that of a cultivated man, but he used many striking idioms.

‘I recall when he was talking about bears on the mountain when he first arrived, he said:

‘You could hear them poppin’ their teeth.’

‘I’m sorry but you haven’t room to print Nate’s tales of contacts with mountain lions, and of dogs treeing them, and of other wild beasts, and of his relations with Indians.  It is a saga of the summit,’ said Asher.

The monument to Nate was purchased with contributions secured through the leadership of Theodore Bailey of Palomar.  He had expected deliver the address at the unveiling of the marker, but he was overcome by emotion, and in his place, Edward Davis spoke to the gathering of sorrowing friends.

He said, among other things, that ‘Nate might have married and settled down as a ‘squaw man’, but he had preferred to walk his own way.’”
Philip S. Rush, “The Story of ‘Nigger Nate’” (1952)


In the May 1952 issue of Southern California Rancher, Rush wrote an article that claimed to detail the life of Nate Harrison.  Although it provides some descriptions of Harrison, the article spends more time on the story of the Utts, the individuals who purportedly owned Harrison and brought him to California.  It is worth pointing out that this article ran on a page adjacent to an advertisement for James B. Utt in his bid for Congress.  Rush’s article celebrates the Utts by linking them to the legend of Harrison.


Rush’s article reads as follows:

“THE STORY OF ‘NIGGER NATE’

High above the nicely groomed citrus and avocado groves of the Pauma Valley, pretty well up the southwestern slope of old Palomar Mountain, is a neglected rock cairn, which marks the spot where "Nigger Nate" lived for many years. It was erected by his friends after he passed on in 1920; the old darkey had many friends. With the passing of the years, his name has become a legend, but there was a real ‘Nigger Nate,’ as the old timers· all know, and his name is perpetuated in ‘Nigger Nate Grade’ on Palomar, and ‘Nigger Nate Springs.’ 

Something over a century, ago, there lived at Westfield, Virginia, Lysander Utt and his family--comfortable plantation slave owners, as most everyone except the Negroes and ‘poor white trash’ of Virginia were in those days.  Mr. Utt, hear​ing of the California gold discoveries, headed west in 1849, taking one healthy Negro man slave with him.  He went to Independence, Mo., where he outfitted for a trip across the deserts, mountains and plains of the Far West. Weeks were spent on the trail, but after much hardship, Utt and his slave reached the tiny Mexican pueblo of Los Angeles on Christmas Eve, 1849.  It was a strange, strange country to the high bred Virginian, but with undaunted courage he proceeded to Auburn where for a time he tried his hand at gold mining. 

After indifferent success on the placers of Northern California, he returned to the Southland, first to Anaheim, then to what promised to be a new and great city, Tustin.  Two years later, 1874, he established the L. Utt Pioneer Store at Tustin, and it became the trading post and stop​ping place of travelers and ranchers going from San Diego and San Juan Capistrano to Los Angeles.

When Mr. Utt arrived in Mexican California, little was thought of the fact that he had a Negro slave, but when the Americans took over a few years later, one of the principal points of contention was whether California should be a free or slave state, and the first constitutional con​vention in Monterey settled the problem for all time--decreeing that un​paid servitude should be prohibited in the new state.  So Mr. Utt released his slave man, and Nate wandered away, finally settling for a few years in the Doane valley on Palomar, then called Smith mountain.  Then he moved to the west side of the mountain, built a small shack, and lived there until he passed on.  He is remembered as a picturesque figure, very friendly and talkative--that is talkative about everything ex​cept his own past--a subject which he studiously avoided.  He lived largely upon the wild game and herbs of the mountainside, as the Indians had done for centuries be​fore.  Near his shack was a good spring of fresh water, and when old Nate would spy a teamster toiling up the difficult trail of the mountain to the small farms and orchards atop Palomar, he would always greet him with a pail of fresh water for his team, and in return the traveler would give him bits of food, or perhaps a nickel or dime, and wave a friendly goodbye, as he urged his team further up the mountainside.

There was work a plenty in the fields and groves at the foot of the mountain, but Nate was absolutely allergic to labor of any kind. Some​times he would go to the Doane or Bailey or Mendenhall ranches, may​be even promise to work in the hay fields, but he always ‘had a mizry’ about the time work got under way, and needed a shot of ‘mizry medi​cine’--the stronger the alcoholic content the better.  Then he would entertain his friends with stories of all sorts--tales, that is, about every​thing except himself and his early life.  He gave himself the title ‘the first white man to live on Palomar,’ and eked out an existence there for more than a half century. 

In the meantime, the Utt family had begun the development of the Agua Tibia Ranch, a few miles west of Palomar, and had other extensive land holdings in Orange, Ventura and Los Angeles counties.  Lysander Utt, who brought '''Nigger Nate" to California in 1849, passed on in 1890, his son, C. E. Utt, continuing the store for a time, and developing the ranch properties.  To bring this story down to date, James B. Utt, who is now a leading candidate for the United States Congress from the new San Diego-Orange County district, is a grandson of old Lysander Utt, one time master of ‘Nigger Nate.’”
Anonymous, “Palomar Mountain” (1958)


The Kirby Collection includes an anonymous article about Palomar Mountain in the context of the world-famous observatory.  If offers an overview of regional history and briefly addresses Harrison’s life and legend.  The article states that at the time of its publication it had been 22 years since the observatory opened (in 1936), making the publication date 1958.


The excerpt about Harrison is as follows:


“One of the mountain’s legendary characters was Nathan Harrison, a Negro slave who followed his master from Virginia to the gold rush country in Northern California in 1848 and soon after settled on Palomar.  ‘Uncle Nate,’ as he was called by many, lived alone in a crude stone and wood cabin with some scrawny chickens and hogs who sometimes shared the hut with him.  He had a fondness for whiskey.  And he was given drinks of it, small change or food by grateful travelers when he brought buckets of water from his spring for their teams of sweating horses that struggled up the steep, winding grade now named Nathan Harrison Road.  A monument on one of the grade’s hairpin turns near Nate’s spring tells us that Harrison died in San Diego County in 1920 at the age of 101.  Part of the lore surrounding Nate is that nurses at the county hospital peeled more than a dozen pairs of overalls off him; and then he died.  Supposedly he would put on a new pair when the pair he was wearing began to deteriorate.”

Marion Beckler, Palomar Mountain Past and Present (1958)


Beckler dedicated a few pages of her book on Palomar Mountain to Harrison.  She declared that the truth regarding Harrison’s stay in San Diego county is in Rush’s 1952 account.  She claimed that Harrison pre-dates Joseph Smith’s 1859 settling of Palomar Mountain.  Her book is part of the Kirby Collection.  Beckler’s book includes one picture of Harrison; it is Kirby Collection Image #1.  Its caption reads: “Nathan Harrison, known as ‘Nigger Nate,’ who called himself the first white man on the mountain.  His cabin was near the old west grade, which old-timers called ‘Nigger Grade.’”

Beckler’s section on Harrison reads as follows:


“NATHAN HARRISON


Maybe Nathan Harrison was put in the Palomar Story for comedy relief.  Known through the years as ‘Nigger Nate,’ he called himself the ‘first white man on the mountain.’  He doubtless pre-dates Joseph Smith.  He was the first settler on the west end.


His hut was not far from the road where there was a spring and horse trough.  Here wagons stopped for water and Nate was always there with his cheerful greeting.  He doubtless had lived there for around forty years when the road was built in 1900.  Before that time the mountaineers had used Smith’s east grade or the more recent Trujillo Trail up the south side, paralleling more or less the ‘Highway to the Stars.’  So Nate’s life must have been a very lonely one.


Nate told many stories about his past, all picturing himself as a runaway slave who had sought refuge in the mountain solitudes, not knowing for years after the war that there had been a war and that he was a free man.


The truth about Nathan Harrison is to be found in the Southern California Rancher, issue of May 1952.  According to that, Lysander Utt, grandfather of Congressman James Utt, came from Virginia to California during the Gold Rush, bringing one slave.  He was operating a Pioneer trading Post in Tustin when California issued a decree against unpaid servitude.  So Utt’s slave, Nate, was a free man.


Utt’s property interests on Agua Tibia probably brought Nate this way.  He went first into the valley known as ‘Doane,’ then moved below the snow line, built his hut, planted his orchard, and enjoyed the world as it went by.


After his death a monument was erected in his honor.  People traveling that west grade—a dirt road with the same hair-raising turns it started out with in 1900—will see that memorial where the spring and horse-through [trough] used to be, where old Nate once greeted folks with his jovial humor:

NATHAN HARRISON’S SPRING

BROUGHT HERE A SLAVE IN 1848

DIED OCTOBER 10TH, 1920, AGED 101 YEARS

‘A MAN’S A MAN FOR A’THAT.’


The old grade, known for years as ‘Nigger Grade’ was recently re-named ‘Nathan Harrison Grade.’”
Laura M. James, “Palomar’s Friendly Hermit” (1958)


James’s 1958 San Diego Historical Society Quarterly article addressed the conflicting stories of Harrison’s arrival in California and detailed his time on the mountain with numerous anecdotes.  It can be viewed at: http://www.sandiegohistory.org/journal/58january/hermit.htm.  The Kirby Collection also contains a copy of this article.  The story contains an image of Harrison with the caption: “NATHAN HARRISON, 1819-1920.  Photo (1912) by Mrs. J. M. Reece, courtesy of Miss Catherine M. Wood.”  The photograph is the same as Escondido Historical Society Image #3.  The article reads as follows:


“If you go to Palomar Mountain by the old West Grade road, just as you enter the trees, pause and go back from the road a short distance. You will find a small clearing, a pile of rocks, a few dead apricot trees, and a dry dilapidated watering trough. The rocks once formed the walls of a small house, the trees were part of a lovely orchard, and the watering trough once overflowed with cold mountain spring water. 

In former years here lived at the roadside an old Negro man who was friend to both man and beast. All who traveled this steep grade, which, for years was the only road connecting the mountain with the valley below, looked forward to reaching this spot. They knew that they would be met by this small, smiling man who would first hand them a gourd of ice-cold water, then see that their horse was watered, or their boiling radiator cooled, as the case might be. 

‘Nigger Nate’ was a friendly person, yet very little is known of his early life. All of his life story was never told, even to his best friends, and, try as hard as they would, no one could ever get him to tell the name of his master, for Nate was once a slave. When he passed on in 1920 his true story was buried with him. 

There are many versions as to how he came to California. Some say he was the body servant to an Army officer who brought him around the Horn to the gold diggings in the northern part of the state. In order to get to make the trip he had promised to work in the mines for the officer. This he did for one day, then declared his independence, and went to work on his own, and for years did freighting for the miners. Another story is that he came from Kentucky to Sedalia, Missouri, where he waited for several months while a wagon train was being made up to come overland to Merced and on to the mines. However, the following is what Nate told two of his friends, one a lady from the South who lived for years on the mountain, and the other an Indian friend who used to spend a lot of time up at the cabin. 

Nate told them he was from the state of Mississippi. When a boy of about sixteen he and a number of other slaves were put up for auction. As he was small of stature (caused, he claimed, because as a child he had been worked so hard and fed so little) he was not attractive to buyers. They were looking for large strong men to work in the fields. During the excitement of the auction Nate saw a chance to slip away. He dropped into the river, and swam and floated for miles. At last he came to a landing where a side-wheel steamer was taking on fuel. He stole into the fuel bunker. There he stayed for days. He lost track of the number, and when he finally saw a chance to get out, he was almost starved to death. He hid out in the woods all day. When the lights in a nearby farm house went out at night, and he figured everyone would be asleep, he crept up to the house and ate food that had been set out for the dogs. He said that was the best tasting food he had eaten in all his life. 

What his story was in connection with the long miles and years that stretched between the Mississippi River and California is subject for dispute. Mrs. Elsie Crooks, of Escondido, who is the granddaughter of one of California's early pioneers, tells this story: 

Her grandfather, John Welty, brought his family to California in a covered wagon train. At one point they met another party at a river, and the two outfits helped each other to cross. When they were across the Welty's train came right on. They wanted the others to come with them, but for some reason the other group wanted to lay over a day. They laid plans to overtake the Welty train at a place where the two outfits planned to rest for several days. When they did not arrive as planned, Grandfather Welty rode back to see what was delaying them. He found that the Indians had killed them all, burned their wagons, and made off with their stock. As he was returning to his outfit, he came upon a woman, a baby, and a Negro. They had managed to escape by hiding in some tules and willows. For fear the Indians would track them, they had put some of their clothing over their shoes, and were endeavoring to reach the others on foot. 

Later, when the Welty train reached a fort, the woman and baby were left in order that they might return to the East with the first outfit going that way, but the Negro came on to California. He was Nate. 

The wagon train arrived in San Bernardino in 1864. Almost all of the company settled in or near that city, but a few drifted south into San Diego County. Grandfather Welty first settled up in the mountains back of San Bernardino, where he established the first saw mill in that district. After being burned out twice by the Indians he moved his family to the Temecula Canyon, to a place called in more recent years the Keating Ranch. Mrs. Crooks says that as a child she spent a lot of time with her grandparents, and that there was never a gathering of the San Bernardino friends that Nate did not attend. Everyone always seemed exceptionally glad to see him. He would often come up to the ranch, and after spending several days would say he was going on up to San Bernardino to see the folks, meaning the other members of the wagon train. She remembers him as always laughing and as a great hand to play jokes on the children. 

The first home that we hear of Nate having was in the Rincon Valley. Later he took up a homestead on the south slope of Palomar Mountain. Here he lived for years, clearing a small part of the land, planting an orchard, and raising horses. He had the one price of $150 for his horses, regardless of age, size, or kind. And he insisted he be paid in gold. He said he wanted no truck with silver or folding money. During the summer months he acted as herdsman for a Temecula man who ran a large herd of sheep on the mountain. During the winter months he did odd jobs for his friends in the valley, and was always in demand at hog killing time. 

People going to and from the mountain would always remember Nate and take him choice bits of food. These he greatly enjoyed, and amused the givers by telling them, ‘Just wait till I get my tooth in it.’ For years he only had one tooth in his head. Especially he appreciated a bottle of liquor, right up to his dying day. He always said he had been raised on corn liquor. For years he rode a white horse. He usually rode at a walk, but his friends could tell just how much he had imbibed by the way he rode. The more liquor consumed, the faster the horse was made to travel, until sometimes he would go up the mountain at a dead run. 

Evidently he was not too careful a cook, for an Indian friend tells of going there one day, and, upon finding the coffee pot almost filled with coffee grounds, he decided to empty them and make fresh coffee. Down near the bottom of the pot he found a large lizard that had been boiled over and over. 

Nate claimed that the meat of all wild animals was good to eat. One fall his friend Juan Disperto went up to gather acorns. Nate saw him eyeing a string of jerky that he had drying, and told him to take what he wanted of it. When ready to go home Juan took a liberal supply. In a couple of weeks he was back for more acorns. Nate asked him how he liked the jerky, and he replied it was the best he had ever eaten. It was then that Nate told him that it was not deer meat but mountain lion. This made Disperto very angry, and he went on down the mountain without gathering any acorns. 

Nate was thrifty in some ways. After he had chewed his tobacco for a long time he would put it out to dry and smoke it in his pipe. One Indian says that the pipe was so strong that all he had to do was to put a coal in it and he could have a good smoke. 

Nate was a friend of the Indians and the Indians were friends of Nate's, so much so that he was adopted into their tribes to the extent that he could take part in their ceremonial dances. He was present at all the fiestas. Late in life he accepted the Catholic faith and was baptized by Max Peter's mother. 

For years, when asked his age, he would reply that he would be seventy-six this coming New Year's Day. From things he said people figured he was over a hundred when Dr. Milton Bailey persuaded the old man to let him take him to the San Diego County Hospital, where he passed away. 

Friends collected money and had a monument erected by the spring at the entrance to his mountain home. It is of native stone; a copper plate set in bears the following inscription: 

Nathan Harrison's Spring
Brought here a slave about 1848
Died October 10th, 1920, aged 107 years
‘A man's a man for a' that.’”
Edgar F. Hastings, “An Interview with ADALIND S. BAILEY” (May 14, 1959)

Hastings interviewed Palomar resident Adalind Bailey in 1959.  Bailey, the wife of Milton Bailey and daughter-in-law of Harrison’s close friend Theodore Bailey, was 73 at the time of the interview.  She died in 1970.  The interview took place at the Bailey Resort on Palomar Mountain, an old adobe house, purportedly built by the indigenous population under Theodore Bailey’s direction.


This report only presents the parts of the Bailey interview that pertain to Nate Harrison and the grade.  Beginning on page 10, the interview reads as follows:


“STAGE ROUTE, PALOMAR MT.:  The stages came from Escondido.  My first trip up here I had to come to Escondido on the train, stay overnight, and take a stage at six o’clock in the morning.  We took lunch with us.  There were quite a number of us and we stopped at Rincon, ate our lunch, and changed stages for the mountain stage.  It just happened that that time my husband drove the stage, the only time that summer, and we came up on that stage.


The Nigger Nate grade was the only grade.  We came up Nigger Nate grade from Rincon.  I think there were six horses on the stage.  It took from three o’clock in the afternoon (when) I left San Diego until half past eight the next night to get up here.  We left San Diego and came to Escondido on the train and stayed overnight in Escondido, then took the stage at six o’clock and got to Rincon.  We rested for an hour at Rincon, changed stages and came on up.


The Rincon stage went back to Escondido.  It only went from Escondido to Rincon, and then Palomar mountain stage would meet us at Rincon.  The stage had three seats.  I think it held three in each seat.  I forget how many in the group that came up with me, probably six or eight.  It was a spring wagon with a top on it.  It may have had fringe around it too, I don’t remember.  Three cross seats.  The driver sat in front and two could sit there with him, and then there could be six in the other two seats, three in each seat.


We came up Nigger Nate grade and we came through the old west grade at the top just as it is now.  We came through right there in the State Park not far from the head ranger’s cabin, then over to Bailey’s.  That was all.  This was the end of the trip.  It was our stage; it was a private stage, brought people up to the Bailey resort.  When they wanted to go down they’d go down on the stage.  That was the only road.  There was no south grade and the east grade was very bad.  The new east grade hadn’t been made then.


We ran the stage for awhile from San Diego.  I remember the drivers.  We had our stage office at Muehleisen’s.  You remember the old sporting goods house?  That was on 4th Street not far from Broadway.  That’s where the stage left, I think three times a week, for Palomar mountain.  At that time, of course, it was an automobile stage.  We changed to automobile stage almost as soon as I got here.  I came over the stage trip the last year, I think, they ran stages.


The next year my husband got an automobile stage and hired a driver.  When he did that he began running from San Diego.  We had an old Pierce-Arrow at first.  I remember that distinctively because it was covered with brass, you know, and it didn’t have any top.  I think it had a windshield – I’m not sure.  We had to stop and light the acetylene lights when it began to get dark.  Sometimes it wouldn’t work.  You know how those things got plugged up.

NIGGER NATE (HARRISON):  Nigger Nate was living there then.  He was living there for some time.  He was a very delightful old man, colored fellow, and very dignified and poised.  He had a beard.  It was white when I first knew him.  He was pretty old.  He homesteaded up there and lived there about half-way up the mountain.  He had a little spring there, plenty of water.  He built a little cabin that stood for a long time.  One of the younger Kelly men bought that place and owns it now, Dewey Kelly.  He plans to build there.


A group of us went down not many weeks ago and saw where the cabin stands.  There’s nothing left except a little bit of a rock pile there.  Nigger Nate grade is open just about the way it was originally.  You can still go over it.  It is still passable.  They keep it open for fire protection.


Nigger Nate was a nice old fellow.  I liked him.  He’d hear us coming up the grade and come out to meet us.  I’d always bring him corn bread.  He liked corn bread and when we were going to come up I’d bring him a big pan of corn bread for him.  He liked mutton and my husband would bring him a piece of mutton.  Everyone that went along sort of fed him.


When the people butchered up here they always took something to him.  And he liked something to drink occasionally, too.  Louie always brought him a bottle of something when he came up.  He needed a stimulant; he needed the company.  The say he was in his nineties, and I expect he was.


We went to see him after they took him down to the county hospital.  He was scrubbed clean and seemed very happy.  He said the girls were very good to him and I imagine they were.  He was a cute old fellow.  He was still up here when my oldest boy was three because I have a picture taken together and I imagine he was five or so before Nate was taken down.  He got so old and so sick he couldn’t take care of himself.”


Toward the end of the interview, Bailey mentioned the Harrison grade in reference to the old sawmill in Pedley Valley.  She stated (on page 20):


“There was something left of the old sawmill when I first came, but nothing left of it now.  It’s all gone.  I don’t think they would ship any lumber down the hill; it would be too expensive.  The roads were very poor.  There wasn’t even the west grade that is such a miserable road.  That was supposed to be a very elegant road when it was built.  They were proud of it.  That’s the Nigger Nate grade, Nathan Harrison grade they call it now.  When the old east grade came up, that was an improvement on what they had.”

Edgar F. Hastings, “An Interview with LOUIS SHANNON SALMONS” (June 17, 1959)


Hastings conducted an interview with 83-year-old Palomar pioneer Louis Salmons in 1959.  The interview took place at the Salmons home in Pauma Valley, near Rincon.


This report only includes the parts of the Salmons interview that pertain to Nate Harrison and the grade.  Beginning on page 4, the interview reads as follows:


“One Christmas morning about four o’clock we had an earthquake and it - all the roof of that chapel in Pala Mission and everything just went down.  So, in those days there was nobody to donate anything much.  There was just the people that live around Pala and so I told them that I thought I could get permission from Oliver up on Palomar there, (he owned 160 acres of land up there) Ernest Oliver, to cut the timber and the people in Pala, the Indians and Mexicans there offered to go up and cut the timber and peel them.  So they did.  They figured out what they wanted and they went up and cut them all and peeled them and I hauled them down.  I donated half of that – hauling them down.  And I got… that was the early days.


The west grade was none too wide and there’s several of the turns there that when I got to the turn we had to… the front end of the big long timbers up over the – on the footboard over the team, and the hind end was back so far that when we got to a short turn we had to get around and jack the wagon up and take the team off and slide it around, straighten it out so that we could go on, several times – haul them down to the grade, haul them down to Pala.  Then they repaired the chapel.  I suppose those same logs are in there now.  They’ve done so much building in there that I wouldn’t know.  I don’t hardly know the place.


Well, I’m not as big a liar as some of the rest of them.  All I know is what the old man told me a thousand times.  (Nigger Nate told me).  He come from Kentucky to Sedalia, Missouri, and that was where they all congregated there.  And they had to make a big wagon train for the Indians – stand the Indians off.  So he came there up to Fort Stockton, up by Sacramento and was there for several years.  And finally the man that… His master that brought him out, he died and old Nate drifted on down this way them.


He started before the Civil War.  Oh, yes, it was – he was still a slave when he came.  He came here in the early day.  I don’t know what year.  He didn’t know what year himself that he came.  But he was a slave when he came across.  Then when his master died, he was free. Well, by that time I think they’d freed the slaves.  The war was over by that time.


Then he drifted down here, and he was all around. He took up the hundred acres that the Rincon Spring’s on.  You know, where the resort is there.  Well, he took that 160 acres there.  Oh, he sold it to Andrade Scott.  Well, he had one or two Indian wives, two or three of them.  So afterwards, he went up and took up that place on the mountain.  Before that he was on the mountain when he first came down here, and he was in lower Doane Valley going to raise hogs.  And he said the ‘bars’ (bears), so wild he couldn’t do anything with them.  He had to shoot what he did get afterwards.  Grizzly bears there then.  They was darn hard on hogs.


He lived on San Gabriel for a long time before he came down here.  And he used to go to Los Angeles and … Los Angeles was just a little runt of a Mexican town then and he always called it the ‘Pueblo.’  He went to the Pueblo occasionally and when he was there he never slept in Los Angeles overnight.  He’d saddle his horse and go out on the hills.  He said they was killing people every night.  (They had a sign up, ‘Nigger don’t let the sun set.’)”


On pages 6-7, Salmons discusses Harrison in the context of Doane’s marriage.  The interview reads:


“So he [George Doane] got a livery rig to bring ‘em [Doane, his new wife and her maid] up the mountain.  And he got up – they drove in to old Nate’s late I the afternoon and he told Nate, said, ‘Nate,’ he said, ‘I want you to come meet my wife.’  And so old Nate walked down and says, ‘All right.’  He says, ‘Which one is it?’  And he had this nigger girl with him, too, you know.  She came as a servant.  She’d been this girl’s (that Doane married) … Her mother had raised this nigger girl.  And she was here, oh, for three or four years.


This girl he [Doane] married came from Louisiana, that French, the Cajun colony there down in southern Louisiana.  And she brought her colored girl with her for her maid.  And Nigger Nate, he was down at the well there.  Everybody used to know him because the well was right near his house.  The old well was right on the road; it was a county well.  Dry as a bone now.


It was a county well, yeah, and they had a pump there.  Old Nate always … He used to sit on the rock this side, oh, about a mile, half mile this side of the well.  There was a ride there where they … a lookout point.  He’d sit on that rock and see everything from – oh, from Henshaw to Oceanside.  And they called it Billy Goat Point.  Old Nate had a grey beard, you know.  And he used to tell people, ‘Well,’ he says, ‘there’s Billy Goat Point – funny about Billy Goat Point.’  My wife said, ‘The old billy goat would be sittin’ there waiting for you.’  Get up there and there was old Nate.


Well Doane went on over into Doane’s Valley.  He had a cabin there.  Well, he had a cabin on – over there in Doane Valley.  O, yeah, a camp or a cabin of some kind – not much.  [Question: How long did he stay married, do you know?  Did he have any children?]  No – oh, he had half a dozen out there.  Never could keep track of them all.  They separated – they stayed on the reservation, everyone of them.  And they lived up above … they all stayed on the reservation there, Indian Reservation, La Jolla, Rincon, wherever he got one.  No, not Doane, Nate – Nate’s squaw.  Doane had two or three boys by this wife from Louisiana.”


On page 9, Salmons describes Nate’s “wife.”  He says,


“The maid that came out, she was a big colored girl.  She was about six feet; she wasn’t fat, she was just big.  Had a foot that long.  Old Nate – the boys used to go around and measure her tracks, you know.  And old Nate said, ‘I always call her my ‘cubby.’  She’s got a foot like a cub ‘bar.’  She helped him put up hay and bring in wood and things, but they didn’t farm any at all there.


Nigger Nate sold his place (homestead at Rincon Springs) to Andre Scott, a Mexican.  And Sparkman rented it from Klauber-Wangenheim San Diego.  They owned the store.  They took it on a mortgage or something.”

Edgar F. Hastings, “An Interview with HARRY P. JONES” (March 10, 1960)


Hastings interviewed Jones in 1960.  Jones, who was then living in Imperial Valley, told many stories of his days in and around Palomar mountain.  Harry Jones (1880-1960) first came to San Diego in 1886, and during his early years traveled extensively throughout the county.  He owned a ranch near Palomar and was well acquainted with many of the mountain residents.  Jones described some of these individuals in the interview.  He stated (beginning on page 4):


“PALOMAR PEOPLE: I owned some property there, a little ranch of 240 acres joining the Pauba Ranch on the east.  That was on the north side of Palomar.  I knew some colored people living around there.  I knew Nigger Nate well, and Nigger Oliver at the Pechanga.  Nigger Oliver didn’t do much of anything; he was just more or less of a character.  He had a little cabin up there.  He was a squaw man – married an Indian woman.  I know of one girl they had.


I didn’t know Jim Hamilton.  He died before I went there, but he had three boys.  He was a colored man.  He was located on the east end of the Pauba Ranch and there was a lawsuit over it.  And finally it was taken from him.  The place was called Nigger Canyon.  He moved back to Coahuilla.  He had one boy who was a United States marshal and was killed at San Jacinto.  He had two other boys, Joe and Henry.  And Henry was a United States marshal in that district.  They had a cabin up in the Coahuilla country.  They were half-breeds; both these colored men up there married Indian squaws.  I don’t think Nate Harrison was married.


GEORGE DOANE:  While I was going to school in Bear Valley, George Doane used to come down there, like he always did, and make love to the schoolteachers.  I’ve forgotten whether it was Fanny Pease or Josie Breedlove who was the teacher.  George was quite a character.  I’ve been to his place and stayed with him and bought some cattle from him once, years after that.  He finally got married.  He brought his wife out and she had a colored maid with her.  He stopped by Nate Harrison’s and told Nate he got married.  There was the white girl there and the colored one and Nate asked him, “Which one, Mr. Doane?”

Edgar F. Hastings, “An Interview with JOSEPH B. REECE” (April 1, 1960)


Hastings interviewed Reece in April of 1960 at the latter’s Escondido home.  Reece was born in 1875 and came to San Diego County as a child.  He was an active farmer in the region for many years.  Reece only made brief mention of Harrison in his interview.  He stated (on page 5): 


“PALOMAR: I had a cabin up on top of Palomar Mountain.  That was about 1914, I think.  We’d go up on weekends, and when we left to do down Nate was always waiting there for what provisions we had left.  He was always pretty well supplied.  I was quite well acquainted with the old fellow; used to stop and talk to him.”

 2005 Excavation Results


Professor Mallios’s SDSU archaeological team excavated 31 units during the 2005 summer field season.  They dug twenty-five 5’ by 5’ units in the patio area just west and north of the cabin; twelve of these were entirely new units and the other thirteen were a continuation of units dug the previous summer (Figure 7).  The field school also excavated inside of the cabin, continuing excavation in twelve existing 3 ½’ by 3’ units and starting a thirteenth as well (Figure 8).  Overall, the total excavation area included nearly 5,000 square feet (Figure 9) and consisted of 37 horizontal units with corresponding Excavation Register (ER) designations (Figure 10).

Much of the preliminary work performed during the summer of 2005 consisted of cleaning up the site after the record rainfall during the fall, winter, and spring of 2004-05.  The site had been covered in multiple tarpaulins, but the location of the cabin on the side of a hill made run-off across the site inevitable.  The soft sandy matrix held up well against the deluge.  Nonetheless, the top inch of soil was impacted.  As a result, the top inch of every unit opened in 2004 and continued in 2005 was labeled as an interim clean-up layer.  This separation of potentially contaminated wash-in fill protected against any mixing of layers.  In each case, this layer was given an “A” designation that corresponded with its appropriate horizontal ER number.  “Rounding up to A” guaranteed that any vertical contamination from the winter rain would be minimal and like any other subsequent surface occupation.

The surface clean-up occurred in both the patio and cabin areas.  Patio-unit clean-up layers included 1A, 2A, 3A, 4A, 6A, 7A, 8A, 9A, 11A, 14A, 15A, 17A, 18A, 22A, and 23A.  Cabin-unit clean-up layers consisted of 5A, 10A, 12A, 13A, and 16A.  Exterior-cabin units 19-21 and 24-25 did not have a clean-up layer because they were not excavated in the summer of 2005.  Likewise, units 26-37 did not have clean-up layers because they were first excavated in 2005, after the rain had ceased.  It is likely that each field season will begin with a thorough site cleaning, with the top inch of this full-site pass being rounded up to the A layer of each ER unit.
The Patio: Western Exterior Units (NH1, 2, 3, 4, 6, 7, 8, 9, 11, 14, 15, 17, 18, 22, 23, 26, 27, 28, 29, 30, 31, 32, 33, 34, and 35)


Excavation in the patio area consisted of three tasks: 1) clean-up of the units from the summer of 2004, 2) excavation of new patio units to the west and northwest of the existing units to follow the increased artifact frequencies leading away from the cabin doorway, and 3) dig aligned units to find the depth of the patio strata (like an extra-wide cross-trench) along the edge of the landscape terrace (which may be cultural or natural) to subsoil.  
Some of the previously dug patio-area units (NH1, 2, 3, 6, 7, 8, 11, 14, and 17) were excavated no further than the initial clean-up.  Water from the site run-off had created small rivulets in the surface of these units that were silted in with dirt and leaves.  The clean-up removed the debris and flattened out the rivulets, which often yielded artifacts.  Thus, it is most likely that the majority of the artifacts were from the B layer of the existing patio-area units.  Nonetheless, the finds were rounded up to A to ensure against temporal contamination.
The remaining previously dug patio units (NH4, 9, 22, and 23) were excavated further.  The field crew began with the clean-up A layer and then proceeded to excavate an additional 3” B layer.  The B layer consisted of a dry brownish/grey sand that was indistinguishable from the A layer.  Both had Munsell readings between 10YR 3/1 and 4/2 and 5YR 4/1 and charcoal inclusions.  The additional B layer of these units was excavated because the A layer contained very little rock debris from the cabin.  The B layer was removed to ascertain if the rock debris continued to the north and west of the cabin under additional layers of sand and silt.  Preliminary findings suggest that it did not and that the destruction debris from the cabin was spatially confined to an area twenty-feet square and adjacent to the west edge of the structure.  As will be detailed shortly, findings from the new excavation units to the west of the 2004 patio-area units also confirm this observation.

The horizontal digging strategy in the new patio units (NH26, 27, 28, 29, 30, 31, 32, 33, 34, and 35) was the same as in 2004.  An initial checkerboard pattern allowed for increased profiles as no adjacent sidewalls were compromised.  When the checkerboard was abandoned and adjacent units were dug, a temporary 1.0’ balk was left to record a running profile with transit-determined elevations.  Like the units previously dug in the patio area west of the cabin, the top fill of these units was a very dry brownish/grey sand.  Munsell readings ranged between 10YR 3/1 and 4/2 and 5YR 4/1 with charcoal inclusions.  The top 3 inches of fill was uniform and showed no significant stratigraphic change within the layer or at its arbitrary 3” base.  In addition, the A and B layer of these units contained very few rocks, and virtually none were large enough to be associated with the physical structure of the cabin.  Like the findings from strata NH22B, 23B, 4B, and 9B, NH26B-34B suggested that the immediate rock debris from the destruction of the cabin did not extend more than twenty feet to the west/northwest.  Artifact quantities and densities were notably high in the newly excavated patio-area units.  In fact, they increased dramatically as one ventured further from the cabin entrance.  

Since none of these units was dug to subsoil, their profile maps are still in progress and are not presented here.  In cases where adjacent units are being dug, running profiles are being kept.  In other cases, the profile maps are being saved for the completion of the unit.

Various contemporaneous pictures of Harrison (e.g., Kirby Collection Image #3, Kirby Collection Image #4, Escondido Historical Society Image #8, Escondido Historical Society Image #10, San Diego Historical Society Image #2, etc.) show the living surface of the cabin and the adjacent western patio at about the same level.  Although it is difficult to see inside the cabin in most of the images, different angles of the terrain suggest that there is little difference between the elevation of the interior and exterior surfaces.  With this in mind, one might expect the patio deposit to be fairly shallow, unless it is assumed that the contemporary pictures are from the last years of Harrison’s life and the level patio is the result of decades of built-up debris.  This debate is likely made moot by the testimony of some locals who claim that subsequent individuals terraced and bulldozed the patio area after Harrison’s demise.  Consequently, it is clear that only a deep stratigraphic view of a cross-section of the patio will clarify the occupation and destruction periods of the cabin and surrounding areas.  
These were the motivations for beginning a cross-trench through the patio area.  This trench was as wide as the 5’ units so that spatial analyses could be kept consistent between and among trench units.  In addition, the width of these units would likely allow the sandy soil to hold better sidewalls than a traditional 2-2½’ trench.  The cross-trench began in NH15 and expanded into NH18.  Ultimately, it will include, from south the north, NH18, 15, 17, 22, and 27, and from east to west, NH3, 8, 1, 17, 34, and 35.
The cross trench began in NH15.  It was thought to be the southern extreme of the patio area as the terrain sloped down at a 30° angle and flattened out in a path that ran along the south edge of the cabin.  The first two layers in NH15 were dug in 3” levels following the natural contour of the land.  NH15A had been dug in 2004 and consisted of a uniform sandy brown sand with a Munsell reading of 2.5Y 5/2.  It had no inclusions and only the northern third of the unit contained large structural rocks.  The next 3” layer, NH15B, greatly resembled NH15A in soil type, texture, and color; however, it contained substantial charcoal inclusions and had very few rocks.  The next five layers (NH15C-15G) alternated in the amount of rock in the fill.  Although each layer was approximately 3” in depth and consisted of sandy brown sand with a Munsell reading of 2.5Y 4/1, NH15C, 15E, and 15G contained exceptional amounts of large rocks whereas 15D and 15F were virtually rock free.  A variety of artifacts came out of each sequential layer.  The overall depth of the unit by the end of the 2005 field season was nearly 3.0’ in the northeast corner and 1.5’ in the southeast corner (Figure 11).  Profile maps are usually completed once a unit has been completely dug.  In this case, the map was drawn even though subsoil had not been reached because the results of this particularly deep test unit needed to be recorded before the end of the field season.  At the end of the 2005 field season, not only had subsoil eluded the field crew in NH15, but the rock layer at the temporary base of the unit, NH15G was full of large rocks and artifacts (Figure 12).  All the maps presented in this report, unless otherwise noted, are drawn to scale at 1”=1’, with 1.0” being the dark gridlines on the graph paper.
NH18, the unit immediately to the south of NH15, was opened because the planned start of the south/north trench (NH15) began to dive deeper than the unit to the south.  It became clear that the purported “Indian path” to the immediate south of the Harrison cabin —the conspicuously flat 4’-wide trail of which NH18 was a part—consisted of late 19th-century fill and was not entirely prehistoric.  The layers in NH18 resembled those in NH15 to a limited degree.  NH15A was the same uniform sandy brown sand that made up NH18A, but the B layer in NH18 was only evident in the northeast corner of the unit.  Thus, the uniform B layer that covered most of the patio-area units petered out in the corner of NH18.  NH18C resembled NH15C, a rock-rich layer of brown sand, but had a higher loam content than that seen elsewhere.  It appears as if the bottoms of both NH15 and 18 are far from subsoil and the patio-area deposit is far deeper than the cabin floor.
The Cabin: Interior Units (NH5, 10, 12-13, 16, and 36)


The crew worked on six cabin units during the summer of 2005 and completed profile maps of all four walls for units NH5, NH10, NH12, and NH13.  The cabin units contained a fairly uniform stratigraphic sequence, with 6-9” of grey sand sealing 6-9” of brown sand followed by an intermittent rock layer.  This rock layer sealed much of the cabin’s floor.  In various places, rodent holes caused some fill to work its way into the floor and the subsoil below.  Nonetheless, Harrison’s dirt floor was marked by a thin layer of brown sand above a more reddish sand with no inclusions.  The floor also had many large stones pressed into it, the likely consequence of the initial demolition of the cabin in the 1930s.  The soft sand at the site is easily dented by large rocks which work their way into the lower layers.

Since the cabin units were laid out in a 4 x 3 grid and dug in an alternating checkerboard fashion, the number of available profiles was maximized.  Each set of students who dug the particular cabin unit was also responsible for mapping each unit wall, including a rock-by-rock profile of the cabin wall.  Not only do these maps capture the layers and components of the unit, they can also be stitched together at a later date to produce a mosaic representation of the entire cabin wall.  Ultimately, the cabin excavation will produce five complete profile maps across the entire structure, as the back of one wall corresponds with the front of its adjacent checker-boarded partner unit.  These composite profiles will be included in future technical reports.
NH5 (Figures 13-20)


The southwest corner of the cabin, NH5 had been dug to the floor the previous summer.  During 2005, the floor layer was removed, and an additional layer of material pressed into what was once subsoil was also excavated.  As reported previously, NH5A and 5B were the top two 3” layers of grey sandy sand with no discernable difference between the two except for 5A’s superposition.  NH5C, 5D, and 5E were darker; they consisted of brown sandy sand with various charcoal inclusions.  NH5F was the flat reddish brown floor layer and NH5G was tan subsoil with cultural material and rocks pushed into it, likely from the destruction of the cabin or rodent burrowing at the site.
NH10 (Figures 21-28)

NH10 is the northwest corner of the cabin.  In 2004, the top three layers had been removed.  NH10A, 10B, and 10C were each brown/grey sandy sand with very little difference between them.  Each layer was approximately 3” in depth and sloped from north to south with the overall contour of the mountain side.  NH10A sealed 10B completely, and 10B sealed 10C completely.  During the 2005 summer field season, two additional layers in NH10 were excavated.  NH10D resembled the three preceding layers in terms of fill type, texture, and color; it was merely the next 3” layer of the unit.  NH10E, however, was substantively different.  It consisted almost entirely of small rocks that covered the entire unit (Figure 29).
NH12 (Figures 30-37)


NH12 is one of the more central units of the cabin.  It is the middle unit in the second row from the west.  Its corners touch NH5 to the southwest, NH10 to the northwest, NH16 to the northeast, and NH13 to the southeast.  The 2004 field crew dug this unit in three-inch layers to subsoil, which was marked by an enormous rock (over a foot in both length and width) in tan sand.  The first two layers of NH12 (A-B) were grey sand, and the next two (NH12C-D) were a mottled grey/tan sand with few inclusions.  Layers NH12E and 12F were the same mottled fill with pronounced charcoal inclusions.  The base of 12F appeared to be the cabin floor.  NH12G and 12H were of a reddish tan fill and contained the giant rock just below the floor.  Once the rock was removed, two additional layers (12J and 12K) contained tiny artifacts, likely leeched-in or pushed in by the giant rock.  It is highly unlikely that these layers were historical.  Layer 12D contained many of the same small rocks on the western edge, likely the same small rock layer as was seen in NH10E.
NH13 (Figures 38-45)


NH13 is situated along the south wall of the cabin.  It is in the third row from the west, second from the east.  In 2004, the summer field crew excavated the top three layers of NH13 (A-C) and found the fill to be a fairly uniform grey sandy sand with few inclusions.  Each of the three layers was approximately 3” deep.  NH13A sealed 13B, which sealed 13C.  The 2005 field crew dug this unit to subsoil, in the process uncovering three new layers.  NH13D was a mottled tan/grey stratum with mica and charcoal inclusions.  This layer gave way to NH13E, consisting of sandy dark grey sand with ample charcoal.  The charcoal was more pronounced on the east and north sides of the unit, toward the chimney at the east end of the structure.  The small rocks in the north and east walls of the unit also seem to be related to the destruction and fall of the chimney.  NH13F contained 10YR 4/2 light brown silt that marked the floor of the cabin.  This was the bottom layer of excavation.  The subsoil with rocks and small amounts of cultural material pressed into it was not dug.

NH16


Students excavated three layers in NH16 (A-C) in 2004.  This unit was located along the north wall in the third row from the west and second row from the east.  NH16A-C were a uniform grey sand with no inclusions.  NH16A sealed 16B, which sealed 16C.  The first new layer dug in NH16 in 2005, NH16D, was very similar.  It was a 3” stratum of sandy grey sand, but with substantial charcoal inclusions.  It sealed NH16E, a bright white/grey ashy lens in the eastern edge of the unit (Figure 46).  The ash angled toward the chimney side of the cabin.  Since the lens only occurred in a small portion of the unit, NH16F, the next stratigraphic layer was sealed both by NH16D and 16E.  NH16F was a 2.5Y 5/2 friable brown/grey sand that was also likely fire altered.  In addition to various glass and metal artifacts, the layer included significant amounts of charcoal and burnt wood fragments.  NH16F was 3” deep as were the next two layers, NH16G and 16H.  Both were sandy loam strata with varying degrees of charcoal.  NH16G was tan/grey, and it sealed the brown/grey matrix of 16H.  NH16 has yet to be finished as 16H is an artifact-rich cultural layer that has none of the tell-tale signs of subsoil in the cabin.  In fact, it is most probably not even the compact floor layer that has been seen in other cabin units.
NH36

With every adjacent unit fully excavated to subsoil (NH5, 10, and 12), work began toward the end of the 2005 field season on NH36, the interior central unit on the west wall of the cabin.  Its layers were strikingly consistent with its neighbors.  Each of NH36’s top three layers (36A, B, and C) was a uniform grey sand with increasing amounts of charcoal as the excavators dug deeper.  Each of the three layers was 3” in depth, and one layer each layer sealed the next in succession.  NH36 is centered on the doorway of the cabin, although this is disguised by the fact that previous visitors to the site have stacked rocks found across the site on top of the west wall.  

Overall Excavation Summary


The 31 units dug during the 2005 summer field season totaled well over 200 cubic feet of soil moved by the archaeological team.  Stratigraphic findings from the 2005 summer field season can be grouped into four major observations about the Nate Harrison site.  First, multiple units in the cabin revealed a level cabin floor at 9,999.654’ above the site’s primary datum and 0.346’ below the secondary datum.  Harrison’s dirt floor can be seen in a faint horizontal stratum of brown sand above the gritty tan sand and bedrock that makes up subsoil on the mountain.  Second, refuse and destruction debris in the patio is at least 3.0’ deep.  It is most likely that subsequent bulldozing episodes disturbed the original deposition of refuse at the site and caused primary occupation, deposition, and subsoil layers to be jumbled together just west of the cabin’s stone foundation.  Third, artifact-rich units extend well beyond the immediate patio area.  Units over thirty feet from the cabin’s original doorway have more artifacts than many of those adjacent to the structure, suggesting that they point the way to one of Harrison’s deposition areas.  Fourth, rock debris from the destruction of the cabin does not appear to extend beyond the immediate patio area.  Units twenty feet removed from the cabin entrance are relatively rock free.


Overall, strata across the site are relatively uniform.  Even though this excavation synthesis separates cabin units from patio units, the areas contain a common material culture and stratigraphic sequence.  It is important to think of the landscape of this site as a cohesive whole, not as arbitrarily bounded entities (Figure 47).  Late 19th-century artifacts and charcoal inclusions abound in the brown sandy dirt in both the cabin and patio units, many of which tie directly to specific items noted in the historical records and contemporary photographs.

Analyses and Interpretations

Whereas in 2004 the summer field school students dug Monday through Friday, the schedule for the 2005 field programs was slightly different.  Students participated in the excavations from Monday through Thursday, with Friday set up as an artifact processing day.  As a result, students participating in the field school were able to see all of their finds at the end of the week, clean them, and do preliminary analyses (Figure 48).  The students voiced their approval of this change in format, and it will be adopted for the field program in the years to come.  An artifact-processing station was set up at an existing structure near the site.  The artifact-cleaning process was the same as was detailed in the 2004 technical report; the difference being that the initial stage occurred on the mountain instead of in the SDSU City Heights laboratory.  

Like the 2004 technical report, this document presents preliminary analyses and interpretations from the site within archaeological dimensions of time, space, and form.  The following discussion focuses on insights from the 2005 field season.  It is not a cumulative summary of the project or of the material assemblage from the site.  Nonetheless, it will draw on previous analyses, showing parallels when applicable.

The 2005 summer field school recovered 6,997 artifacts from the Nate Harrison site.  The 2005 artifact catalog is listed in its entirety in Appendix A.  Temporal, spatial, and formal analyses of these artifacts establish that the site was occupied during the late 19th and early 20th centuries by a small number of occupants.  They suggest that the individual or individuals at the site engaged in a variety of domestic and industrious activities.  In addition, the site occupant(s) were simultaneously actively involved in securing resources from the local terrain and involved in part of a far-reaching trade network.

Time


Established use and production date ranges for an assortment of historical artifact types uncovered during the summer of 2005 definitively establish that the site was occupied during the last quarter of the 19th century and the first quarter of the 20th century.  While the union of date ranges offers an 1820-2000 chronology, the intersection of these ranges clearly delineates a ca. 1860-1920 occupation (Figure 49).  Similar to the previous year’s finds, shell buttons with sunken panels that were produced from 1837-65 serve as the occupation start date for the site.  Since clothing is often handed down between individuals and frequently exhibits a long use life, this date is not a hard and fast occupation starting point.  In fact, other early starting occupation dates at the site (1875 for the H-stamped cartridge, 1890 for the Levi Strauss jean rivet, etc.) are equally suspicious for their longevity.  And like last year’s analyses, the TPQ is far more reliable.  Three different cartridge stamps—REM-UMC S & W, REM UMC 32WCF, and REM-UMC No 16 SHURSHOT—all establish that 1911 was the date after which the site must have been occupied.  In addition, the 1907 Indian head penny is an additionally strong TPQ within a few years of the cartridges.  The overall date range for the 2005 artifacts was generated by rounding the staring and ending occupation dates to the nearest decade.  This date range is identical to the one deduced from the 2004 field season.  Furthermore, the overall artifact assemblage is well represented in each of the decades from the 1880s to the 1920s; there are no significant gaps that would suggest a double occupation or interim abandonment of the site.
Space

The westernmost units had the highest concentration of artifacts at the site.  NH30-33, the four new 5’ x 5’ units in the extreme northwest corner of the excavation area, each contained over 500 artifacts.  Furthermore, the westernmost contexts (NH31 and 33) had over 600 (Figure 50).  This pattern strongly suggests that a primary trash dump for the site exists somewhere to the northwest of the project’s current excavation units.

The site’s numerous crossmends from the 2004 and 2005 field seasons link the different spatial units and site areas in time.  Appendix B lists the crossmends, and the spreadsheet shading unites the different contexts that share a common vessel crossmend.  Nearly the entire site is linked by the crossmends, emphasizing a common temporality between spatial units inside of the cabin and in the patio area.  The only contexts that are not tied to the entire site are the bottom layers of cabin units NH5 and NH12, both of which had artifact-rich upper layers and artifact-poor lower layers.  It is unlikely that NH5F/G and NH12D-K are temporally discrete and more likely that their dearth of artifacts limited their crossmend potential.

Form

While excavating in the extreme northern and western units in the patio area, it became clear that the proportions of materials being uncovered were different from those of the patio units closest to the cabin.  Students noted that although the items were of the same general type and time period, those rich units at the edge of the site seemed to have more faunal remains and less metal (Figure 51).  Pie charts show these different proportions between the two patio areas (Figures 52 and 53).  The artifacts in Patio Area I (NH1-4, 6-9, 11, 14-15, 17-18, 21-23), the units that form a 20’ square centered with the grid on the cabin’s west end, were a mix of glass, metal, fauna, and flora, with glass making up over a third of the assemblage.  Patio Area II (NH26-35), the newer units at the north and west edges of the site that formed an ‘L’ around Patio Area I, contained mostly glass with some fauna and metal, but virtually nothing else.  A comparison between the two areas reveals that Patio Area I was especially rich in architectural remains; the high metal counts primarily included structural nails, while the high flora counts were mostly charcoal and other bits of charred wood from the cabin’s roof and corner posts.  Patio Area II witnessed significant drops in metal and flora, yet more than made up the difference in glass and animal bones.

The differences between these two areas within the patio pose key questions for the following year’s excavations.  Is the trend away from architectural debris merely a function of the destruction of the cabin; was it dismantled to the west?  Is the trend toward higher faunal remains an indicator of a nearby trash dump; or does it reveal an individual processing center for foodways or even a cottage industry?  Even though the area was likely terraced in the years following Harrison’s departure from the mountain, the horizontal spatial impact may be minimal.  As has been seen at many historical sites impacted by years of plowing, the tractor or bulldozer may have jumbled the artifacts vertically but the horizontal movement may have been less extreme.
Selected Artifacts


Each technical report spotlights a handful of recently uncovered artifacts from previous field seasons.  Their selection is not based on any systematic sampling technique; they were subjectively chosen to illuminate the life and times of Nate Harrison.

1899 Silver Barber (or “Liberty”) Quarter (NH36C)


Excavators working in the third layer of the cabin unit along the center of the western wall near the doorway uncovered a silver quarter (Figure 54).  The coin was minted in 1899 and has a Lady Liberty profile on the front and an eagle on the back (Figures 55 and 56).  The website http://www.coincentric.com (accessed February 13, 2006) contains the following information on Barber Quarters:

“The Mint Act of Sept. 26, 1890, allowed for coins in use for at least 25 years to be redesigned. The Treasury Department launched plans for an invitation-only contest to redesign the dime, quarter dollar and half dollar denominations. This was later changed to a public, juried contest in which the effort bombed. With only two of 300 designs even worthy of mention, Mint Director Edward O. Leech preferred Chief Engraver Charles E. Barber to handle the redesign.  

Charles E. Barber, Chief Mint Engraver from 1880 to 1917, was not a popular man and many felt Barber was a mediocre engraver of boring designs. Barber Quarters were not popular at their time of issue and as a result many of the issues are truly rare. Today they are very desirable and complete sets have been present in many great collections. 

Barber's Liberty Head motif, often referred to as the ‘Barber’ style, was used on quarter dollars from 1892 through 1916. The obverse motif of Miss Liberty features her facing to the right, her hair in a Phrygian cap, wearing a laurel wreath, with LIBERTY on a small band above her forehead. Six stars are to the left and seven to the right, IN GOD WE TRUST is above, and the date is below. The design is similar to that found on the dime and half-dollar minted during the same years.

The reverse is an adaptation of the Great Seal of the United States. It depicts a heraldic eagle holding in its talons an olive branch and arrows. Above the eagle are 13 stars, UNITED STATES OF AMERICA is above and QUARTER DOLLAR is below.”

1907 Indian Head Cent (NH13B)

 
Working along the south wall of the cabin in unit NH13, excavators uncovered a 1907 Indian Head one-cent coin in the same general area where students found a 1916 nickel the year before (Figure 57).  [Editor’s note: The term ‘penny’ is a British term for copper coins; it is never found on U.S. coins, and, thus, is not used in this report.]  The coin has an Indian Head design on the front and the phrase “one cent” between oak leaves on the back (Figures 58 and 59).  The one-cent coin came from the second layer of the unit, whereas the nickel came from the unit’s top layer.  The stratigraphic sequence of the dated coins found at the site follow the archaeological law of superposition: the deeper the find, the older the artifact.  The 1916 nickel came from a top A layer (NH13A) in the cabin, the 1907 one-cent coin was found in one of the cabin’s B layers (NH13B), and the 1899 quarter was situated in a C layer (NH36C).

The website http://www.lynncoins.com/indian-cent-rolls.htm (accessed February 13, 2006) gives the following information about Indian Head one-cent coins:
“In 1859 the United States government began production of a new one cent coin with an Indian Head design.  They were produced for 50 years, until 1909, when the Lincoln cent design replaced them. The Indian Head design, created by James B. Longacre, is really a stylized ‘Liberty’ head wearing a full Indian headdress.

The reverse of the coin has the words ‘one cent.’  Surrounding the words is a laurel wreath design.  After the first year (1859) the reverse was slightly changed.  The wreath was changed to ‘oak leaves’ and a small shield was added at the top.

All Indian head cents were minted at the Philadelphia U.S.A. government mint (except during 1908 and 1909 when some were also made at the San Francisco mint).  San Francisco minted coins bear a[n] ‘S’ mintmark on the bottom of the reverse, while Philadelphia minted coins do not have ‘mint marks.’”
Jigsaw puzzle piece (NH10E)

The fifth layer of the northwest corner unit of the cabin contained a cardboard puzzle piece (Figure 60).  The piece is dark brown.  Magnification failed to reveal any other color.  It is a die-cut interlocking jigsaw puzzle piece that measures 1.0” across and 0.7” from top to bottom.  Its overall thickness is 0.625”.  Although the front and back of the piece are nearly indistinguishable, the back of the piece is slightly frayed.

Europeans began making interlocking wooden puzzles during the 18th century.  Most of the earliest puzzles were maps to teach children geography.  Picture puzzles, still made with a wooden backing, began to be produced in the United States during the 1850s (Williams 2004: 18-29).  The first die-cut cardboard puzzles were produced in the 1880s, although they were relatively uncommon until the 1920s and ‘30s when they became an economic alternative to the more expensive wooden puzzles.  The die cutting process involved the creation of a "die,” made of small metal strips of metal with sharpened cutting edges.  These edges were twisted into elaborate patterns and attached to a plate. This die was placed in a press and with the cardboard situated below the die, the pattern was cut. The process is still used today.


Overall, it is difficult to know if the jigsaw puzzle piece found at the site dates to the Harrison era or to the period just after his passing.  While pre-1920 die-cut cardboard puzzles did exist, they were rare and often possessed only by the affluent.  Puzzles in general surged in popularity with Americans during the early 1900s and then again in the 1930s.  This piece may have been part of a puzzle that was contemporaneous with Harrison’s stay on the mountain, or it may date to the 1930s when his cabin was destroyed.
Welch’s bottle (30B)

Excavators uncovered a complete Welch’s grape-juice bottle in NH30B, one of the northwestern corner patio units (Figure 61).  The bottle was fully intact and included an affixed metal cap.  It measures 5 6/16” in height, and its base is 2.0” in diameter (Figure 62).  The bottle, which was found on its side, contained a white powdery residue, likely the remnants of the sugary grape juice that slowly leaked out of the bottle during its time in the ground.  The machine-made bottle has an Owen’s mark and the glass is slightly iridescent, indicating that it dates from 1904-1920 (Figure 63).  It has an “F” embossed on its base, which should provide an even narrower date range.
Joseph and Suzy Fucini’s book , Entrepreneurs –the men and women behind famous brand names and how they made it, gives extensive details on the life of Dr. Thomas B. Welch, the founder of Welch’s Grape Juice (Fucini and Fucini 1985:69-72).  It includes two images.  The first (Figure 64) is a portrait of Welch and includes the caption, “With his long white hair and flowing beard, Thomas Welch looks as if he would have been right at home in the 1960s.  But the teetotaling New Jersey dentist no doubt would have frowned on the era’s drug culture.  Adamantly opposed to intoxicating beverages, Welch ‘invented’ grape juice in 1869 because he wished to find a nonalcoholic replacement for the wine used in his church’s communion services.”  The second image is a 1914 advertisement for Welch’s Grape Juice (Figure 65).  Its caption reads: “The Welch Company spent an average of $575,000 a year between 1912 and 1926 to promote its product.  A good portion of this money went into magazine ads that touted grape juice as a blood-building elixir and a wholesome, nonalcoholic alternative to wine.  This 1914 advertisement strikes a temperance theme, suggesting that the young woman will never kiss a man who drinks anything harder than Welch’s grape juice.”  The Fucinis’ entertaining biography of Welch and his famous beverage reads as follows:


“DR. THOMAS B. WELCH (1825-1903): Welch’s Grape Juice

A devout Methodist and ardent prohibitionist, Dr. Thomas B. Welch cringed at the thought that an intoxicant like wine was being used in his church’s communion service.  Somebody should come up with a nonalcoholic substitute, the dentist often thought, and in 1869 he decided to give it a try.  Dr. Welch happened to have an ample supply of grapes on hand.  He lived in the town of Vineland, New Jersey (named for its many vineyards) and it was common for him to receive bushels of the fruit as payment for his dental services.  Experimenting at night in his kitchen, Welch tried to create a grape beverage that would not ferment and become alcoholic.  Fermentation, the dentist knew, occurred when the natural sugar in the grape juice was converted to alcohol by tiny yeast particles that collected in the fruit.  To prevent this, the yeast would have to be destroyed, a feat that Welch accomplished by placing bottles of grape juice in pots of boiling water and allowing the heat to kill the yeast.

Calling his creation ‘Dr. Welch’s Unfermented Wine,’ the dentist tried to persuade his fellow Methodists to adopt it as a sacramental beverage.  The weight of tradition was solidly against him, however.  Wine, the church elders politely informed Welch, was a staple of the communion ceremony and replacing it with anything else would be nothing short of heretical.


The rejection was a disappointment to Welch, who had been temperance-minded since childhood.  His father, Abraham, a Watertown, New York, merchant, was a hardworking family man who occasionally liked to take a few sips of whiskey from a jug he kept in the cellar.  This led to terrible fights with Mrs. Welch, who viewed alcohol as the work of the devil.  In all probability, his parents’ arguments played a major role in shaping young Tom’s belief in the evil nature of alcohol.  This conviction was further strengthened as he grew more active in the Methodist church.  (At nineteen Welch became a minister, but he left the pulpit three years later because the preaching requirements were too taxing for his weak vocal chords.)

Although the prohibitionist dentist was unhappy when the church spurned his beverage, he put the rejection behind him and soon was busy serving the cause of temperance in other ways.  He became a self-appointed guardian of Vineland’s dry law, seeing to it that anybody who sold intoxicants within the city limits was prosecuted.  During 1870-71 he led crusades to the neighboring communities of Millville and Bridgeton, attempting to convert the towns to Vineland’s prohibitionist ways.  Both cities eventually became dry, although in Bridgeton there were three days of bloody riots before all the saloonkeepers were arrested and their establishments closed down.


For the next twenty years, Dr. Welch’s Unfermented Wine remained in the background as a family refreshment, enjoyed by the Welches at home and sold to a few isolated churches for communion purposes.  Then in 1892 Thomas Welch’s youngest son, Dr. Charles Welch (he too was a dentist), decided to test out his long-held belief that the pleasant-tasting grape drink could be successful as a commercial product.  Borrowing $5,000 from his father, forty-year-old Charles set up a juice production facility in a barn behind the family home.  With the idea of making his product more appealing to the general public, he changed its name to Welch’s Grape Juice.  The following year, Charles introduced his rechristened beverage at the Columbian Exposition in Chicago, giving out free samples of Welch’s Grape Juice to millions of fairgoers.  As a result of this national exposure, demand for the drink grew to the point where Charles was able to give up his dental practice and devote full time to juice making.


Following his success at the Chicago fair, the former dentist launched a massive advertising campaign in national magazines such as the Epicure, Carter’s Monthly, and McClure’s.  To attract the attention of readers, the manufacturer inserted word puzzles and contests in his ads, once offering $10 to the individual who could form the largest number of words from the phrase ‘Welch’s Grape Juice.’  (The winner came up with 1,366 words.)  Not one to overlook any market for his product, Charles also promoted the juice as a temperance beverage and healing tonic.  A famous company ad featured a comely maiden with a glass of grape juice and the caption, ‘The lips that touch Welch’s are all that touch mine.’  As a medical aid, Welch’s was touted as an elixir for ‘typhoid fever, pneumonia, pluritus… and all forms of chronic disease except diabetes mellitus.’


By 1897 Welch’s Grape Juice had become a familiar sight at soda fountains alongside root beer and sarsaparilla, and Charles Welch found it necessary to relocate the company to Westfield, New York, to be near a larger source of grapes.  Elderly Thomas Welch, who had started it all with his unfermented wine, remained behind in New Jersey, but he continued to be a silent partner in the business until he sold out to Charles shortly before his death in 1903.


The inventor of Welch’s Grape Juice did not live to see the realization of his lifelong temperance dream with the passage of the Eighteenth Amendment in 1919.  Appropriately, the growing national Prohibition movement provided a tremendous boost to the fortunes of the Welch company by spurring the demand for grape juice as a social beverage in place of wine.”


Numerous historical records emphasize Nate Harrison’s enjoyment of alcohol, but the presence of a Welch’s Grape Juice bottle has led some to wonder if Harrison agreed with Thomas Welch’s belief in temperance.  This is highly unlikely, and it is worth emphasizing that the beverage in the bottle found at the site was never consumed.  The lid was affixed but one edge was slightly bent, allowing some of the contents to leak out the side.  Nevertheless, sugar crystals remained in the bottle after nearly a century.

Schlesinger & Bender whiskey/brandy bottle (NH28A, 29A, 30A, 31A, 32A)

Nearly all of the western patio units contained pieces of an amber bottle with distinctive markings.  Once the assemblage was fully processed, an ingenious lab worker was able to determine the bottle’s maker on the basis of its fragmented lettering.  Seven pieces were mended together and spelled out portions of: “SCHLESINGER & BENDER PURE CALIFORNIA WINES & BRANDIES SAN FRANCISCO, CAL” (Figure 66).  The United States Bureau of Land Management has an image of a complete vessel of this type of bottle on their website: http://www.blm.gov/historic_bottles/Typing/liquor/benderbrandy.jpg (Figure 67).  The image shows that this bottle is 11.5” tall and its base is 3” in diameter.


Billy and Betty Wilson report in their book, Spirits & Bottles of the Old West, that, “Adolf Schlesinger had a vineyard in Fresno as early as 1879.  Noah Bender was an agent for LaGrande Laundry in 1885.  They formed a partnership in 1890 and had offices in San Francisco until 1895.  Although listed only a few years [they] evidently sold their products through agents thereafter” (1968:129).  Schlesinger and Bender bottles were manufactured from 1890-1915.  The 20th-century Schlesinger and Bender bottles are distinguishable from their 19th-century counterparts on the basis of multiple air venting and a better tooled finish. At this point, the Nate Harrison assemblage does not have enough fragments of the bottle to determine whether the Schlesinger and Bender bottle in its collection is from 1890-1900 or 1900-1915.
Mason’s Jar (NH30A)


One of the patio units contained a Mason jar base with the embossed letters “PAT NOV 26 67” in a circle surrounding the numbers “626” (Figure 68).  The hand-drawn sketch shows the letters in greater detail (Figure 69).  The patent number on the Mason jar base links it to Salmon B. Rowley’s November 26, 1867, patent.  The patent was for the shape of the jar he designed (Figures 70 and 71), and it resulted in his patent number being placed on nearly every jar manufactured by the Hero Glass Works of Philadelphia, PA.  Hero Glass Work operated under their original name from 1856 to 1884, and then became the Hero Fruit Jar Company from 1884 to 1909.  On the basis of the two fragments recovered from NH30A, it is difficult to determine the exact type of Mason jar found at the Nate Harrison site.  Although it is likely the “Mason’s Improved” fruit jar, which dates circa 1885-1895, it could also be the particular line of jars named “The Hero.”  Additional pieces of the vessel, if located, should help pinpoint the specific type.
J.T. & A. Hamilton Company bottle (NH28A)


NH28A contained a clear bottle base with a distinctive maker’s mark: a capital “H” within a hollowed and embossed equilateral triangle (Figures 72 and 73).  J. T. & A. Hamilton Company from Pittsburgh, PA manufactured bottles with this mark.  The company began business in 1884 and operated until 1943.  The H-Triangle mark was used from ca. 1900-1943.

Brockway Glass Company bottles (NH23B, 29A, 29B, 31B)
The 2005 summer excavations uncovered four glass bottle bases with nearly identical “B” maker’s marks (Figures 74 and 75).  The “B” has serifs (the fine line projecting from the main stroke of a letter), which is commonly attributed to the Brockway Glass Company of Brockway, PA.  Brockway manufactured bottles from 1907 to 1988.  Each of the four bases is a slightly different shade of lavender, indicating that they are manganese decolorized glass (ca. 1890-1920).  The intersection of the two date ranges for Brockway maker’s marks and manganese-decolorized glass is 1907-1920.
Sheep-shearing clippers (NH17A and Surface Find)

During the first weeks of excavation in the summer of 2005, one of the graduate-student fieldworkers uncovered a long iron blade in Patio Area I (Figure 76).  The blade was approximately 4” long and broken at each end.  Based on the gradual tapering of the blade toward the point and the handle that came off of the back end, the complete blade length in its original form was likely 5.5” or 6.0” long.  

The fragmented blade that was uncovered in NH17A was very similar in form to a complete pair of sheep shears that the Kirbys had found under the elevated patio of their guest cottage, located less than a quarter mile from the Nate Harrison site (Figure 77).  This patio is also where the students processed artifacts every Friday during the field school.  Although the Kirbys were unsure if the tool dated to Harrison’s time, subsequent historical research has established that these shears are contemporaneous with Harrison’s late 19th-and early 20th-century occupation of Palomar Mountain.

The steel shears that the Kirbys found are 1.0’ in total length; the blades are each 6.0” long.  The blades are attached at the base in double bow fashion (the double bow purportedly gives the softest squeeze when shearing).  The blades and shanks are forged from the same piece of steel; the double-bow base is connected by two rivets.  The blades are gently curved and overlap slightly at the base.  The blades are arranged like a pair of scissors although the hinge at the base allows the blades to pass each other as they get close to the animal’s skin.  Blade shearing customarily left a considerable amount of wool on the sheep and was often used on animals that lived in colder and more mountainous climates.
The blades have two sets of maker’s marks, in addition to a stamp on each side that reads: “HIND’S READY FOR USE”.  On one side, the maker’s mark is a battleaxe with capital “B”s on each side, an “O” at the top, and a “K” at the base (Figure 78).  The other side has an even more elaborate maker’s mark (Figure 79).  At the top in an arch are the words: “BURGON & BALL”.  Directly underneath these letters is a royal crown.  The crown sits above a hollow shield.  Inside of the shield are the letters “PATENT NO. 294”.  To the lower right and left of the shield are capital “B”s.  In addition, there is box beneath the shield that also contains a set of capital “B”s.  The box sits above a capital “A” and the phrase “MADE IN ENGLAND”.
The 1897 Sears, Roebuck & Co. catalog has an extensive listing for sheep shears (Figure 80).  Although it lists three Sears brand shears first, the catalog acknowledges that Burgon & Ball “B.B.A” sheep shears are a widely celebrated brand that was often used by professional sheep shearers.  The shears found under the Kirby guest house patio are Burgon & Ball “B.B.A” sheep shears.  They are a half-inch smaller than the ones listed in the catalog, but are otherwise identical.  Burgon & Ball has been producing sheep shears in Sheffield, England, since 1730, and continues to make remarkably similar tools to this day.  Overall, the type of antique English sheep shears found under the Kirby patio date ca. 1850-1935.  
Tile whetstone (NH22B)


The second layer of patio unit NH22 produced a tile whetstone (Figure 81).  As of the end of the 2005 field season, this artifact is the only one of its kind that has been found at the site.   It is an asymmetrical fragment, measuring 2 13/16" by 2 2/16".  The fragment has various cut marks along its length.  Whetstones, also known as oil stones, are abrasive stones used to sharpen knives and other edged tools.  They are often double-sided with a coarse grit side and a fine grit side.  Whetstones are made of many materials, natural and artificial.  Artificial whetstones are usually made of a ceramic like silicon carbide.
Four tobacco pipe mouthpieces (NH6A, 10A, 13A, 33A) and a pipe bowl (NH13A)

When a field school student found a rubber tobacco-pipe mouthpiece in the summer of 2004 in cabin unit NH13B, it was a harbinger of future tobacco-related finds at the site.  Excavators uncovered four additional pipe mouthpieces and the fragments of a pipe bowl in 2005.  Three of the pipe mouthpieces (NH10A, 13A, and 33A) were remarkably similar to the one uncovered in 2004 (Figure 82).  Each was made of black rubber; two of them were stamped with the phrases “SOLID RUBBER” (NH10A) and “PURE RUBBER” (NH13A) respectively.  The third (NH33A) was partially burnt.  Harrison is photographed with a black-rubber tobacco-pipe mouthpiece and attached pipe in many of the historic images, including Escondido Historical Society Image #3, and Edward Harvey Davis wrote in 1938 that Harrison’s “inseparable companion” was “a short-stemmed black pipe” (Davis 1938:11).  

The patio unit centered on the doorway (NH6A) also produced a tobacco pipe mouthpiece, but this one was made of bone.  It has tooth marks on the top and bottom near the end.  The bone pipe mouthpiece is similar to bone pipe fragments found in NH11A and NH23A during the summer of 2004, but it does not mend with them

Cabin unit NH13A also contained a wooden pipe-bowl fragment.  The bowl’s interior is charred, and the bottom’s exterior is carved in a criss-cross pattern.
A Final Note…

Less than a week before the 2005 field school was temporarily evacuated from the site because of a nearby fire, students working in one of the Patio Area II units (NH32B) uncovered assorted pieces of a late 19th/early 20th-century oil lamp, including the fully intact lamp burner (Figure 83).  During the fire evacuation, Dr. Mallios loaded the students into the trusty Anthropology Department van and hastily left the mountain.  As evening fell and firefighters successfully put out the blaze, the archaeological team stayed off the mountain for dinner and ventured into a local barbecue joint in the valley.  Upon walking into the restaurant, Mallios and his crew espied in the entryway a decorative antique oil lamp that was nearly strikingly similar to the fragments they had been uncovering at the site (Figure 84).  Although serendipity—fortuitous accidental discoveries—is rare in archaeology, there is circularity between the processes of historical deposition and archaeological discovery.  In fact, archaeologist James Deetz began and ended his book Flowerdew Hundred with these complementary actions. He wrote that with the ultimate recovery of artifacts by the field-school student, “the circle is closed” (Deetz 1993:174).  Deetz’s use of the word “closed” is vague.  It is easy to misinterpret “closed” as meaning “finished,” “settled,” or “inaccessible.”  Each of these terms is a viable synonym for “closed,” but they are antithetical to the point that Deetz makes.  Contrary to notions of ending a story, discussion, or analysis, the archaeological process is an ongoing journey.  Deetz’s closed circle is a metaphor for continuity; it keeps going round and round in a manner that opens new dialogues about history, identity, and community.

Likewise, the archaeological process is an ongoing endeavor at the Nate Harrison site, a project that includes research, education, and public outreach.  We continue to produce timely scholarship, including annual technical reports and a recent 2006 Proceedings of the Society for California Archaeology article, “Preliminary Excavations at the Nate Harrison Site” (Volume 19:71-74).  Summer field schools are scheduled to continue on a yearly basis, and each one concludes with a public open house (Figure 85).  In addition, the project’s website http://www-rohan.sdsu.edu/~histarch/ includes each year’s complete technical report and the entire artifact catalog.  Although this project has far to go before any new definitive conclusions can be made about the life and times of Nate Harrison, it has begun to assemble a new and more complete set of information, both historical and archaeological, that can place Harrison and his legend in proper context.
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