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THE ADVENTURES OF A TENDERFOOT.

Edrly in the Fall of 1858, when I was about
twenty-three years old, ]ivmg with my brothers,
John, Joséph and Fernando, for gome reason or
other, my head got too big for my hat, and .I con-
cluded like & donkey, to leave Havana, Cuba, where
we were residing, for New Orleans, La.

I smeaked on board of the American schooner
“Salvador.” Captain Hanson, an old friend, who
‘was in command, collected from me regular -fare.
We-made a quick run to.New Orleans, four days
from Havana.

On arriving at New Orleans I-found my brother
Louis in business for himself; and owning a very
pretty house_at, 150 Barrack _Street, with plenty
of’ accommodatlons ‘for his family and myself. He
furnished me a Jroom, and at night I would eat
with the' famlly, Whlch gave mé board and lodging
free.

I found employment and earned a dollar and a
quarter to-a dollar and a half a day, accordmg, to
the work.

My meal in the mor:ning was very early, -before
six o’clock, which I took i in the'French Market. At
11 e’clock all the. large Hotels gave a free lunch,
-'costmg 15 eents. In that way I managed to pull
thuough—in the way of meals. The money I earned
was enough to clothe me .and I made a- good
.appearance,
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In the spring of 1859, I found a better job, when
the river opened, as a inud clerk on the New
Orleans, St. Louis & St. Joseph Packet “Minni-
haha,” Captain Richard Woolfork; Chief Officer
and Mate, Tom Henthorn; Mr. 8. Hutchinson, chief
clerk and part owner-of the steamboat; Mr. James
Degges, second clerk, and myself, very glad to be
even a “mud clerk.”” I remained in that eapacity
until the end of April, 1860.

On the 14th of April, 1860, the day Henry Clay
statue was unveiled on Canal Street, our steam-
boat was loaded with cargo for all landings batween
New Orleans and St. Louis and St. Joe; most of
the cargo being sugar in hogsheads for St. Louis
where we were several-day discharging.

On board of the steamboat, I made the acquaint-
ance of a young Englishman, Harry Malam by
name, who had been a dry goods clerk.. When we
arrived in Cairo, Illinois, we took on two more
passengers, young men ; one Henry-Hall, a saddler
by trade, and John Baxter, the son of a rich
capitalist residing in Pittsburgh, Pa. During the
trip to St. Lounis we became very chummy, and
when we got there, we were struck with what was
called the “Pikespeak gold fever” and concluded
that when we got to St. Joe, Mo., we would work
our way to “Pikespeak or bust.” Before leaving
St. Louis, we put our few dollars together and
bought some mining tools and provisions. We were
not the only ones who had the gold fever. Sam
Wright, the chief engineer of the “Minnihaha” and
all the other employees were also affected. Captain
Woolfork, Tom Henthorn, Mr. Hutchinson and the
watchman were the only ones that remained aboard
the boat.
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After we finished discharging in St. Joe and
Atchison we all went ashore and formed a camp.
We were several days getting teams and wagons
to cross the Plains from Atchison -to Denver,
something over 700 miles. After a long tramp we
arrived at Denver on the 4th of July, 1860. We
remained in Denver a day or two to get our bear-
ings for the gold diggings in the mountains, having
had favorable information that gold was plentiful
in a gulch known then as Spanish Gulch, a hun-
dred miles more or less from Denver, over the
mountain trail, and it took us three days to tramp
that distance, a mountaineer would have made the
distance in less than two days. On arriving we
fell into the hands of claim sharks, who sold us a
claim which afterwards proved to be a salted one.
We started to work, hiring a couple of experienced
miners to teach us how to drift and tunnel under
the mountain. Harry Malam and Frank Hall had
become quite expert, but John Baxter and myself
seemed only fitted to wheel dirt. The boys agreed
that I being a very good cook, should do the cook-
ing and wheel dirt. We all did our best, and from
the 8th or 10th of July to the end of September we
worked and then took stock, to find that all we had
left were our tools. We sold the tools for less than
half of what they cost, divided the money and
separated. I tramped to Denver and on the first
week of October, 1860, I became acquainted with
Mr. W. A. Buffom, correspondent for the New York
Herald and United States Consul at Smyrna, who
was on a furlough travelling through the west in
great style; he had a very fine ambulance with four
fine mules and a pony, the outfit having cost some-
thing like $2,500. Buffom was in want of a Spanish
interpreter and gave me the job at $15 a month



4

to accompany him down the Rio Grande to Santa
Fe, New Mexico. Our agreement. didl not last very
long. The first day after travelling about 20 miles,
we camped in a very prefty spot with plenty of
grass and water,

Having taken Buffom’s double-barrelled shotgun
without pérmission, I went scouting around and
came back to camp with half a dozen fine quail,
which I gave to the driver who was also cook.
When Buffom discovered that I had given the birds
to the cook to prepare for supper, he became very
angry and overbearing, and tried to treat me as a
servant; then I became angry and sent him to the
devil, so separated then and there. Next morning,
he started with his outfit to travel down the Rio
Grande, and after he had been gone sometime, I
started with all my belongings (the suit I stood
in and my Bowie knife) to tramp to El Paso,
Texas, a distance, as the roads ran then, of about
eleven hundred miles, more or less. After tramp-
ing a few days, I was overtaken by Col. Kit Carson,
the great American Scout, who led General Fre-
mont across the mountains to the Pacific,'and who
there acquired the nickname of the “Pathfinder.”
Col. Carson was travelling in a wagon and insisted
on my riding with him about forty miles to his
ranch at Taos, where he was beautifully situated
with rich lands and cattle, and looked upon by his
Navajo Indians as a God. After remaining at Taos
a few days, having rested well, I tramped to Santa
Fé where I remained a few days; then on from
Santa I'é to Albuquerque, resting ‘there 2. days. I
tramped from Albuquerque to Fort Craig which
was one side of the river, and on the other was g
small village of Mexicans and Indians ecalled

e b e e e o o
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Valverde.. This is the beginning of Dead Man’s
desert 90 miles from Valverde to Da Anna. The
activity of the Indians made travelling dangerous.
The country from Albuquerque was lined with
frontiet ranches, plenty of cattle, sheep and goats;
all the ranchmen had their own adobe houses well
white-washed and beautiful. Every night I was
invited to enjoy' their hospitality, a good supper,
generally consisting of pig or kid roasted, tortillas,
frijoles, asaderas, and a good woollen mattress to
sleep on. In the morning they gave me my break-
fast, and if the distance I had to travel was very
great, would put:-up a lunch for me to carry.
Everyone was most kind and simpatico, and would
never take a cent or allow me to do any work; on
the contrary they seemed to be sorry for the forlorn
iringo. At Fort Craig, I fell in with a Mr. Ruis,
a Mexican freighter with twelve large loaded
wagons, having six and eight mules and horses for
relays. Mr. Ruis invited me to join him and his
caravan across Dead Man’s desert, which was very
dangerous on account of the Navajo and Apache
Indians who continued following us in the hope
of stampeding our stock. We therefore had to
be very vigilant and stand guard like soldiers. It
took several nights to cover the ninety miles across
the desert; water was scarce as it seldom rained in
that country, but as the dews at night were very
heavy and’ the grass very fine, the stock did not
suffer. We got across to Da Anna without any
great difficulty, with the exception of one night
when the Indians raided us; we were prepared for
the attack and stood them off, killing two; we were
about fifty and they did not bother us again. In
Da Anna, I left Mr. Kuis and tramped-to Ta
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from the anchorage and -out to sea,-I found there
were forty passeigers and we had to lie around the
deck like 80 many animals. Luckily we had a good
cook and plenty of provisions and after fifteen days
we arrived at quarantine seventy miles below New
Orleans, where they kept us fifteen days on shore
in some large warehouse, after which they allowed
us to depart. I arrived at New Orleans all right
and found my sisters Liz and Milly in one of Phil
Phillips’ houses on Jackson Street between Car-
ondelet and Baronne Street. I remained there
until the 4th of September, when I managed to
get aboard of the American Schooner Pinky, Cap-
tain Sisno, bound for Havana, we had a quick run
arriving in Havana on the 8th of September, where
I.found my brothers prosperous and delighted to
see-me back with them. They gave me employment
and I was soon a new man. My wife all this while
having remained in San Antonio, I wrote her to
sell out and join me in Cuba where we had a happy
home and so ended the ups and downs of this old
Confederate soldier.
September, 1914,

ENRIQUE B. D’HAMEL.





