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The San Francisco Earthquake

~l nali-past one in the morming three sides of Union Square were in flames. The
iourth side. where stood the great St Francis Hotel, was still holding out. An hour
ater. ignited from top and sides, the St Francis was flaming heavenward. Union
Square, heaped high with mountains of trunks, was deserted. Troops, refugees and
all had retreated.

't was at Union Square that | saw a man offering a thousand dollars for a team of
norses. He was in charge of a truck piled high with trunks from some hotel. It had
been hauled here into what was considered safety, and the horses had been taken
out. The flames were on three sides of the square, and there were no horses.

Alsc. at this fime, standing beside the truck, | urgﬁed a man to seek safety in flight.
He was all but hemmed in by several conflagrations’. He was an old man and he was
on crutches. Said he: “Today is my birthday. Last night | was worth thirty thousand
oliars. | bought five boitles of wine, some delicate fish, and other things for my
irthday dinner. | have had no dinner, and all | own are these crutches.’

| convinced him of his danger and started him limping on his way. An hour later,
from a distance. | saw the truckload of trunks buming merrily in the middle of the
street.

Un Thursday morning, at a quarter past five, just twenty-four hours after the
sarthquake, | sat on the steps of a small residence of Mob Hill. With me sat
Jzpznese, ltalians, Chinese, and Negroes — a bit of a cosmopolitan flotsam® of the
wreck of the city. All about were the palaces of the nabob pioneers of Forty-nine®. To
the east and south, at right-angles, were advancing two mighty walls of flame.

| went inside with the owner of the house on the steps of which | sat. ‘Yesterday
rmoming.” he said, 'l was worth six hundred thousand dollars. This moming this house
iz all | have left. It will go in fifteen minutes.” He pointed 1o a large cabinet. That is
my wite's coliection of china. The rug upon which we stand is a present. It cost fifteen
nuncred dellars, Try that piano. Listen to its tone. There are few like it. There are no
norses. The flames will be here in fifteen minutes.”

Qutside, the old Mark Hopking residence, a palace, was just catching fire. The
roops were falling back and driving refugees before them. From every side came the
roaring of flames, the crashing of walls and the detonations of dynamite.

| passed out of the house. Day was trying to dawn through the smoke pall. A sickly
ight was creeping over the face of things. Once only the sun broke through the
smore pall, blood-red, and showing quarter its usual size. The smoke pall itself,
viewed from beneath, was a rose colour that pulsed and fluttered with lavender
shades. Then it turned to mauve and yellow and dun. There was no sun. And so
dawned the second day on stricken San Francisco.
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conflagrations = destructive fires
flotsam = he people are compared with floating wreckage
‘nabeob poneers of Forty-nine = people who had made a fortune out of the 1849 gold

rush

The pasgage is by Jeck London writing in Coler's Weekly, 5 May 1806



