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THE HUNTER CATS OF
CONNORLOA

I

Oxce on a time, there lived in California
a gentleman whose name was Connor, — Mr.
George Connor. He was an orphan, and had
no brothers and only one sister. This sister
was married to an Italian gentleman, one of the
chamberlains to the King of Italy. She might
almost a8 well have been dead, so far as her
brother George's secing her was concerned ; for
he, poor gentleman, was much too ill to cross
the ocean to vigit her; and her husband could
not be spared from his duties as chamberlain to
the King, to come with her to America, and she
would not leave him and come alone. Bo at the
time my story begins, it bad been many years
since the brother and sister had met, and Me.
Connor had quite made up his mind that he
should never see her apgain in this world, He
had had a sorry time of it for a good many

years. He had wandered all over the world,
1



2 THE HUNTER CATS

trying to find a climate which would make him
well. He had lived in Egypty in Ceylon, in
Italy, in Japan, in the Sandwich Islands, in the
West India Islands. Every place that had ever
been heard of us being good for sick people, he
had tried; for he had plenty of money, and
there was nothing to prevent his journeying
wherever he liked. He had a faithful black
servant Jim, who went with him everywhere,
and took the best of care of him; but neither
the money, nor the good nursing, nor the sea
air, nor the mountain air, nor the north, south,
east or west air, did him any good. He only
tired himself out for nothing, roaming from
place to place; and was all the time lonely, and
sad too, mot having any home. So at last he
made up his mind that he would roam no
longer; that he would settle down, build him.
self a house, and if he could not be well and
strong and do all the things he liked to, he
would at least have a home, and have his books
sbout him, and have a good bed to sleep in, and
good food to eat, and be comfortable in all those
ways in which no human being ever ¢an be com-
fortable outside of his own house.

He happened to be in California when he took
this reselution. He had been there for a win-
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ter; and on the whole had felt better there than
he had felt anywhere else. The California sun-
shine did him more good than medicine: it is
wonderful how the sun shines there! Then it
was never either very hot or very cold in the
part of California where he was; and that was
& great advantage. He was in the southemn
part of the State, only thirty miles from the
sea-shore, in San Gabriel. You can find this
name *San Gabriel” on your atlas, if you look
very carefully. It is in small print, and on the
atlas it is not more than the width of a pin
from the water's edge; but it really is thirty
miles, —a good day's ride, and a beautiful day’s
ride too, from the sea. San Gabriel is a little
village, only a dozen or two hounses in it, and
an old, half-ruined church, —a Catholic chureh,
that was buili there a hundred years ago, when
the country was first gettled by the Spaniards.
They named all the places they settled, after
suints; and the first thing they did in every
place was to build a church, and get the Indians
to come and be baptized, and learn to pray.
They did not eall their settlements towns at
first, only Missions; and they had at one time
twenty-one of these Missions on the California
coast, all the way up from Ban Diego to Mon-
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terey; and there were more than thirty thou-
sand Indians in them, all being taught to pray
and to work, and some of them to read and
write. They were very good men, those first
Spanish missionaries in California. There are
still alive some " Indians who recollect these
_times. They are very old, over a huandred
years old; but they remember well about these
things.

Most of the principal California towns of
which you have read in your geographies were
begun in this way. San Diego, Santa Barbara,
San Lais Obispo, San Rafael, San Francisco,
Monterey, Los Angeles, — all of these were first
settled by the missionaries, and by the soldiers
and officers of the army who came to protect
the missionaries against the savages. Los
Angeles was named by them after the Virgin
Mary. The Spanish name was very long,
“Nuestra Sefiora Reina de Los Angeles,” —
that means, “Our Lady the ngen of the
Angels.” Of course this was quite too long to
use every day; so it soon got cut down to
simply “Los Angeles,"” or “The Angels,” —a
name which often amuses travellers in Los
Angeles to-day, becavse the people who live
there are not a bit more like angels than other




