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"The spring of 1847 I moved with my parents to some
rich bottom land, intending to raise a crop. The coun-
try was alive with deer, antelope and other game. I
could see droves of antelope crossing the bottom every
day - going to the river for water. We were now ten
miles away from everybody so we moved back to Fort
Pueblo where we felt safe and could work for bread
stuff, as we had been living on nothing but meat for
several weeks. In the fall of 1847 we moved to
another fort named Hardscrabble. Here the mountain-
eers had raised plenty of corn and pumpkins-which they
were liberal with., Next came 300 Cheyenne warriors
through the fort to fight the MOUNTAIN UTES. The men watched them fight from the top
of the fort with spy glasses. Several were killed on both sides. Later in the fall
we moved about 3 miles to another fort which belonget to Matthew Kincade, he going off
with his stock and my father taking care of the fort during the winter. Here we had
planty to eat; blacktailed bucks and mountain sheep. From the top of the fort we could
see Pikes Peak.

"In the spring of 1848 several of the mountaineers began to prepare to go to Californ-
ia, hearing that gold had been discovered there and we, seeing that there would be. but
few left started with them - about twelve wagons. The mountaineers had about 200 head
of stock. We traveled for several days, stopping a week to dry buffalo meat - the
plains being black with buffalo. Coming to a river we unloaded the wagons, taking them
to pieces covering the box with buffalo hides to prevent leaking and ferried across,
reaching Independence Rock. At the Big Sandy we rested up and traded with immgrants
we overtook. My father traded the yoke of oxen that had brought us all the way from
Mississippi to get clothing for his children. My mother had patched as long as she
could find anything to patch to. I will say here, that if there was ever a pioneer
woman, my mother was one, for she almost raised the family on the road trawveling. Next
Fort Bridger - then across the mountains to Salt Lake where we make more log cabins and
fixed the best we could for the winter.

"In the spring of 1849 we were not able to fit out a team to go farther so we went to
work and raised a crop and in the spring of 1850 we started from Salt Lake with the
first wagon train going the north route to California. We had two teams; my father
driving one and I the other. Traveling down the Humboldt we found the Indians trouble-
some. We rested up a few days getting ready to cross the big desert from the sinks of
the Truckee River., After being on the desert awhile we now saw great destruction among
stock and wagons; there being carcasses of horses, mules and oxen for miles that had
perished for want of water, but we got through safely. Reaching Carson Valley we stop-
ped for three or four weeks with two other families. The rest of the train kept on the
road to California. The immigrants from the states began to catch up with us. They
had nothing to eat so we let them have what we could spare. They always got something,
even if it was only a pan of milk. They were mostly on foot; their teams given out and
died on the road.

We yoked our oxen and began to travel the Sierra Nevada Mountains. Crossing the
mountains we arrived in California in the last of July 1850 at Diamond Springs, close
to Hangtown (now Placerville). My father (John Roberds, who is the brother of Norma
Lee Webster Cole's great-grand-mother, Luanna Roberds) and my uncle (who is George
Washington Sparkes, great-grandfather of Norma Lee Cole) and myself dug the spring and
give it the name of Diamond Springs on account of the glittering particles of quartz
rock at the bottom of the spring. Here we concluded to stay as there eseemed to be
plenty of gold diggings everywhere and as winter came on quite a big town built up
which is Diamond Springs today. In the spring of 1851 we moved to Coon Hollow and in
January 1852 to Suisun Valley and went through Sacramento just after it burmed down.
Early in the spring of 1857 we started for Southern California - having a good time
hunting on the way. We arrived in San Bernardino Jun2 25, 1857. I then being 20 years
old. , (See Page 28)




