
 

Although a resident of San Francisco, I never 

heard much about the "Art Union Association" of that 

city until I got hold of some old newspapers during my 

three months' stay in the Big Tree region of Calaveras 

county.  Up there, you know, they read every thing, 

because in most of those little camps they have no 

libraries, and no books to speak of, except now and 

then a patent office report or a prayer-book, or 

literature of that kind, in a general way, that will hang 

on and last a good while when people are careful with 

it, like miners; but as for novels, they pass them around 

and wear them out in a week or two… 
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