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House At Large 
 
An old two-story, sheet-iron, pioneer, fire-proof house, got loose from her moorings last 

night, and drifted down Sutter street, toward Montgomery. We are not informed as to where she 
came from or where she was going to—she had halted near Montgomery street, and appeared to 
be studying about it. If one might judge from the expression that hung about her dilapidated front 
and desolate window, she was thoroughly demoralized when she stopped there, and sorry she 
ever started. Is there no law against houses loafing around the public streets at midnight? 

 
Schoolchildren’s Rehearsal 

 
The pupils of the Public Schools assembled in strong force at the Metropolitan Theatre 

yesterday afternoon, to rehearse their portion of the Fourth of July ceremonies. The dress-circle 
was a swarming hive of small boys in an advanced state of holiday jollity, and the parquet was 
filled with young girls impatient for the performance to begin. There were but fourteen benches 
left vacant in the pit, and three in the dress circle. At the call to order by Mr. Elliott, a solemn 
silence succeeded the buzzing that had prevailed all over the house. He announced that one 
school was still absent, but it was too late to wait for its arrival. The pupils, led by the orchestra, 
then sang a beautiful chant—“The Lord’s Prayer”—the girls doing the best service, the boys 
taking only a moderate amount of interest in it. However, the boys came out strong on the next 
chorus—“The Battle Cry of Freedom.” Without prompting, the voices of the children broke forth 
with one accord the moment the orchestra had finished playing the symphony, which was pretty 
good proof that the pupils of all the schools are accustomed to strict discipline. The next song—
“The Union”—was sung with thrilling effect, and was entered into by both boys and girls, with a 
spirit which showed that it was a favorite with them. It deserved to be, for it had more music in it 
than any tune which had preceded it. “Oh, Wrap the Flag Around Me, Boys,” was sung by the 
girls, and the boys joined in the chorus. It is a lugubrious ditty, and sadness oozed from its every 
pore. There was a pardonable lack of enthusiasm evinced in its execution. “America” (applause 
from the boys) was sung next, with extraordinary vim. The exercises were closed with this hymn, 
and the schools then left the theatre and departed for home. Just as the rear rank was passing out 
at the door, the missing school—the lost tribe—came filing down the street, moved two abreast 
into the theatre without halting, and took possession of the stage. It proved to be the Rincon 
School, so distinguished for the numerous promotions from its ranks to the High School. The 
large stage was almost filled by the newcomers, and had they arrived sooner there would not 
have been a vacant seat in the house. The lost tribe rehearsed the songs in regular order, just as 
their predecessors had done, and did it in an entirely creditable manner, after which they 
marched in procession up Montgomery to Market street. Even if everything else fails on the 
Fourth, we are satisfied that the Public Schools can be depended on to carry out their part of the 



programme faithfully and in the best possible style. The schools will assemble at the 
Metropolitan Theatre about noon on the Fourth, where, in addition to their singing, the following 
exercises may be expected: Music, by the band; Prayer, by the Rev. Mr. Kittredge; Reading of 
the Declaration of Independence, by W. H. L. Barnes; Poem, by Mr. Bowman; Oration, by the 
Rev. H. W. Bellows. 

 
The Old Thing 

 
We conversed yesterday with a stranger who had suffered from a game familiar to some 

San Franciscans, but unknown in his section of the country. He was going home late at night, 
when a sociable young man, standing alone on the sidewalk, bade him good evening in a friendly 
way, and asked him to take a drink, with a fascination of manner which he could not resist. They 
went into Johnson’s saloon, on Pike street, but instead of paying promptly for the drinks, the 
sociable young man proposed to throw the dice for them, which was done, and the stranger who 
was a merchant, from the country, lost. Euchre was then proposed, and two disinterested 
spectators, entirely unknown to the sociable young man—as he said—were invited to join the 
game, and did so. Shortly afterwards, good hands were discovered to be plenty around the board, 
and it was proposed to bet on them, and turn the game into poker. The merchant held four kings, 
and he called a ten dollar bet; but the luck that sociable young man had was astonishing—he held 
four aces! This made the merchant suspicious, he says, and it was a pity his sagacity was not still 
more extraordinary; it was a pity it did not warn him that it was time to quit that crowd. But it 
had no such effect; the sociable man showed him a check on Wells, Fargo &; Co., and he 
thought it was safe to “stake” him; therefore he staked his friend, and continued to stake him, and 
his friend played and lost, and continued to play and lose, until one hundred and ninety dollars 
were gone, and he nothing more left wherewith to stake him. The merchant complained to the 
police, yesterday, and officer McCormick hunted up the destroyer of his peace and the buster of 
his fortune, and arrested him. He gave his name as Wellington, but the police have known him 
well heretofore as “Injun Ned;” he told the merchant his name was J. G. Whittaker. Wellington 
Whittaker deserves to be severely punished, but perhaps the merchant ought to be allowed to go 
free, as this was his first offence in being so criminally green. 

 
More Steamship Suits Brewing 

 
A number of the passengers by the America, from Panama, on her last trip, are talking 

about bringing suits against the Company for breach of contract, similar to those now pending. In 
the former cases, some sixty-eight in number—against the Company’s steamship Moses 
Taylor—judgments were given for plaintiffs in the Justice's Court, and an appeal, also, in the 
County Court. The Company have appealed to the Supreme Court solely on a point of 
jurisdiction. Like Jarndyce and Jarndyce in chancery, the steamship plaintiffs will probably 
bequeath these suits to their children of a long succession of future generations, for it is hardly 
possible that they themselves will live long enough to see one of them through its endless career 
in the United States Supreme Court. 
 
(Source: Twainquotes.com) 


