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There was no Burlingame in the Sixties, the Western Addition was a desert of sand dunes and the goats
gambolled through the rocky gulches of Nob Hill. But San Francisco had its Rincon Hill and South Park,
Howard and Fulsom and Harrison Streets, coldly aloof from the tumultuous hot heart of the City north of
Market Street.

In this residence section the sidewalks were also wooden and uneven and the streets muddy in winter and
dusty in summer, but the houses, some of which had "come round the Horn," were large, simple, and stately.
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