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Harlots and Whorehouses: Stories of the World's Oldest 

Profession in 19th Century Santa Cruz County 
By Phil Reader 

 

Fallen Angels of Front Street 

Introduction 

Practitioners of the world's oldest profession have always been found on the streets of Santa Cruz County. 

Neither the denizens of the law, nor the guardians of the public morals have been able to drive these painted 

ladies from our midst. The erotic "flesh-pots of Egypt" have been successfully transplanted to the placid shores 

of Monterey Bay. During the l9th century, the red-light districts were always among the most active spots in 

our little county. 

At Watsonville the brothels were located along the river between Union and Rodriguez streets as well as just 

across the river in Pajaro. Freedom, then called Whiskey Hill, had more than it's share of such activities. 

The Santa Cruz red-light district was always in the area of the lower plaza at the junction of Front Street and 

Pacific Avenue. After the devastating fire of 1894, the houses of ill- repute were moved further down Front 

Street to the new "Chinatown" just beyond Cooper. 

During the early years, the leaders of the occasional moral crusade against prostitution were not the good 

folks from the local churches, but it was the grand jury. When they had finished looking into conditions at the 

poor farm or the jail, they would turn their attention to corruption and "moral decency." Their investigations 

usually ended with the issuing of a number of indictments against the saloon keeper and his girls. Such crimes 

were a misdemeanor and a small fine was normally levied, after which everyone went back to business as 

usual and the whole affair would be forgotten until the calling of the next grand jury. It became a time 

honored ritual. 

The first known arrest for "keeping a house of ill-fame" took place at Watsonville on the afternoon of 

September 1, 1860, when Nuanor Samilla and Filleppe Escalante were jailed. Each was charged with a 

misdemeanor, found guilty, and fined $15. The next arrests occurred in Santa Cruz when two men, Malson and 

Shaw, were tried on July 6, 1868 on a charge of keeping a house. They were released after the jury failed to 

agree on a verdict. 
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The Grand Juries of 1872 and 1877 showed more determination than usual in striving to shut down the 

brothels. They adopted the motto "Let the Augean Stables be cleansed," showing a flair for classical literature 

in this reference to the legendary Hercules cleaning thirty years of refuse from the stables of Augeas in but 

one day. In 1872, sixteen people were indicted including the three most famous Santa Cruz madames: Emma 

Cooper, Maria McDermott, and Madame Pauline. The 1877 Grand Jury attacked with a vengeance and 

brought morals charges against forty-six citizens. 

One of those indicted was a feisty Jane Allison, who was to mount a formidable challenge to the local system 

of jurisprudence. When Lady Jane was done, she left half of the male population in town blushing. 

During the 1880s and 1890s, apex of the Victorian Age, local law enforcement officials turned a blind eye as 

Santa Cruzans continued on with their sinful ways. "Spanish Mary" Rodriguez held forth in Watsonville, while 

young Josie Lorenzana established herself at number ten Front Street. 

 

Madame Pauline 

There is a tradition in western lore telling the story of a golden hearted prostitute who had a soft spot for the 

poor and down trodden. This stereotype was recently portrayed by the character of "Miss Kitty" on the 

popular television series "Gunsmoke." She also had her counterpart in Santa Cruz history in the person of 

Madame Pauline. 

For thirty years, she was a familiar figure on the streets of Santa Cruz. She owned a string of three brothels in 

the county. One was a two story structure on the corner of Knight and River Streets, another on Front Street, 

and a third at the intersection of Bridge and Main in Watsonville. 

When she died in 1898, the normally chaste Santa Cruz Sentinel eulogized, 

"In a quiet way she did many charitable acts. No poor person ever came away from her empty handed. 

More then one poor family she has assisted, and the world was none the wiser." 

Two decades earlier, when the 1877 Grand Jury was attempting to close down all of the houses of 

prostitution, a group of prominent citizens, including a number of women, sent a petition to the District 

Attorney asking him to defer prosecuting Madame Pauline saying, 

"that she was a liberal and public spirited citizen, contributing generously to charitable and public 

projects...and that she had given something to bring the Santa Cruz Railroad into our town..." 

On May 12, 1877, following a raid on the Front Street brothels by Sheriff Bob Orton, a newspaper article 

appeared supporting her. 

"Pauline, proprietress of a house of prostitution, has kept a very orderly and quiet house, this house 

was completely unobjectionable to even the nearest neighbors." 

Madame Pauline was born Florinni De Paulinni in 1847 at New York City. Two early marriages, one to George 

Prince and a second to Jim Ogden, ended in divorce and left her with three small children to support. In 1867 

she came west and first settled at Watsonville where she went to work in a brothel on Pajaro Street. 



3 
 

Pauline was a very shrewd business woman. By 1871, she had parlayed enough capital to buy the house where 

she was employed. After putting it on a sound financial basis, she invested in other real estate in the 

downtown area. The following year Pauline moved her operations to Santa Cruz while retaining her interests 

in Watsonville. 

For the next few years she rented a large building on Front Street from E. L. Williams which she converted to a 

saloon and whorehouse. In the adjoining storefront was her main competition, a brothel which was 

maintained by her close friend, the redoubtable Emma Cooper. During the 1880s she bought land on Water 

Street as well as Front Street. She now found herself well established in, and accepted by the local business 

community. 

Meanwhile Pauline managed to successfully raise her three children. Her son, Pearly Prince was a land agent 

for the Southern Pacific Railroad and settled in the Los Angeles area, while a second son became a well to do 

real estate man in San Francisco. Her third child, a daughter, Edna Ogden entered a convent at San Bernardino 

and later rose to the position of Mother Superior of her order. Madame Pauline always remained close to her 

family through out her lifetime. 

During her years in Santa Cruz, she attended services at Holy Cross church on a regular basis under her 

married name of Mrs. P. Ogden.She was a conspicuous figure about town with her flamboyant wardrobe, 

including a menagerie of colorful hats much to the delight of the local milliners with whom she carried on a 

brisk business. 

Newspapers of the time abound with stories about Madame Pauline. Many was the under aged male 

miscreant who crept timidly into her parlor in search of erotic adventure only to be greeted by a bemused 

Pauline,who would grasp them firmly by the nape of the neck and escort them rapidly down the back stairs. 

It was during the month of October, 1885, that her neighbor, Dr. Benjamin Knight came to her with a 

particularly tragic tale of woe. Knowing of her many charities, he hoped that she would be willing to help. It 

seems that he had been called to a house not many miles north of Santa Cruz where he was to attend to a 

woman about to give birth. What he found upon arrival surprised even a hardened veteran like himself. The 

house was shabby and in a state of complete disarray. The pregnant woman lay on a pile of blankets in the 

middle of the floor in very critical condition. Everywhere he looked he saw dilapidation and want. The only 

furnishings in the one room house were two chairs, a rickety bench, and one worn out table upon which 

rested three potatoes - all the family had to feed upon. 

What had touched him the most were the six small children standing silently about the room. All of them were 

in need of clothes. The eldest, a girl about eight years of age, was arrayed only in an old grain sack. The father 

was out in the woods splitting shakes in order to get a few dollars with which to feed his destitute family. 

Dr. Knight in describing the scene said that it was the worst that can be imagined. He was giving his medical 

services gratuitously, but he feared for the children. 

His pleas did not fall upon deaf ears. The next day, Madame Pauline hired a buggy, rode out, and brought the 

family back to town. She moved them into a wood framed house which she owned on Water Street and put 

the father to work doing maintenance on her properties. 

Over the years she took a special interest in the eight year old girl with the sack dress. Pauline kept her well 

dressed and saw to her education. When the young girl grew up, she married into a prominent Santa Cruz 
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family and retained the most pleasant memories of the "Golden hearted prostitute" who had come to her 

rescue so many years before. 

Madame Pauline died of apoplexy at her home on January 16, 1898 at the age of fifty one. Her remains were 

taken by train to southern California were she was buried at the Prince family plot in the cemetery in San 

Bernardino. When her will was probated, it was found to be worth in excess of $40,000. 

 

"Maria" 

"Maria" was a tough little Irish lass who worked the saloons of Santa Cruz for a dozen years. Her free wheeling 

life style was a source of endless shame for her brother, a prominent druggist in the community. 

Her real name was Mary McDermott and she was born at Stone Pew, Ireland in 1843. Her father died during 

the great famine of the 1840s and as a result, his large family suffered much privation. In 1854 several of the 

children migrated to America where they lived for many years in the Irish conclave at New York City. 

In 1865, two of the McDermott's, Mary and William, moved to San Francisco and the following year made 

their way to Santa Cruz where William, a druggist, opened an apothecary in the Hugo Hihn flat iron building on 

the lower plaza. 

Mary first found employment in a restaurant, and then went into a saloon as a waitress, but before long she 

found her real calling - Prostitution. At this she must have been quite good, for within a short period of time 

she had managed to accumulate enough money to open up her own house on Front Street next to Madame 

Pauline's. At this time she started to call herself "Maria" in deference to her many Spanish customers. 

For a while she prospered quite well from the wages of sin. At one time she was able to send $3,000 to her 

mother in Ireland. In April of 1877, she bought a house on the east side of River Street (North Pacific) where 

she carried on her business. Later that month "Maria" was arrested during the crack down on prostitution and 

received a fine of $200. 

In 1881, she met the man who was eventually to be her downfall. He was a good looking Irishman named Tim 

Collins and she called him "my nice young man." But it appears that Tim had a weakness for the whiskey and 

"Maria" definitely had a weakness for Tim. 

She moved him into her house and continued to work her trade in order to support them. Tim acted nominally 

as the bartender, but in reality he was a pimp and gambler. Soon "Maria," too, was drinking heavily and they 

began to quarrel almost constantly. After one such fight during the month of March, 1882, they were jailed. 

She, for one hundred days and he for sixty. When "Maria" was finally released, she went home to find that Tim 

had left her, taking with him everything that he could carry. From this point on she slipped deeper and deeper 

into alcoholism. 

On November 3, 1883, she sold her home to Dr. Benjamin Knight. A month later she entered the county 

hospital suffering from dropsy, there she died on December 11, a tired old woman at the age of forty. 
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The Trial of Jane Allison 

Jane Allison was not the kind of girl who would take anything lying down. She was intelligent, well spoken and, 

in all, quite well able to take care of herself. She was also the most popular lady working at Emma Cooper's 

whorehouse. 

Jane, a native of Pennsylvania, was the daughter of William Allison, who was an English immigrant. She spent 

her younger years in San Francisco, where her parents had moved while she was still an infant. After the death 

of his wife, William Allison went with his family to Aptos where he worked for many years on the farm of 

Thomas Leonard. There, Jane grew up aggressive and strong willed. 

So it was on Wednesday, April 24, 1872 when at the recommendation of the grand jury, law enforcement 

officials swept through the red light district on Front Street, arresting fifteen girls on charges of prostitution 

and disorderly conduct. When two of the ladies appeared in court the following morning, they plead guilty and 

were fined $15. 

The third case called was that of Jane Allison and she was to prove herself quite game, vowing to fight the 

indictment "if it took all summer." Pleading not guilty she asked for a continuance so that she would have the 

time to consult with an attorney. Trial was set for the following day, Friday, April 26. 

To represent her, she hired the intrepid Joseph Skirm, a determined champion of the underdog and perhaps 

the most brilliant barrister to ever practice in Santa Cruz County. The two of them were to make a formidable 

team which was to totally disrupt the local system of jurisprudence. 

After Judge Albert Hagan called the court to order, the defendant and her lawyer sat quietly as the jury was 

impaneled and District Attorney John Logan presented the people's case. Then Joe Skirm approached the 

bench and informed the Judge that he had a list of witnesses that he wanted subpoenaed. 

When his honor asked for the list, Jane stood up, took out her "little black book," and began reading the 

names of her clients - a total of one hundred and forty, including most of the prominent male residents of 

Santa Cruz. 

During the course of the following week they were called in one at a time and examined extensively. The 

testimony of the witnesses was mixed. There were those who claimed that they had never been to Emma 

Cooper's and could only swear as to it's general reputation in the community. While those who had visited the 

place never saw anything wrong. 

The somewhat bombastic Mr. Skirm had a virtual field day, turning the trial into a farce. His cross-examination 

of the witnesses, who were both intimidated and embarrassed by Jane's presence in the courtroom, were case 

studies in the use of non-sequitur semantics, which the press labeled "the senseless twaddle from a well-paid 

lawyer." 

In time, all of the arguments were heard and the jury retired to an anteroom for deliberations. After half an 

hour, the foreman rapped loudly at the door. But when it was discovered that they had agreed to disagree, 

neither the court nor the lawyers were in any hurry to let them out, and kept them locked up for another two 

hours. 

Meanwhile, Judge Hagan, and lawyers Skirm and Logan, together with a radiant Jane Allison, all adjourned to a 

nearby restaurant for a leisurely supper, after which they returned to the court room. Hagan called in the jury 
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and listened to what the foreman had to say. Following much discussion, both pro and con, he declared a 

mistrial and sent the somewhat frustrated panel home. 

A vindicated - and well fed - Jane Allison returned to work at Emma Cooper's and the Santa Cruz Sentinel 

announced that "at present all is quiet and pure on the banks of the San Lorenzo." 

 

Josie Lorenzana and Number Ten Front Street 

Josie Lorenzana was indeed a handsome young woman, a dark eyed beauty who inherited, not only, the good 

looks of the Lorenzana family, but she also seems to have inherited the family's proclivity for mischief. Early in 

life she realized that all men found her quite attractive, so she took full advantage of he natural attributes and 

became a prostitute. 

One of her paramours was a wealthy Santa Cruz merchant that she charmed into setting her up in business in 

a house on Front Street - number 10 Front Street to be exact. The always clever Josie named her new house 

"Number Ten Front Street" and commissioned a wooden sign to that effect to be placed over the entrance in 

her den of sin. 

Quickly, Number Ten Front Street became the most popular brothel in town, but it also gained a reputation as 

being the rowdiest. Her girls were not only quite lewd, but they were also quite crude. 

On July 17, 1884, two of her damsels attacked a group of the more genteel ladies from the community with a 

barrage of the most vulgar language. The fine ladies, which included Mrs. Frederick Hihn, took great exception 

to the choice of verbiage and proceeded to register their displeasure with Sheriff Elmer Dakan, who noted 

their complaints and confronted Miss Lorenzana. 

Josie turned one of the offenders, Delia Hart, over to the good sheriff, who proceeded to charge Miss Hart 

with a misdemeanor. The following day she was tried in Justice Roger Conant's court and promptly acquitted 

by a jury. 

At the next session of the county board of supervisors, a highly agitated Frederick Hihn pushed for a motion to 

urge the sheriff and district attorney to enforce an old law against landlords who allow their premises to be 

used for purposes of prostitution. His special target was, of course, Number Ten Front Street. 

Meanwhile back at the brothel, a customer who was roaring drunk, attacked one of the girls, slashing her face 

with a knife. These acts together with the general nature of the place caused a number of citizens to prompt 

the district attorney to arrest Josie Lorenzana on the charge of keeping a house of ill fame. So it was not long 

before Sheriff Dakan was back down at Josie's. Only this time he was carrying a warrant for her arrest. 

On the day of her trial, Josie put on her finest dress for her appearance before Judge Conant. In her most 

demure voice she assured his honor while under oath that she, of all people, would never operate such a 

place. But Conant would have none of it. He simply added the charge of perjury, a felony, to her docket. Then 

in the next breath, he fined her $300 and assured her that if she closed down Number Ten Front Street and 

left the county, and promised never to return, he would drop the perjury charge. 
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Young Josie, with a ten year prison sentence hanging over her head, acquiesced to Conant's demand. Within 

minutes she went home, packed up her belongings, took down the still new wood sign, and bolted forever the 

door to Number Ten Front Street. 

On Thursday, August 7, 1884, the 2:30 train, crowded with vacationers on holiday, pulled out of the Santa Cruz 

station. Seen among the passengers was a beautiful, dark eyed, young lady named Josie Lorenzana. 

 

Emma Cooper's 

Perhaps the best known brothel in the city of Santa Cruz was that which was operated by Emma Cooper and 

located, of course, on Front Street. Emma's house was in existence long before the town was incorporated on 

March 31, 1866. At the time, Santa Cruz consisted of about only forty seven sundry stores, including three 

hotels, five restaurants, two livery stables, and "twenty seven saloons." The local citizen of the day did enjoy 

the pleasures of the flesh. 

Emma Cooper, who was born in 1835 at New York, opened her bawdy house just a few doors away from the 

mercantile store belonging to the Cooper Brothers. Even though she was not related, the name similarity was 

a constant embarrassment to the socially prominent brothers. 

Her place was a favorite hang out of the city fathers as well as the boys from the powder works, lime kilns, and 

saw mills. It also witnessed more then it's share of gunplay and was the abode of the charming Jane Allison. At 

some point after 1877, Emma and Jane moved on to greener pastures. 

 

Occupational Pride 

The 1870 census of the city of Santa Cruz yields up this surprise. In a small residence on Water Street (now 

North Pacific Avenue), between the stately home of Dr. Benjamin Knight and Pat Moran's Blacksmith Shop, 

there were enumerated three nineteen year old young ladies, named: Lizzie Miller, Mary Tellery, and Minnie 

Lee. They boastfully listed their occupations as "Courtesans." 

 

John Keeny, "Fisherman" 

In 1887, when the puritanical Grand Jury was rolling though the red light districts of Santa Cruz and 

Wastonville, they indicted John Keeny, who called himself a fisherman, on the misdemeanor charge of 

"Keeping a disorderly house" - the catch phrase for a whorehouse. Also indicted with him were two of his girls, 

Maria Patronelia and Jane Smith (Refugia Alba) for residing in a house of ill fame. Keeny's place was located at 

the east end of the lower bridge over the San Lorenzo (the Soquel Avenue bridge) near the Bausch Brewery. 

At their trial, the two girls were found guilty. Maria was given the choice of either a $5 fine or five days in jail. 

Refugia was sentenced to imprisonment for fifty days or a fine of $50. They both quickly handed over the 

money. The case against Keeny was dropped after he agreed to close down his establishment. 

Keeny, a pioneer resident of Santa Cruz, returned to the sea, fishing the waters of Monterey Bay until after the 

turn of the century. His brothel was the the only one that fell victim to the forces of purity that year. 
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Madame Pauline's Favorite 

"The chaste COURIER says that the notorious Pauline takes that delectable sheet because she wants 

the 'freshest.' Freshest is good, and we will not dispute the proposition that when buzzards pounce 

down on a festering carcass that they want the 'freshest' morsels of nastiness. Throw a physic to the 

dogs, but give the COURIER a vomit, the same it is giving it's readers." 

[Taken from the Santa Cruz Sentinel, Saturday, July 28, 1877, in response to an article which appeared 

in the Santa Cruz Courier in which editor Greene Majors brags that his journal enjoys a monopoly on 

Madame Pauline's patronage.] 

 

"Fired Out" 

"Last Sunday evening two adolescent youth, who we will call Richard III, and Louis Napoleon, were 

strolling up a certain street, ostensibly for the purpose of calling on two school maidens (?) who 

dwelleth in a castle not in Pescadero. Arriving there they demanded admittance, but were told to 'Get' 

as their company was not desired on that evening. The young men declined to accept the invitation. 

The maidens fired geographies, grammars, etc, at them, but they didn't fire them out. Gaining 

admittance into the room, after a hard struggle, they were sadly surprised to see Robert the Tall and 

Henry the Fat, seated in different corners of the room, apparently nonplussed at the intrusion of the 

visitors. In the meantime the battle between the youths and the maidens went bravely on. Finally one 

of the girls picked up a poker, and pitched a curve at the youths, and was out by Louis, catching it in 

the eye. While the battle was raging the two favored ones in the room had pretended sleep, and would 

do nothing but encourage the young ladies in their struggle. After the verdant youths had been 'fired 

out' of the doors, one of the young ladies sweetly remarked, 'It is a nice evening, boys to walk." 

[Taken from the Santa Cruz Sentinel , Saturday, November 1, 1879.] 

 

Ah, for the days of the Wild West 

Lost to history is the name of the whorehouse that fell prey to the bullets of Tiburcio Vasquez, Francisco 

Barcenas, and Garcia Rodriguez on that fateful night of September 10, 1871. They left their hideout at the 

Mattias Lorenzana farm near Vine Hill where they were hiding after robbing the Visalia stage at Soap Lake 

near Hollister and proceeded down Branciforte Drive and up Water Street toward Santa Cruz. Their plan was 

to spring Garcia's brother Narciso from the stone jail on Mission Hill. But first they stopped at a brothel on the 

corner of Water and Sand Lane (Ocean Street). However, they were denied access for reasons of propriety, so 

in anger they pulled out their pistols and opened fire. 

They rode around the building shooting out all of the windows and doing heavy damage to the front door. One 

of the pistol balls penetrated into the house, striking the madame in the breast. Her life was saved by the 

metal ribbing in her corset when the ball struck it and lodged harmlessly in the garment's padding. The 

bandidos took off galloping out across the San Lorenzo River towards town and their shootout with Bob 

Liddell. 
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In the ill fated whorehouse at the time were many of the city fathers and, as one writer states, many of them 

were sent scurrying south red faced on vacations forced upon them by an irate spouse. 

 

Tarred and Feathered 

THE JUSTICE: "The officer informs me that you are beyond your husband's control. Is that true?" 

THE DEFENDANT: "Yes Sir." (Vigorously chewing gum) 

THE JUSTICE: "He also tells me that you desire to enter on a life of shame, It that so?" 

THE DEFENDANT: "Yes Sir." (Unblushing) 

THE JUSTICE: "Officer, place her in the ladies' cell in the calaboose until tomorrow morning." 

The above dialogue occurred in the Police Court chambers of Justice Curtis on Friday, October 14, 1887. He 

was questioning Lulu Miller, fifteen year old wife of James Miller, about her desire to enter into a life of 

prostitution. The story that was slowly unraveling shocked the good people of Santa Cruz and led to one of the 

last vigilante actions in the l9th century. 

The story began a few days earlier when it was reported around town that Miller, a forty year old gambler, 

was going from brothel to brothel on Front Street trying to place his wife in one of them. But none of the 

saloon keepers would have any part of the arrangement because of the age of the girl. Magdeline Buckley, a 

madame who kept a house in the area, brought the man's actions to the attention of Officer Amos Lunt. 

Lunt, the father of two teenage daughters, was outraged and indignant at the circumstances so he questioned 

the two at their quarters and found that indeed the rumors were true. He then brought them up before 

Justice Curtis for a hearing. It was then learned that Lulu, a native of Volcano, Almador County, was the eldest 

daughter of Mr. and Mrs. John Sterman and a dutiful child until she had been lured away from home by Miller, 

who ran a saloon in Volcano. Lulu's parents had refused to give permission for the couple to marry because of 

the age difference and Miller's extensive criminal background - he having served one term at San Quentin and 

several terms in the county jail. However Lulu and her beau eloped to Nevada where they were married by a 

justice of the peace. Afterward they drifted around, following the different county fairs, he earning a scant 

living as a gambler until they reached Santa Cruz. Once in town, it was decided that she would sell herself into 

a house of ill repute. 

Curtis had Lulu and Jim placed in jail over night, putting them in separate cells, until he decided what to do 

with them. Sheriff Elmer Dakan and Officer Lunt fed them and left them in the jail while they made their 

rounds of the city. 

During the early evening small knots of men began to gather on street corners and talk in hushed tones. Then 

shortly before 11 o'clock a body of men, numbering about forty descended on the jail. Some of their faces 

were blackened while others wore kerchiefs tied about their heads, or were disguised in some other manner. 

Finding no one guarding the place they proceeded to Miller's cell and broke open the door. They pulled the 

prisoner from his bunk and marched him outside. With the frightened man in tow, they proceeded up Front 

Street and escorted him down to the river bed. 
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Once there, they stripped all of the clothing off of him and bound him hand and foot. One of the leaders of the 

mob produced a large brush and began smearing a coat of heated tar over Miller's body. Afterwards he was 

thrown down onto a pile of feathers which had been placed on the ground before him and was rolled around 

until the fluffy coating was complete. 

The vigilantes pulled him roughly to his feet and cut him free of his bonds. The leaders of the mob approached 

the cowering would-be pimp and observed their handiwork by torch light. When everyone seemed satisfied 

with the job, they shoved Miller's belongings into a cloth sack and marched him down the river and across the 

Soquel Avenue Bridge. 

There, he was shown the way out of town and told, in no uncertain terms, to leave Santa Cruz and never 

return or the next time he would find the rope round his neck. After they watched him trot off in the direction 

of Soquel, the crowd disbanded and disappeared into the night. The whole affair had taken less then half an 

hour. 

When Dakan and Lunt returned to the jail house, the officers were said to have expressed little or no surprise 

at finding one of their prisoners gone. They did, however, quite patiently calm the tearful Mrs. Miller and 

assured her that when they had last seen her beloved, he was still quite healthy and fit. 

At six the following morning, Jim Miller was seen creeping timidly into the telegraph station in Soquel village 

where he sent a wire back to his wife requesting her to meet him at the Watsonville railroad depot that 

afternoon. When the train pulled out that evening it carried among it's passengers, the Miller family, who 

would be long remembered for their hasty and somewhat premature departure from the peaceful environs of 

Santa Cruz County. 

A few weeks later, Judge Curtis received a letter postmarked Volcano, California and signed Mr. and Mrs. John 

Sterman. It read in part 

"...my daughter did come home...but unannounced...she was most sullen and resentfully silent...She 

rose early the next morning, refusing breakfast save a little coffee, and asked for a pick saying that Jim 

had sent her to dig up the $600 he had buried near the house...after much unsuccessful labor, she 

found that she had been deceived and sank to the ground weeping bitterly... When Miller had left her 

at Galt (a neighboring town) on the way here, he took her last ring from her finger saying he wanted it 

to remember her by...when last heard of...he had recently entered into a marriage engagement with a 

wealthy lady at Marysville... This Jim Miller, is a most desperate and dangerous outlaw, being one of a 

band of highway robbers, and is held in mortal fear and hatred through Amador County, having served 

a term of three years in San Quentin for horse stealing. He is known to be an incendiary, a safe robber, 

and a DREADED CHICKEN THIEF..." 

They closed their communication with a compliment and an observation. 

"My husband and myself unite in returning our sincere and heartfelt thanks to you for the course you 

pursued, especially with him. Our only regret...is that you did not lynch the bastard!" 
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Christy and Handley 

Bob Christy, a bootblack by trade, arrived in Santa Cruz during the month of December, 1877. He set up a 

small shoe shine stand in an alcove next to the Pacific Ocean House on the lower plaza. He then went to the 

local newspapers and listed for them his many accomplishments. 

He claimed, among other things, to have been the first American bootblack on the west coast, having landed 

at San Francisco in 1857. He had visited every major city in the country as well as traveling to British Columbia 

and Liverpool. Christy boasted of earning $2,300 blacking boots at Virginia City during the summer of 1864. He 

had shined shoes at the Centennial in Philadelphia and was a leader of a brigade of bootblacks numbering two 

hundred strong who had marched in the parade proceeded by a band. 

He told the reporters to urge their readers to visit his stand where they would find autographed photos of 

famous actors and actresses artistically arranged to please their eye. He also promised to entertain his 

customers with stories and anecdotes of his many travels. In short, Bob Christy was a self promoter, an 

entrepreneur, and a showman. He left no doubt that he had every intention of establishing himself in Santa 

Cruz. 

Before long he had accrued several thousand dollars in capital and began looking around for a place to put on 

"entertainments." As a partner, he took on a freewheeling Irishman named Jim Handley. The two pooled their 

resources and during the early spring of 1882, opened the Vienna Gardens on what is now Ocean Street next 

to the Bausch Brewery. "The Gardens" presented nightly variety shows which featured several young ladies 

scantily clad in the latest exotic fashions "brought here directly from the dance halls of Paris." 

The shows proved so successful that Christy and Handley decided to move their establishment to Pacific 

Avenue in order to be closer to the center of activities. They named their new place the Tivoli Saloon. 

In addition to the nightly entertainments, they also presented for their customers' approval a variety of girls 

who were available for personal entertaining after the shows. This added twist now put them under the 

constant scrutiny of those arch - defenders of the public morals - the Grand Jury. 

However, on the night of July 22, 1882, fate stepped in to make it unnecessary for the grand jury to complete 

it's investigation. A drunken man named John Ward entered the saloon and carried with him a grudge against 

Bob Christy for an insult, real or fancied, which had been perpetrated against him earlier in the year. 

A heated argument ensued and Christy ordered Ward out of the place. After the latter refused, Christy picked 

up a club, which he kept behind the bar, and struck the intruder across the head, rendering him senseless and 

inflecting a large gaping wound. Ward was dragged out of the saloon and left lying in the street. 

Before long he returned with his head bandaged, bringing with him twenty or so of his friends. They 

immediately set about wreaking the place, "smashing furniture, destroying cases of curios, and breaking 

mirrors." Christy was corralled and severely beaten. When Jim Handley pulled out his revolver and began to 

threaten the mob, he was quickly disarmed and thrown out into the street. 

At this point, Mayor John Chace entered into the fray and made a half-hearted attempt to quell the riot. But 

by then the damage was done and the crowd had vented its anger. All this time the entire three man Santa 

Cruz police force had stood by watching, unable or unwilling, to step in. 
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Damage estimates ranged between $750 to $1,500. It was the death knell for Christy & Handley and company. 

Their creditors began to press them for satisfaction of their debts and they were left with no choice but to 

leave town. So they stored their remaining goods, packed up their personal belongings, and departed on the 

Southern Pacific train bound for San Francisco. 

The only one left to mourn their passing was a lone reporter for the Santa Cruz Surf, who lamented 

"...the departed firm never allowed gambling or card playing for money in the Tivoli Saloon and the 

Vienna Gardens, and they displayed an enterprise in artistic ornamentation that might be imitated with 

advantage by more wealthy men and pretentious places of resort. They made money and spent it here. 

Handley says he is $3,000 worse off then he was when he came to Santa Cruz." 

But time would prove that this was not the last that the good people of the county would hear from Bob 

Christy or Jim Handley. 

 

The Lonesome Death of Marie Holmes 

"The wages of sin. Perhaps in old England a mother awaits in vain the coming of an errant daughter. 

Perhaps somewhere a small child lisps the word 'Mama' while watching for her who sleeps cold in 

death. Never more shall mother and daughter gaze upon their loved one." 

So wrote a reporter for the Santa Cruz Sentinel on May 8, 1898. The article, reeking with pathos according to 

the genre of the day, went on to tell the story of a young woman found dying in front of a saloon on Pacific 

Avenue. 

In a paupers corner in the Evergreen Cemetery sits a modest little tombstone placed there by the prostitutes 

of Santa Cruz to commemorate one of their own. It stands among those of local pioneers and prominent 

citizens who passed away during the last century. The simple epitaph that is carved across the face of the 

marble tablet reads, "MARIE HOLMES 1877-1898." 

During the autumn of 1897, Marie Holmes came to Santa Cruz and went to work at a brothel on Pacific 

Avenue. She was a reclusive person who talked little of herself except during periods of melancholy. 

Over the next few months she let it slip that she was twenty years of age and a native of England. After leaving 

home, she came to America where she settled on the east coast for a brief period of time before drifting 

across the country to San Francisco. She afterwards found her way to Salinas and Watsonville before landing 

in Santa Cruz. She also spoke in vague terms of having left a daughter somewhere along the way. Yet another 

legacy of her many travels was a case of Consumption (Tuberculosis) which was beginning to take a toll on her. 

Marie, from time to time, would receive a bundle of letters bearing a postmark from somewhere in the mid-

west. Upon reading this correspondence she invariably fell into a deep state of melancholy during which she 

would loudly lament the life she now lived and threaten suicide. These fits only aggravated her consumption. 

Then on Thursday, May 5, 1898, Marie went to the beach with Gladys Mills, another of the girls from the 

house. As they talked she shed tears of anguish, regretting that she was unable to lead a better life and 

bemoaning the absence of her daughter. Marie Holmes, she said, was not even her real name and again she 

spoke of suicide. Gladys dissuaded her from such thoughts and convinced her to return to her room. 
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Later that afternoon "Marie" took all of the letters from her trunk and burned them in a large basin at the foot 

of her bed. She then wandered idly about town until early evening when she stopped in front of a house on 

the corner of Mission and River (now North Pacific) Streets. Reaching down into her purse, she took out a 

bottle of carbolic acid and swallowed the fatal poison. 

Walking down Pacific Avenue, she reached as far as the Merrill Brothers Saloon before she began to stagger 

and fell to the ground. One of the saloon's proprietors, J. M. Merrill, saw the woman go down and summoned 

medical aid. However all attempts to revive her were in vain and fifteen minutes later "Marie Holmes" was 

dead. 

A coroner's inquest was held, after which the body lay unclaimed at Wessendorf and Staffler's mortuary for 

two days. Later, the madame for whom "Marie" had worked, came by the parlor arranged, and paid for a 

funeral. 

The Sentinel reporter, with his flair for the maudlin, covered the event and wrote, 

"Services were held Saturday noon in, Wessendorf & Staffler's undertaking parlor. Besides her former 

companions there were present a few kind-hearted women, who assisted in the services. But none 

were there who knew anything of the girl's early life. Truly, the last rites were performed by strangers, 

to whom even her real name was unknown. Many beautiful floral pieces were on the casket, mute 

tributes of sympathy from her companions, down whose cheeks tears coursed as they listened to the 

words of the Rev. E. H. Hayden from the Baptist Church. Perhaps it had been years since most of them 

had heard words from the lips of a minister. A choir sang appropriate selections which touched the 

hearts of the women whom Marie Holmes knew...The remains were interred in the Evergreen 

Cemetery, there to rest, while mother and child watch in vain for her coming until their short 

pilgrimage in this life is also at an end." 

So here should end the story of the nameless prostitute who met her fate in the streets of Santa Cruz, but not 

so, for the threads of the tale are picked up in the archives at the University of Wyoming. They take the form 

of three letters written by the wife of a successful dentist in Denver, Colorado. They are postmarked Santa 

Cruz, California, and dated at various times during the summer of 1927. 

They are addressed to, "My Dear Grandmother," and read in part 

"Today I found were Mama died. It was here in Santa Cruz...and she must have been so unhappy, for 

the newspaper said that she died by her own hand... Oh, God...it was so horrible...while here she was 

called Marie Holmes...they buried her at the Evergreen cemetery and it is such a lovely place, tucked 

into the bottom of a small mountain...and so it is over for us, Grandmother, it is finally over..." 

AUTHOR'S NOTE: Over the years vandals have completely destroyed the marble head-stone marking the grave 

of "Maria Holmes". 

 

"A Case of Depravity" 

So screamed the Santa Cruz Sentinel on December 24, 1896. This outrage, amid the Christmas season, was 

directed at Den Kee, who kept a house of ill-repute in the Chinatown district on Short Street near the San 

Lorenzo River. 
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The newspaper's editor, with a long history of anti-Chinese agitation, was always eager to point out to his 

readers instances of miscegenation and this was a prime example. For residing in the brothel was a young 

Caucasian woman named Libbie Rhody. 

Upon hearing of this "intolerable" situation the good people of Santa Cruz insisted that Police Chief Matt 

Rawle go out and arrest the "Celestial panderer." After he was safely tucked away in the jail, rumors of a 

"neck-tie party" floated around the streets of town. 

Miss Rhody, who was eighteen years of age, said that she was forced to leave home because of ill treatment 

by her stepmother, and the only door opened for her was in the Chinese quarter. When she expressed a 

desire to reform, she was placed with a kind-hearted woman at the Rescue Home. However, three days later 

she slipped quietly out of town, never to be heard from again. 

Meanwhile, Kee was brought before Justice Craghill's Court on a charge of keeping a house of ill-fame. The all 

white jury needed just a few minutes of deliberation before they brought in a verdict of guilty. Craghill gave 

the hapless Chinaman the maximum sentence of one hundred and fifty days in jail and a one hundred dollar 

fine. 

Then Joe Skirm, the ever vigilant pettifogger, stepped in and filed an appeal on behalf of Kee. But even his 

magic could not stop the wheels of justice from rolling over "the almond-eyed deviate." 

So on July 6, 1897, Den Kee paid his fine and entered the county jail. Upon his release on December 2, he 

found an eager escort waiting for him at the jail house door. With little or no formality they marched him 

down to the railroad depot and bade a somewhat less then fond farewell. 

 

Lust in the Valley of El Pajaro 

Introduction 

The town of Watsonville sits nestled in a beautiful pastoral valley alongside the meandering Pajaro River in 

southern Santa Cruz County. 

Agriculture has always been the major industry of the area, but during the l9th century, lust may very well 

have been a close second. Historian Betty Lewis in Memories that Linger [1980] calls Watsonville a "sin city" 

where "shady Ladies were run out of town so many times it became ludicrous - each time was for 'the last 

time.'" 

In 1871, under pressure from church and temperance groups, the town council passed an ordinance "to 

prohibit and suppress houses of prostitution, ill fame, disorderly houses, and brothels within the town of 

Watsonville. It shall be unlawful to open or maintain any house of prostitution, ill fame, disorderly house, or 

brothel within the corporate limits of the town of Watsonville..." This order, of course, had the desired effect - 

none. But it did quiet, for a while at least, the forces of purity and chastity. 

It was here that Madame Pauline got her start in 1867 and where Bob Christy and Jim Handley ended their 

colorful local careers, when Judge Dibble proceeded to shut down the "Abbey" with it's infamous collection of 

curiosities and photographs in 1883. "Spanish Mary" was perhaps the best known resident of the extensive 

red-light district near the river. 
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The suburbs of Watsonville were equally well known for their pleasure palaces and their dens of wickedness. 

The renowned Whiskey Hill (Freedom), where Jose Maria Gutierrez held forth, was for many years a "must 

stop" local for the vaqueros, lumberjacks, and bandidos to let off steam on a Saturday night. The Chinatown 

district near the corner of Maple and Union Streets was another haunt for the stalwart painted ladies. In 1888, 

when John T. Porter moved the Chinese across the river into a settlement called "Brooklyn on the Pajaro," the 

prostitutes were quick to follow. 

 

"Spanish Mary" Rodriguez 

Maria Rodriguez was indeed the black sheep of the prominent Rodriguez family of Watsonville. Her 

grandparents were Sabastian and Perfecta Rodriguez, grantees of Rancho Bolsa del Pajaro, who had given the 

downtown plaza to the people of Watsonville. She was born October 2, 1850 to Pedro and Candida Rodriguez. 

Maria was a wild young lady who, at an early age, went to work at Madame Pauline's pleasure palace on the 

corner of Bridge and Main Streets. The local boys gave her the name of "Spanish Mary" and she was a great 

favorite at Pauline's for many years. 

During the mid-1870s, she opened a brothel of her own on Main Street between Maple and Bridge, just across 

the street from Tom Kennedy's Eclipse Livery Stables and the Lewis Hotel. Mary, along with nine other house 

operators, was arrested on nuisance charges on New Year's Eve, 1878 during a sweep of lower Main Street by 

Marshal W. S. Neal. She pled guilty and was fined $40. 

One of her regular clients was a wealthy farmer named Robert Gallagher. On the night of December 21, 1883, 

two attempts were made to burn down her house. During the first, two cans of phosphorus were thrown 

under the house and ignited. Rags soaked with coal oil were used the second time. Alert neighbors were able 

to extinguish both fires. Had they not been successful, the whole lower block of Main Street - which was 

entirely made up of wood-framed structures - would surely have gone up in flames. 

"Spanish Mary" filed arson charges against Gallagher, citing a fight which they had earlier that day as the 

cause. Gallagher denied the charges and claimed that Mary and a freebooter named Antone Avedino were 

attempting to black mail him for $2,000. 

Gallagher's trial began on May 7, 1884 and lasted for three days. "Spanish Mary's" chief witness was Avedino, 

who swore that he had seen Gallagher running away from the house just before the fire was discovered. 

Charles Ford testified that he had sold the defendant several cans of phosphorus on the morning of the 21st. 

Gallagher's defense lawyer, the eloquent Julius Lee, attacked Avedino's character as well as that of "Spanish 

Mary," describing her as a "low type." The purchase of the phosphorus, he dismissed as a mere coincidence 

and played off the whole affair as a vicious attempt to extort money from a good and decent family man. 

Throughout the trial, the press was arrayed against Mary emphasizing the "immoral" nature of her 

occupation. The whole anglo community rallied to the support of Gallagher, and Lee was able to cast enough 

doubt on the integrity of the two Spaniards to cause the jury to become hopelessly deadlocked. So the judge 

was forced to dismiss all of the charges against Gallagher. 
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After the trial "Spanish Mary" left Watsonville, hurt and humiliated and was never heard from again. In later 

years, Robert Gallagher was arrested for a number of crimes, including a rather violent assault on a mother 

and her daughter. 

 

Jean Daras 

Jean Daras was an outcast, even among the nefarious denizens who haunted the dives along lower Main 

Street. This native of Belgium was, without a doubt, one of the most disreputable individuals to make his 

presence known on the banks of the Pajaro. During the 1880s, this old reprobate rose from whore-monger to 

pimp and eventually came to own several houses of prostitution in both Watsonville and Hollister. 

Newspapers of the time say that he was completely lacking in moral character. 

His downfall began during the summer of 1892, when Constable Fred Hoagland raided one of his brothels and 

arrested him on a charge of keeping a disorderly house. Found working there were two underaged girls, 

sisters, Christine and Amelia Charade. Authorities were shocked to learn that these young women were both 

nieces of Daras. He appeared before Judge Swank and was sentenced to six months in the county jail and fined 

$500, which at the time was the maximum penalty for such a crime. 

The raid on the house was the result of an investigation which grew out of a complaint filed by Henry F. 

Pinkham and several other concerned local citizens. 

While Daras was sitting in a jail cell, a story of deception and tragedy was unfolding before the people of 

Watsonville. It was soon discovered that two years earlier, by dint of much persuasion, Daras had induced the 

girls to leave their home in Belgium and come to the United States, promising them a much better life. Upon 

arrival he compelled them to enter one of his brothels under the pretense that it was a custom in this country. 

He went so far as to seduce the girls and live with them as husband and wife. 

Upon emerging from jail, Daras was re-arrested by Sheriff Jesse Cope on a charge of incest, while Christine and 

Amelia Charade filed a civil suit for damages, both physical and emotional. In Watsonville, feelings against 

Daras were running so high that there was open talk on the streets of resorting to lynch law. But this was 

1893, not the 1870s. 

Still the seducer's lawyer asked for and was granted a change of venue, so both trials were held at the San 

Benito County courthouse in Hollister. 

After hearing the civil suit, the court ruled for the plaintiffs, awarding them punitive damages of $15,000. In 

anger, Daras refused to pay any part of the settlement and demanded a retrial. His request was denied and his 

property was seized by Sheriff Cope to be disposed of at auction to satisfy the judgement. However, the 

records showed that Daras had already sold most of his holdings to a fellow countryman in an attempt to 

defraud his creditors. 

Meanwhile he was being tried on the incest charge. These proceedings were perhaps the most sensational 

ever held in the history of Hollister. Daras filed an affidavit which was said to give a record of the life his nieces 

had led when they were at his brothel in Hollister. It contained names and dates showing the frequency with 

which certain "prominent citizens" of San Benito county had visited the bagnio. However this tactic did not 
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prove successful and Jean Daras was found guilty, and as the Hollister Free Lance so prophetically states, Daras 

"is well qualified to spend the balance of his days at San Quentin..." and so he did. 

 

The Abbey 

When Bob Christy and Jim Handley left Santa Cruz in 1882, they were bound for San Francisco and, hopefully, 

a more friendly climate. However in just a few short months they were back in Santa Cruz County. This time 

around they settled at Watsonville, where they opened a saloon on Rodriguez Street near the river. 

Their new place, which they dubbed "The Abbey," featured nightly variety entertainments of a sensual nature 

as well as "a large collection of curiosities and photographs" which were said to be "immoral." The girls who so 

freely circulated among the customers were young and attractive. The Abbey quickly became the most 

popular night spot in Watsonville, so Christy and Handley held high hopes of recouping some of the losses 

which they had suffered when they were run out of Santa Cruz. 

However just as quickly they found the town constable Fred Hoagland at their door with an order to shut the 

place down. On September 19, 1883, they were hauled before Justice Dibble to be tried on the charge of 

keeping a disorderly house. The trial which lasted for two days, fascinated the public, not because of the 

sterling oratory of the lawyers, but because of the dazzling collection of nude photographs which were being 

paraded before the court. 

The defendants were eventually found guilty and fined $75 apiece or seventy-five days in jail. Because lawyer's 

fees had succeeded in eating up all of their capital, Christy and Handley, the would-be entrepreneurs, were 

forced to spend the months of October and November inside Jackson Sylvar's little stone and steel resort up 

on Mission Hill. Newspapers of the day fail to mention whatever became of the evidence that had been so 

brazenly presented by the attorneys for the prosecution. 

 

The Brothels of Whiskey Hill 

It has been said that Whiskey Hill is the spot where the residents of the Pajaro Valley went to quench their 

thirst and this does indeed seem to be the case. 

It sprang into existence at the juncture of the Santa Cruz Road (Freedom Boulevard) and the trail up to Green 

Valley (Green Valley Road) at about the same time that Watsonville began to grow on the banks of the Pajaro 

River. By 1852, it was already a motley collection of a dozen rude shanties scattered along the road, each one 

containing a cantina which catered to the vaqueros of the San Andreas and Los Corralitos Ranchos. They 

featured, not only whiskey and "aguardiente" of the more volatile brew, but also gaming tables and hordes of 

randy women. The saloons and brothels of Whiskey Hill were said to be among the most wicked and wild in 

the state. 

It was Jose Maria Gutierrez, who for many years ran the meanest little whorehouse at Whiskey Hill. The girls 

were hard, the gambling tables - rigged, and the fandangos - deadly. Gutierrez, was a native of old Spain, who 

had arrived at California via Guadalajara, Mexico in 1845. A particularly exciting time at the Gutierrez saloon 

was on the 16th day of September during the celebration of Mexican Independence Day. This yearly fiesta was 
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usually accompanied by at least one shooting or knifing. In 1872, the victim of a shooting was Garcia 

Rodriguez, a young bandido from Branciforte. 

Another saloon and brothel which enjoyed a lively name at Whiskey Hill was operated by Jim Enemark. It was 

here that Elsie Twitchell was working just prior to the day that she was stabbed by Benino Soqui during a 

"domestic" quarrel under the Pajaro bridge in 1893. The incident almost cost Elsie her life and resulted in 

Soqui spending eight years at San Quentin. After recuperation young Elsie returned to a life of sin at 

Enemark's. 

Whiskey Hill's reputation for booze and lust spread far and wide making it a favorite watering hole for the likes 

of Joaquin Murrieta (so it is said), Tiburcio Vasquez, and Juan Soto, as well as local "bad boys" Faustino 

Lorenzana, Jose Rodriguez, and Ignacio Tejada. 

In 1877 the citizens decided to change the name of the village to Freedom perhaps in the hope that by 

adopting a more placid appellation there would be a corresponding change in reputation. If indeed that was a 

part of their thinking it proved to be singularly unsuccessful, as the fighting, drinking, and sinning continued on 

into the 20th century. 

 

Chinatown and "Brooklyn on the Pajaro" 

The "Chinatowns" of Watsonville were always hotbeds of prostitution. This is due in part, of course, to the 

arbitrary restrictions which were placed on Asian immigrants. Spurred on by tremendous pressure from racist 

factions, lawmakers passed statutes severely limiting the immigration of oriental women, thereby opening the 

door to prostitution. 

The first Chinese ghetto in Watsonville was located along Main Street at the corner of Maple. During the 

1870s there were several houses of ill-repute which pandered to the needs of Chinese farm laborers that had 

only recently been imported to work in the fields of the Pajaro Valley. 

Perhaps the best known Chinese prostitute of the era to work the Chinatown district was Ah Foy, who had 

come to Watsonville via San Francisco in the late 1860s. She was still in the area at the time of the move over 

into Pajaro, when she was well into her forties. Among the other Chinese pimps were Wo Kee, Heong Kong 

arrested with "Spanish Mary" on New Years Day, 1878 - and an import from Santa Cruz named Den Kee. 

In the October 16, 1871 issue of the Watsonville Pajaronian , Editor C. O. Cummings published an article titled 

"Chinese Houses" which read in part 

"It is a well known fact that there are several disreputable Chinese houses right in the center of town; 

the inmates stand at the door and invite customers; a low class congregate around them, not only after 

night but often during the day, making themselves obnoxious to respectable people who's business 

calls them to the neighborhood." 

He then goes on to point out that earlier that month the town trustees had passed an ordinance prohibiting 

landlords from renting their properties out to those who would use the premises as disorderly houses. 

Cummings ends the piece by chastising these "greedy" landlords saying 
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"We hope the town authorities will see that their ordinance is enforced, and that these miserable 

wretches are removed to other quarters. If not, we trust that the owners of the houses, that are so lost 

to all sense of decency and shame, be made to feel where they are most sensitive by fining them 

heavily till the nuisance be removed." 

This editorial, as its title definitely states, was aimed strictly at the Chinese brothels because it fails to mention 

that just two doors down from Chinatown was Madame Pauline's bagnio, and directly across the street could 

be found "Spanish Mary" and her house of delight. 

It would be another decade before Editor Cummings would have his way. In the interim, California would 

witness the rise and fall of the Workingman's Party with its racist slogan "The Chinese Must Go!" as well as the 

Chinese Exclusion Act of 1882. On many occasions, local toughs attempted to run the Chinese out of town and 

there were an untold number of violent attacks on these hapless immigrants. Finally in 1888, John T. Porter, 

the ex-sheriff who owned all of the buildings in Chinatown, packed up the Chinese and moved them over the 

river into a new settlement in the Pajaro district. The prostitutes and pimps were quick to follow and before 

long they were back in business. 

One of the saloons in "Brooklyn on the Pajaro," as the new Chinatown was called, was operated by Sam 

Dunlap, a former Watsonville town constable. He ran a string of girls out of the house which included both 

orientals and caucasians. One of the most violent episodes in the history of Brooklyn happened at Dunlap's 

Saloon on the night of October 6, 1889 and it occurred when Sam was away on business in San Francisco. 

There was a tough calling himself Ralph Lednert (and several other aliases) who pimped in some of the houses 

on lower Main Street. On the night of the 6th, he crossed the bridge into Brooklyn looking for one of his girls, 

wishing to avail himself of her services. He went into Dunlap's where she sometimes worked and found her in 

one of the second-story rooms already engaged in business with Charlie Porter, a waiter at the Lewis House, 

so Lednert ordered the young man out. But Porter, who had already paid his hard earned money, refused to 

budge from the bed. In a fit of anger, the pimp pulled out a large knife and began slashing everything in the 

room. When the cutting was done, he went down stairs and calmly ordered a drink. Someone in the place sent 

out for Constable Riley of Pajaro Township. 

Upon entering the bedroom, Riley found Porter and the lady in question laying on the floor bleeding profusely 

from numerous wounds on the face and body. The lawman proceeded down to the bar and arrested Lednert 

and one of the Tait boys, who was drinking with him. 

As they walked out onto the porch, Lednert jerked away, pulled a pistol out of his shirt, and opened fire on 

Riley. The constable dropped to the ground just as a bullet knocked the hat off his head. He quickly drew his 

own revolver and exchanged shots with the two men as they retreated down the street toward the bridge. 

Riley mounted up and rode into Watsonville where he rousted Constable Fred Hoagland from a sound sleep. 

They followed the desperados along the Pajaro River in the direction of Santa Cruz in a futile attempt to 

recapture them. 

Meanwhile back at Dunlap's Saloon, a doctor cleaned and dressed the wounds which had been inflicted by 

Lednert's knife. At first it was thought that both Porter and the girl had suffered mortal wounds, but the two 

"lovers" managed to survive their ordeal and carried the scars of this incident for the remainder of their lives. 
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