The Titchenal Saga The Gold Under The Sycamore Tree

Chapter XVII
William and Sarah move to Southern California
with Part of the family.

Lincoln was assassinated on April 11, 1865 shortly after General Lee’s defeat
at Appomattox. Final capitulation did not come until Johnston surrendered to Sherman,
April 18, 1865. That didn’t end the agony of the southern states, though. The Reconstruction
Proclamation granted amnesty to Confederates who took the oath of allegiance, but the act
had many loopholes and restrictions. Things didn’t work the way Lincoln had planned. The
so called Reconstruction period was devastating to the south.
The gold rush period lasted from 1848 through 1869 when hydraulic mining
dominated the gold fields. A peak of $86,000,000 was mined in 1852. This had dropped to
$45,000,000 in 1860 and about $17,000,000 in 1869.
Also in 1869 there were rumors that the government was going to sell about $4,000,000 in gold.
This would have caused the price of gold to plunge. The Treasury did sell the gold in September of
1869 and the price of gold did
plunge from $162 per pound to
$135 per pound, to the ruin of
many speculators.
William was having more
and more trouble finding gold.
Hydraulic mining equipment and
many men were needed to get at
the underground veins.
New companies
were formed. William
couldn’t compete. Sarah
wanted to live in a more civilized and quiet place. Rumors
of the Jay Wall Street Panic,
and the price of gold falling,
were the last straw so he decided to try something else
again.
Most of the early immigrants in California settled
in the north. Now the southern section was opening up.
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William needed to make one more try to find a home. So William and Sarah left on March
4, 1869, for southern California. They went by the coastal route, took their time looking at
each place carefully. It was seven months before they stopped at Santa Ana, November 9,
1869.
The Titchenals had really planned on going farther south, maybe as far as San
Diego. But William was amazed at the tremendous growth of Los Angeles and the
surrounding area since they had passed through it in 1852. He was amazed at the difference
in just 17 years.

Looking along Fort Street — Later called Broadway
Los Angeles, Ca 1869

They passed through Anaheim, a new town about 30 miles Southwest of Los
Angeles with a lot of new activity in the surrounding area. William and Sarah considered
saying in Anaheim, and spent some time looking around. While inquiring about property
for sale, he learned that a Mr. Spurgeon had just founded a new town about 7 miles south
of Anaheim [see Chapter One]. He called the town Santa Ana. William took his family and
rode out to see the site. When he got there, except for the sales office, it was just a wilderness
of tall mustard grass with a few sycamore trees scattered around.
Mr. Spurgeon wanted them to stay and offered them two lots for $15. This
sounded good to William and Sarah and Santa Ana was not far from Los Angeles. William
hoped it would grow in the same way. Shortly after William purchased the land in Santa
Ana, prices began to rise. A short time later a George Washington Barker paid $40 for
onelot.
Moving was not new to the Titchenals and they settled in quickly. William put up
his tent, and a month after he arrived, December 1869, he established the first church in the
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area, the Methodist Episcopal Church South, in his home (or rather his tent). Other
denominations followed, and [during the 1920s to 1950s] Santa Ana was often referred to
as “The City of Churches”.
However, Santa Ana didn’t grow like a mushroom immediately as William had
hoped. In the summer of 1870, six months later, the only residents were Mr. Spurgeon, my
great grandfather’s family and one other family — all still living in tents.
William couldn’t wait for things to just happen. He hoped his brother Masons might help.
Anaheim was the largest town at that time, and he assisted in the organization of the Anaheim
Masonic Lodge #207 in 1870. (Five years later, he was also the prime organizer of the Santa Ana
Lodge in 1875.)
The property William originally purchased was on Fourth Street between Main
and Sycamore Streets, and this street gradually became one of the main streets of downtown Santa Ana. In 1871, he purchased 36
acres in the outlying area. The same year,
William and his faithful son John Jackson
built a small house just big enough for the
family.
At last, William, Sarah and the three
children (John Jackson (28) Martha Jane
(16) and Samuel Henry (11) could finally
move out of their tent and into a more permanent home. This was the first dwelling house
in the town. it was located on lots eight and
nine on Fourth Street. [This house was
William’s “little domicile ‘neath’ the old sycamore tree”
featured in a set of drawings printed in the
[Sarah working in her cabbage patch ]
Daily Herald in 1902. These drawings depicted Santa Ana in 1877 and have been copied for this story.
Spurgeon was selling lots, and a few new people were settling in the town, but
it wasn’t until early 1875, when Edwards built the second house on the block next to
William’s property, that the town started to grow fast. Edwards turned his home into a
stationary and book shop, then sold the store to B. N. Rowe. The same year Sam Purcell
built an office for Dr. M. S. Jones (a pioneer physician). The building was later used by
George Schirm for a bakery. Before the end of 1875, the block had many buildings on it.
William was amazed and pleased with all the activity. Other blocks and streets were also
filling in fast. By 1877 the other side of Fourth Street had been filled with buildings, including the
new Santa Ana hotel. A glimpse of the neighborhood on their street can be seen in the drawings
below. [These drawings were printed in the Daily Herald in 1902. The drawings depicted Santa Ana
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in 1877 and were copied for this story].

North side of Fourth Street between Main and Sycamore Streets

South side of Fourth Street between Main and Sycamore Streets

The most prominent building on Fourth Street during the seventies was the Santa
Ana Hotel (often referred to as the Layman Hotel). It was the center of all political meetings.
Political orators and other speakers would give their speeches from the steps of the hotel,
with the audience standing in the street. Ladies were allowed to sit on the balcony of the
second story of the hotel and listen, or to view a torch light parade, often part of the political
meeting.
The Titchenals attended most of the meetings. Fourth Street was an exciting place
to live. They couldn’t avoid the meetings even if they were not interested, the hotel was
directly across the street from their house. William was a Deputy Sheriff and had to be at
most of the meetings. This kept him abreast of the country, and the town’s activities and
made him well known in the town and his lodge.
Once in 1875, Deputy Sheriff William H. Titchenal had the dubious distinction of being shot
in the leg while stopping a fight. Charles Swanner describes the event in his book Santa Ana
Buggy riding was very popular durung the 1870s and Santa Ana had many livery stables. The
first of these to be erected was operated by James Hickey, on the northeast corner of Fourth
and Sycamore streets where the Brunswick Hotel was later located. It was necessary to
reserve buggies many days in advance. It was in front of this stable that Deputy Sheriff
Titchenal was shot by Ike McManus about the year 1875.
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John Nemo operated a saloon on the corner, in which many fights occurred.
McManus became involved in a fracas a this saloon and Deputy Titchenal was called.
McManus ran from the saloon to the livery stable to get his saddle horse and was just leaving
when Titchenal arrived. He grabbed the horses head at the same time raising the cane that
he always carried. McManus drew his revolver and shot Deputy Titchenal through the
upper part of his leg, an injury that crippled him the rest of his life.” (He walked with a cane
after that. His cane is now [1993] in the possession of his great grandson, Ralph William
Titchenal of Orange County

John Nemo’s saloon and Hickey Stable

North Side of Fourth St., between Sycamore and West Streets (now Broadway)
William and Sarah had traveled and moved for forty years They had found enough gold to have
a small nest egg. Now they were finally settled in Santa Ana and were making a good living. Their
son, John Jackson, was working the outlying 36 acres of land. The location was finally perfect for
raising their family. Unfortunately, it was too late, they were both in their sixties and much of their
family were now either married and settled, or sadly, dead.
They no longer had a family to raise. Sarah had been writing her daughters in Hornitos and
wanted them to come to Santa Ana. and bring her son, William Charles, with them. Susan Eliza
Morrison wrote back and said, " she and her family would like to come, but her brother, William
Charles, was very sick and dying and she didn't think he could travel. He did die in Merced County
December 12, 1879 at the age of 35.
Susan Eliza, the Morrison family (including her sons, Sarah's grandchildren) and
her brother, David Dickason and her sister Martha Jane all moved to Santa Anna. William
and Sarah had William Charles’ body shipped to Santa Ana. Some of their children and
grandchildren stayed in Santa Ana a for short time. Many of them went back to Merced
County, in northern California to settle and raise their family.
This permanently separated William and Sarah's family into two groups, the
northern and southern California branches. By the next generation the two branches had
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lost contact with each other. Much as William and his father, John, had lost contact with
their family in Virginia and Arkansas.
We know that Susan and McHenry Morrison
were in Santa Ana in the 1880s, because of photographs. Also they were buried in Santa Ana, as was
Martha Jane and her husband Newton Settle.
With all the activity, new construction
and business being established every day,
Fourth Street wasn’t a good location for a
house and the downtown property was too
valuable for a home. It needed to be converted to commercial use. In addition, Sarah
Susan and Mchenry Morrison with neighbor
Emma Bucheiu on Maybury Street
had convinced some of the children to come
down to Santa Ana. They needed a new and
larger home. William built a new house on Wellington Street on his outlying property.

William and family in new home on Wellington Street
Left to right : Julia Moulin Titchenal, Alice Burton Titchenal, Wm. Jefferson Morrison, Wm. Henry Titchenal,
Susan Eliza Titchenal Morrison, Wm. Henry (grandson), Sarah Ann Dickason Titchenal, John Jackson
Titchenal, David Dickason Titchenal, Rose Reeb Morrison, Emelia Narrine Titchenal (David's wife)

William also decided it was time to take action, he had saved long enough. He
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decided to build a new multistory building (which were called blocks at that time) on his
choice centrally located downtown property.
Between 1881 and 1886, William
built a brick two story building on the corner
of Fourth and Main, at a cost of $16,000.00.
It was a two story building with a 75 foot
frontage and 85 feet deep. Their dwelling
house was moved for the construction of the
building which was adjacent to the bank.
For many years this was known as the
Titchenal block.
The first store next to the bank was the
Titchenal candy store. In the alley behind the store are the remains of the
original well which was behind the first
little dwelling house.
William owned nearly all of Block 11,
and most of the frontage on the south
side of Fourth Street. He sold the Southwest corner lot to the Bank. Some of the land was
designated an alley on the Titchenal property behind the Commercial Bank of Santa Ana
and the Titchenal Brick Block. It was subject to perpetual right of way held and owned by
the Commercial Bank. The strip of land was appraised at $100 around 1897. It commenced
85 feet south of the northeast corner of Block 11, then went west 25 feet, south 15 feet to the
south line of lot eight, block 11, then east 25 feet, then north 25 feet to the beginning.
Also, Sarah Ann’s half sister, Melissa Taylor, came
with her two daughters from Illinois and lived in Santa Ana
the rest of her life. She died there March 30, 1892.
While the new building was under construction,
William and Sarah were saddened again. They received
word that their fourth child, Rebecca Hale, died in Merced
County at the age of 38 during the birth of her eighth child,
February 21, 1883.
William and Sarah’s youngest child, Samuel Henry, may
have resembled young William Henry himself. Samuel was their
youngest son and had stayed with them all of his life. This
Resemblance could have brought back pleasant memories to
Sarah and made both of them comfortable around Samuel.

Melissa Taylor
& her two daughters

Note the resemblance of the picture of Samuel compared to a computer modified picture of
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William Henry with his beard and
glasses removed and his hair darkened.
A candy store was put in the new
building, William chose his son, Samuel Henry run the store. At one time it
was called the Alaska Soda Works.

Samuel Henry

An ad in the Santa Ana Evening
Blade, Feb. 22, 1889 reads; “S. H.
Titchenal, Santa Ana Candy Factory,
fancy goods, stationery, cutlery, etc.
110 Fourth St., Titchenal Block.”

Young
William Henry

When William died in 1891, his son, Samuel Henry, took over the store as he had worked there
for some time. Their grandson, Will Morrison also worked there when he lived in Santa Ana the first
time.
William’s obituary said, “The deceased was well and favorably known
throughout California as an upright and
fair dealing citizen. Like all argonauts he
was of that sturdy, vigorous and outspoken
nature that feared none while convinced he
was in the right.”
No doubt his wife and children
loved and respected him, but when he
believed he was right, he was probably
relentless and his outspoken nature at times
may have seemed unreasonable to his children. Sarah probably was supportive of
him. This may have been one reason why
The Alaska Soda Works
all of his daughters left home and married
Louis Moulin and S. H. Titchenal in picture
early, while his sons John and Samuel
stayed with the family to help with the work, be it farming, mining or merchandising.
It also may have been why his more rebellious sons, David Dickason and William Charles,
liked it better in the north. Whatever the reason, all of their daughters marred early and young; Susan
Ellen at 16 in 1857, Rebecca at 17 in 1863, and Martha Jane at 21 in 1875. The other four daughters
died at birth or very young. All of his sons married late. One son, William Charles, never married
and died at the age of 35.
Samuel was also their first son to marry and had their first grandson. He married Julia Moulin
January 16,1885 at age 25, in Santa Ana.
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Two years later, on July 25, 1887, William Henry
Titchenal II, was born to Julia and Samuel Henry, the first
grandson to carry the name “Titchenal”. At last William had
someone to carry the name Titchenal for future generations.
William and Sarah’s oldest son, John Jackson [my
grandfather] was the second son to marry. He married Alice
Burton, at the age of 43 on August 25, 1886. She was 20 years
old, less than half his age. The "tin-type" below is their
wedding picture

Smuel Henry
and Julia Moulin

On October
3, 1887, David
Leon the second
“Titchenal”
grandson, was
born to Alice and
John Jackson

Titchenal.

Wedding picture " Tin-type" of
John Jackson Titchenal and Alice
Burton

John Jackson and Alice Titchenal
John Marvin [sitting ], David Leon [ back],
Charles Elmer [front], Myrtle Alice [standing]

The last son to marry was David Dickason, who was 30 when he married in 1888. I
am not sure when David Dickason, came to
Santa Ana. He must have been there in the
late seventies at least for a visit.

A third grandson, Charles Elmer (my father) was born to Alice and John, May 2,1890. Alice
and John Jackson had three more children. Born on September 3 1891, Myrtle Alice was their third
child, but forth grandchild. (She married Carl O. Wheat.)
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The fourth “Titchenal” grandson, John Marvin, was born January 7, 1894 and then the last
grandchild, Stella May (who married Leond Elliot) was born September 2, 1897.

Emelia

David Dickason Titchenal
married
Emelia Louisa Navarrine
in Los Angeles June 6, 1888

David married Emelia
Louisa Navarrine in Los
Angeles June 6, 1888, but he
didn’t want to stay in Santa
Ana.

David Dickason

Two months later, in a letter dated August 4, 1888 he wrote to his friend, George Reeb,
in Hornitos. The letter is interesting and sheds some light on David’s attitude and maybe
the family’s life in Santa Ana and Hornitos. He wrote:
Santa Ana
Aug. 4, 1888
Mr. George Reed
Friend George,
As I am somewhat homesick for Hornitos, I thought I would write you a few lines and find out whether you could
give me anything to do if I should chance to come back up there again. This country is praised up and talked about a good
deal, it’s a fine country and all that. But I will tell you it takes a fine lot of money to run a man. It’s a poor place for a
poor man, those that have plenty of money or an income of three or four hundred dollars a month can do well enough,
but a man that has to work for a living stands a poor chance. The wages they pay in harvest are poor; terrible hours, they
want a man to work till he can’t stand and pay him nothing for it. I only wish I had stay with you and never came down
here. I would have been better off today, but they say a person is never satisfied till he tries a thing.
I understand you had a good crop of grain. Well I am glad to hear it. The barley crop here was good. I believe about
thirty bushels per acre, and corn crops will be good. There does not seem to be much sale for produce here at present. I
don’t think farming pays very big here. If a man has plenty of money and wants to live at his ease why Santa Ana is a
very nice place to locate, but I think a man of small means is just as well off some where else. You have to pay for a house
of three rooms $12 to $15 dollars a month. Hay is a good price here all the time $7.00 to $9.00 a ton. And there seems
to be a vast amount of it all over the valley, that is one thing there is no scarcity of here. Well George, I will close for this
time as news is rather scarce at present time hoping to hear from you soon.
I am yours,
P.S.. Regards to the folks.
D. Titchenal

It is strange he didn’t mention his new wife in his letter. He told George Reeb that news was
scarce. Maybe George already knew of their marriage, as David had married Emelia Louisa two
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months before, Emelia had also been born in Hornitos. George Reeb must have known her.
Probably, all six of them had grown up together, George’s two daughters, the Morrison boys, and
David and Emelia Louisa Navarrine.
David Dickason and Emelia Louisa may have traveled
back to Hornitos. If they did, they didn’t stay long. Emelia
Louisa gave birth to their first child, a daughter, Carmie
Edith, on February 23, 1889, in Santa Ana. On June 21,
1890, David’s second child, and first son, Clarence Leslie,
was born in, Santa Ana. This was William Henry’s fourth
grandson. David probably stayed in Santa Ana until after
his father died on December 3, 1891.
David Dickason and Will and John Morrison had
grown up together in Hornitos as close relatives and friends.
They went everywhere together and knew each others
secrets and girl friends. No doubt they got into and out of
trouble together, as the photograph of the three of them
seems to suggest.
David and his brother Samuel,
look like they are teenagers,
date unknon

On Christmas Eve, 1887,
David’s friend
and nephew, Will Morrison, married George Reeb’s daughter, Rose Reeb.

Wll & John Morrison
with David seated

William Morrison
Married Rose Reeb

One and one half years later, on March 24, 1889, Will’s brother and David’s friend and nephew,
John Beauregard Morrison, married Rose Reeb’s sister, Katherina Reeb.
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John Beauregard Morrison

Katherina Francis (Reeb) Morrison
and
first son Edward Clyde Morrison, Ca 1897

David
Dickason and Emelia wanted to go back to Hornitos for the
weddings. But the first wedding was only one month after
their first child, Carmie Edith was born, Emelia may not
have been up to the long trip.
In 1892, David and his wife did move to Oakdale, in northern
California, not far from Hornitos. David worked as a warehouseman, and Emelia was a seamstress.

William Miles Jefferson Morrison

Their next child, Herbert Alexas, was born in Oakland on
June 3, 1893. His third son, John Raleigh, was born in Oakdale,
California January 27, 1897. His fifth and last child, James
Edward, was born in Oakdale December 26th, 1898.

David’s wife, Emelia, died of tuberculosis on March 28, 1899 in Oakdale, California. David
was also ill at that time. This must have been a traumatic time for David. His Mother had died, he
had moved and lost contact with his family in the south, David felt alone. He tried to take care of his
children with the help of a Mexican lady named Mrs. Griffith, until he realized he would have to make
arrangements for their future before he died. He tried to make arrangements for each child to live with
a foster family, however life was never the same for the children. His daughter, Carmie Edith, lived
with her aunt Susan Morrison, Herbert was never heard from again and much later, John Raleigh
Killed himself by carbon monoxide poisoning in their garage at the age of 56.
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This, the last picture of his family,
was taken in in front of Mrs. Griffith shacklike home (April, 1901), when the family
broke up and David went to a sanatorium in
Oakdale, California. David died there, of
tuberculosis, March 22, 1902.

David and his family April 1901
Left to right - Clarence Leslie (12)- Herbert Alexas (9)
John Raleigh (5) - David,- Carmie Edith(13) and James E. (3)

In spite of (or maybe because of) the
wild times in early Hornitos all six of the
younger Titchenals, Morrisons, Reebs and
Navarrines must have loved the town and
northern California. They continued to live
in Hornitos or close by in Merced County
to raise their children.

To help understand why they liked Hornitos so much, my son, Stephen Titchenal, visited and
took pictures of the area of Murphys, Hornitos, Quartzburg and Indian Gulch. He found several
books about each town. One book by A. E. Chamberlain “The Call of Gold” recalled many of the
“tall” tales told about the areas. Some have been used in this story about William and his family’s
life in gold country.
Chamberlain wrote,
“Great praise is due to the pioneer men and women, who mastered every hardship, elevated
hell-roaring camps into substantial, livable communities and reared families. Many of these
law abiding industrious pioneer parents did not leave behind material wealth but they did
leave worthy descendants.”

He interviewed some of these “worthy descendants” still living in Hornitos in 1922. By a
stroke of luck for us, Chamberlain interviewed William’s grandson, John Beauregard
Morrison, and his wife, Katherina (Reeb) . He wrote the following about Katherina:
“This interesting, courageous lady was born in Hornitos, her father was George Reeb, a
pioneer butcher there. She lost her eye sight eight years ago, but one would not know it,
unless told. Her mind was keen, she was active in household duties and their was no
evidence of helplessness. The following poem, “I love you, old Hornitos,” written by her,
came from her heart.”

Katherina (Reeb) Morrison was evidently taken with the legends of Murietta and three-fingered
Jack and included them in her poem.
It is difficult to appraise Murietta’s place in history because of the many legends
about him. While everyone agrees he was a real man no one is sure which stories are true, or
when or where he died. In 1853 the legislature passed a act authorizing Captain Harry S. Love
to raise a company of mounted rangers to capture the bandits. The act specified that there
were five Joaquins: Murrieta, Ocomorenia, Valenzuela, Botellier, and Carrillo.
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No one knew for sure who he was or even what he looked like. People who claimed
they knew him well described him differently. One friend said he was handsome, a fancy
dresser, but rather short and quick of action. Another described him as being a handsome
Spaniard, light skinned, a fancy dresser, but a big man of about six foot three inches.

The mining around Hornitos had tapered off considerably by 1870 when Kate was born and
the town had been civilized. But the legends about wild Hornitos and Murietta were told and retold.
David Titchenal and Emelia Navarrine, Will Morrison and Rose Reeb, John Morrison and Kate Reeb
all heard the stories as they grew up in the town.
I LOVE YOU, OLD HORNITOS
“ I love you, old Hornitos,
With your buildings wrecked and old,
With your crooked street so narrow,
And weird stories still untold.

“The Secret passage under ground
Dead man’s Alley and Three-fin gered Jack,
Are just relics of our memory
Of days when we look back.

“Where the days are so quiet,
Where the night, one has no fear,
With no noise but crickets chirping,
Or a night owl hooting near.

When shades of evening gather
And soft breezes fill the air,
I try to picture those early days,
When our fathers and mothers came there

“Where little children gather,
In the grass-grown streets to play,
With no fear of Murietta,
Stalking out to seek his prey.

But little do we know of the hardships,
And the dangers they went through,
To civilize that little town,
And make a home for me and you.

“No shining bladed bowie,
Grasped with a steady hand,
Ready in a instant,
To stain the Plaza sand.

So we all love you, Hornitos,
We pay homage now to you,
And to those sturdy, good old pioneers,
Who were so brave to dare and do”

In spite of the cataracts that were slowly growing in her eyes, Kate raised four sons. In 1914,
at the age of 44, she lost her sight completely. At that time her fourth and youngest son Frederick
Robert, was seven years old. Kate and John left Hornitos (shortly after Chamberlain interviewed
Kate) in 1922, and moved to Merced, California. They had used all their saving on operations for
Kate’s eyes. John worked for the Santa Fe railroad and their sons did odd jobs to keep the family
together.
Kate’s son Frederick Robert (Fred) stayed in Merced, married Helen Lita Westergard, and
they had a daughter, Jeanette Helen. She later became the famous movie star, Janet Leigh.
Janet Leigh made at least 50 movies between 1947 through 1980. She received notoriety for
her death scene in the shower in Alfred Hitchock’s 1960 movie, Psycho, (now a cult movie). Janet
Leigh married Tony Curtis and had two daughters who are also successful actresses, Kelly Lee Curtis
and Jamie Lee Curtis.
In 1984, Janet Leigh wrote an autobiography of her life in Hollywood, “There Really Was
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A Hollywood.” In this book, Janet said she remembers her grandmother Kate very well. She even
wrote a story in high school about Kate as “The Most Unforgettable Character I’ve Ever Known.”
Janet Leigh said:
“I remember my grandmother Kate as a beautiful and remarkable woman. She died
in 1961 at the age of 91. She was born in Hornitos in 1870. She married John B. Morrison in
Hornitos on March 24, 1889. John was also born in Hornitos, in 1862. I always regarded him
as a tower of strength, tall, handsome, and distinguished looking, he died from cancer at age
79 in 1941. Kate may have been blind, but she still played the piano, composed some of her
own music, wrote a book about her early years in Hornitos, cooked every day, cleaned,
washed and ironed, and even chopped kindling! (That used to give everyone the heebejeebies.) Grandpa John’s strength, dignity, comprehension, and bearing were inspirational.
Both of these sturdy people made a deep impression on me, and I was in seventh heaven
during the weeks I spent with them each summer when I was a girl”.

Fortunately Janet Leigh’s Grandma Kate lived long enough to know of her granddaughter’s
success in the movies and be very proud of her.

John B. and Kate (Reeb) Morrison, their sons and daughter-in-laws(Ca. 1932)
Left to right, Fred & Helen (Westergard), George, Marjorie (Giles)
& Edward & son Robt.., Lester & Viola (Lanthier)

It would seem the author, Chamberlain was correct when he praised, “the pioneer men and
women, who mastered every hardship to raise families. These pioneer parents may not have left
behind material wealth, but they did leave worthy descendants for several generations.”
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William H. Titchenal died December 3, 1891, at the age of 74. William, Sarah and their
family led a hard life, faced many hardships and several of their children's death at birth or early
childhood during their travels, and squalid frontier living conditions. Their tenacity in totally
exploiting a goal before giving up was admirable, as was their ability to bounce back from adversity
and disappointments, while always moving toward their goal. They hadn’t stopped until they finally
found their golden rainbow. It wasn’t always where they looked, maybe it was in the earth all the time.
In Santa Ana it under the sycamore tree at their feet. It could have been wherever they lived. They
only had to stop, see it, and work at it long and hard enough.
Unfortunately, it was too late for most of their family. William had outlived all but four of
his eleven children. He left his wife Sarah, and four children, John Jackson (my grandfather), David
Dickason, Samuel Henry and Susan Eliza Morrison. He also left four grandsons with the name
Titchenal. At least he died knowing his name would be carried on to future generations.
If they ever reflected upon their lives, they must have wondered if their limited success was
worth the price. William's three sisters that stayed in Fort Smith led full lives without the trauma of
travel, but they experienced the trauma of the Civil War. Maybe William’s tenacity worked against
them at times, keeping him following one objective too long in one place. The trauma they and their
children experienced with the long trip from Fort Smith, frequent moving, and squalid living
conditions may have been partly responsible for the death of four very young daughters, maybe even
responsible for the early death of three sons. Research studies today suggest a mother' tendency to
get pregnant again quickly is a reason for a high infant mortality rate. Both William's wife, Sarah
Ann, and his mother, Rebecca, had many closely spaced pregnancies and many infant and early
childhood deaths.
William and Sarah had eleven children, a large family born over a 20—year period, but
because of death and marriages, they never had more than four children living with them at any one
time. The four daughters ,who died as Infants or young children, were born with less than nine
months between Sarah's pregnancies and were all born during their western travels and their early
life in the mining towns. We can speculate today, that because of the short time between pregnancies
and the living conditions, that their mother and the infants had inadequate nourishment and medical
attention.
At least three of their sons died of tuberculosis (or consumption as it was known then). Today
tuberculosis is known as a highly contagious decease most common among persons with depressed
immune systems, alcoholics, the poorly nourished, or persons living in crowded unsanitary
conditions.
William’s daughter-in-law, Julia (Samuel Henry’s wife), died of tuberculosis May 22, 1889,
just before William’s death. Samuel Henry was already sick with it too. William and Sarah were
both worried about what would happen to their grandson if his father died, leaving little William an
orphan. Even though two of their daughters had died already, their husbands were still alive, so those
grandchildren were not orphans.
William wanted Sarah to find a doctor who could cure tuberculosis, there had been too many
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deaths in the family from the disease already. If Samuel Henry
died early, she was to leave enough money to their grandson,
William Henry II, so that he could be raised properly. Little did
they know then that their son David Dickason, and his wife,
Emelia, would also die of tuberculosis a few years later. leaving
their children orphans also.
Sarah tried her best to save her son, Samuel Henry. She
searched everywhere for a doctor who might cure him. Her
grandson, William Henry Titchenal II, remembered going on a
long train ride across the country to Florida with his father and
grandmother in search of a cure.
Samuel did die before Sarah Ann, on April 25, 1894.
Sarah took care of her grandson William H. Titchenal II, until
she died, one year later, at the age of 77.
A few years before, William’s obituary had said:

Sarah and her grandson
Willian H. Titchenal II
at age of five or six.

December 3, 1891, age 74
“The deceased was well and favorably known throughout California as an upright and
fair minded citizen. Like all Argonauts [men who search for gold] he was of that sturdy,
vigorous and outspoken nature that feared none while convinced he was right.”

Excerpts from Sarah’s obituary August 11, 1895:
“Mrs. Sarah Titchenal, one of the pioneer settlers of the Santa Ana Valley, died at
her home on Willington street on Sunday night after an illness of two weeks. She was taken
violently ill at Hot Springs and at her urgent request she returned home, but never recovered
and sank quietly to rest Sunday.
Mrs. Titchenal, her husband and family came to Santa Ana in 1870 when the valley
was a mustard wilderness. Mr. Spurgeon had laid out the town the year before and induced
Mr. Titchenal to stay by giving him an extra lot-the one now adjoining the Commercial bank.
The family had lived in a cheap little cottage and worked as pioneers have to work. The
children grew up and settled throughout the state. The old gentleman and his wife remained
in town and saw the village grow to a small city and their cheap little property grow in value
leaving the old folks in good circumstances.”

Sarah must have been taking advantage of her wealth, as she was staying at a prestigious
resort spa of that time called “Hot Springs.” However, she must have also spent a large part of the
family fortune looking for cures for Samuel Henry.
The probate record of her estate showed she left the entire estate, including personal property
(valued at $4,714.59), together with rental income of $817.34 per year to her grandson William
Henry Titchenal II. J.T. Wool was named executor for William Henry II. All the other sons,
daughters and grandchildren each received one dollar.
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In order to understand their life, I traveled to the places
where my ancestors stopped and lived during the formative years
of each town. I tried to find and study the local history of the towns
at the time period my ancestors lived in each location: places such
as New Haven in 1640s, Newark, New Jersey 1665 (I was there
in 1990 to celebrate Newark’s 325th anniversary), Westernport,
West Virginia and Bloomington, Maryland in 1780-1810, Clarksburg, West Virginia in 1780-1820, Fort Smith, Arkansas in 18201850, Urbana, Ohio in 1810-1840, San Francisco and the mining
camps in 1850-1870 and, of course, Santa Ana in 1869.
Each time I travel by car, train or air over the route taken
by my ancestors from New England to California, I try to put
William Henry Titchenal
myself in their place. I think of the adventure and happiness they
a few years bfore his death
experienced, and also their extreme sorrow of leaving their
families. And I grieve with them about the death of their loved
ones in the new strange places among strangers and new friends, and how each time, it must have
given them cause to pause and think about their life style for a while.
Sometimes I wonder what they really thought when this was all happening. Did William and
Sarah have a sense of history in the making? They might have read and believed what John Louis
O’ Sullivan wrote in the New York Times on December 27, 1845;:
“.....our manifest destiny is to overspread and to possess the whole of the continent which
providence has given us for the development of liberty and federated self-government
entrusted to us.”

Or a letter published in 1846, written by William Gilpin. It
said:
“The untransacted destiny of the American people is to
subdue the continent— to rush over this vast field to the
Pacific Ocean— to animate the many hundreds of millions of
its people, to cheer them upward....... to agitate these herculean masses— establish a new order in human affairs..... to
generate the superannuated nations——to stir up the sleep of
a hundred centuries— to teach old nations a new civilization— to confirm the destiny of the human race —to carry the
career of mankind to its culminating point—to perfect science—to emblazon history with the conquest of peace—to
shed a new resplendent glory upon mankind—to unite the
world in one social family.”

Last picture taken of William
and Sarah (Ca.) 1889

If William and the other emigrants moving west
believed all of that was written, it is no wonder nothing but the
Pacific Ocean could stop their movement. Even if they realized
the effect their movement had upon the Indians and the Mexican
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people, they would have believed it was for the good of America and the world. Maybe they were
like most people, just moving with the tide, accepting whatever happened, and doing their best.
William’s father, John R. Titchenal, had several brothers who moved to Missouri early, and
one of their sons also traveled to the pacific coast of Washington and Oregon in covered wagons (but
later than William). (see chapter XIX) After a lifetime of pursuing the dream of upward social and
economic mobility in the frontier, William and his cousins stopped only when they reached the last
frontier.
William himself and many of his ancestors and cousins were very much a part of America’s Manifest Destiny and
the western frontier movement. However, it was William
who reached the Pacific Coast first, he had persisted to the
end.
True to the end, to the American spirit of equal
opportunity to succeed or fail, William H. Titchenal and his
generation of the family made the transition from pioneer
farmers to entrepreneurs and businessmen. I am sure his
experience and up bringing helped give him the tenacity to
keep trying. Religion was a big part of the life of most
pioneers. We know it was important for William and his
family. Maybe these qualities were also a part of his genes.
Many of these characteristics are still distinguishing traits of
the Titchenals today, three and four generations later.
Many of William’s descendents now live all over the
United States. Some still live in both northern and southern
California, and some still live in Orange County, in or ‘near
the city of Santa Ana. Most of them, like their ancestors, are just ordinary Americans with typical
ambitions and desires. Working as business men, housewives, engineers, managers, workmen, office
workers, soldiers, etc. A few were outstanding in their field—professional football players,
engineers, research director, inventors, entrepreneurs, artists — and three are stage, movie and TV
stars.
The hills around Santa Ana are now covered with suburbs and I can no longer see the golden
grassy hills. Never-the-less whenever I visit, I still have some feeling for what William and Sarah
must have thought that day in November, 1869. I like to think William climbed “The Sycamore
Tree” and for the first time saw the gold he had been looking for, when he realized the mustard grass
could really could turn to gold all around him.
“The past is never dead”.................. William Faulkner
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Santa Ana and the Titchenal Block
100 years apart

The Titchenal burial plot - Fairhaven Cemetery - Santa Ana, California
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