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Meet Me in San Francisco

San Francisco, April 25, 1906 

Dear Benny,

It’s yer old (ha ha) pal Jimmy writin you from General Deliv-
ery in Frisco. Where you might of heard back in St Louie we 
had a little earthquake on my birthday Wednesday last. What 
a way to turn 19 (ha ha). No birthday cake for me like the one 
we had two years ago when we had that special birthday party 
at the St Louie World’s Fair before I lit out for Frisco on the 
train. I ain’t forgot what we did. Sorry I ain’t writ you much 
but I bin thinkin about you, &, pal o mine, I wish you were 
here, but I’m glad yer not. What I seen in the last week could 
break a man’s heart. This whole city it ain’t gone, but sorely 
wounded. Ma Sloat’s boardin house where I live is all gone 
down South of the Slot an so is all the buildins South of the 
Slot. It’s all us workin men down here an pore families because 
nice San Franciscans never cross South of the Slot in Market 
Street. Remember I toll you last letter that the cable car slot 
ran down the center of Market Street from the Ferry Buildin 
west toward Twin Peaks like a line between us an the rich folk 
we work for. It were terrible after the shakin woke us all up 
yellin in our longjohns runnin out into the streets at 5:12 in 
the AM. The Chronicle paper says 60,000 us souls live down 
South of the Slot, & we was all runnin for it, tryin to get away 
from the fire that started in a Chinee laundry near Ma Sloat’s 
at Third & Brannan. It just spread & spread through all the 
broken wood & gas mains shootin flames into the air. I don’t 
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