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For the people of St. Michael and All Angels
and the residents of the Mendocino Coast,
past, present and future

History

O

n a late October Thursday in the Year of Our Lord 1909, the Reverend Frederick William Crook,
Bachelor of Divinity, eased himself into the chair at his desk in the cozy redwood Guild Hall and
thumbed open a large leather-bound green book.
In its pages he had recorded the thirty-six baptisms, forty confirmations, five burials and three marriages at
which he had presided or assisted locally during the past eight years. On its title page he had entered in ornate,
outsize script: “Diocese of Sacramento” and “St. Michael and All Angels, Fort Bragg.” And in the index that
followed he had listed the names of each of the thirty-seven communicants he had welcomed to the St. Michael flock
in that span.
But he realized there was one element missing from this summation of a long and arduous mission—the vital
connective tissue, the human narrative, that the Canonical Church Register would not otherwise convey when he
proffered it into the safekeeping of his successor within the next few weeks.
Father Crook dipped the nib of his pen into the bottle of black ink he’d unstoppered and, in the large looping
hand he’d learned in his native England, inscribed on the blank inside front cover: “History.”
He paused to underline the word twice. Then he continued: “The history of this parish begins with a visit of
Bishop Moreland to Ukiah….”
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II.
In partibus infidelium

All day in the saddle

T

he Right Reverend William Hall Moreland,
Doctor of Divinity, was thirty-eight years old
in 1899 when he was consecrated third bishop of the
Missionary Jurisdiction of Northern California. The vast
territory—stretching from the rocky coast of the Pacific
to the glacial crest of the Sierra Nevada range, and from
the Sacramento Delta in the south to the Oregon border
in the north—had been carved out of the statewide
Missionary District of California by the national Church
twenty-five years earlier.
The discover y of g old at Sutter’s Mill near
Sacramento in 1848 had brought more than 40,000
prospectors flooding into the territory of California
within two years. An Episcopal clergyman aptly named
the Rev. Mines (Flavel was his quaint first name) arrived
in San Francisco in July 1849. Soon he had assembled a
church from the nucleus of Episcopalians he found in
the formerly Mexican provincial seaport now crowded
with tents, shanties and abandoned sailing vessels (their
crews all gone to the diggings). Called Holy Trinity, its
congregation, according to historian Charles Eldon
Davis, consisted of “business men, soldiers, land
speculators, hangers-about, and several ladies who, it
was suggested in the quaintly couched language of the
day, were ‘no better than they should have been!’”
By 1853 California was a part of the Union and the

Episcopal General Convention recognized the need for
a bishop in place to sort out the unruly attempts to
organize locally. They designated the state a Missionary
District and consecrated and dispatched the Rt. Rev.
William Ingraham Kip to undertake its ecclesiastical
civilization. From his see in San Francisco, Bishop Kip
performed Herculean feats. By the outbreak of the Civil
War he was supervising a dozen far-flung parishes. And
despite the temporary disunity occasioned by the clash
between North and South (many California
Episcopalians went off to fight in blue or gray), he’d
made such progress by 1874 that he suggested the sixteen
priests serving thirteen parishes in Northern California
alone be placed under their own missionary bishop.
The General Convention acquiesced. Kip was given
a full-fledged diocese—then still covering the rest of
the state. The newly split-off twenty-four counties of
the missionary district to the north encompassed 52,564
square miles and had a population of 214,019, of whom
“24,980 were Chinese and 2,464 were Indians,” diocesan
demographers carefully specified. These souls were
commended into the hands of the Rt. Rev. John Henry
Wingfield, who would oversee the sprawling domain as
its second bishop for twenty-one years, until his death
at sixty-five in 1898.
Bishop Moreland, his successor, was a South
Carolinian. He had served churches in Connecticut and
New Hampshire after his ordination in 1884, then
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The Rt. Rev. William I. Kip
First Bishop of Northern
California
1853-1873
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The Rt. Rev. John H. Wingfield
Second Bishop of Northern
California
1874-1898

The Rt. Rev. William H. Moreland
Third Bishop of Northern
California
1898-1933

moved west to become rector of St. Luke’s in
San Francisco. Although a less enthusiastic
horseman than his two predecessors, Moreland
immediately assumed their grueling regimen
of pastoral travel. Tirelessly he crisscrossed the
fertile valleys, oak-dappled hills, dank
redwood groves and snowy mountain
boomtowns that made up his jurisdiction. This
itinerary had become even more demanding
when, in 1898, the General Convention attached
the western counties of Nevada to the district.
(They were removed ten years later. Since
he preferred Sacramento as his base—he
envisioned the construction of a great cathedral
there—Bishop Moreland emulated the English
tradition of naming a diocese after its see city.
In 1961 the name was again changed to be more
inclusive of outlying parishes: the Diocese of
Northern California.)
A vigorous man whose bespectacled mien
masked a wiry physique and an athletic nature,
Bishop Moreland “took considerable delight in
the fact that he had at one time or other
employed every known mode of transport
available to him for covering the territory,”
according to historian Davis. Consider this
account of a single ten-day period from the
bishop’s journal for September 1902:

(The first day of that month, he noted in The
Sacramento Missionary, had found him preaching
in Virginia City, Nevada; three weeks later—
having journeyed by rail and stage coach through
Kenwood, Santa Rosa, Willits, Fort Bragg, Laytonville,
Bell’s Springs, Scotia, Fortuna and Ferndale—he was
in Arcata.)
21.—XVII Sunday after Trinity. A.M., celebrated Holy
Communion in St. John’s Church, Arcata, confirmed 12 with
address, preached, baptized 3 children. P.M., in Christ Church,
Eureka, presented by Rev. C. Benham, confirmed 14 with address
and preached.
22.—Set out with Rev. A.L. Mitchell as chaplain to the
Indian reservations, reaching Bair’s ranch.
23.—All day in the saddle, reaching Hupa [Hoopa] at night,
where vespers were said in the new Chapel of Our Merciful
Saviour. [It was a converted blacksmith shop.]
24.—All day in the saddle reaching Orleans at night. This
was the first visit of a priest to this town: scenery magnificent.
25.—Held services for children in afternoon, preached to
adults, including miners, half breeds and Indians, at night, in
schoolhouse.
26.—In Orleans baptized three adults, 15 children in the
homes of the people.
27.—In the saddle, visiting points near Orleans.
28.—XVIII Sunday after Trinity. In Orleans preached to
large assembly in schoolhouse, baptized 2 adults, 14 children,
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making 32 baptisms as the result of this visit. Discovered
three communicants. A great work could be done by a diligent
priest in the many spiritually neglected communities along the
Klamath river. P.M., in the saddle all afternoon, reaching
Witchpeck [Weitchpec] at night.
29.—In a canoe all day, conducted by Indians down the
Klamath river, reaching Requa at night.
30.—Went by stage 25 miles to Crescent City. Evening,
delivered lecture in opera house for benefit of public library, on
“How to Make a Happy Marriage.”
The peripatetic bishop would notch another four
days in stagecoaches, an exhausted midnight stop at a
“wayside ranch” for a few hours of sleep, three services
and four more triumphant confir mations before
catching the night train from Grant’s Pass, Oregon, for
a reunion at home in Sacramento with his own wife
and six children.

Metropolis of the Mendocino Coast

I

t was on just such a circuit of the territory the
previous year, according to Father Crook, that
Bishop Moreland visited the Ukiah home of hotel owner
John J. McMurry. McMurry’s wife Ella was a stalwart
of the thriving Holy Trinity Episcopal Mission there.
The Bishop was buttonholed by another guest, coast
businessman Harold Plummer, who was a resident of
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Fort Bragg at the time. (Harold Street is named for
him.) Plummer noted that over the past decade the
Lutherans, the Presbyterians, the Roman Catholics,
the Seventh-Day Adventists and the Methodists had
all organized congregations and even built churches
in the burgeoning town. He extolled—in Crook’s
words— “the probable opportunity for our Church”
as well, and urged the Episcopal bishop to come see
for himself.
Fort Bragg at the turn of the twentieth century was
humming with civic energy. The name had been given
to a fifteen-acre Army post established in 1857 just north
of the Noyo River by First Lieutenant Horatio G.
Gibson, the officer in command of a twenty-man
garrison of cavalry dispatched from the Presidio of San
Francisco to guard the new Mendocino Indian
Reser vation. Gibson was honoring a West Point
classmate, Braxton Bragg, who had distinguished
himself for bravery during the Mexican War. (Bragg
would later serve as a top general in the Confederacy
and win the South’s greatest victory over Northern
forces in the Civil War, at Chickamauga. A North
Carolinian, he is also commemorated as the namesake
of a well known military city in that state.)
Tensions between the indigenous Pomo and the palefaced settlers who were filtering into the region in the
backwash of the Gold Rush had led to the establishment
of the Indian reservation—the nation’s fourth. But the

corruption and cruelty of the government’s agents
appalled many, including Lt. Gibson. Though his men
had cleared the native pines and built a handsome
military base in the area roughly bounded by the ocean
and the alley behind today’s Franklin Street between
Laurel and Redwood, the troop was recalled and the
fort abandoned at the outbreak of the Civil War. In
1866 the reservation too was dismantled and the resident
Pomos relocated with other Mendocino County tribes
to Round Valley. Parcels on the vacated 25,000-acre
reservation site, extending from what is now Simpson
Lane to Abalobadiah Creek in the north, and to Bald
Hill in the east, were put on the market by the
government for $1.25 an acre
Reservation Indians had been dragooned as labor
to build a steam sawmill for Alexander MacPherson
(there are alternate spellings of his surname) at the
mouth of the Noyo River in 1857. Typically, although
they were promised a wage of fifty cents a day, they
were never paid. Four years later the Kelly & Rundle
mill was established on the beach at Caspar Creek. Fed
by inland forests of immense virgin redwoods and
streams down which to float the logs, mills were soon
gnarring and chuffing in virtually every dog-hole cove
and river mouth on the Mendocino Coast. Hardy men
with axes and handsaws fanned out from logging camps
in the woods; farmers cleared fields to plant orchards,
sow crops and graze livestock; entrepreneurs threw up

hotels, saloons and stores around the steamy mills. By
1873, Noyo harbor was a thriving port fully equipped
to accommodate lumber schooners.
In 1882, a young Wisconsin native with a family
background in sawmill operations in the Upper
Midwest, Charles Russell Johnson, trekked north from
San Francisco to assess the timber potential of
redwood country. What he saw exceeded even the
glowing tales he had heard. He immediately bought
out the third partner, Morris McRay, in a mill at
Kibesillah (four miles north of Ten Mile River) built
in 1878 by Calvin Stewart and James Hunter. Within
two years the new enterprise had expanded its
holdings southward to include the acreage that ringed
the old Fort Bragg.
Though he had left school at the age of fourteen
for health reasons, Johnson was an avid student and a
disciple of modernity. (He would learn on his own to
read and speak French, among other cultural
achievements.) He installed the latest machinery in his
mills and he put his workers on round-the-clock shifts,
more than doubling mill output. He also recognized the
limited capacity of the North Coast’s constricted, wavewashed anchorages like Newport, between Inglenook
and Wesport, from which he was then shipping his
Kibesillah lumber. What was needed, he reckoned, was
a more capacious spot to marshall logs and
accommodate large vessels. The moldering old Army
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Charles Russell Johnson
Founder of the Union Lumber Company
and of the City of Fort Bragg

base and its sheltered “Soldiers Harbor” at Fort Bragg,
from which troopers had periodically embarked to
counter Indian unrest elsewhere on the coast, struck
him as ideal. He mustered a group of investors, formed
the Fort Bragg Redwood Company and added the
deserted base to its real estate portfolio. He even
renovated and moved into the old post physician’s
office as his family home.
Johnson’s first order of business was to oversee
construction of a wharf and a state-of-the-art sawmill.
On November 16, 1885, the North Coast’s first bandsaw
was fired up there—a radical innovation. Then he set
to work with equal vigor building around his mill the
infrastructure of a real city.
MacPherson and a partner, Henry Weatherby, had
laid railroad tracks to serve their own competing mill;
in 1886, Johnson bought their Noyo & Pudding Creek
Railroad from them and began extending the trackbed
for his newly christened Fort Bragg Railroad. He also
undertook a generous program of donations of
corporate land to religious congregations. (He was a
trustee of the First Presbyterian Church when it paid
$10 to the lumber company for a church site on Main
Street in 1887.) Meanwhile, his partner Calvin Stewart
hunched over the drawing board laying out a plat map—
a rectangular grid of east-west streets named after trees
and north-south streets named after local pioneers, lined
by lots measuring 100 by 150 feet. Their millhands would

be encouraged to build homes on these affordably
priced lots: just $100 each.
On August 5, 1889, Fort Bragg—population 945—
was officially incorporated as a California city. It took
several days for word to arrive from Sacramento, but
when it did, Johnson, not surprisingly, was appointed
president of the city’s first board of trustees—in other
words, mayor. Among the five colleagues who selected
him were Stewart and Horace A. Weller, Sr. The latter
was another key player in the establishment of the young
city’s institutions. With Johnson and Stewart and four
others, for example, Weller founded the First Bank of
Fort Bragg, in 1891. It was located in his H.A. Weller &
Company store on Main Street. He built one of the
city’s earliest landmark houses. (It still serves as a popular
bed-and-breakfast inn, on Stewart Street between Pine
and Fir.) And when Fort Brag g’s earliest eight
technology adapters were linked by a switchboard in
1898, it was H.A. Weller who was the Pacific Telephone
Company’s representative.
In 1893, following acquisition of several neighboring
timber operations, Johnson and his partners reorganized
the enterprise as the Union Lumber Company. Under
that aegis it would continue to reign supreme over the
local economy for the next eighty years.
The Fort Bragg Railroad now extended almost seven
miles east along Pudding Creek, and twenty miles along
the Noyo. But a ridge separated the track beds. Johnson
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hired a contingent of Chinese hard rock miners from
Nevada to exercise the tunnel-boring prowess they had
polished in the Sierra. A mob of more than a hundred
local men set upon the miners the stormy night of their
arrival, however, and drove them from their camp on
Pudding Creek, south across the Noyo. Sympathetic
Mendocino residents offered shelter to the fleeing men
and next day the sheriff deputized a posse to escort the
Chinese miners back to Fort Bragg. Moreover, he
arrested twenty-three suspects, including some of Fort
Bragg’s leading citizens, and shuttled them off to Ukiah
where they were jailed for the racist assault. One,
according to a contemporary newspaper account, was
Johnson’s own Union Lumber Company store
employee—and the town’s postmaster—Eri Huggins.
It took five years for the 1,129-foot tunnel to be
completed; afterwards many of the miners chose to
remain in Fort Brag g in the “Chinatown” they’d
established around Redwood and McPherson. Tracklayers now pushed forward rapidly toward the mainline
at Willits, reaching Little North Fork in 1898. Every
year the bone-jarring stagecoach ride between the two
railheads grew shorter. In June 1901, the Union Lumber
Company started operating its own steam schooners
too. Along with freight and lumber, passengers could
now take the overnight voyage on a regular schedule
along the coast between Fort Bragg and San Francisco.
Once a remote outpost in “one of the most extensive
14

bodies of timber in the world,” according to a
contemporary promotional advertisement, the city had
become “the metropolis of Mendocino county.”
Employment was booming. An organized fishery was
developing, pioneered by intrepid immigrants from
Finland and Sweden who recognized the bounty to
be reaped—a man in a dory with a single hand seine
could haul 500 silver salmon out of Noyo Bay in a
day. When not working in the forests, they adapted
fishing techniques they’d learned in the Baltic. A Finn,
Peter Johnson, was credited with introducing trolling
for king salmon—the first one he landed was a 32pounder, caught by using a bent tablespoon as a
flasher. Fishermen plied the streets in horse-drawn
wagons selling cod fresh out of the sea for three or
four cents a pound, halibut for ten cents a pound and
a whole salmon for a quarter.
“As all the corporations pay cash every month,”
the promotional blurb asserted, “Fort Bragg may well
be termed a cash town.” What’s more, its “nearly 3,000
citizens… enjoy up-to-date schools, churches, societies,
banks, business blocks, stores, cement sidewalks, well
kept streets, electric light system, telephone and
telegraph systems, water and sanitary systems, lumber
and shingle mills, yards, commercial advantages, etc.”
High time, Bishop Moreland agreed, to get serious
about establishing an Episcopalian presence.

The first visit

I

t was “the matrimonial event of the season in Fort
Bragg,” the local newspaper, the Advocate, gushed.
“On Wednesday, December 27, [1893]… two of our
most esteemed young people united their fortunes in
wedlock. The high contracting parties were Mr. John
E. Weller, assistant cashier in the Fort Bragg Bank [and
nephew of its founder, Horace Weller], and Miss Helen
Stewart, niece of our worthy townsman, E. Huggins.”
The groom was trim and serious, a buttoned-up
young banking executive until he doffed the three-piece
suit and celluloid collar required of his sober station.
Then you might find him with his brother Guy playing
in the municipal band that gave concerts in the park
near the racetrack on the south side of town. Or in his
woodshop indulging his avocations: cabinetry and metalcraft. He was twenty-seven years old.
The bride was slender and vivacious, a capable parlor
pianist, nineteen. She was a newcomer to the Coast,
“from the East.” But her Aunt Harriett and Uncle Eri,
at whose home the ceremony was performed, were
among the city’s power brokers. Indeed, Eri Huggins,
notwithstanding his earlier brush with the law, had been
elected the city’s second mayor, after Johnson. The
marriage was performed by the rector of the First
Baptist Church, Rev. J.S. Ross.
Milo James Weller, John’s father and Horace Weller’s

brother, was a staunch Baptist. (His Victorian house,
originally located on Main Street, still stands on Stewart
Street opposite Rossi’s hardware store.) But neither the
groom nor the bride had been baptized. And as the
young family grew—a daughter, Lucile (sometimes
spelled Lucille), was born in 1894, and a son, Robert,
five years later—they sought spiritual sustenance in
another Christian denomination.
So it was that when Bishop Moreland began
searching out the potential nucleus of an Episcopal
congregation in Fort Bragg, someone suggested that
he contact John (known familiarly as Jack) Weller. And
after a short correspondence, as recalled by Father
Crook in his historical summary, the Bishop made a
commitment with Weller to include the city on his
September 1902 traverse of the diocese.
It would be, he noted in his journal, “the first visit
of a Church Clergyman to this important town.”

A mission begun: September 9, 1902

T

he “celebrated Episcopalian Bishop Moreland
of Sacramento will hold services in the Baptist
Church of this city on September 9th, and will administer
the rites of baptism and confirmation,” the Advocate
announced in its August 20, 1902, edition. “We are
authorized to state that the people of Fort Bragg and
vicinity are cordially invited to attend these services.”
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Opposite page: Only months before they played central
roles in the founding of St. Michael and All Angels
Church, Helen and Jack Weller and their two children,
Robert and Lucile, gathered with other members of the
extended Weller clan at the patriarch’s home on Stewart
Street in Fort Bragg. They are, from left to right on the
ground level: Horace Aaron Weller, Guy Weller, Maude

Weller French, Horace Alanson Weller, Milo Weller,
Charles Russell Weller, Milo James Weller and Mrs.
Seward (Milo’s mother-in-law). Helen Stewart Weller and
her husband John Elwin (Jack) Weller stand at the far
right. He is holding the hands of their daughter Lucile.
From left to right on the porch above are Mrs. Milo
(Seward) Weller, Mary Ellen Cooper Weller, Helen
Margaret (Icy) Weller, Eri Huggins, Harriett (Mrs. Eri)
Huggins, Adella Craighan (Mrs. Charles Russell) Weller,
Delia Weller (Scott), Charles Haskins Weller and Lillian
Weller Haskins. Baby Robert Elwin (Little Bundy) Weller
sits on the railing between his two parents, standing
below him. Harriett Huggins, shown with her husband
Eri and Horace Alanson Weller’s daughter “Icy” in the
detail above, would become one of the most devoted
church members.
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On Monday, September 8, Bishop Moreland arrived
in Willits. He preached and gave the Eucharist to nine
communicants—the inauguration of Episcopal
devotions in that city too.
Starting out early next morning Moreland rode in
the stagecoach over the mountains to Fort Bragg. In
the evening he donned his vestments and, in their
house of worship in the Weller Building on loan from
the Baptists for the occasion, he baptized Jack Weller
and his three-year-old son Robert, along with Edna
O’Conner and Marguerite Armstrong.
It is from this date—September 9, 1902—that Saint
Michael and All Angels parish marks its centennial in
2002.
Wednesday, September 10, again courtesy of the
Baptists, Bishop Moreland celebrated the first Episcopal
Eucharist in Fort Bragg history. Attendance was sizeable
and included eight communicants plus the two he’d
baptized the night before. He instructed and confirmed
them as part of the service.
The rest of the day was spent on a tour of
“Mendocino and other points,” the Bishop noted in his
journal, “searching for Church families.” Summarized
the Advocate the following Wednesday: “Bishop
Moreland of Sacramento enjoyed his visit to this place,
having large audiences.”
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The Bishop of Mendocino County

D

espite the initial push, momentum for the
coalescence of a new Episcopal congregation
was hard to maintain in a coastal enclave still so cut
off—boosters’ bravado notwithstanding—from its
inland neighbors and its diocesan see.
The very success of the six-year-old mission across
the hills in Ukiah—Holy Trinity parishioners had
managed to build a cozy church for themselves by
1900—appeared little short of a miracle to the Bishop.
“Few in numbers and poor in purse are the people
of Ukiah,” he observed. “If it can be done in Ukiah, it
can be done almost anywhere.”
Fortunately, the man he credited most for having
“done it” in Ukiah—the man who had solidified a
congregation around a cadre of thirteen founding
families, who by dint of what Bishop Moreland
characterized as “heroic work” had established a
worship community in “a town where there seemed no
possible room or desire for us”—that was the man he
now assigned the same task in Fort Bragg: the Reverend
Frederick W. Crook.
Father Crook was based in Cloverdale. He’d been
named rector of Good Shepherd there in 1897. But he
saw as his mission mission, and almost immediately he
took on Healdsburg and Ukiah as collateral
responsibilities. He shuttled by stagecoach among the

three fledgling churches, offering Sunday services on
alternate weeks; meanwhile, he reconnoitered far afield,
proselytizing throughout Mendocino and Lake
counties—small islands of faith, he described the region,
in “partibus infidelium,” or infidel parts.
Born in Bath, England, in 1851, Rev. Crook had
come to the United States as an orphan at sixteen
and traveled to Salt Lake City. He was a practicing
Mormon when by chance he fell under the tutelage
of Utah’s pioneering Episcopal Bishop Daniel Sylvester
Tuttle, later Presiding Bishop of the U.S. Church.
“Gradually, not violently,” Tuttle later recalled,
“[Crook] sloughed off the Mormon skin and reverted
to the condition of an English Church boy.” He entered
Wisconsin’s Nashotah House seminary, graduated in
1879, and was ordained a deacon in Utah and, in 1882,
a priest in Idaho, both by Bishop Tuttle. He never
married.
In the fall of 1901 Rev. Crook took a break from his
duties in Northern California for a visit to Utah. He
fell ill and was hospitalized there, delaying his return
for four months. Very excitable, “a little bit of a man,
ruddy-complexioned and reddish haired [who] talked
quickly, with a slight English accent,” according to a
reminiscence by a Holy Trinity parishioner, Crook would
suffer from precarious health for the rest of his life. As
a result, still convalescent, he was unable to pick up
immediately what Bishop Moreland had started in Willits

and Fort Bragg in September 1902.
Nevertheless, the two new missions were formally
placed in Crook’s care by Bishop Moreland the next
year. “Crowded with other work,” Crook acknowledged
in his historical notes in the St. Michael and All Angels
parish register, he was unable to manage the
demanding trip to Fort Bragg for almost two more
years. Still, the city’s nine faithful Episcopalians dutifully
scraped together a dime each—and someone,
probably Jack Weller, chipped in another one— to
round out their diocesan Apportionment for General
Missions in 1903: $1. (Altogether, the eighty-two
congregations of Northern California and Nevada
collected $1,364.90 of the $1,450 the Diocese had
been apportioned, and the shortfall occurred only
because the largest parish, St. Paul’s in Sacramento,
submitted its $90 contribution one week past the
deadline.)
In the November 1904 issue of the Sacramento
Missionar y, the Rev. Charles E. Farrar, rector of
Emmanuel Church in Grass Valley, reported that he had
“spent a very pleasant month”—his vacation—in Fort
Brag g, where he’d conducted “the first regular
Episcopalian services ever held here.”
It is “a thriving town and has the nucleus of a good
church,” he continued, “namely several staunch Church
men. These men set to work and secured the use of the
Presbyterian Church, whose pastor was off on his
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vacation, a good choir was got together under the
able leadership of Mrs.John Weller, and regular morning
and evening services were held during August.”
Attendance was exceptional, Farrar declared--never
fewer than fifty, and nearly one hundred on the Sunday
he baptized Lucile Weller.
“A church organization was set afoot,” he added,
made up of Weller, W.B. Ward, Sam Shipp and the
redoubtable C.R. Johnson, apparently a convert from
Presbyterianism. All but Shipp were regular
communicants, according to Farrar, and Shipp was
“ready and desirous” of baptism.
“The Mission is in the charge of Rev. F.W. Crook,
of Ukiah,” Farrar concluded, “and under his leadership
will doubtless grow, even though his visits at present
can only be quarterly.”
In fact, it was not until May 1905 that Father Crook
finally climbed aboard the train from Ukiah bound for
Fort Bragg. Actually, the rails went only as far as
Sherwood. Passengers had to transfer there to a
stagecoach, for a fifteen-mile ride to Alpine over a onelane road that wound to a 2,400-foot summit—then
descended at a pitch so steep a log was tied to the rear
of the coach as a drag, to retard its momentum and
prevent it from overtaking and injuring the galloping
horses.
It was often late at night by the time travelers arrived
in Alpine, Crook recalled, especially in winter. They
20

would spend the night among the “giant redwoods,”
and next morning board a Fort Bragg Railroad coach
for the remainder of the journey.
As on every subsequent visit, Crook checked into
t he Hotel Windsor. “The genial & generous hospitality
of Mr. And Mrs. Joel Rushing… soon made one forget
all discomforts,” he wrote appreciatively in 1909. “In
all these years, these loyal folk never accepted a penny
of payment…. And nothing was too good to bestow
by Mr. and Mrs. R. on priest and Bishop.” (Father Crook
had met Rushing in the Anderson Valley soon after his
arrival in California, he elsewhere recalled, and renewed
the acquaintance delightedly in Fort Bragg. Within a year
he had baptized Rushing’s wife Esther and daughter
Gertrude. He also performed the sacrament for another
son and daughter.)
The city’s Episcopalians were still dependent on their
Christian brethren for premises in which to worship.
On Sunday, May 21, 1905, “Rev. Pastor Lawrie [again]
generously placed at our service” the Presbyterian
Church, Crook recorded. Father Crook baptized another
child, Alice Gladys Shipp. (Her mother Rachel was a
communicant already; Sam, her father, would finally
stand at the font in October.)
In July 1905, Bishop Moreland included Fort Bragg
for the second time in his circuit of the diocese. Father
Crook came too. This time the venue for services was
the Odd Fellows Hall, where on Saturday, the 22nd,

The Rev. Frederick W. Crook

Crook baptized Helen Weller. On Sunday he presented
her and Mary Isabel Morton for confirmation by the
Bishop.
“The Russian and Latin Churches minister to the
Russo-Finns and Italians [of the For t Brag g
community],” Father Crook observed in June 1905 in
the Sacramento Missionary. “The Episcopal Church should
be there [too], not to prey upon the settled Christian
people of present flocks, but as in duty bound, to
minister to her own children, to earnestly present the
ancient faith as handed on to her, and to welcome any
who feel that the creed of their youth wholly fails the
strong needs of their manhood.”
Notwithstanding the hardship—even as the nearest
priest to Fort Bragg, he lamented, he was “a two days’
stage ride away from September to May, and a one day’s
ride from May to September”—Crook had taken on the
mantle of “pastor of all Mendocino county and parts
adjacent.” If the latter still were largely “partibus
infidelium,” Fort Bragg certainly fit that description no
longer. Therefore, he declared, from now on he would
celebrate Eucharist for the faithful in the community
once a month.
For the next four years, the frail but driven little cleric
whom the Bishop of Sacramento often lauded as “the
Bishop of Mendocino County” strove within the limits
of weather and health to make good on that promise.
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