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Preface

I have written this book to please my friends and family—and
myself, also—much because I love and appreciate the things I have
written about herein. The contents are non-fiction, semi-biography,
historical and reminiscent. It is all centered on country life, here in a
beautiful, busy, and much beloved little valley, My hope and wish is
that this will be enjoyable reading.

This valley, or Sweetwater Valley, by its proper name, has two
small towns included; namely, Bonita and Sunnyside. It is located
here in Southern California just ten miles from the heart of historical,
beautiful, and modern San Diego, and is just twelve miles from the
border of Mexico.




I am a native Californian. Husband John, who is 2 native of
Towa, came here when he was just a boy, nine years of age. So I call
him a “grafted-in"" Californian; which means he still has some East-
ern traits, such as wearing long-handled underwear all the year
around, etc. With the exception of a couple of years, I have lived in
San Diego County all my life, so far; living here_ in the Sweetwater
Valley these past thirty-nine years and more. So if I seem extra par-
tial to this part of the country, please don’t mind.

When I was in my late teens. I took on nurse’s training. This I
did with much intentions and hopes of becoming a traveh_ng nurse.
However, not too long before I would have received my diploma, I
forfeited these youthful plans, to marry a farmer. We settled down
to ranch life, right here in this very county where I was born; and I
might as well mention here, my husband cares not for travel. So,
much of my own personal traveling is done between the wood range
I cock on to please my Iowa husband and the woodpile in the back
yard; and from stove to table, three times a day and more at times.

No, T am not complaining in the least. I could have become a
traveling nurse instead of a rancher's wife if I had chosen, and I have
become happy and contented with the years. At times, though, es-
pecially when I was much younger, I felt I had got gypped and sput-
tered some. Mainly this was because John hates traveling anywhere,
even to a Grange or Farm Bureau meeting. He says he gets all the
traveling he wants on truck and tractor, doing the farmer’s work. So
that's that. I am still hoping we shall do some traveling some day.

, Durring these thirty-nine years and more that we have lived here
}n t—be Valley, we have broug}_at up our six children: two sons and
our daughters; and we took in as many others as could fit in our

home-talent board-and batte i 1
-batten house without pushing out t rds.
\Vhe'n funds get low, as they do on ou i 5 s

nursing here and there, [ also baby-sit,

John always milks our own cow

. : s, unless he is i ich isn’ 0
then a son-in-law and [ perform o, Vhich s R

the job, usually.

For quite some time before an
and round about here, w
cattle ranches, and of dai

other nearby orchards, ran ful] tilt, with
€rs. sorters and packers, However, this
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the needed crew of box-mak-
plant has been discontinued,

since many of our orchards have been taken out to make room for
new homes and other projects. The packing-house still stands: a land-
mark—The Old Red Barn we call it now.

Different sections of This Old Red Barn are in use continually,
for ever so many purposes: to house the Mexican help; sections to be
fixed up as booths in connection with our ride-ring during our horse
shows; alsc, here is where our 4 H Farm Fairs are held. Every year,
just before school lets out, our own group here in the Valley, with
others joining in from nearby towns, put on quite an interesting farm
and stock fair. Our Old Red Barn is also an everlasting attraction for
the artist’s brush.

In spite of a building boom that has been going on for some
time here in San Diego County, taking away much of our open spaces
of country, many ranches, dairy farms, and orchards are still going
strong. Also, thanks to our thoughtful Planning Committees who
have been instrumental in zoning, building sites are not less than one-
half acre, and in many cases one acre, thus leaving enough ground
around for good country living. With these restrictions, we hope to
keep our valley rural.

Along with this hope is the hope and wish that this book will
help keep in mind and memory some happy days of the past years
here. It is also to present some of our simple, everyday country life:
where and while its people are of like interests; where there is such
close unity of purpose, for the good of the Valley in general; and
where there is sincere love and interest for one another, so that if any
have disaster here it gets around and is taken care of immediately, help-
fully and sympathetically.

In addition, as they are much a part of us here, I have written a
chapter on the little brown men, the Mexicans. They come over the
hills to us here from our neighboring country, Mexico, to better their
lot in life. They work on ranch, farm, dairy, orchard, etc., and have
so often proved a godsend to the ranchers, especially during the har-
vest seasons.

Now may I extend a hearty welcome to all of you who may
read my book and are not one of us here, should you care to come
here on a visit, or become one of us by building your home here a-
mong these rolling little hills we love so much? And if you are old
enough in years, you will remember that good old song, “’I Love You,
California,” written by S. B. Silverwood, in the year 1913, the lyrics
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of which describe so well what is in my.hea‘rt concerning this Golden
State, as California is often called—which includes this, our beloved
Sweetwater Valley. Remember, also, in this very territory, S_an Diego
County is where our California, with its colorful historical back-
ground, actually began with the landing of Don Juan Rodriguez
{(Cabrillo).

This early discoverer landed on Point Loma, at Ballast Point,
where he and his crew of men raised prayerful thanks to God for
their safe landing after so hazardous a journey. There later was erect-
ed the first lighthouse, directing since that time a safe way into the
beautiful and wonderful harbor at San Diego. And there, still later,
was raised our glorious flag, the Stars and Stripes, showing that this
territory had now become a part of our own U.S.A.,—this, our own
dear California.

(END OF PREFACE)

_Rol\ms K “5 . Bonita Cal,

THIS, OUR BELOVED VALLEY
HISTORY, REMINISCENCE AND TODAY

Chapter |: History

Just ten miles east from downtown San Diego, California, and
twelve miles from the border of Mexico, between rolling hills, a range
of mountains towards the east, and San Diego Bay on the west, lies
the Sweetwater Valley, the beloved Valley of this book.

Today if these little hills could but talk they would tell us many
wonderful tales of a very different and much earlier day here when
the Indians roamed through and lived here and there in these very
little hills that are now our own—a day even before California actu-
ally began. Living off the land the Indians traveled long distances




ins to bay and ocean during fish and clam.season in
ech of food. These little hills, if they could talk, would 1§1form us
s O ey eatly history when, where and how this golden
state of (J;_mrmj bcg.{n. As these little hills of Sweetwat?r V_alley
- of that first beginning, they would tell us of the first light-
house put up on Point Loma to direct the sea traffic §afely into wh.at
is now the beautiful and wonderful harbor at San Diego, California.
Aa_;:«. thev would tell us, though we do have many books on the sub-
'ie‘ct also. the date when our beloved American Flag was raised for the
first time at this place, showing California had become part of our
own U.S.A.

We would be told all about the Mexican times. And later of
hose colorful days of the Dons under the Spanish rule, where, on the
arge Spanish grants or cattle ranches were held gay and colorful fies-
tas where gay senoritas and gay caballeros danced and made merry.
Then also took place many solemn marriages at the missions in the

days of the Padres.

from mounta
all about our

are a part
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It is hard to believe, though true, that our own modern and
growing San Diego and the county which includes our own little Val-
ley as it is today, could have been where all this took place; that from
San Miguel Mountain, our land mark of direction here, all of out

Valley and other land round about included, on down to the bay,
was just one large cattle ranch, This large Spanish grant was by name
the Rancho de 1a Nacion. To this day this name remains on the land

here, as description on our deeds of land property.

So with this sort of historical background, is it any wonder we
here love, enjoy and covet our open spaces of country? For as from
nowhere, or [ could say, blowing through on wind or breeze, comes
come spirit of an earlier day, wherein we are given in this day a love
ifri Open spaces, each other, and the God who created them. And as
QlfL r;l;;t ?ariy explorer Don Juan Rodriguez (Cabrillo) and his crew
nnarionaéﬁ“t?“g hazardous journey, on arriving safely at their des-
for His 'm“q Md oint on Point Loma, knelt and gave thanks to

give !hankst !‘;]r.l protection, so we likewise, each in our own Way,
ful and lov; 15 day to this same ever present God for His watch-

- oving care over all that goes on around us here.
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Chapter 1, Part 2: Reminiscent:

And again, if these little hills could talk, they could tell us of
our own bygone days. A day when many of us who are now old-
timers lived at a much slower pace. Just a simple country life on farm,
ranch, dairy, etc., when every day was pretty much alike in routine,
and when the horse and buggy or saddle was our only means of
transportation, that is, until we were blessed with the famous little
N C and O railroad with passenger and freight cars.

On this train came out our way many tourists, sight seeing or
picnicking. The starting place was San Diego, coming out once a day
up through the Valley as far as La Presa near the Sweetwater Lake;
remaining long enough for sight seeing and some recreation and pick-
ing up freight or passengers on the way back. Incidentally this luxury
went out with a flood we had here in the Valley in the year 1916.

By this time we did have a few “‘autos’ as we ca'led cars in
those days. And as it was also in those days when your good family
doctor delivered your offspring in your home, so it was the doctors
who were among the first to have a car. But for the most part we
traveled by way of the old gray mare. It wasn't too bad at that as [
can remember. We had wonderful good times and packs of fun.

Our good times or fun here in the Valley in those days consisted
of community picnics, pot-luck dinners and suppers, indoors and out-
doors, dances, box socials, hay rides, Grange and Farm Bureau affairs,
beach parties, including grunion hunts, over on the Coronado strand
beach near the ocean, fifteen miles or so from here. The entire family
was welcome at all of these country entertainments. And oh! the food
at these affairs: fried chicken and rabbit, homemade pies, cakes, cook-
ies, doughnuts and pickles; large freezers of homemade ice cream to
go with the cookies, cake etc.; wonderful hot chocolate, coffee, tea and
tasty punch, wonderful potato salads, and fruits of all kinds that
were in season,

I remember well the first of these entertainments I attended. It
was soon after I came to live in the Valley. I was fifteen years of age
at the time. It was a dance, held in one of the farmer's large hay barns,
empty at this time of last year's hay and ready for the new crop. This
barn had a wood floor. You would think after jostling bales of hay
around in and out there wouldn’t be any floor left, to say nothing of
a floor fit to dance on. But let me tell you these barn floors were made
of good hard wood. I am not sure as to the kind of wood, though I
believe it to have been pine.
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This I do recall: the barn floor had been swept clean. Soon after
the crowd arrived and just before the dancing began, the caller of the
squares, Paul Jones, etc., produced a can of powdered wax. Thls_he
shook around on the floor and soon afterward we were on it dancing
with ease and pleasure, having much fun and equal to any floor I
have danced on since that time, it seems to me.

The music we had in those days was usually home talent. Violin,
guitar and accordion. If there was a piano or drum on the place this
was added. When the dance was held in a large hay barn as this one
was, there were bales of hay placed around the sides for seats. At one
or more corners, whatever was needed, bales of hay were placed close
together across the corners. On the floor behind here were added pil-
lows and blankets to accommodate the sleeping children. Oh yes, par-
eats and young children often attended these dances. I suppose most
of our young people of today would hardly approve of this.

The dance began usually at 8 P.M. At midnight you were served
refreshments—cake, doughnuts, sandwiches and coffee. This over
with, you danced on till four or five A.M. Waltzes, two-step, squares,
quadrilles, Virginia reel and Paul Jones were the type of dance in those
days. And believe it or not we truly enjoyed ourselves.

After the dance was over came the slow and often long drive
home. This too could have been enjoyable I suppose, especially if your
boy friend or a jolly crowd were along. But you were pretty sleepy
and tired by this time. The horse, good old faithful, seemed to under-
stand the situation (that is, most always), and took you home safe
and sound, even though you fell asleep at the reins.

Soon afterward the Valley folk
Community Club House. Then );he danl;:rzztlaa
here. It was at one of these socials in our
my rancher husband, John. Some time lat
place there. A wonderful starting out sho

ged enough money for a
nd many socials took place
new club house that I met
er our wedding party took
wer of kitchen utensils, lin-
before. I might as well men-

ied in t Pk
wondertul exposition ot Balll;loahlgaj;;?r 1915, the year of San Diego’s

is fl
rosd the N.C anls O(.)o;:jn ‘\jvent our club house, our famous little rail-

many other things right on down to the
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bay. I have been told our club house sailed down in one piece, though
I cannot verify as to the truth of this, as no one rescued it, that was
sure.

As I mentioned before this was the year our first child was born.
I moved to town for this occasion. We lived at this time at the far east
end of the Valley, very near the San Miguel Mountains. I did not for-
get this time in a hurry. John’s job at the time was to keep the lake
clean of the brush that grows back so quickly along the lake shores.
He had helpers too, of course. It started to rain as usual at this time of
year, coming down gentle at first, but steady, day after day, till the
ground was so soft that the animals in the pastures bogged down. It
was a terrible job to get them up out of the mire and on their feet on
to solid ground. Many died before they could be rescued.

It was also difficult to drive our horse and buggy on the now
slushy dirt roads to get supplies or to get in to my family doctor for
check-ups. I was beginning to wish I lived in town where the roads
were paved. Having nurse’s training, and expecting my delivery at
home, which was the usual procedure in those days, I had everything
in readiness. I will admit I was somewhat afraid my doctor would
not be able to get here to us when needed.

Every day the dam rose higher and higher. And it kept on rain-
ing. Finally John gave in to my fears and moved me in to town. My
good nurse who lived in there with her family gave me a room for
this extra occasion.

In due time, which was about a2 month, our first child arrived.
John had to almost swim in places on the way in to town to see his
daughter for the first time. Water was all around us, even in town. A
laundry nearby had a foot of water inside, stopping all attempt of
work. On several occasions my nurse went to the nearby grocery store
in a row boat. Needless to say, I was beginning to wonder if I had
Ecttered matters any by coming to town. I phoned my doctor often to
assure myself he would be able to come when needed. And as the rain
continued herc in our part of the county, roads and culverts washed
out. Water was everywhere, coming down from the mountains full
stream.

At last the dams could hold no more. Out came the wall. Several
other lakes in our territory had the same disaster.




It was some time before roads and things got st.raightened out
enough to carry on. Fortunately there were only two lives lost here }::t
the time. A couple of workmen, who could not get away from the

wall in time, were drowned.

Though our Valley has had several floods and freezes, you
would neveii know it, should you come here today. There are no tra-

ces of the damage done.

We now have a new Clubhouse. This one is built on the early
California ranch style plan. A Cliff May production, in a grove of
beautiful Eucalyptus trees—and incidentally on much higher ground
than our first one was.

We here in the Valley are proud of our Clubhouse. We love its
membership. We welcome all our visitors. We enjoy all that goes on
within its walls, the uses of which are too numerous to explain here.

Chapter I, Part 3: Today:

Today, March 11, 1954, we women of the Sweetwater
Women's Club, also known as the Community Club, celebrated our
Club’s fortieth birthday anniversary. We celebrate this birthday
every year with a slight change of program—a more personal program
of fellowship and home talent entertainment, omitting the regular
Club minutes or session. In place of the usual pot luck desserts we
have on the first Thursday of the month, our regular club day, we
have a decorated-for-the-occasion birthday cake and ice cream after
our usual pot luck noon meal.

_ It is a good thing I am writing about this occasion instead of
telling the story, as I am so full of good food at this moment it would
be hard to talk of anything but food.

We had a wonderful afternoon also Music and
: : song by a for-
réxler president and her sweet daughter. Interesting tales gf oy]d time
ub and Valley events. We also always recall some loving memories
of our dear old-timers who have gone to rest, or left our fellowship

here. The afternoon was over with only too soon. On up the hill I

drliie, reachlng home Iust 1’“ time to C()()k J()ll]l—]l()l lne——s()][le sul)—
pef.

Other country communit i
r y affairs we have here
i}:lc:iwns1 ;drﬁn4<lH farm fa1r}s) sponsored by our 4-H Clugrzfﬂ;flrhl?:::
elementary school. These affairs take lac
barn. They are quite well attended. The winners gcei\erea:rtol;:eh?:: ;’:g
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ribbons equal to larger affairs elsewhere. Many of the animals at our
4-H farm fair are taken later to the yearly county affair at Del Mar,
winning more prizes and selling live stock besides.

Our own farm, as I mentioned before, is in what we call the
river bottom down in the Valley proper. Our home ranch is on a
north hill overlooking a large and beautiful part of the Valley. A
panorama view I would say.

We built on the hill for more reasons than one. Our lower land
has been all under water on two occasions. The year of the flood in
1916 was one of them, though we were not the owners of the land
at the time.

However in the year 1927 we had another flood. We owned the
ground by that time and had to remove our stock and implements to
higher ground. This was the year a bridge here at Bonita washed out.
This also was a difficult time. The dairymen once again had diffi-
culty getting their produce to market or their milk delivered in
town. All traffic, as far as that goes, had quite a time manipulating.
But as before things got straightened out. This time more dams were
built to catch the water, making it safe now, and less apt for us ever
to have another flood here in the Valley.

At this present day Sweetwater Valley, including its two small
towns, Bonita and Sunnyside, is at its best I believe. The progress
here since world war two, which has been gradual, has also been bene-
ficial to the Valley here. Though others feel as I do, things here may
change. There are prospects of a change already in sight. And though
we have zoned to keep out Valley rural and countryfied, it remains to
be seen what the future may bring.

We love our way of life, we that belong here, so to speak, having
lived here long and watched our Valley grow; we that have brought
up our children here, watching them and the children of others of our
Valley grow from babyhood to adult, a most wonderful and happy
privilege; we that love each other, having one sincere purpose in mind
for the good of all the Valley in general. For us in Sweetwater Valley
this spells home sweet home. All this is what makes our Valley as I
call it, The Beloved Valley.
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LITTLE HILLS

(or “Lomacitas” in Mexican)

Our little hills forever near, |
Rolling little hills we love so dear, l
Covered with shrubbery of native kind, :
Or planted to suit the farmer's mind.

Tell us your secret rare.

Through progress or change you never care?

Though they plow up your cover of greens and browns,

Disturbing your colorful restful mounds? -
.

We humans would learn from you the way '
Of patience and peace for every day.

Just taking what comes of sunshine or rain,

Trusting God's care will forever remain.

You little hills who grace our Valley of open Spaces,
You little hills who seclude us here from other places,
You little hills so restful, ever near and dear,

You bring us all together here.

12
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JOHN THE CHANGELESS

This was, is and always will be John. John the changeless is
my husband, of course. I could not have found a man so different in
ideas, ways of doing, or opinions, if I had searched the remote parts
of the globe. That is with the exception of one or two'speaal things
on which we agree wholly and peaceably. Though we did meet in due
time, in the right place, apparently under the right circumstances,
zodiac signs, or as our minister would say (and I have come to believe
so myself) the Lord willed it so.

I guess I will begin on John personally. Then you will see why
he is not apt to change.

He is first of all a thorobred, he ‘will tell you prqudly. And be-
ing a rancher’s wife for quite some time, I am well informed as to
what the word ‘‘thorobred’” implies. It means mainly there are no
better.
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i i far back as he can trace his family
hn is of Swedish descent as far ba
tree oﬁoboth sides—a long line of Swedish ancestry—many of them
P;ap:is:s by religion, and a great many of them farmers.

He and a sister were the first of his family to branc};\ogt mha
new direction of mixed bloods, so he has no one to blan_'le._ n acsl te
would say of his cows or other livestock, ° I hey say 1:1 is goo 4 o
change the breed sometimes’. Though he himself, after doing c510. e-
lieves it could be a mistake. Whether he means this sincerely an cox:il-
pletely I am not so sure. Though I tell him, now that we are grand-
parents it's a little late in the game to decide. He will agree, adding if
he had it to do over again, it might be a different story.

John is tall and of sandy complexion. Rather good looking, I
would say, especially when dressed for church or other special occa-
sions. He looks much younger than his years. He is fuen-dly..trust-
worthy, truthful and lovable of course. A good father to his children,
and with the exception of some of those changeless ideas of his, a good
husband. Only I do wish he was a little more pliable.

John was born in Iowa on a farm. His mother died when he was
about nine years of age, so he, a brother and their three sisters, were
brought up by grandparents and an aunt, They all came to California
after the mother passed away. John's father remained in Minnesota

till the children were pretty well grown up. Then he, too, came to
California,

_ The grandparents believed the country the best place for the
children, so they bought a ranch out here in the vicinity of the Sweet-
water Valley soon after coming here to San Diego, California. This
ranch was situated at the foot of San Miguel Mountains, It included

acres of land, some in a full bearing peach and other fruit orchard,
some hay and grain land, and some in grazing land on to which was
soon added cattle.

John and his sisters and brother attended the little red, one room,

one teacher for all grades, school at San Miguel Mes
rode in horse and wagon, horseback or bicyclge. e

And oh, how the women worked in those days! No hot or cold
running water in the house. No electricity or gas. And a horse and
buggy or wagon to travel in or haul produce to town.

] Town was about twenty or more miles from their farm. The
job of hauling butter, eggs, or other produce to town fell mostly on
John's Aunt Ada. She has told me about those days many times, and
how little money they received for fresh eggs, peaches, prunes, nice
fresh cream, and butter they churned themselves,

Their home life there on the farm was much the same from week
to week. Orderly, simple, Christian, quiet and busy. I guess that is
what makes people changeless. It is their early raising.

We, John and I, at this present time, have running water in our
home, though our home is by no means an all-modern one, Grandma
cooked on a wood range. So I cook on a wood range, having done so
all the years I have been married. And right here in an electric and

moderq country settlement. Even our children who are all married
now, either cook on gas or electric.

At first this way of cooking was quite a chore. And I felt pretty
much abused. You get so black every time you get near the stove. A
wood range is so messy and hard to keep clean. It seems you must al-
ways be taking out ashes or soot—that is, if you expect your stove to
work right. But I have learned to enjoy a nice, warm kitchen on cold
days, especially on cold mornings.

Before we had a bathroom I used to bathe our children in a
round tub in front of this same old Ma jestic that I am cooking on at
this present day. I used to heat the children’s clothes on the oven door
pulled down. Now if my back aches I put a pillow on this door pulled
down and sit and warm my back. And for years now John has come
in catching me thus and giving me rather disturbing looks and cau-
tioning me at the same time with, ““Old lady, some day you are going
to break our oven door, and perhaps beyond repair”. Our oven door
is just as good as it was when we first got it.

The second wood stove we have owned and cooked on for almost
forty years now. I think the Majestic company, if there is one still,
should give me a new stove just for the very advertisement. What do
you think? It still cooks wonderful meals, but of course it could be
that in those forty or near years I have learned a few things about
cooking. And I do have nice, running hot water all over the place,
that is, if I keep pumping in the wood for hours, as we heat our water
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by the coil system connected within the fire box of dear old Majestx.c.
However, I have a two-burner electric plate I can cook some on in
summer, and on this | can most of our fruit.

I suppose, too, if an electric company should read this book I
will be having all kinds of agents coming here to sell me an electric
kitchen. But it would do no good, as John is happiest with food
cooked on our old Majestic. So old Majestic reigns supreme at our
house.

Though our home is wonderfully comfortable and our needs
supplied, it is like pulling teeth to get a paint job done in or out, or
any change: made. John will say, “Suits me. Where will you get the
paint? And who will put it on if you do get it? You know as well as
I, I bhaven't time for such.” So I must. by scheming, by hook or
crook, get the paint, put it on myself, usually. Once in a while some-
one will come along, a nephew, niece or so, and give me a hand with
some high up places I just can’t seem to reach, Though usually the
job gets done seldom and with very little help.

.. Onceina while when John's Aunt Ada, who is still living and
visits with us a few months during the summer, comes, we manage to
get a few new things done. I ast year was a boom year for us. We got
John to build a brick porch across the east end of our house overlook-
ing our beautiful Valley. This was done, however, with much per-
suasion on both his aunt's part and that of my own, and lo! he did
ggve In anc change for once. And I am both grateful and happy he
%{d.gnld Idbehcvc- he is too. He did a beautifu] Jjob of laying the bricks.
b € helped some and so did a wonderful little wetback Mexican who

appened along just at the right time. Now here is where we spend

many happy hours picnicking and havi ;
7 x . /Ing out- Y
wonderful place to rest or take sun baths, 5 e suppets IR

= Wesr?eevfeimgdog sun baths, this is the special privilege of our guests
g indulge in such ourselves, as we are outdoors much of the

time, thus getting plenty of s i
1 4 unshine, i
eating outside, althouﬂly) he does lir:? }/{\end S 2 i

house. While I take my says he prefers to eat in the
the opportunity, Plate or tray out on the porch Wwhenever I get

Here is another change John hates to make, always admonishing
me that I will wear them out sooner by washing them—his overalis,
work shirt and hat. I have often wondered what our friends or neigh-
bors think when theg:see those milk, oil and grease soaked clothes he
wears on week days. From their condition they could think most any-
thing, even to “Looks like Gloria never gets around to washing John's
clothes™. 1 must fight and argue, threaten and steal them out from
under the bed during church time on Sunday, if I happen to stay
home, or at night while he is asleep.

One day John came in a little early for lunch. His tractor had
run out of gas. I had just put out a good-sized wash, and was down
to a good suds, just right for those overly dirty clothes he had on. So
I said, “John, please change those clothes. 1 have a good suds all
ready for them, and a clean outfit, all clean and mended. You will
find it lying on our bed”.

Was I ever surprised when he did not put up a fight, but calmly
Went in to change. He soon came out with the dirty ones in his hand,
emptying on the way out all the contraptions that go from one pair
of overalls to the other as he makes the usually forced change.

I dumped them all in the washer, and while we ate lunch he told
me this tale: Two sweet little girls who live on the ranch where he
occasionally works as tractor driver and orchard man came to him this
morning and asked him a few questions. These two little girls like
John very much, calling him always ‘“Farmer John" and following
behind him, often with many questions. I baby-sit with them often,
though I hadn't for some time, and they being quite young did not
connect me with Farmer John.

Christine, the oldest, just four years or thereabougi, asked him
this morning, ‘‘Farmer John, don’t you have a Mommy?

“Why, yes'’ said John, “You know who my Mommy is, she
baby-sits for ¥rou some times. Mrs. Esterbloom. You remember her,
don’t you?"” :

Christine, looking big-eyed and surprised, came next with,
“Well, why doesn’t she ever wash your clothes? My Mommy washes
our clothes.”” . ¥

That did it. John decided if I ever got wind of that it wou
just too bad for him. And, too, he did not wish to give twobswel:t
little girls that had all due respect and love for him an idea that he
had no clean clothes to wear.
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. T got braver. “Now John, please buy your-
0'!}'ehat %)ne will catch afire some day with all that
din" I cautioned. It was a sight.

i 5 - it will only look
“1 will pretty soon now he answered. “‘But 1t W1

like this ‘Z;c Fnr a z;w days. And after all when a man wogl'cs by tltze
sweat of his brow, like the Bible says he should, it is no disgrace to
have a little on his hat.”

i in Sunday-go-
But you should see this same John all decked out 1n {
to-meet'mg clothes. And he is always on time, toO. In summer, wgnte
shirts. In winter, plaids. And a choice of three suits. Different s oe;
and socks, and a tie, if you please. All shaved and smelling nice, an
looking much younger than he really is.

He plays his violin with grace at the offertory. Or he can play
hoe downs and other music also. So we have always had music in our

home—our girls on the piano, a son on the guitar, John on the violin,
and others singing.

Once in a while I feel sort of left out on some things. For in-
stance, most of our friends take a trip somewhere every year. Or they
go with their husbands to the Grange or Farm Bureau meetings. This
we never do. John just does not like to go anywhere, except once 1n a
while to visit a neighbor or our children or church. And he will at-
tend some local functions right here in the Valley.

So as I scored
self a new work hat. .
grease, gas, oil and sweat mixe

I love camping out. And I do love to take a trip, however simple
and inexpensive it would be. John says he gets enough driving around
on tractor or truck. So that’s that. Then I remind him that God cre-
ated Eve for a helpmate and companion for Adam, not just a house-
keeper, or just to raise Adam's children. John says calmly, ‘‘Life is
what you make it”'. So that’s the end of that.

So I'm wishing and hoping John will change and get a little
more pliable. I believe a change for the better is always good, and es-
pecially when it comes to changing his overalls, work shirt and hat.
And should it be that I become changeless and set in my ways also,
though I am very doubtful that this will ever happen, I'll just blame
it on to changeless John, the man I have lived under the same roof
with, loved and endured for almost forty years now, and expect to

celebrate a fiftieth wedding anniversary within another ten years from
now. And from then on for the duration of time.
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“You will do,” says my rancher husband,
“but you are no thorobred.”

To my rancher husband’'s way of thinking, with my mixed an-
cestral background of German on my mother’s side, English and
Castilian Spanish on my father’s, I am no thorobred. And had I
traced my background further than just my grandparents, no telling
how much further from a thorobred I would be. So now that I have
married a Swede, adding Swedish to our children’s family tree, I, the
mongrel, have this to say: We are fast becoming real Americans.

For to my way of thinking, America, being the melting pot of
all nations, turns out of said pot a new and perhaps better grade of
thorobreds. Also, looking at this from the more serious side, God in-
spired it to be written in the Bible by Holy men of old that He, God,
would make of all nations one blood. America appears to be the very
place where this truth is being carried out.
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3 i hough often
I was born on Coronado; a peninsula actually, th -

called a: ?ssland. between the Pacific Ocean and the San Diego Ba_y. in
this southern part of California. Coronado is_part of Sarlxvl 1§g% s
beautiful and wonderful harbor. I grew up in a Boat House. My fath-

er had charge of the boats there. This Boat House, now-calledbthe
Yacht Club, at Coronado, is, with the exception of a few minor chan-
ges, the same as when we lived there over forty years ago. There are
manv new and modern boats added however, some for rentals, some
privately owned, as when my father was in charge over there.

At the time of our living there this Boat House was in connec-
tion with the beautiful Hotel Del Coronado, both owned at the time
by John D. Spreckels Sr. My father used to make excursions to the
Coronado Islands for the pleasure of the guests of the Hotel, a distance
of about eighteen miles straight across, or twenty-three miles from th_e
Coronado Boat House. These islands, I understand, belong to Mexi-
co, though we have had access to them from time to time. On some of
these excursions my brother and I were allowed to go along. As I re-
member we always got terribly seasick, making of ourselves a great
nuisance, especially on the homeward trip after eating a great mixture
of food at lunch time. My father would threaten us with, ““You kids
will stay home from now on!" but Dad in time forgot his threat, and
we our sea troubles, and off we would go again as soon as we were
permitted to do so.

I can remember still the long stairway up over the rocks, half
way up to the top of the island. Here at this point was a glassed-in
building with benches built around the sides and with tables. Here is
where we usually ate lunch. Soon after lunch some of the guests, with
us two kids tagging along behind, climbed up the trails or paths to
explore the rest of the island. There were wild flowers and wild
shrubbery in bloom at times on a part of the island; someone brought
and dropped the seed there no doubt. It was all an exciting experience.
We loved it. Others of the guests, mostly the men and my father,
rowed back tc the yacht to fish.

On arriving the yacht was anchored a safe distance from the
rocky island. Dad rowed the guests, and us too of course, in turn in a
row boat from the yacht to the island. I remember also those won-
derful lunches we had that had been made and packed by the Chef of
the Coronado Hotel. They always included my father, Capt. Jimmie
they called him, and there were always extras for us two in those well
filled baskets Of course some of the guests got seasick as did my bro-
ther and I. What was always a glad surprise was, after we landed on
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that interesting island our stomachs settled somehow and our appe-
tites returned. So we all ate a good lunch. On the return trip home
however, there were many of us who fed the fish as before.

\ Spea!;ir_xg of my religious background: my family believed in all
solid Christian denominations, though not many of them attended
any church. As a child, a young girl, and also after I grew up unto
this day, I have never settled to believe in just one denomination.
When I was growing up I learned and accepted this teaching: that
there truly is 2 God, Someone so mighty, wise, wonderful and loving
that we could never understand all there is to know about Him; that
he had no beginning and He would have no ending; that He created
us and this wonderful world we live in—the Heavens too, are His
handiwork; that he keeps such good track of us that the hairs of our
heads are numbered; that he will take care of us all always if we let
Him, and at times when we are wayward; that we are given our own
choice of doing His will, which is always good and right, or disobey-
ing Him by doing wrong; that in the early days of creation man
strayed away from God’s good and perfect directions and brought
sorrow and troubles on the earth. But God provided for this occasion
by sending His Son Jesus down from above, to show and teach us
how to so live that we could get back in harmony with our Creator;
that this Son came to earth a human being like ourselves, though He
had a divine nature, obeying His Father’s will always. He was born
in 2 manger, and when He was a certain age it was His mission here
on earth to explain to us down here that God was not only His Fath-
er, but our Father also, and that if we wish to have a good, joyful
and happy life we should learn and obey this Heavenly Father's teach-
ings, the most important of which are to love the Lord with all our
heart, and our neighbor as ourself.

I learned also that Jesus was crucified and died, paying the price
for my redemption; that He rose again, ascending back to His heaven-
ly home to prepare a place for everyone who loved, cared and believed
in His teaching, and that after we were through here on this earth we
too would be taken up where He and all our loved ones are who have
gone on before us. There will be no sorrow, sickness or pain there. All
will be happiness and peace. This will be the place we believe in as
Heaven. And while we remain here on this earth, His spirit is with us
always, so we can tell Him our difficulties and troubles and ask His
forgiveness when we have done wrong. We can and should thank Him
often, too, for all His wonderful love and care and blessings to us.
This we do in quiet prayer or communion with Him in heart and
thought.
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Now that I have grown older, my faith in these teachings and
the things I have learned are much more understood and my faith in
them strengthened. This keeps me from worry and at peace, for what-
ever has, or will, come into my life in the future. True, we all have
troubles and sorrows of one kind or another, and some have more
than others. This we cannot always fully understand. But we can all
have this simple but valuable faith that I have learned early in life,
and that has kept me happy, content and busy, and in love with life
and my fellow men and women these many years. Inside I am forever
young. Outside I have a little trouble at times to keep up with all my
young and changeable inspirations. My spirit is always willing, but
my flesh is weak.

So far here in the Valley we have only one church, the Friends,
Community, by denomination. Some of the Valley folk attend here.
The others, who prefer other churches, have only a three mile drive
to a nearby town to the church of their choice. As our Valley is grow-
ing in population, there will no doubt be other churches here soon.

I believe children who have this early teaching of simple, sacred
truths to carry them on through life will have a happier and more
contented experience. Learning the important scriptures of the Bible
is like going to school. The knowledge of both are tucked away in
our heads, and as the need arises the answers will come to us.

When I was a child growing up, our home was not the quiet,
orderly type of home that John had. There seemed always, as I re-
member, extra excitement; over what I cannot recall or explain except
that living in a Boat House is much different from living on a ranch
far out in the quiet country at the foot of the mountains. We always
had fishermen docking at our float, and Dad would ask them upstairs
for coffee and a snack of bread and cheese or salomi, or on some oc-
casions a glass of wine. The fishermen were mostly Italian and Por-
tuguese and spoke broken English. They talked loud and laughed
much. We kids stayed in the background at these times, just listening
and waiting for them to go, so we could come out of hiding. Our
mother, who was the very quiet, homey type, and who was sick much
of the time, left my father to entertain his own company, not because
she did not approve, but rather because she did not belong. The fish-

;?rgmn would always ask how she was, and leave us fresh fish and
obster.

We children learned to swim early in life b ¥
; lears y the ““drop you over-
board, sink or swim” method, Dad always standing by _]IIJIS’; in case.
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I suppose he figured this the quickest and best way for us to learn.
This was tough on us at first, but we learned to swim nevertheless,
and then it was fun. And it was needful for us to learn as early as
poseible, as we often played around the boats on the float, and could
have easily fallen overboard without being noticed.

I attended school at Coronado, from Kindergarten to the sixth
grade, during which time my mother passed away and my father mar-
ried again. Soon afterward we left Coronado and moved to the coun-
try in the vicinity of the Sweetwater Valley, my father giving up his
life as a “‘salty” to take charge of the city water pipe line. This water
line runs through a part of Sweetwater Valley. He walked over the
hills inspecting and fixing leaks on the—then—wooden pipe line for
years, until he retired at the age of sixty-five. I understand this pres-
ent pipe line is steel, iron, or cement, replacing the old wood line.

Along with the job, the city water company supplied a house
and land. It was not long before we, now dry landers, had a garden,
cow, rabbits, chickens and a couple of horses. As it was in what is
known as the good old horse-and-buggy days we rode the horse or
traveled with horse and buggy over the hills to Bonita for groceries,
and to get our mail. I might explain here that to our first family of
four children were added two more, and I guess my father thought
the country the best place for his now-growing family. So we too be-
came country bumpkins.

A few years before I went into Nurses Training, I came to live
with one of Sweetwater Valley’s best-known-and-loved families, the
D. N. Williams. They still live on and still own one of the larger cit-
rus groves. Mr. Williams was often called the Lemon King. I was very
happy living with these dear people, and it was while living here in
the Valley with them that I first learned to love the Valley and the
people in it.

With the exception of about fourteen years, I have spent most
of my life right hereI.) And could my rancher husband John add a few
words here he would say, ‘“‘She knows where her bread is well but-
tered”’, mostly, of course, because I met him here I suppose. Well, I
do know where my bread is well buttered, though I can assure you
my thought on this subject is not the same as John's way of thinking.
Though we both agree that we could have found no better place to
cast our anchor than in this wonderful little Valley where we met
each other and where we have raised our family and have lived and

loved for so many years.
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Ea
ESTERBLOOM HILL

. I'bhad a pleasant surprise one morning. It was just about lunch
time and I had gone down to the store to pick up a few groceries and
the mail. A stranger in a neat little car drove up, came into the store,
and asked our storekeeper to direct her to “Esterbl
her request and our name mentioned, 1 was all
storekeeper beckoned to me I came over to the counter. I said, “*
Mzs. Esterbloom and we do live on 2 hill, though '
it called by our name before’’.

: ong and still
g the only family living up here for so

}r)rg?]x}_y years in undisturbed possession, it was just that to us, “our
n . :

The woman seemed surprised also, as she 1
' > e J extended
{)xilendly fashion and said, “I am so glad to meet yf)uilfl\ﬁlrrshaé‘sdtelrIf
ocm. I have heard so much about you and your wonderful.family
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from the school nurse and our granddaughter, Mary”. And just as I
had anticipated, (though inwardly I had hoped not, as I was not
ready to give up our wonderland just yet), she asked if there was any
land up on our hill for sale.

Exchanging hand shakes, I informed her politely that a Mr.
Allen owned most of the land up there for sale, with the exception of
two or three tracts owned by different families who lived elsewhere
and were planning to build here in the future. I was sure Mr. Allen
was not ready to offer his land for sale at this time, and I was sure
the other owners were not interested in selling either.

It always gave me goose pimples when people came up here ask-
ing about lots for sale. The thought would come to me of what could
and would happen some day when our precious hill would be cut up
in sections, and people we might not know would be building homes
all around us. Strange how one feels about these things at first.

The stranger introduced herself as Mrs. Brown, from Chula
Vista, one of the towns nearby, explaining further that she was
Mary's grandmother. Mary was a sweet girl who came out often to
spend week ends with our girls. She had just been out the week end
before. Mrs. Brown told me that Mary always came home with such
wonderful tales about our place, and how she wished she could move
out on Esterbloom Hill, as she called it. She could have a horse, and
all the pets she wished. And there were so many interesting things to
do out there in the country, Mary had told her mother and grand-
mother over and over again. She often brought home pretty wild
flowers and ferns, too, explaining that there were loads and loads of
them out there on the hill; that Mrs. Esterbloom most always took
them on picnics; that you did not go in a car, you just walked over
to the picnic grounds, and that it seemed far away, though it wasn’t
really.

Yes, we had gone on a picnic a few days before when Mary was
out, and we had gathered chocolate bells, ferns, and wild yellow vio-
lets, the ones that smell so much like fresh peaches. In those days we
usually went on picnics when the children or we had company, es-
pecially on those nice, warm, clear days at certain times of year, or
during wild flower or mushroom season. So I asked Mrs. Brown if
she minded waiting till I picked up a few groceries and our mail, tell-
ing her I would be going straight home; that she could follow me on
up the hill and have lunch with us if she wished. She seemed pleased
to do so, and soon we were at our back door.

25




. Brown took in our place and surroundings in one look,
compﬁﬁiming the while, so I invited her to look around while I gfe-
pared us some lunch. John came soon afterwards, and I made him
acquainted with Mary's grandmother, and we three had a nice visit
while we ate lunch, John giving us some high !1ghts on his farming
projects. John told how well his grain was coming along, though we
needed more rain to make a good crop; how our pigs were eating their
heads off, and no sale for any of them yet; what a wonderful hCl'fl?l'
calf his best cow had given him that morning, etc. On and on we visi-
ted. exchanging matters of interest. Then John went out on our
glassed-in porch for his after-lunch rest, and to listen to the news
over the radio, while Mrs. Brown and I did up the dishes, M_rs.
Brown herself insisting that we do so, and that I let her help with
them.

Strange it seemed to us that neither Mrs. Brown nor Mary’s
family ever did come out here in the Valley to live, though Mrs.
Brown, like Mary, fell in love with the hill, our place and us too.
That was evident, as she came out often after that, and when she or
Mary's parents came out for Mary after a visit with us, Mary was
never ready to go home, always teasing to stay longer. But our girls
who exchanged visits with Mary would come home with, ‘‘Mother,
two days is enough for us. There just isn't anything to do at Mary's
house”. I would answer, “Oh, you just got homesick”’, knowing full
well that our children did have a wonderful place to grow up in here
in the country, with ever so many interesting things to do always.

So we changed our minds about not wanting homes all around
us. Instead we urged many families with children, especially, to move
out here in the country, where life was much happier and healthier
we believed. Others did come to our hill, soon afterwards, though the
hill built up slowly at first.

At the time of world war two we were Just ten families up here,
and for some time thereafter. We tried to persuade the Wrights,
Mary's parents, to buy and build out here, mainly on Mary's account,
but Mary’s mother, who was a nurse, and worked in a local hospital,
Wwas just not interested in moving to the country, though she came
out here occasionally, admitting our Valley was beautiful and a nice
place to live, though she herself did not care for the country.

_ Mary's father'was a Navy man. He came out here once in a
while to hunt rabbits and stretch out a bit, as he called it. He would
promise his daughter, as soon as he retired, which would not be long,
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he said, he would move out here, and Mother could live where she
pleased. But we sensed these promises were to please Mary. Needless
to say, they proved just that: and Mary, as she grew older, became
less interested in moving out, herself.

About that time Mr. Allen offered much of his Iand up here on
the hill for sale. After having roads built, getting water piped in and
electricity on the land, it was not long before we had friendly families
and beautiful homes all around us here, with names and numbers on
house or mail box. And the road that winds up our hill in willowy
fashion—the one we traveled on for so many years without a name—
is now called Willow Road. And right through our special mushroom
ground, and where grew the most beautiful wild flowers and ferns, a
roadway now winds through all this wild flower wonderland and is
called Balsamina.

Our favorite picnic ground, mainly because it had a shade tree,
Wwas at the farthest end of the hill on the west, where we could see the
ocean and part of the harbor, often watching the boats come in. We
could see Point Loma and Strand Road on the beach to Coronado,
and the Coronado Islands so plain on those nice, clear, warm days.
Picnic days, we called them. These were special weather days that
happened only at certain times of year. At these times our distant view
of colorful mountains towards the east, and this glorious distant view
on the west, brought all these things so close that it seemed you could
Just walk over to them. Bringing close, too, those memorable days
We spent, some summers, camping over there on the sand. This part
of our lost wonderland is now called Eliso Courte, and is now two
rows of beautiful homes with friendly people, and with children in
most of them.

And last but not least by any means is a winding road down a
short little canyon, where the bunch grass grew so plentiful, and wild
Oats every season. This is where we staked our cows and horses, the
horses getting rolling fat, and our two cows giving luscious milk,
cream and butter in return. In those days no margarines or nucoa ever
landed on our table. Instead was nice fresh butter I churned myself,
though we use these butter substitutes often these days. And oh, how
the animals enjoyed that first green feed after the rains! They would
run ahead of us to the place, stake and chain dragging behind them.
This part of Esterbloom hill is now a roadway called Avenetta San
Miguel. New homes are going in on both sides here.

For so many years we had peaceful possession of the hill with
all these wonderful benefits and beauty, including (which I almost
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forgot to mention, along with these wonderful pastimes) the won-
dertgul. undisturbed walks we took when company came out, and on
many moonlight evenings, just to watch the moon over the water, and
also the most beautiful sunsets as the day slowly came to an end. That
large golden ball of sun would settle out of sight behind Point Loma,
on some days, while on other days, sinking down slowly at first then
it would drop, suddenly as it seemed, out of sight beyond the ocean.
And we the Esterblooms, thankful for what was ours in _ths past, are
more than glad to share “our wonderful and beautiful hill” with all
the newcomers as they take it over one by one, not realizing what
progress can do to a simple, but wonderful and memorable past.
Leaving us across the road at the far east end of the hill, behind the
bamboo fence we put up years ago for a wind break, with a llttl?;
worn sign I painted myself, with our name and “Rancho Pequeno
(meaning “Small Ranch” in Spanish) thereon.

My little old sweet Castilian Spanish Grandmother, who came
over here to this country when she was well along in years, and who
has now gone to rest; she, who loved our way of life here in the
country, suggested the name, which we thought just right for our
small ranch. This name, I might add, fits in very well here, as this
land of ours and ever so many acres of land within our Valley and
farther around, is still called by the name of a large Spanish grant of
a very early day, Rancho de la Nacion. This name, that we have on
our property deeds for description, is part of California’s historical
past.

I hgva painted afresh our sign on the fence, adding our number.
e have ¢t 1 i

So to dear Miss Scott, our retired school nurse who is still a part
of the Valley folk here, [ am happy to say, and to many of thepold
timers and to some of the new: this wonderful, built-up hill with all
its glory is still just plain Esterbloom Hill.
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FOR THE MAN GOD CREATED A HELPMATE

From the very beginning of our world, God created the woman
a helpmate for the man. This we read in the second chapter of the
Bible. And I am quite sure no women are reminded more of this by
their husbands than the ranch or farm women.

For in the rancher’s mind, as far as I know, you are not only to
help with everything, which is all fair and good I will grant, but you
are also expected to be jack of all trades single handed, and a mind
reader also. You will be called upon to help market the crops—hay,
grain, avocados, melons, or whatever else you have to sell. You must
be able to fix the broken screens, paint the house in and out, run to
town to pay bills, get implement parts and run numerous errands,
sometimes right in the middle of a washing. And my washer is not
an automatic.

And if you haven't been told of each individual errand, or
haven’t a list of what to get, you are supposed to be able to read your
husband’s mind and know what he wants, and don’t risk coming
home without it.

You should know how to take care of some plumbing troubles
also. This last the man of the house will do, when he gets around to
it, that is if the trouble is not acute. Then you may call the plumber,
of course.

Along with the usual farm home-making, which includes also
the canning of fruits and vegetables, sewing and gardening, with mil-
lions of interruptions of various kinds, you help out some with the
budget (in your spare time). Big joke? You do nursing here and
there, baby sit, become mother's helper, even milk a neighbor’s cow,
feed their animals and care for their garden while they are away on a
vacation trip.

You are a messenger boy for your husband and others also, by
answering numerous phone calls, many of them for him, for your
children or grandchildren who live near by, and for some neighbors
also. So our phone is on the ring and off the hook much too often at
times for peace of mind.

My biggest phone call problem however, goes like this: “‘Hello,
is this Esterbloom’s place?”’

“Yes" I answer.

“Is John around?”

“No, he isn’t. He is down below on our farm ground cutting
the alfalfa. Could you leave him a message? He will be home around
twelve-thirty for lunch.”
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all 1+ Bull Business .

I give them all the details over the phone in the hope they will
know John is busy, and I will not have to give him the message till
noon. But so often people do not consider John too busy to attend to

“

their wants. So they go on with, “Could you go down right away
and tell him to come to my place. Tell him to come right away. You
see John stalled me off last time. And you know my cow, she came in
again last night and bawled and raised cain from then till now. I'm
afraid the neighbors will call the police. They have complained al-
ready.”

Now if I want to be funny and pretend innocent at this kind of
phone call request, | co)uld ask, “Your cow came in where? And what
ound about phone
they get me on the phone instead
about cows, so I know what he wa
£0 Into 50 many details instead of
John to bring a bull over j
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So I just answer politely, “‘Oh, you wish John to bring the mis-
ter over. Alright, I'll go right down and give him your message."’

You see, we have what I call a bull business, though I'm sure it
has a more refined name. John raises and trains his own animals. At a
certain age, after putting a ring in their nose, they are trained to walk
up a ramp from the ground floor into a trailer he has for the purpose
of these various trips he has to make around the countryside. These
mysterious trips of course are made yearly here and there, to keep the
cows producing calves, and to keep up and refresh the milk supply.

Our animals are of good stock though we do not take out papers
on them. There is too much red tape involved, so John says.

Getting back to the phone call, T ask the man his name, address
and phone number, just in case John €an or cannot make the trip this
time, also the breed of bull he wishes. We usually have two, and
sometimes three; Holstein, Jersey and Guernsey. Occasionally we bor-
Tow our son-in-law’s Herford, or White-face as this type of beef cat-
tle are called.

At first this way of making part of the living on the ranch real-
ly got me. But now this is Just part of every day ranch life. And if
we are special friends of the party requesting our bull service I am
liable to be seen sitting by John's side in the truck in front of the bull
trailer. I go along for a short visit with a friend. I just get to visit her
once a year, on these occasions. How do you like this kind of travel,
instead of a real vacation drive or trip. Not many would, I'm sure.
But if you were married to changeless John you would do this very
thing, perhaps not always from choice, but because John would not
take time off just to visit these friends otherwise, or for sheer want of
your husband’s fellowship other than Jjust at meal time, etc.

All this work as helpmeet should keep my hands and mind busy
and out of mischief, so to speak, but it does not keep my mind from
wondering why it never seems to get around to my turn for a vaca-
tion. And as my thoughts get a little more uncontrolled they run
somewhat like this, “What has she got that I haven't? Her husband
goes with her on camping trips, or takes her any place she wants to
go.

Finally the answer comes to me point blank, much too late. For
I have promised a man named John to become his helpmeet, for the
duration. And John just has no use for vacation trips.
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“Never need one" he says. “Can’t afford it if I did”. So that's
that.

So I have found we women who are of like circumstances must
make a hobby of home-making, making all that we must do as enjoy-
able as possible, and strew along with the job here and there as many
new and bright colored ideas as you can find,

And now that I have gotten all this out of my system, may I
surprise you by giving you another side of the picture? I can truth-
fully say I have and do enjoy life to the fullest as I go along.

Though John never cared to go with us, when our children were
growing up I took them on camping trips myself occasionally, often
adding a neighbor’s child or two. We pitched a spraying tent which
we borrowed on the strand beach near the ocean. At other times we
camped on up farther in the mountains among the pine trees. How
We ever got all our equipment, food, blankets, kids and myself all in
our Model A Ford sedan car is more than I or you could ever figure
out, I'll bet. But we did, and enjoyed every minute of the trip. And
happy to say, we never had a casualty,

When the food ran out we came home, naturally, ready to wel-
come the refreshment of bath and clean clothes, and our own more
comfortable beds. And I, somewhat rested, was ready to resume our
daily routine once again.

John has his good points though, and is tops in many ways as
far as that goes. Perhaps he will change when he himself comes to the
place where he actually needs a change and vacation himself.

For my birt_hday last year he presented me with a red brick porch
across the east side of our home. John's Aunt Ada, who was here
visiting us at the time, [ and 2 willing little wetback Mexican helped

I job. John of course en ineered and laid t
doing a beautiful job of it. ¢ Bt

I should also give some credit to a nephew and brother-in.
who helped put in the outer forms. P rother-in-law
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Ada, in her generous way, helped to pay for the new red brick
porch I just spoke of. Here we all enjoy many restful summer eve-
nings, often having our evening meal out here. I love this part of t.he
day best of all. The rush is over. Everyone is usually home by this
time, ready for rest and food. Most all of the evening chores are done,
and at this time of day there are no flies around to bother.

On many evenings we remain here till eleven o’clock. We
switch on the light later when we wish, and light the little wood
heater we have here on the porch to ward off the dampness, of which
there isn't much this time of year. We also put on a kettle of water
to have for coffee or hot drinks with a snack before going in to bed.
Often some of our children, relatives, friends or neighbors drop in
for an evening visit.

Here on this sheltered side of the house is my favorite spot to
write when I am alone. As we live on a hill and have a panoramic
view of the largest and most beautiful part of the Valley, it ma!;es
it doubly pleasant, interesting and inviting to gather here. We en joy
our beautiful view of the guiet, distant mountains, changea}:le in
colors of soft greys, blues and purples, clearly visible at this time of
year. And our good old San Miguel Mountains, which are a-land-
mark of direction here, present a majestic, restful and colorful picture.

Our rolling little hills, most of them golden brown just now,
and the different shades of green here and there of native wild ,h{ubc-l
bery, trees, orchards, alfalfa fields and permanent pastures, also len
a cool, restful atmosphere on a warm summer evening.

srcaoty ; s gathining
If our visiting is quiet and restful we hear the bir heri
for the night in the nearby Eucalyptus trees, chattering or smileng
their own sleepy time song, I suppose. We hear a dove somewA r:l.-
near, cooing in that lonesome though enjoyable homey tone. nf
later comes on this radio of nature the friendly little night noise o!
the cricket.

The Valley's general day noises have died down. You may

bawl occasionally, or you may hear a car now and then
2:3;:: ;C;;’ up the Valley below. What peace and beauty, all around
us. Our reward or exchange for our preferred, though often rushed

and hard working life on a ranch.
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So I bow my head, become humble in heart, w:th_grantl;d}e) am;l
thanksgiving to our Father in H_eaven for these blgssnggs 01 on:o
that are ours while I visit here with others, or remain here alone
write or meditate on the things I love and enjoy.

why don’t you drive out our way some day and pay us a
visit, i? stopyat our s)impping center. You will find La Tten(;la, ;v:th
soda fountain, serving good food, and which also has a sundry drug
store combination where you can purchase almost anything you wish.
Or you can have your hair done at our very efficient and friendly
little beauty parlor, for we have this to offer you too, as we country
gals intend to keep up our looks also.

And if you wish to drive through some special place of beauty
you will find Glen Abbey, our memorial park, on the right hand
side of Bonita Road on the way out from Chula Vista. Here you will
find Glen Abbey much like a beautiful park with a picturesque lxtt_le
chapel. The Little Chapel of the Roses, it is called. You may go in
to pray or rest a while or just to look around. Do not fo_rget to add
your name to the guest book which you will find on the right as you
enter here.

In this dear and wonderful little chapel as many or more wed-
dings take place as funerals. Both are given the best of attention and
are an occasion you do not soon forget.

The artists love to come here to Glen Abbey to paint. There
are so many places and nooks of beauty to interest them. After which
they often end up somewhere further out in Sweetwater Valley for
more inspiration, our old red barn being one of them.

I joined a painting class myself, as our children are grown, and
I believe it has its rewards, even though I may never become a fin-
ished artist. This class is supplied with a teacher, a finished and
noted artist himself, and there is no fee for his services rendered. I
believe we all need some quieting hobby, especially in these days of

rusk and confusion. I surely enjoy this one. My greatest difficulty is
finding the time to attend the class.

you should come out by way of National City on the
oad, which you may do of course, as both roads lead

you to Bonita, you may be able to catch what w
day In town paying bills or shopping. Just as we come on up over
the hill on our way home, nearing the Valley from the town road,
as we call it, there is the smell of lemon orchard, alfalfa hay and all
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e do after a busy

of these good, wholesome country smells you breathe in once more,
A happy feeling of reljef comes over

driving in towr on the crowded hi

now,

And if we have mail or I bring home some interesting maga-
zine full of nice, new, bright and homey inspirations, you will find
me taking time off to look it over before I begin where I left off
earlier in the day when I took off for town.




Wet backs on Parade -

THE LITTLE BROWN MEN, THE MEXICANS

We all know after America was once discovered it soon became
the desire of people of other countries to come and settle here. Thus
our beloved country, America, became the melting pot of all nations:
and had it remained ot still belong to the Indians, and
where would you and I be? I'm sure the first explorers, pioneers, and
others who came here wis 1
Deep in their souls was a
chose, freedom to better th
And, as America took on

ed on down to us.
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ong ago California was a part of their own country;
and as it became under our way of life, we have much to offer them
that their country has not at this present time. Most of us in Cali-
fornia — and I'm sure we, here in the Valley — well remember the
man-shortage of World War Two, when our own men and boys
were sent out to defend the country, and how these humble, brown-
skinned fellows came over here gladly and willingly to help in every
way they could.

I understand at that particular time most of them came here
with the proper negotiations and papers of admittance. The ranchers
and oth ired them met them at the border line, transporting
them in trucks, returning them the same when their time was up.
However, soon afterward many just came over the hills on foot, wet-
back fashion we call it here, proving a godsend to the ranchers, who
so often need their help. So our hearts and cupboards have been
opened to them in exchange for their willing service.

We have a cabin on our place, so when we hire them there is a
Place for them to stay. In it are two made-up beds, a sink with run-
ning water, so they can wash themselves or their clothes, a small
wood-stove for warmth: or they can cook if they wish, though they
usually eat at our table. We have added magazines and a small radio
in the cabin, having found they enjoy the pictures even though they
cannot read the magazines. And they enjoy the radio, tuning in on
both their own stations and ours. We keep on hand, as they often
ask for them if they stay any length of time, safety razor, comb,
towel, hand soap and washing powder.

Sometimes we have clothing we can give them, so they can
wash what they have on. This they usually do after suppertime, and
you will see, the next morning, a line of well-washed clothes. They
never ask for an iron; they just smooth the clothes out somehow,
looking quite neat after a change. Once in a while they will ask f_or
scissors, and one of them who knows how will give the needed hair-
cuts. We are trying to learn their way and language, and they are
trying to learn ours; so we ask their names and alway§ mtroglnce
them to anyone in our household. After all, they are God's creation:

someone’s son, father or husband,

I ferring to the legals who came here with the prop-
er Pilpelz'lsn:1 :;dwdﬁsei;nggring the man-shortage of World War Two.
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I remember well how the old red barn, our lemon packing house of
bygone days. was turned into pleasant, comfortable and sanitary they need us, they will AT
living quarters for the many who were hired on the larger ranches. part of us here. Both the legals with contracts, and the oar v
The rest of us boarded and bedded our own. After working hours come here under the fence, wetback fashion.

they would get together outside of their living quarters, strum on kL

their guitars and sing Mexican songs. We could hear them from our \eferring now to th.e wetbacks, any day a Jose, Rafael, Alfredo
porch, a quarter of a mile away, almost every evening, and looked uis will come knocking at your door. Or Perhait o e
forward to these evening serenades. here, it seems, ki for's Sial ke

_ b ; letting you know they are hungr b i i
About five or six in the evening, or thereabouts, when they and pointing to their empty Stomachs_g {]Suzlls;rn:ll‘;:lyg ;l:eeu'l ol;ekagsg aft;?

we came to the grocery store to get mail or groceries, I ha.ve counted, work, trabajo, they will call ;
myself, as we waited our turn in line, three or four _Mexxcans to one ;
American. So you see we had many of them here in the Valley. at
that time. Happy-go-lucky fellows they were, smiling and chatt}ng
away, never seeming to be in a hurry. I am sure they enjoyed being
here, and I'm just as sure we enjoyed having them, even though we
were inconvenienced many times. You should have seen the perform-
ance that went on via the sign and point language, as we Americans hills : 1 e
tried to be helpful from the side lines. The storekeeper and we otr: them and pj : ot St in b
M2 icks the
learned in time what they wanted: then a new batch would come, - R m up beforehand.
and this performance would start all over again. We finally got a { am again referrin
storekeeper who understood their language. them h
INgs to see what we are permitted to do legally. We find we can hi
. ire
them, board or bed them, thoqgh not harbor or transport them, and
an Ofﬂcgr may come at any time and pick them up, and you must
: . Th havc: thfelrh wages ready for that time, We respect and obey these laws
N most of the time, as we believe there is need for s restricti
there is always a manana. And wise they however L A
arec.1 _c>rt el‘sJe C:hhe}' l\a‘;’oulddall too soon work themselves out of a job can alWa;Ismlf(Ie1 kv;:dvzgu:ge::&e:ffsreinhga‘:gzgofi% %t?m'o?n;thv::
and into ba t i it] is i i : . !
ealth or disposition. It is just not their way to hurry. immediate needs, and I am sure no one here in Sweetwater Valley

During the war days when we were on gas rationing, I and would ever take advantage of these humble, patient and helpful souls,

8:::: :2’::1: Or:esigh?e‘;:o’ﬁ i?égngs got together, exchanging rides. 3 We need and hire the so-called wetback occasionally
50, we our nea uring the harvest season, even though w have to be inconveni

gg'eégaoi}zoﬁgg?%oﬂik e ‘fleanmg' pay our water and light bills, by their being taken from us at any gime.el ;ave : [iftllenfg:»;e?g;:g
of these jolly Merinrs ‘:'09 o tenhcaught up to a truck, jammed full Up myself with the much-needed words, so I can ask and answer a
sitting down with fest | ng ome from work, a row of them few simple questions, John, and a couple of sons-in-law can do much
el ;n%’;r:'%nat the back end of the truck. All better than I, and one of our sons-in-law speaks their language. So
we often lagged behind, just o < o o° 25 We passed them by. Or we have little trouble on our place to understand them: and only
ey » JUSt 1o watch their performance as we drove once can I remember of coming to any grief for having hired them,
The wach y : Iar:id thgtlwas because of the fact, we found out later, that Jose was
€ war has come and gone, I'm happy to say, and with fervent ¢d to believe that what we Americans most wanted was speed. And
Prayer we never have another. It is wonderful ang good to byt hes S0. instead of the usual slow, steady pace of weeding, he simply hoed
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out everything in sight as quickly as possible and had it all raked in
neat piles by noon.

Jose had come shortly after we had breakfast.' John had gone
down to milk, so I gave Jose breakfast and put him to work. At
noon, John came up to lunch, and he and I went out to see how
Jose was getting along and to call him in for lunch. I was surprised
to see he had finished so soon; but when I saw my spinach, squash,
multiplier onions, and the young avocado trees I had set out, all hoed
up with the weeds, I really blew a fuse. As John was out there to
look at the job also, I exploded to him what had happened, at the
same time raking over the piles to find my lost garden.

Jose, sensing something was wrong, lost his smile and finally
caught on what he had done. With much demonstration he explain-
ed to us how sorry he was, and, as I had lunch ready, we all went in
to wash up and eat. A son-in-law who speaks their langunage came
over to phone. He and Jose had met before, so Jose explained to him
also in words how sorry he was that he did not take more notice of
what he was hoeing; thinking, he said, that the main thing we wan-
ted was for him to hurry and cut down the weeds. And while I was
out in the yard complaining, John, if you please, a satisfied grin on
bis face, said the stuff wasn't worth much anyway.

What John had found out was that Jose could really work,

and that he was just the man he needed down below on our farm
land. So I lost not only

being. I had another pat

some work to do, and the cabin
strains of Mexican music comin

...S0, on they come, the Little Brown Men, the Mexicans, legal
or illegal, to better thejr lot in life, just as many others bave' done
from other countries for years now. And though we know our coun-
try’s restrictions are right and best for al] concerned, we cannot help

b
s they come to our door. So we

Bonita Cal-

AND NONE SHALL BE FORGOTTEN

I know this particular chapter may sound to you like a farewell
or thank you notle). But if youphave read the rest of this book fgo:iz
will find this chapter just had to be written. And you may not fin
this sort of reading material in books, ordinarily. But as I am };mn_ng
this book mostly to please my dear friends of Sweetwater Valley, in-
cluding our own dear children, grandchildren and relatives, so it lj
for those who at times have made me feel like a problem Chg v (;n

say this lovingly) because of the extra amount of love arll unt;;;
Standing they have bestowed upon me. I -conld ino smare feave
chapter out of the book than drive an airplane.
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I landed here, a slip of a girl fourteen years of age (though_l'm
no slip of anything now, weighing as I do one hundred and flfty(;
five pounds of solid, tanned, brown country flesh.) I w!w had live
between ocean and bay in my childhood, and loved it, fitted so well
in this simple country life on a ranch among a beloved pec'Jple -that
there is just one desire left in my system at my age, and having hve_d
here these many years. (No. I shall not give my age away. This
would not be woman-like, and we women must keep up the reputa-
tion we have of not wanting to tell our age after we are forty.)

However I do have this wish, and hope that some day I may
once again live where I can see and hear the good old ocean, its rest-
less but restful, to me, noise of waves splashing in and out, especially
at night, as I did as a child. I wish to take gobs of salty air into my
lungs once again. Though the Valley has got me—no doubt about
that. But it is with me like the old saying of the country girl or boy.
“You can take us out of the country, but you can’t take the country
out of us”. Here is my slogan: “You can take me away from the
ocean, bay, sand dunes and boats, but you can't take the ocean, sand
dunes, bay and boats out of me".

So some day at the age when John and I are much too old for
ranch life, should I win out with him, we might have a little studio
house or fisherman’s shack, near the oOcean at a safe distance, with our
kitchen or eating table right under a window looking out, where we
could se d feel its cool breezes blow through, bringing
back some very happy childhood memories—where I can do, like
many of the men I know, who smoke their pipe and dream. Instead
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I am sure ‘there would be many
a place near th

,chapter much of what yoy may
.ey's old-time beloved, and much of
little country place.

Those of you who are still here in our fellowship should know
of this gratitude on our Part. And the dear ones who have gone to
their well-earned rest, I am sure must have known how we felt to-
wards them long before they left. I will not mention names, for they

and their kind and thoughtful deeds are much too numerous to
mention here.

No, as I said before, this is not a farewell message, though you
may, if you wish, take or cal] it somewhat of a thank you note.

And would it seem strange to you if after laying aside my
myself content with life just as I am

I believe now after you have read my book you will thorough-
Y agree that I have not missed too much after all; that the Life-
giver—the One who guides our destiny if we let Him, (and many
times if we do not permit Him to willingly), knows what is best
for us after all. As He knows what makes us tick, He must also know
what is inside each one of us—what will keep us happiest, content
and useful. For we were not created for just our own desires and
pleasures, but to help others on that Jjourney of life also.

So here I find myself among a lovable people who tell me over
and over how much I have done for and mean to the Valley. I know
1 my own heart I do not deserve all that is said of me. I could not
be so indispensable as some say I am. But if it pleases my loving
fnem_is to think of me thus, I can only say I hope to live up to all
of this reputation and to let you know I feel just the same about all
of you. Let us reminisce for the time being of the many loving and
kind deeds of some old times.
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There are those who have left behind loving and happy me\rvn-
ories. I am sure we all miss their contributions and felIowshlp.l_ le
miss them at Club or at Church, or even in the short, newsy little
visits we used to have at the grocery store as we did our marketing or
came for our mail. For not many of us here come to the storel'fc;r
just groceries and mail. We expect to have what [ shall call a little
store visit with the ever so many friends we do not have time to make
calls on. And I do often get so enthused in visiting thag I forget what
I came after, resorting at last to a list I hope I haven't forgotten to

bring along in my pocket book.

While I am on the subject of our store I might as well add here
that no better folks than the Stadilles have ever been in charge of our
grocery store. And I should know, living here, trading and enjoying
the services of this store for thirty-five years and over. And I am
quite sure most of the Valley folks feel the same about our store-
keepers.

This includes also Katherine Stegall, and the nice young gentle-
men who help in the store as well.

If you are short of cash the Stadilles will let you charge it,
trusting you to pay up your account at least once a year. This has
been my experience with them at least.

John hates for me to go on credit for anything, anywhere. But
I do get behind in my household allowance, especially if we have an
extra amount of company. And we do, most always, and love it. The
welcome is always on the mat here at our house. You know how the
city relatives and friends love to come to the country. And we always
like to have them for dinner or supper, or even breakfast if they wish.
So if my funds do not reach at the time, I just charge it.

., [ am ecither a poor manager, or John doesn’t realize today's
prices on food. For I have had the same allowance now for many a
year. But rather than extract more funds from my hard working
husband, I just charge it. It is so much easier. And, as I said before,
I do get it all paid up at ieast once a year. God bless Don and Rita

Stadille and all of their household, a friend to us all as well as our
storekeeper.

This next episode I should put in the Believe-It-Or-Not col-
umn. Though I can assure you that anything of this nature could
and did happen in this beloved little community. I came to the gro-
Cery store one morning to get groceries and to pay on my bill. I got

e

my needed groceries and was up at the counter checking out, expecting
also to pay on my account. I cannot remember whether it was Don
or Rita who was at the check stand at the time. This I know: I was
told with smiles that my bill had been paid up in full. -

“Oh” I said, “you're kidding! This just couldn’t be. Who paid

it?"”

I do not know the exact amount I owed at the time, but I do

know it was well over twenty dollars. I actually shed tears of joy
and gratitude.

“But who in the world did this for me” I asked, and suggested
one of my boarders, then John, and went on with first one and than
another till I had covered all the ones I could think of who knew my
often limited funds and my store habit of charging it. But think and

';sl_c_ as I did, the answer was always “No. It wasn’t she. It wasn't
B

. Isaid at last, “Don, it was you. I should have known it all the
time”. But Don and Rita insisted it was not they that paid it, adding
“T wouldn't tell you if I knew myself”. Don went on with, “I came
in the store this morning and found the envelope with the exact
amount of money in it to pay up your account. There was no name
other than yours on it, and a note to the effect that this money was
to pay up your account in full. So your guess is as good as mine.”

I bave never to this day been able to find out who did the won-
derful and good deed for me. So I wish to say right here, and this
comes from my heart, loving and sincerely, with much thankfulness,
may the dear Lord reward you and bless you much for your golden
deed. And I hope some day I too may do at least one little deed or
kindness that no one will know about.

And may I bring in a few more pages on a very dear “pioneer
mother”. T will call her that gently kere, for want of a better name,
for she blazed a trail of golden deeds not only in Sweetwater Valley,
but everywhere she went as long as she lived. In loving memory our
wonderful elementary school has been named after her—The Ella B.
Allen School.

When our children were small she used to keep them for me on
occasional afternoons while I went to the dentist, etc. SI':’e would
say, “Gloria, bring your mending along with the children”, know-
ing full well there would be a pile of mending with six children.
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When I came back I found my children had a happy time an
mcnec?ingcfvas all done. This dear friend had some friends come over
for the afternoon, and they all pitched in and did my mending.

I remember also how sweet she always was when I nursed fo;
her some years later when she was ill. She would read to me, boo

after book, instead of me reading to her.

Also she was one you could always get loving and good advice
from in case you needed it. I truly enjoyed the fellowship of this dear
erson. She believed in good education for all, and always looked
forward to a good school here in the Valley equal to the needs of our
children. This new school has taken the place of our one-room, one-
teacher-for-all-grades affair we had in the past.

I will also add here a few lines in memory of my dear friend
Frances Pacchman. I miss her so, who passed away only a few weeks
ago. We were very close friends, as she was as dear to me as a sister,
though I had only known her a little over four years.

The first time we met I felt as if I had known her all my life.
We had so much in common. In those four years of our acquaintance
we went up the coast camping, visited back and forth, joined a paint-
ing class, and had many wonderful times together.

Frances has a dear husband and family that she loved much. I
know it was hard for her to leave them behind. Her daughter Marian
is an art teacher and could have made use herself of all of her moth-
er's painting equipment, but she gave it all to me with these words:
“Mother would want you to have them, Gloria"’.

God bless Marian and all the rest of Frances’ loved ones.
Though I am no artist I hope I shall find the time to make use of
the painting equipment scon now. For I know the spirit of my dear
friend shall be close by to encourage me on and to help me to see the
beauty in nature more clearly that is all around us here. And it will
remind me of the times when we painted together these things of
nature that we both loved and enjoyed so much.

I often think of another old-timer. He was well known here in
the Valley for his simple goodness, helpfulness and helplessness. I
simply went out to our cabin in the back yard one morning where he
lived and found him there asleep, for the last time.

"Old Tom" we called him. He came here when he was a
/ oun
man from Newfoundland. He ran the pumping plant for the gweet%
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water Water Company here for some time, helping his

was a widow and ran a boarding house here. Hg Ia%er w;?l?etgei;vgl;:
Diego at the plumbing trade for years. A sister of his taught school
here in the Valley some years ago. His only relative living here in the
Valley at this present time is a2 nephew. He will build 2 new home
soon now. on what is called by some “Esterbloom Hill”,

Tom spent the last fifteen years of his life living in the cabi
of my sister Doris and myself who both have one ongonr plac::.b g:
alternated his living between our two places, as he was an old friend
of my father’s also.

He built most of the furniture he used in the cabins out of scrap
lumber he found around on our places. He also built 2 complete
wood heater out of scrap iron. He could do most anything. He was a
great help to us and we enjoyed his simple fellowship.

He did most of his own cooking. Once in a while he would
throw out his kettles, disgusted and lonesome at his hermit or batch-
elor existence, and come in and board with us. He told us of a lost
love affair he had when he was young, always adding (for he told
the story over many times) that it was better to have loved and lost
than never to have loved at all. And we would agree with him that
it surely was.

He worked at plumbing in San Diego on the pay roll for years.
ther when he came back to the Valley he worked for many folks
with and without pay. He was always very careful to keep his plumb-
Ing permit up to date.

Some years later, around the age of sixty-five or six, after an
auto accident that crippled his right leg, he reluctantly went on the
old folk’s pension. After that he worked for anyone at everything
for free, just to keep busy.

His only fault, as far as we ever knew (and this was known
also to the Valley folks here) was that he would pester the girls at La
Tienda and the folks at the Bonita store to sell him wine. If they
refused, which they did when he had had enough, he would go else-
Where and get more. Then he would sleep under the bridge or trees
or a few days.

Once in a while he would get picked up. When he re.l':umed_be
would come to us with, “‘Never again! I have sure been sick”. Having
faults of our own we never altogether condemned him. Neither did
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we encourage him in this, either. We tried to help him overcome the
habit, and ig'nelped get him over these times by offering him hot cof-
fee and soup. Though he always said he was off his feed for a few
days he said he felt better after he had the soup and coffee. At these
times he would say, “Life is a comedy or a tragedy. You can take it
any way you wish”'. He also quoted scripture often. I believe in his
heart much of his life was directed by what he learned at a Methodist
Church school which he attended as a child. He was conservative and
wise at times.

Once in a while he would ask me, “‘Gloria, what are you going
to put on my grave when I pass out?

I would answer, “Cactus Tom, how's that?” in fun of course,
not thinking of the time when I might have to decide.

I bought for him a bouquet of beautiful flowers when this time
came, though I have wondered since just what kind of flowers he
did like. I am sorry I never asked him. Just one of the “little” things
we forget to do sometimes when we are all wrapped up in our own
lives.

So far this year we have had a wonderful summer here in the
Valley. Just now John and son Sam and son-in-law Mitchell are
busy harvesting and selling their watermelons. Qur crop has been
good this year and our melons are nice and sweet. It looks like we will
have plenty of money out of them to pay our taxes, other expenses
and the new year's licenses on the trucks and cars. Even though our
cars are old they are in use pretty much and will have to have a new
license, of course. We will also have to save some money for seed for

next year's crop of hay, melons, etc. This ranch life takes a lot of
figuring, believe it or not.

School will begin again soon too, now, and this week our
grandchildren who live near us did their pre-school shopping. How
they always enjoy this. Qur own children loved this, too. Then they
can hardly wait for school to begin to display their new clothes.

God bless our young folks They are our j
: : Joy and care; our own
and the other children of the Valley also. And chan assure you that
for my baby sitting here and there I am well rewarded with far more
than what I receive in cash for my services. I am given pictures of

many of these dear children at Christmas ti i B
lection. I cherish and keep them all. e e
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These children are all so much a part of life here in the country.
We enjoy watching them grow from babyhood to adult life, 2 won-
derful privilege, and such a pleasure to me. And when I am out here
and there I hear ever so many voices and recognize ever so many
sweet faces as they call, “Hello!” or, “Hi, Mrs. Esterbloom, when
are you coming to our house?”

We have stories together on baby sitting nights, say prayers to-
gether, have friendly little talks, and sometimes we have supper to-
gether also.

I believe baby sitting to be one of the most honorable and
trustful jobs there is. For I am sure most parents, including myself,
are particular who they leave in charge of their darlings. I give them
all my best. I tell both children and parents that I am there because
Mother and Daddy wish to be gone a while, so I am there in their
place. I carry out all and every wish of the parents. I expect the child-
ren to cooperate. I have never had a situation I could not handle. The
children are all sweet and good. There is a fire burning on the hearth
or a heater of some kind going on cold days so I keep warm and
comfortable. There are books to read and look at, though very often
I bring some crocheting along. On the couch is a blanket and pillow
so I may lie down and rest if the folks expect to be late. Also I am
often invited to have coffee or tea and a snack, though I very “!dgm
indulge in this as eating at midnight does not agree with me I find.

There are five or six baby sitters in the Valley, and we are kept
pretty busy at times.

Today as I look around our yard I am wondering how we will
get our weZ:ling done. John never has time, and I just do l:m; f;zle :E
to this job any more. The willing and humble little wet ac_d e
can who could and would gladly do the job is a scarce article e
days. There are some new and stricter laws on them just now 12
told, so this must be keeping them away.

I wonder too, what we shall do when hay harvest time comes
around again. We ranchers who depend on this kmi’ o het]&lsru :em?l?
miss them. And I not only miss their willing help. tgl = oming to
ing faces, quiet manners and humble spirit. I miss them ¢ they call
my door for a handout, or in search of work ( tra(?,ajo IZnen-
it). I just don’t see how we are going to do wnhouth em."a:nnm;__
tioned before, during the hay harvest season. So I] fc)ll:.e nd willing
(“tomorrow”” in our language) will bring these belpiw’ 2
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workers back to us. Ever so many of us farmers who are not able to
hire the legals steady, as we do not have enough steady work or
money to do so, prefer and need the so-called wetbacks.

And as none shall be forgotten I wish to add here another very
dear and wonderful family. It was soon after I came to the country
to live that I made my home with these dear people, just a few years
before I went into nurse’s training. It was a happy and blessed ex-
perience, and I learned much of the things that helped me later in my
busy life as a rancher’s wife.

This dear family has also blazed a trail of golden deeds. I won-
der if many of the Valley folks ever knew about this one. When we
had a freeze here in the Valley their orchard was badly damaged. In-
stead of laying off the men these thoughtful people knew these men
needed their jobs to support their families. So they borrowed money,
putting themselves in debt for the time being, just to keep these men
on the job.

This is the spirit of many here in the Valley. And how we do
miss them when they have gone to rest or are not still with us. But
as their younger generations carry on where they left off you know
and you are happy to find that life is eternal,

However there is one sad situation here in the Valley just now.
I am sorry we have not been able to do much to change matters be-
fore this. But after this afternoon's experience I'm convinced we
should do something to remedy this sad situation, and quick.

I drove down our hill to our first boulevard stop; all went
well; on to the next and on to our shopping center intersection. It
was about four-thirty or thereabouts in the afternoon. Car after car
came from the Chula Vista direction on Bonita road, full speed
ahead, seeming to have been shot all out of the same gun, not slow-
ing down for anybody or anything,

I was sure indignant to watch our Valley children who ride
their horses at this time of evening, waiting in fear for a time to cross
safely. There is no stop sign here, coming in the Valley the Chula

Vista way. And the slow-down sign says
Iishogl? read fifteen, and we should insist
thoughtless people who drive through here with no th
s ought other
Lban to use our Valley for a thoroughfare to get to theigr various
omes farther on, should by all means have a stop sign reminder. Af-
ter all this is the only fair and safe thing to do here. \
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thirty-five miles per hour.
on a stop sign here. These

These children have been advised to ride in early morning or
later afternoon, instead of in the heat of the day, and they are good
about sticking to the trails. As the trail does and must cross over the
highway in places, this is one of them. And it would be only fair to
stop here and let the children go across. It is hard to control a horse
when the cars keep coming on, especially at a great rate of speed. I'm
sure these same people who drive through the Valley, naturally want-
ing to get home as soon as possible, and we don’t blame them for
that, would want their own children to be safe. So a stop sign would
help both ways.

And if the slow down sign read fifteen miles per hour instead
of thirty-five, they might at least slow down to thirty-five instead
of the sixty or over they drive at present through this little town or
shopping center at Bonita.

And there should be a stop sign also at the foot of Willow
Road, sometimes called Esterbloom Hill. Coming from the east on
Sweetwater Road at the present time this dangerous place is called by
many of us on the hill, a death trap. As we are the ones whovsnffer
most here we should have this important and necessary stop sign.

If not before, I do sincerely hope when our Club meets again
on the second Thursday of this month, which is very soon now, we
will take up this sad situation, do something abopt it, and get some-
where this time. My greatest hope and prayer is that no one gets
killed in the meantime.

As it is mostly what goes on in one’s mind that gives us cgn-
tentment, peace or trouble, I cannot bear to think of a time w eg
Sweetwater Valley would be drained of these people who have an
still do make up what I call the beloved Valley I have just _wnt;en
about. Will we also become a part of the great rush and noise of a
growing city, or is it possible that we can remain as we are?

Nevertheless we as individuals play a great part in wE hasthgaoﬂ s
around us. And we shall do as we always have done her r:vl?:t:
roads with the rest of the world, and I hope the day will cogl iven if
we all drive at a safer pace through these country plues'tb?hom as
there are no stop signs, will slow up for the child on e f'cly
well as the pedestrian, and let them cross the R e p;fs - at their
After all these children should be privileged to cross llr:s eqirce cream
own shopping center and La Tienda for cold drin d :;ﬁ over to
sodas, etc. or just to follow the riding path here an
their homes without being killed.
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And if all people alike really wish to have peace and safety
throughout the world, we will all have regard what we do towards
others.

Perhaps after reading thus far some of you dear friends, and
especially some of you old-timers of Sweetwater Valley, may find
that I have left out some data that is very important to you, or that
there is some special land mark not mentioned. I'm sorry, as I have
not wished to leave out anything that would be of interest, and I am
sure there are ever so many happy, important and old-time memories,
before my day here.

These last however, I had intended to mention before, so I will
add them here. One is the quite old and interesting country home
built for a son of America’s 18th President, U.S.S. Grant. This place
still stands, a lovely and memorable landmark of the Valley’s past
and present.

The main house was built in the very early 1900’s. At about
this same time this son built also the Grant Hotel at San Diego. The
Farringtons, the new owners of the lovely old country place, have

named this estate Farrington Farm. The original name was the Grant
Ranch.

. The Farringtons, appreciating the beauty and goodly construc-
tion of the buildings, have added a new paint job along with other
new improvements, and will add more improvements in the future,
but are retaining much of the same beauty as of old.

You will find this landmark on the left of Sweetwater Road as
you climb the hill going out at the far north of the Valley. This
lovely place looks out over many of our little hills and much of our

open spaces still uninhabited here, and also much of the built-up
Valley in general.

I had intended also to me
doings of interest. One year, qu
made up and printed in book
of our Club members, along

ntion this in regard to our Clubhouse
1te some time ago, we had a cook book

form, of the favorite or special recipes

with some very good h hold hint
On the cover was the sket : ¥y good household hints.
Clubhouse, with our sign C"CS}ISSE picture of our Cliff May designed

twater Women's Club”” by M. G.

old-timers have one, and it is well used

he recipes of our beloved fri
; riends,
whom have left our fellowship here to move to other placess,o:;e\g:
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may have them with us again, and others who have gone over that
well-known path we all shall take at some time or other. It is a
pleasure to have their recipes still here for us to use, with their names
attached in memory of the times we spent together years before en-
joying those same delicious dishes or breads, made by these dear ones
at our pot luck luncheons on Club days.

And as I do not wish to leave out anything that should be of
interest, someone mentioned World War II. I have written, as you
know, about our little brown helpers, the Mexicans, during those
man shortage days. However, I did neglect to mention this fact: On
a part of one of our larger ranches an Army camp was stationed. We
also had an Army look-out station on a hill in back and above the
school, with the usual search lights going around. All this of course
was unusual maneuvers for us out here in the country.

We also turned our Clubhouse into a Red Cross work room and
a U.S.0. for our service men, all donating service and goodies in
turn, and helping where and whenever we could.

And above all else I know we here in the Valley shall never
forget this, the very big thing—our boys, five of them, our Valley's
very best youth, who gave their lives for our country's cause. They
are Richard W. Burch, William Beckett, Robert L. Goodel!.‘John
Pappas and Jack R. Eaton. We shall always keep tucked away in our
hearts the memory of their great sacrifice.

And, as none shall be forgotten, and our Valley is growing fast
in population now, I wish to add this here in benefit of our new-
comers who are a part of us here now also. Tonight as I look over
and around our much lighted up Valley, one must admit and cannot
help but feel this new and decided change here. We are no more the
secluded little Valley or country place that we were in bygone days,
though I am happy to add we are still countrified. And on becoming
acquainted with our newcomers, almost every day in one place or
another, in the Church, Club or at the store or as a nelghbqr. the
newcomer will inform you why they came to live here—that it was
their love of the country, away from city noises. And many of our
newcomers fit right in with the spirit of things we have together
here in general.

So as I say, we shall accept lovingly, with a warm welcome to
them all, theiryadded lovely new homes, with their friendly lights
shining through to us old-timers from those who are within them.
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To me these lights are truly a friendly sight as I look over and

around at lamp light time, at the ever so many that have been adde'd
here and there. It strengthens my hope in God and in our country s
future. Surely God’s love, and good citizenship is represented in all
our homes here, both the old-timers and the newcomers. And I feel
sure our God will never allow anything to destroy our true way of
life, the rea! Home, the foundation of our nation.

THE END




The Sweetwater Valley could scarcely be called peaceful—at
least not for many years. Yet it is not a part of the shoving, hustling
world of San Diego—just 10 miles away. It clings to a fragment of
the te;;sier. “manana’’ life of more relaxed Mexico, only 10 miles to the
south.
Thus, Gloria Esterbloom herself, who has written her reminis-
cences of 39 years of life in her “beloved valley.” She is a pleasing,
split literary personality, her delightful tale unfolding in a combina-
tion of the ‘‘vanishing race”” of “yesterday,” when Father paid cash
(her husband still likes it that way), and the installment-buying, lush
modern years.

*Readers will find it a unique contribution to that short shelf of
true, unlabored Americana—a sort of autobiography, a rich helping
from a life such as many of us have in our family’s background, but
which few have time or talent to set down for the enjoyment of their
friends and the reading public.
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