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Home Sweet Home

The Time We Climbed Old San Miguel

Something New Has Been Added

THE FOREWORD

I share with you the years of a true story of a way of life and progress
here in San Diego County, California. ! o

I, a native of this County with its historical, exciting and colorful back-
ground and fast growing future have lived here all of my life so far.

What I have to offer you here in this book has not been from research.
I have left that to others. My story is non-fiction, historical, semi-biography
and reminiscent of what I, myself, have observed, witnessed and experienced
from the time of my earliest recollections which date back as far as the year
1??%5(91 was around six years of age at that time), up until the present date
o z

The story begins while we were living in the Boat House at Coro-
nado, a wonderful and beautiful beach town. My father was in charge of the
Coronado Boat House, the care of boats and fishing parties at that time. And
incidentally Coronado is my birthplace also. Other interesting places I have
lived in this county and which I have written about are namely: Telegraph
Canyon, our first home in the country: Chula Vista, Early San Diego, Alpine
and, last but by no means least, Bonita and Sunnyside in my beloved Sweet-
water Valley, of which I wrote about lovingly in my first book, and where
we now live and have lived these past forty years and over.

I had not planned especially on writing another book. Though I do
enjoy writing about those I love dearly, the interesting places I have lived and
the ever so many enjoyable things of life in general. And too our grandchil-
dren are always asking me for stories on my past life. Also since I wrote “The
Beloved Valley” story, I have been asked by my friends, family and readers
again and again for another story. So in appreciation of these requests from
you who enjoy what I write, I here present you with a second book on some-
what the same material as my first book.

Should you care to read “The Beloved Valley” story first to acquaint
yourself of its contents, and of what you may expect to find in this, my sec-
ond book, you will find “This Qur Beloved Valley”” in most of our local
libraries.

This Our Beloved Valley
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This first book is just a fifty-eight page booklet and can be read in about
Old Red Barn AN a couple of hours. It is a true story of our way of life in the Sweetwater Val-
ley. In this booklet you will find a few sketches of the old red barn, the Little
Church of the Roses at Glen Abbey, our little hills, the Sweetwater Woman's
Club and a few others.
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And now as I share with you the years, shall we leave all popular reading
of missiles, sputniks and other modern and scientific data aside for the time
being. And shall we live again in this book a very simple, enjoyable and down-
to-earth life. Our feet on solid ground: our thoughts and aims high. Finding
therein nature's beauty: a love for one another, home, country and the things
worth while. 3

And now, dear ones, may you find this happy reading.
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CoRo'nu.&c: ‘BOL\—*‘— \{au“:re
CORONADO

. Coronado is San Diego County’s wonderful and beautiful beach and
Navy town, and has a most beautiful and “different”” hotel where people from
all over the world come for vacations (the famous Hotel del Coronado) , owned
by the John D. Spreckles Companies at the time we lived there.

I suppose most folks who live here in San Diego County, California
know where Coronado is located. For those of you who are strangers, [ will
explain here. Coronado is just across the bay west of San Diego; a peninsula
actually, though often called an island. ’

T'here are two regular ways to reach Coronado. One, by driving across
the Silver Strand highway: the other, by ferry across the bay from San Diego.
Other transportation could be by plane or boat.

If you wish to drive over the Silver Strand road, you take the 101 high-
way or freeway, from San Diego thru National City and Chula Vista and
follow the signs on the highway. This highway goes on to the border to
Mexico, so you will leave this highway and keep to the west or right. You will
see the signs where to.turn. One way goes through Palm City, the other is on
the freeway whlch.bnngs you on a very nice divided highway leading to Im-
perial Beach shopping center. Here the road divides. I eft goes on to Imperial

Beach residential town and beaches, ri i
! . right goes on to what is known as
Silver Strand road to Coronado. i

Along this strand road, a beautiful divided hj
) E y ighway actually, between
ocean and bay and flowered sand dunes, you will find wonderful picrric grounds
}m[h many accommodations both on ocean and bay sides. You pay a small
ee as you enter with car and passengers in this pleasant and well protected
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area with life-guard etc. Beyond the picnic grounds about two miles you reach
Coronado. This brings you on Coronado from the south side thru the am-
phibious base of the U.S. Navy.

In my yester-years, or in the early nineteen hundreds, you would have
come thru a tented city instead, a most restful, exciting summer resort and play
ground. Good old Tent City has been a thing of the past, now, for quite some
time before World War 1I. To the north of Coronado is an adjoining island
called North Island. This is along a part of San Diego’s beautiful harbor. North
Island is also a large naval and air base at Ppresent.

In my yester-years, North Island was a place for hunting, picnicing and
gathering of wild flowers. Wild life there on this tiny island before all the
dredging and enlarging took place, was: rabbits, dove, quail and other sea and
coastal birds. The shrubbery and wild flowers that covered the island at that
time was much the same as our native shrubbery and wild flowers elsewhere
in our San Diego County.

In my day, once a year the Coronado school sponsored for rertain classes
a picnic on North Island. I was a pupil at the time. We were allowed to gather
for our nature study one of every kind of flower we could find: after which
we pressed in books and later made a special booklet of the pressed flowers
mounted on pages, with their proper names, which we had learned from our
teacher, below each flower. 1 kept my book for some years. Presenting it to
our own children years later.

Times have changed as we know and so has North Island. This once
flowery little island is now a most important naval air base. Much dredging
has been done to enlarge the island and make it suited to the needs of our day's

U.S.N.

All of Coronado, North Island and, of course, San Diego and County as
well, were all a part of large Spanish grants in the earlier days. This was
before my time, of course. Tho I do remember a very different Coronado from
the one we have now.

Where I now live on a hilltop in Bonita which is a part of my beloved
Sweetwater Valley, we are only about five miles, as the crow flies, from
Coronado. Before this building boom here in our valley, we had clear and
wonderful views on the west, of ocean, bay, Silver Strand, Coronado Islands.
and Point Loma. Point Loma is just across from North Island and is also
a part of the entrance to San Diego’s wonderful harbor. Here on Point Loma
is a lighthouse directing and assuring our ships and boats, and planes of a
safe landing.

Tho we here in Bonita have lost this beautiful western view, we still
have our eastern view of valley and mountains. And, of course, we will
always be able to enjoy the beautiful sunsets on the west, even though we can-
not see that great ball of sun go down into the ocean or beyond Point Loma,
as we used to in the years gone by. On clear days in the fall of the year when
our neighbors sycamore tree sheds its leaves, we can see a small part of the
ocean and Coronado Island and I consider this a treat to be able to see again,
even for a short time, our ocean and island view on the west. However, our
eastern view from the porch of our hilltop home I speak of so often in my
stories, is still an unobstructed view of beauty at most any time of the year.

Getting back to our Coronado story. I usually make a trip by way of
the Silver Strand once a month, and on occasions oftener, especially during the
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summer months. And as Coronado is my birthpla_cc and w}_m'e‘I lived for
some years and went to school, I am naturally interested in its progress,

I always take pleasure in pointing out the Boat House, which was my homF
as a child, and other familiar places to our family and friends who make this
trip with me. Occasionally I have grandchildren with me who lo_ve getting
out here at the Boat House. The caretakers have all been very friendly and
have allowed me to take friends and the children up stairs where I was born,

I'll explain how my Dad had his office as do the present caretakers on
the first floor. Our home or living quarters were on the second floor, and
on the third floor we had a spare bedroom for company and a large playroom
where we kids had our play place for the days we had to be indoors. Then
Wwe go on up past this third floor to the cupalo as we called it: a tower or
porch-like place where my mother and father had an herb garden in boxes
and where we and our family came to watch the boat races or fireworks on
the Fourth of July night. I tell how on these nights we children took up
in the cupalo our quilts and pillows for comfort, and pop corn and peanuts
to munch on while we watched the wonderful and exciting sights of sky
rockets going up into the air, at last coming down bursting into bright and
different colored stars. The unusual herb garden we had in boxes up here
in my early days I have described in the next chapter of this book.

What has always puzzled me about the Coronado Boat House is the
way it has kept preserved. I know it has bhad some minor repair jobs, and

most likely a paint job now and then, but otherwise it is much the same as
when we lived there over fifty years ago.

I have two or three shut-in friends and some who do not have cars or
drive, whom I take over to Coronado on occasions, mostly on nice sunny
days. I tell them they are getting a good sun bath at the same time as the
drive along thru Chula Vista, Palm City, Imperial Beach and along the
Silver Strand highway, even tho it is thru the car windows. I believe the
sunshine is beneficial, and oh how they enjoy this outing.

When my own children were s
road and let them out on the beach
a picnic meal at the same time,

mall, T used to take them over this Strand
for a good sunbath also. We would have

It was the custom in that day, when if your children had a
disease. which you know most all smal

to have a sign tacked on your house

communicable
I or school children get sooner or later,
by the school nurse. This sign read,
“Isolation, Keep Out,” and the name of the disease your children had. This
sign remained till all was well again at your home. Well. with several children
it sometimes took weeks before We were thru with isolation. So it was on
these occasions when the children got restless on so long being kept in that
I put them in our sedan car, drove over to Silver Strand. all of us getting out
at an isolated part of the beach and here we all enjoyed the good fresh salty
air and sunshine, to say nothing of the good it did us all to be free once again.
I believe these special picnics did our children more good than can be explained
here. T know they always recovered without any bad after effects and [ always
believed it was because of our somewhat stolen outings. Now, in this day,
there are no signs of isolation. You just expect the sickness to make its rounds.
Of course, if it should be polio, smallpox, diphtheria, etc., I believe you would
naturally be quarantined.

When we drive over to Coronado, if We are not stopping at the Boat
House, we drive on past and around on Glorietta Boulevard. There is much
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to see here now: a wonderful new golf course is in use here, so we stop awhile
to watch. Then on we drive, crossing Orange Avenue at the ferry stop and on
around passed North Island to the ocean front. We stop along here if we
wish, if not, we drive on as far as beautiful and picturesque Hotel Del
Coronado. Here I turn in and let my guest passengers have a look at the hotel
from the front entrance. Then on we go back to Orange Avenue which is
the main street of Coronado. We keep going as far as the ferry-slip for we
are making a round trip this time. So we board the ferry and make the
crossing to San Diego. My friends enjoying this interesting and pleasant ferry
trip as there is so much to see while making the crossing, this is if your car
is where you can: if not, one could go up on deck and look around. However,

on these special occasions we have been quite lucky at having full view of our
wonderful surroundings.

Off the ferry again we drive on Harbor Drivg. the first highway to the
right at the ferry stop going south. We drive on till we come to Eighth Street
in National City. This street goes out east to Paradise Valley. Here ar the
bell-stop we turn right thru Paradise Hills then on Reo Drive thru a few
hills and we are home again in our own little community. At times if my
riders wish, we take a lunch or early supper along and eat near the ocean
somewhere. So besides the good sunshine, we have had a most interesting
and enjoyable drive which my friends consider a great treat and as for me, as
you already can guess, it is my favorite close by drive.

Other favorite drives or trips that I am privileged to take, but much less
often, are up the coast as far as Monte}-e_y where my brother and sxster-m-lalw
live. I love to stop here and there to visit at favorite places, such as: La Jolla,
San Clemente, Laguna Beach, Santa Barbara and Carmel. I drive to La Jolla
and Point Loma more often as we have relatives and friends there, and I
do love to browse around La Jolla's interesting places and stores. But for a
close and pleasant drive without too much traffic, and with such a wonderful
divided highway, Silver Strand road to Coronado is our best ar.ld' most often
drive. Coronado is such a beautiful, clean and well kept .place._ it trul_y 1s EII
pleasure to drive around among the many lovely homes just sight-seeing.
explain the many changes to my fellow passengers, that have taken place
since I lived here in the early nineteen hundreds.

nt of our Boat House home in my day. was our playground of
floweIrryl* gzcx;d dunes besides along the shores of ocean and bay. Afbarbhcusg
or plunge was built here later between ocean and bay on a part c.\f ourHsanl
dune playground. A board walk also was added which Iwent rom or;
Del Coronado to this bathhouse ar}d beyond. Anyone could re;:t a smtf atl:]
swim in this plunge, tho I believe it was built mostly for the p efasure of the
guests of the hotel. Near by the bathhouse in time was a sort o damuls]em_ent
center. Here a seal tank and monkey cage were erected. I am ulz; eét 3 u;l-
pression the seals that later entered the seal tank came from ¢t ef %ron: 3
Islands. However, I am not sure about this, tho I do kno;].v. p\f):mc:;t ;r f'r;,
other fishermen I knew supplied the seals regularly with ftI'e“‘ o dls ;i
It was such fun to watch the sea_ls at these fecdmg_ times, flipping aroun fon
their tank pavement, mouths wide open, ow owing thle] while, wamr;g (I):
a fish to be thrown to them which they seemed to swallow in otrge_gug‘.m
ry interesting also to watch the older seals teach and train their young.
¥;S vr;gnkcys too were as of much fun and interest to watch as they ran
arotcmd their cage, often upon the side shakiu_g the cage vnolle]nrly as they I:clrd
on screaming the while and seemingly making faces at whoever came near.
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We watched with interest the baby monkeys as they also took training and
instructions from the mama and papa monkeys. An orderly from the Hotel
Del Coronado came regularly with their food which they too always enjoyed.
I used to enjoy watching them peel a banana. letting the peelings drop to
the floor of the cage and eating the banana much as a person would.

I recall also the friendly Chinaman, Quong Leon, at the bathhouse. He
took care of the bathing suits after they had been used. He washed them out
and hung them on lines to dry in an inclosure at the back of the bathhouse.
We knew Quong Leon well and we were great friends. We kids often watched
him at work while we played on the sand dunes near by. Quong was not only
friendly, he was generous also. Every Christmas he came to the Boat House
for a very special reason: to bring us presents of lychee nuts, candied ginger
and cocoanut. And for mother. especially, he brought two blue china bowls
with narcissus bulbs just started with small rocks around to hold' them in
place. He iastructed my mother to keep a certain amount of water on them
and soon our boathouse rooms would be filled with the sweet scent of nar-
cissus flowers which we all enjoyed ever so much.

I also recall Mrs. Maconelly who had charge of the renting of the bathing
suits and plunge. Anyone renting a suit could either swim in bay, ocean or
plunge. 1f you went swimming in the bay or ocean, you had to shower before
entering the plunge or returning your bathing suit. I enjoyed much going
down the slide here in this bathhouse, and I recall too, the very nice particular
smell as you entered this bathhouse. To me it smelled of ocean, clean laundry
and sweet smelling flowers all in one. 1 just couldn’t describe this odor any
other way, and I always took good deep breaths as I came in here.

The monkeys and seals are there no more, neither is this enjoyable bath-
house

A new and more modern plunge has been built on the sand up near the
hotel on the west side. I remember in the year 1942 a son-in-law of ours

graduated from San Diego High School. At the time, the graduates were
given the honor of having their prom dance in the beautiful ballroom of
Hotel Del Coronado. I chaperoned a group of young people; our son-in-law-
to-be and our daughter, Katherine, were among the group. [ remember look-
ing down on the bathers in the new plunge thru the ballroom windows. That

was the last time [ was in the hotel altho I had been there on many occasions
before this one.

In my childhood days at Coronado, I also remember the livery stable
which 1s a garage now, of course. This too is especially for guests of the hotel
Del. Remembering the livery stable of the horse and buggy and saddle age, a
man by the name of Gus Thompson was in charge here. His daughter Edi;h
and son, Walter, went to the Coronado elementary school when I did. :

My father and mother occasionally rented a horse and carriage and we
all took a drite on the Silver Strand road. The Strand at that time was just
2 narrow sandy strip covered with flowery sand dunes, a sandy n\rm\.;' rlloa‘d
in the middle. Be we thought it fun for a change to take this hérse‘md buggy
drive instead of going down the Glorietta Bay in a launch or Is.xill boa:ggl"i

picnics: and, too, it was exciting to drive s i
o close betwee J ;
b Rl R n ocean on one side

Next to the livery stable was the Hotel De

: I laundry. It is still i ciste
today. When we were kids, there was ol b still in existence

ntrance on the west side of the

S

laundry, down some stairs which lead from the laundry to the hotel under-
ground thru a sort of tunnel. You can be sure we children knew of this and
became well acquainted with it as we were permitted often to go thro this
passage on our way to school. I'm sure our parents did not know how often
we wheedled permission to go thru this most interesting passageway or else
we would have been stopped. My father and mother cautioned us often about
becoming a nuisance to guests or workers of the hotel; and living near and
among them, we were associated with some of them every day. Many of the
hotel guests had private yachts at the boathouse.

Getting back to the tunnel route we took on our way to school. Going
thru we came out near the linen rooms and pharmacy of the hotel. Mr. F. H. C.
Furnald was in charge of the pharmacy at this time, and his daughter, Edna,
was a school friend of ours also. At this drug store there were often many
free sample of things: often a tablet with advertisement. If the samples were
safe and suitable, we were given one each, also a stick of licorice or peppermint
on occasion. Everyone at Coronado, as I can remember, was extra nice to us
Dunne children whose father most everyone called “Capt. Jimmy Dunne of
the Coronado Boathouse.”” Of course, there were times when we children
misbehaved and had to be reprimanded, naturally. On our way out and past
the drug store was a curio store. We always stopped and looked in the win-
dows here at the bright colored rugs, baskets and pottery. Then on up the
stairs and we were out on the hotel grounds again.

Quite often we decided to gather a few flowers for our teacher. They
had such beautiful beds of flowers growing around the hotel grounds at this
time. Now the grounds are kept more simple tho they are still attractive. The
gardener who took care of the grounds in our day was always on the job when
we were around, knowing we would be getting the flowers. He would appear
suddenly and give us a good scolding. We would be repentant then and say
we were sorry and promise not to pick them again. But [ am afraid we did
not always keep our promises tho we had truly intended doing so at the time
of the scolding. The pansy beds. especially, were so pretty and inviting and
there were so many of them I thought they would never be missed so I could
not resist picking some once in a while.

The gardener was kind and sensible even tho he had to be strict about
us picking the flowers. After all that was part of his job to protect them. But
I remember he always let us keep the flowers we had picked adding one or
two himself and telling us to tell our teacher they were sent with the compli-
ments of the Hotel Del Coronado. No need to take the flowers from us he
wisely thought: they would only go wasted. Our teacher always received them
gladly not knowing exactly how we really got them.

About this time Tent City was being built. Much construction work
went into this project: dunes had to be leveled off: streets laid out: and a
street car track installed. A public swimming pool was added, also floats along
the bay side for extra swimming or boating. A pavillion for concerts. etc.,
was built. Later. on Sundays and evenings., concerts of the very best were
given with Henry Almeyer directing the music. A bowling alley for those who
enjoyed bowling: a dance pavillion with good floor and music for dancers:
and a Japanese tea house which also had interesting articles from Japan for
sale was built for the pleasure of the people. There was no end of amusements,
as well as all kinds of stores and stands here at the Tent City. Besides ghc
tents, palm cottages were built so one could either live in tent or cottage with




exchanges of fresh linen which was supplied every other day. Truly Tent City
was a wonderful vacation and play ground and many people from all over
the world have missed its passing

The street car which usually made its last stop at Hotel Del, now came
on down and thru to the end of Tent City. Double decker street cars were
used during the mer months to accommodate the crowds. At first we
children were a little put-out at losing our sand dunes playground which was

1 in front and west of the boat house. Watching our wonderful sand

ywers and sea apples plowed under and our nice high dunes lowered and
was really hard to take, as 1 remember. In time, however, we became
' » around us as Tent City was in the making,

lain here about the sea apple that grew wild on the dunes in

athouse and alo on the Silver Strand. They grow on a vine

t know as iwce-plant moss or mesembryanthemum, which |

their proper name. Not all of the varieties of mesembryanthemum

sea apple. It 18 a certain kind found mostly on dunes near the sea.

’n 1 our mother enjoyed eating them. They are red in color when

ipe with seeds much as you would find in a fig and have a sweet salt apple
flavor. Their season 1s July and August usually

‘ of native plant life; Coronado in that early day had lots of

hrubbery and wild flowers that grew on the many sandy vacant lots
¢ at the timg As many vacant spots were of dune nature, the dune flowers
s¢a apples grew plentiful.

At that time Coronado had two dairys so there was grazing ground for

ws also, One dairy was on a portion of ground back of, much built up

lar : LS )
Glorietta Boulevard. This dairy was owned by the Jessops. Two of

. 2l . Fiol
named after flowers, Violet and Pansy, and went to school with

15 another family of Jessops living in Coronado at : v
loved yachting and have the I.-W.!I s jewelry \i\-rrrn: Lim Jl‘3 l'hh i
‘ : 1ego. Another
was located on the north cast side of Coronado
and here is where we got our milk. Max. Fritz
our school acquaintances. also
n hundreds

I'he Taves owned this
and Olga Taves were
So here was Coronado in the early

ears ago, certain old timers of C
Coronado School picni
s in the elementary grades

oronado School organized the
Oliver Lyons, who attended school while
o o et ay |‘,‘:7‘-];"\lih x’:! 1;1\ m., He “.'n'. me my first invita
persuaded my husband, John f -,-rv t"‘:"lw r":!y'!(]‘)i!.x;l et e S
the patio of the Coronado High Schoal W had
I ever have ses coming! | :

rathering place was in
a wonderful time: and did

was extra happy at the prospects of
vy old time school friend -
Iniends and teachers

many of since my last year of sche

meeting
\
Viind you, | hadn't come across
' ol there in the year 1910, expected
ned kil . ] x
1 and wobbly in action. Well. to my sur
paieiopnt g Bk ;url!l‘. Llrc‘lmul ind Fx--l\l\nl and acted almost
1 l R was (and ol cours 1
~0 Aot d ¢ 1 meant it that way)
lattering somewhat. [ explained how surprised 1 was to find the \'
v i gl d them in such
Well one of my teacher-friends spoke
of mjyured way, | thought, and =aid
to find us feeble and tottering

to find my teachers somewhar ace

prise even the eldest of them wer

up rather sharply and in a sort

what did vOu expect ?
L .y
on canes pect? Did you expect

“Oh, no!" I quickly assured her, “tho I had pictured in my mind that
you would look and act much older than I found you.

I finally got it all straightened out without offense and went on with our
wonderful day of meeting and eating lunch with old school friends. Most
of us recognized each other; a few did not remember me at all until 1 brought
certain incidences to their minds. We all shared each others lunch and the
school organization furnished coffee.

After lunch we had a program. Slide pictures of old time school occasions
and of Coronado in general with its changes and progress were shown. This
took place in the school auditorium. Afterward we adjourned to the patio
where certain outstanding old timers were publicly introduced. All of the
teachers and some pupils were among those introduced. A short history of
their lives and duties here and there were presented. Imagine my surprise when
I was called forward and presented with “The Coronado Story™ by J. R.
Peterson, for having the most grandchildren of all the pupils present. And.
just to let you in on this bit of information, I have cighteen grandchildren, 1o
date, and three great-grandchildren.

I was very happy to receive “The Coronado Story” tho | found 1 was
much older in Coronado experience than Mr. Peterson and some of the occasions
that he mentioned. The younger generation of Petersons, 1 am wvery bappy to
say, are now residents of Bonita in the Sweetwater Valley. They have picked
out a beautiful spot and built a lovely home on one of our native shrubbery
covered hills, with beautiful views of mountains, valley, etc., all around them.
I catch glimpses, now and then, of the darling little red-headed Peterson chil-
dren here and there in our market center. Mrs. Peterson is an extra nice person,
also. I look forward to baby-sitting at the Peterson’s in the future

There are six other families of my acquaintance who have come from
Coronado to build their homes and live in our wonderful and beloved Sweet-
water Valley, and, of course, we are glad to welcome them in our midst.




SOME EARLY RECOLLECTIONS OF DEAR OLD
DOWNTOWN SAN DIEGO

~ This day was in about the year 1904, just to give you a somewhat
definite date. I was around the age of seven, my brother Ruddy a year younger

We were living at this time in the Coronado boathouse. Dad had charge
of the boathouse and the fishing excursions and boats there. The fishing ex
cursions to the Coronado Islands, the boathouse, and most of the yachts
ﬁulx1ihL-s_ ctgd. were maintained mostly for the pleasure of the guests of Horel
Je] Coronado, and were owned by the eckle i
b e e John D. Spreckles Company at this

: .Our own family also enjoyed occasional boat rides with Dad. When my
father needed supplies of rope, corking, twine, nails, paint or anything else
l.;'r his boat business he made a trip by launch across the bay to San Diego
..tdthi:1 t(lmt of f‘]llthl.‘ﬁlrcci was a supply building where Dad could get agn);
and all the supplies he needed. This building is sti 1 i

: s he i . g is still stan 1
now at this date of 1959 used as a warehouse, I am told “ing. o

My mother, brother and I often made this launch trip with Dad. Mother

cou'd do her shopping while Dad did hi
) g b his. We docke
S ke e R e docked at the Star and Crescent

. Dm;,ng thc;:,le ga_sltd\"cars much dredging has been done and filling in of land
etween bay and buildings, so that now it is qui i
o bay and s s quite a distance between sh
and store. Even in that early day Mother and we two children had to takgm
S\t.lru'-l; L.Irbupflown_ We also went across from Coronado to San Diego wit}‘:
Mother by ferry on some occasions. And 1 i ¢
y ferry L ere w 2 ecti

o g ) e was my first recollection of

Dad had plenty of time thi

Jad ha ‘ this day, so he called to M g i

asked her if she cared to go along. And you can be sure we choiltc}]n‘r ur')staus e
happy to go boat riding. ] Fet

re always

Dad always had someone to leave in charge while he was away. But not

so with Mother. So she gave i
M . S0 she gave us many little chores to do bef
would be in order when we got home. g

h;md][esrﬁ?;?g:: ;I:l.li }kﬂhcr bhad two large sbopping bags with good stout
g il o ys took along and in which my brother and I claimed
AT it n spwucml purpose. We often took our lunch along. At
S hotm.-m( Lri.jl[td to dinner at a German restaurant where they served
S T ot et s i S S Wi S
Wete ex Wehipomiad S ir names. This I do remember, that the
o7 “\ulrfaptr)lcli:tzowr::ly ?T;J[l)g.r :”,‘d me, and I remember that we kids woulz
s ; 1 le _t»mc"r oyster crackers that we had been served with
p ese we munched in the boat on the way home.

uiuallﬂ'{',lms‘éld\:cm;::-}::- and around Glorietta Bay to San Diego is nice and smooth

el §1nrr§'”,[ seaslck on these trips. However, if we went with

5e Talandds oo sIAv.‘-; g 'lt_gn ay, past the harbor and out in mid-ocean or to

i W e n‘lr:énkt?f le}rnbly seasick. Oh, those swells up and down over

I fioriced the bimihnlv‘ )tfr ‘hI.“? yet. And years later whenever I was pregnant

HOming ek a i'" these two sicknesses. Seasickness is just the same as
§5, as this nausea is sometimes called, during pregnancy.

T

My, what a different San Diego it was in that day from what it is today-
Street cars, though not of the horse drawn kind. were the means of transporta-
tion. Also horse and buggy and horse and saddle. In addition to the flip-flop
or trot-trot of the horse was the clopping of the large draft horses. Two and
often four at a time pulling large loaded wagons like trucks would be used
for hauling in these days. And too there were many bicycles among the traffic.
No crowded highways. No hustle and bustle on street, road, or in stores. Just
a quiet little town of few stores, ready to grow into the grand and glorious
city it is now at this present date of 1959.

I liked San Diego in those early days, very much. Though 1 have no
objections to its great progress. But please, you promoters, do not stretch out
too far into our lovely little native wild shrubbery-covered hills. Please leave
us some wide open spaces for wild flowers and the country life we enjoy so
much here in Sweetwater Valley. And you know there has to be some spaces
left for growing our daily fresh vegetables. Please keep that in mind also.

Enough said about this. So let's get back to this early day boat ride to
downtown San Diego.

In the first place it was quite a chore in those days getting ready to go
anywhere. Nowadays the process is more simple. Oh, the clothes they put on
us children in those days—boys and girls alike. Flannel or wool knit “‘petti-
coats” they called them, for the girls, and long, heavy, black-ribbed stockings
just to be sure we were nice and warm. We were nice and warm alright. and
nice and scratchy too. Oh! how I hated those woolens, even in the winter time.
And to this day I wear as few clothes as I possibly can get by with without
exposing my anatomy too much.

And now at this date we are so fortunate as to have both cool and warm
unscratchy materials such as nylons, orlons, all kinds of cottons, rayons, silks,
etc.. and I for one am truly thankful for these new materials.

And now, can any of you remember the good old reliable department
stores in San Diego in those early days of the 1900's? Marston’s store was
first in line and the best as I remember. And now we have a very new, im-
proved and glorious Marston store. And many folks believe Marston’s store
to be the best all-around department store to this day of 1959.

Going back now to the earlier days: other stores came into being gradually.
of course, but we children had a definite purpose in mind when we visited at
Marstons. and also at the Becker and Votes department store. Mother had
very good friends among the clerks in both of these stores.

1 cannot remember any of their names. but I do remember the people.
They were so extra nice to us children. They would save for us in a box or
bag empty spools, samples of this and that, empty bolts that ribbon and braid
came on: in fact any and everything these friendly clerks thought we children
could use in our play store at home.

This was our favorite indoor game, playing store. And this we did as
soon as we returned from town, usually selling to our mother all the packages
she had purchased that day, over and over again, before she had time to unwrap
them. No wonder she spoke of being so tired on these shopping evenings,

And do any of you remember when the department stores put the money
from the customer’'s hand into a small box, sending it down the line on a
wire run by electricity, for change or receipt? Well, this gadget intrigued us
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1 ecided we would have in our play
ids 2 Thi »thing we decided we wou
wo kids no end. This was some i |
';loch. So we rigged up a contraption of fish line am'i m\i],'lth b(éxc;llw::e;vo;ke(:
very well, a little down hill for clear sailing, I'd say. bt ¢ use o ofp F:
and buttons for money. And we did have such fun, taking our g play
store quite seriously.

I tried in after years to encourage my own children at lh:js ‘garrlm c;i‘ p}llay-
ing store. 1hey would get everything down from the cupboar :n the _ltcdenf
for they seemed only interested 1n playing grocery store, but lhe}l soon tired o
the game and left it for other outdoor games. And, as we lived in the country
here, our children had chores to do also, such as feeding calves, staking, feti(_:llng
or riding their horse, or whatever there was to do around the ranch. Times
have changed also. Children do not care as a rule to play house or store as
they used to in our day

We also had much outdoor fun at the boathouse, swimming and play-
ing on the sand dunes and beach, wading and gathering shells and going for
rides in the different boats.

So. remembering our healthy and happy childhood and also our children’s,
and now our grandchildren’s and soon our great-grandchildren’s, I'm thankful
and happy we live in sunny San Diego County, California, where life has much

to offer of outdoor healthful living.

Our own children learned to swim in a pool. My brother and I learned

in the bay at Coronado. Now we all enjoy a picnic on the beach, even if we
only go wading or gather pretty stone

s, driftwood, shells, etc. We play with
the sea-pumpkins, making jump-ropes of the long string of kelp fastened to
them

And now shall we go back and t

W ake another look at early downtown
San Diego? This was a later day than

was in my childhood. This is about two
years after the 1915 Exposition, somewhere in 1917.

I was married at this time, and we
second. We were living at the east end of Sweetwater Lake, ne
side of San Miguel Mountain at the time. John had charge
lake clear of brush and clearing
to work about seven A.M. and
day for me.

had one child and were expecting our
ar the north
of keeping the
the land around the edge of the lake. He went
came home about five P.M. This made a long

We had just one neighbor
and buggy, mostly, though John
could not share, of course
frisky side, I'd say. I knew

at this time. Our traveling was done by horses

also had a motocycle which the baby and I
We also had a team of bay horses, a little on the
very little about their habits or how to hitch them
up properly. When we went somewhere John always got them ready. Our
child rode in a clothes basket in the front of our one-seated rig, with her blan-
ket, pillow and a few toys.

We usually did most of

7 our shopping at La Mesa in those days, How-
ever, this day I decided to mak ;

_ ¢ a trip to San Diego. My husband had told me
It was only a twelve mile trip to San Diego from where we lived, but 1'l] say

It was the longest twelve miles | ever saw. To me it seemed more like a twenty
mile trip. /\nvvw.n', from our place at Sweerwater Lake you took the Campo
road route to Spring Valley, then on through Iemon Grove on [hrougi) En-
canto and on down Imperial Avenue to Fifth street in duwr;mwn San Die},o;
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i i i ing to John before
This day I myself hitched up the team, saying nothing to ]
he left f&l)r wgrk of my intentions of driving to town. For one thing I was
sure he would not approve. And for another thing I wished to become a little
more independent.

: y . itched

So about nine A.M. Baby and I and a friend, with the horses all hitche
up by yours truly, started off for San Diego. 1 was intending to purchase
some nice outing flannel and baby things for our expected child. And of course
I was going to shop at Marston's as my mother before me had done.

True, I had been to San Diego many times since that first bqar ride in
the early 1900’s. And San Diego had built up much during that time. And
by now there were automobiles and trucks, though horse and buggies were still
tolerated and used as transportation by some people. Along in front of some
stores and along the side streets were some iron hitching posts. To this you
tied your horse or horses while you did your shopping, etc.

It wasn’t easy for us who drove a horse and buggy in those days. If
your horse was at all frisky you sometimes had trouble when a car passed by.
On this day our two horses acted up all the way to town. And when we
arrived on Fifth Street they, being tired and irritated too. I suppose, bolted
ahead on a dead run. I pulled on the reins but I could not get them stopped.
If it hadn't been for a man who came running out from Marston’s store, I
believe we would have gone right on through the front door or window of
the store.

He got the horses to slow down, caught them by the reins and led them
over to the hitching post and tied them up firmly. My friend had the baby
in her arms by this time and I was in tears I was so frightened.

Soon a crowd gathered around us and a police officer appeared also. He
seemed to know all about horses and explained what the trouble was. [ had
put the harness on wrong and it pulled up the back strap annoyingly. he said,
and added that 1 was lucky nothing more serious had happened to us on the
way in. The officer then righted the harness and we had no further trouble
on the way home.

We were then helped down from the buggy and ushered in to Marston’s
store by a friend there. But I was in no mood to shop at this point, nor even
to have lunch, as far as that goes.

After we had rested a while and I calmed down, my friend and the baby
not taking the experience as hard as I did, we went to a cafeteria nearby and
had lunch. The waitress there was nice and heated up my child's bottle of
milk for me.

I went back to Marston's afterwards and got my outing flannel and a few
other things, after which we found our way out to the buggy and were soon
on our way home, driving carefully and prayerfully.

“We arrived safe and sound about one half hour before the master of the
house came from work. And though I am always being accused of never being
able to keep a secret this was one time I sure did. John had rhm}x}ght we Ilnd
just gone as far as La Mesa and that I had learned to harness the horses—that
1s, unless he just kept what he really thought to himself.

iev ly owe the officer and the
I had learned my lesson, believe me. And I truly e
man who got our team stopped much gratitude for they really saved the day
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for us. 1 never mentioned this experience, bc_lievc it or no‘;. till a year or so
ago and this terrifying experience happened forty years ago.

The Pettits and also the Marstons, who livcr here in Bonflta}. Sﬁ_'\v/leet\;ratg:
Valley, and who are related to the late George W. Marston of the xbars ofn s
store in San Diego, gave a very large picnic at their country estates here, for

ore F go, larg - -
all the old and new employees of the Marston's store.

I mentioned to Mrs. Pettit about the runaway we had that day long past,
and wondered if the man who had come to our rescue would be at thle picnic.
And perhaps some of the clerks who had saved us the things for our p ayBstor;
years ago when I was just a child—and that was over fifty years ago. But
did not attend the picnic so I never found out if they were there or not, and
besides I could not remember their names and wasn’t too sure [ would have
been able to recognize them in the crowd either.

So it was not until this day over forty years later that I ever men:mone_d
our hazardous experience even to John. So I felt safe now in telling him this
day also. He said unmoved, "1 figured as much a long time ago.

Speaking of the Marstons and Pettits. who live here in the Valley, as I
mentioned before, not long after they had given this large picnic party Mary
Pertit, a granddaughter of the Marstons, was given in marriage, the reception
following here also. This took place in the beautiful garden setting of the
Pettit's home here in Bonita. John and I were invited. John couldn't attend
but I had the pleasure of doing so and meeting ever so many friends [ hadn't
seen in years. Lovely girls and boys I had nursed for or baby sat with, who
had grown up into such healthy and wonderful young women and men. [ did
have a wonderful time, visiting with and seeing them again.

This lovely wedding will long be remembered. The
place under a flower and dove decorated arch at the
large and lovely lily pool. Many e
orchid lily blossoms were in bloom.

ceremony itself took
back of the Pettits’ extra
xtra large pink, yellow, blue, white and

I was told by Mrs. Marston that her daughter Mrs. Pettit,

mother of the
at wedding morn-
ere faded or ready to fall so only
for this wonderful occasion. (Just
her daughter I'd say, knowing her

young and sweet bride, had donned her bathing suit early th
ing and picked off all the blossoms that w

the most beautiful ones would be in view
like Mrs. Pettit to do a thing like this for
sweet and thoughtful ways,)

The young bride and groom and their att
of the bride, walked down a path from the
made ready for this occasion, the very y
tering blossoms along the way, while’
blessed by this very beautiful out

endants, who included the sisters
house to the lovely outdoor altar,
oung and sweet sister of the bride scat-
hile the guests enjoyed looking on, greatly
door wedding service.

After the young couple were pronounced husband and wife they remained
to greet l_hc guests as we all passed on down the path through the m:hy ~x-hl :
mg greetings with the happy young couple and on to where lhe‘rccc' toL angi
being served on large tables, also out on the grounds, Spariish andp':/ln was
music was played by native Mexican musicians and by the bride’ lb“l;:an
Arthur, and the strumming guitars added much to the ‘gayu(y of L(}S)iis l;;ortaneé

affair. It reminded me somewhat of some early Cal; i i
. sC g 2 —alif re
about in the early Spanish and Padre days atythc ha(c)irenr:?la:‘ddmgs st

(g

Jackson's
identally, perhaps some of you who have read Helen Hunt
storylp'gaf:ogax é)fe thgsse early days, have visited Ramona’s marriage p]acle.
This you will find in Old Town, San Diego. A reminder of those very early
days here in our colorful county of San Diego, California.

not go shopping at all now in downtown San Diego, though for
years Iwciocn joyfd the Fs'srvigces of The Marston Company, Montgom}fry_ W;u'd
and other stores. But now that we are older and our wants much simpler,
and also because we have convenient and satisfying shopping centers ?_ogr
closer by towns, we shop there. However John does have to drive to fm a
Vista to the extreme north of San Diego for his tractor parts or other farm
equipment.

W I go to San Diego now I usually go to visit friends or relatives,
who liv?ei?x alilg parts of San gDiego. from Point Loma to East San Diego. Or
[ drive through San Diego on Harbor Drive to Lav Jolla, or up north along
the coast, most always timing myself so I may avoid the heavy traffic ofI tge
factories and plants at those certain times when the rush is on. And, roo.D' 0
enjoy driving as close as I can get to ocean and bay, and dear old San Diego
county does have wonderful highways to drive on.




TELEGRAPH CANYON

It was about the end of spring in the year IQQB that we left. our wonder-
ful Coronado home, the Boat House. We were moving to a place in the country
three miles east of Chula Vista called Telegraph Canyon.

I'm not sure whether or not Telegraph Canyon ever found its name on
any of our local maps. The place was just a canyon road between open hills
of open spaces covered with wild native shrubbery, cactus and wild flowers.
Here you did not even find the regular little trading post store- with-Post-Office
combination building that you so often find in most other little out of the
way places. Nevertheless here is where we were going to live, for how long
we hadn’t the slightest idea

My father accepted a job here as caretaker and pipe walker for the City
of San Diego’s pipe line. Through this pipe line San Diego, Coronado and
other parts of South Bay district receives its water supply.

With this job came a house, barn and five acres of fenced land, and a
pay check of course, and all the water we wished to use free. I suppose because
of our growing family and other sensible reasons Dad thought the change
would be good for all concerned. So, after being Captain at the Coronado Boat
House for years Dad decided to make the change, accepting this new and very
different job at this pipe line station house in Telegraph Canyon.

) At the time Dad took this job this pipe line belonged to the John D.
Spreckles Compan:v. as did also the Coronado Boat House. Some time later
however the pipe line became the property of the City of San Diego.

I suppose it may be of interest to you to know how Telegraph Canyon

got its name. An old time resident of Telegraph Canyon told us this tale, and
I believe it could very well be true.

It was the telephone company who had put their first
this canyon road, starting from Chula Vista
And on through Proctor Valley till they me!
the Campo Road. '

poles along through
. on through to the Otay Lakes.
t with another line at Jamul, along

~ Remember the old-time ringer telephone that usually hung on the wall
of the old-time ranch kitchen? This was the sort of telephone we had wh
we arrived at the pipe line station house in Telegraph Canyon. Instead i:;
dialing a number 25 we do now we simply took the receiver off the hook
winding the number of rings we wished and our party would come on [hl:'

line. That is, if they were home of course, and in those horse and buggy days
folks were home more often than they are now. d

rcMhImrcrr[1;-rlnlljcrbnur own ring was one long and two short rings. We could
y Lad 5 boss, the Otay Lakes and a few others via this wind-your-own

ring system. Afte
WFm),:I‘:in:] \f;tr A year or so we had an improvement on our phone service
sk s r:f]: :; o;t)v[m:inr and give her a number, to reach our party " Thus
as the telephone company who e Tele g its ‘
just as the old timer had said S St Falegioh Saayon Starie
And now here we are b
to this little country place
this was in the days of ho
yet. So we moved by

ack in the spring of 1908, moving from Coronado
II.I' I'elegraph Canyon. And as everyone can guess,
mu!rst‘.\nd buggy. Few cars or trucks on the road as
¢ team and wagon. Dad rented the outfit, so they
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had to be returned. We would have our own horse and buggy as soon as we
could find and purchase a suitable one.

As it turned out, a horse and buggy was the very first thing besides food
that we bought. Our new home was much too far from anywhere to walk
the distance.

On this moving day my brother and I rode on the top of the loaded
wagon where we could see everything in sight. Dad drove the team of course.
Mother and the younger children would come out later, when some needed
repairs and added rooms were completed on the old house.

We tock the Silver Strand road from Coronado that day, through Tent
City, along the narrow neck of land between ocean and bay and flowered sand
dunes. I remember there were ships and fishing boats on the ocean that day,
and we said goodby to everything we left behind. “Goodby friends! Goodby
Boathouse! Goodby monkeys, seals, Tent City, and goodby boats and ships!™

You would think we would never come back this way, ever again. Well,
we were children, and lived mostly in the now I suppose.

On we came through Imperial Beach and Palm City. All of this territory
was known as South San Diego at this time.

Just scattered ranches, a few homes, a general store and one restaurant was
all we passed till we reached Otay. Here we found a grocery store, blacksmith
shop and watch factory. Otay was also a place of scattered homes and ranches.

The general store here at Otay was a sort of trading post at this time,
having besides groceries, hardware, simple drugs, men’s boots and hats, and a
Post Office in one corner of the store. A man named Prawl owned the store
at the time.

I remember later we won a Busy Bee phonograph from this store for
buying so many groceries. As time passed we found Bonita handier and the
road better, so we got our mail and groceries over there.

Here at Otay store we climbed down off the loaded wagon to stretch our
legs, as Dad put it, and so we did. right up the store steps on in, making a
beeline for the candy counter. We were allowed five cents each for candy, and
you could get quite an assortment for the nickel in those days.

My brother and 1 decided to make different choices so we could trade
each other later as we rode along. I remember especially the rock candy. It
came in two colors, white and pink, and looked very much like crystal clear
rock, in two inch lengths held together by a string down the middle. My
choice was a pink and white piece of this rock candy, some chocolate chews
and butterscotch rolls. My brother made his choice of chocolate candy cigars
(with real cigar bands on, if you please!), some licorice, and suckers with
licorice sticks. I am sure many of you readers remember those old fashioned
penny, or two-for-a-penny candies we ‘had in those days?

“Now get yourselves a drink of water and attend to your other wants,
you two' warned my father. “We are making no more stops till we reach the
canyon.” Although we had a canteen of water on the wagon you had 1o make
a stop to get a drink, or get your teeth knocked out, as we found on attempting
our first drink with the wagon going.
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We were soon back up on the load and on our way again. The time
was about four in the afterncon and Dad wanted to reach our destination

before dark.

Now we really left civilization we thought as we travelled on between
the hills. Not a person or house did we pass for miles. On and on we travelled,
winding through hills of open country, covered with wild native shrubbery—
cactus, California holly and brown-eyed Susans (my favorite flower to this

day).

At last we came to what Dad called the Telegraph Canyon road. This
road we noticed was a more travelled road. Also this was the road we travelled
on often afterwards, going to Chula Vista or other towns north.

Street cars were running in this day. So if we wished to go to San Diego,
etc, we could board the street car at Chula Vista. We would drive from our
place at Telegraph Canyon to Chula Vista with a horse and wagon, tie old
Sanko. our horse, to a pepper tree, exchange halter for bridle, and pile the hay
we had brought along in front of the horse so he could eat while we made
the trip. A kind man living near always gave our horse water.

But let us continue our moving. So—back again on the loaded wagon.
We had been driving along now for almost an hour on this canyon road. Dad
finally spoke up from below, informing us that around the next turn would
bl’ our new hLll'ﬂL’

My brother and I had been talking it over, as to what we would find on
reaching the place. So we were getting quite anxious to arrive. We hadn't
been told much about the place except that it was a small ranch and the house
needed repairs, and our nearest neighbors were three miles away.

Miles seemed so much farther then than they do now. I guess it was
because travelling was so much slower.

Well. kids, here we are!" called Dad as we rounded the corner and spotted
the place. I'll never forget how my brother and I felt that day as we drove up
the driveway of that lonely looking place. It was just sundown, making it look
lonelier than it really was. Not even a dog or cat came to greet us. However
we Jc(lurnu'.ﬂ;cl our own dogs and cats soon afterwards, along with some other
animals.

It wnul';l be dark now in a moment or two, and we were tired from our
long ride. We climbed solemnly down off the loaded wagon, knowing there
was much to be done before we could eat or rest. It was nice to get our feet

on solid ground again, even if we wer 00 r lo
5 4ain, e not too happy about o P -
yos o PPY ur lc mly sur

T'o me now at this time—1959 ~Telegraph Canyon is a beautiful, quiet
S5pol, not too far from the necessary things, towns, etc. There \;e s!ill' g 7
uninhabited hills on both sides, covered with wild native shrub\;crv. allhn(:fln?)\
there is some very recent and new housing on its way out this ca-n.yon rmgd

The house we lived in is now
other buildings that were there. N
more. One can live in town
pipe line perfectly. At this time of 10959 the
the old wooden pipe line that my Dad use
wooden wedges. Also just very r&cntly the

also gone, as well as the barn and all the
o need for a caretaker at this station any

and drive out in car or truck, inspect and fix the

pipe line is a steel line, and not
d to walk over and repair with
re has been another improvement
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on this line. The City is reintorcing and lining the steel line with cement, so
you see how well San Diego takes care of its water line.

A man by the name of Birch bought, and has owned for some time now.
many acres of land along the Telegraph Canyon Road. Also the Otay Lake
property and other surrounding land. He has fenced most of it and has cattle
pasturing much of the land. All of this Birch property is called the Otay
Ranch, or Rancho del Otay. If you drive out Telegraph Caayon road from
Chula Vista you will notice a cattle loading place, corrals and ranch house.
This is also a part of the Otay ranch.

Just on ahead and around one more bend in the road is where the pipe
line station was located—our first home in the country. You will now find
here nothing but a few pepper and eucalyptus trees.

Getting back to us on this moving day. Dad lit our two kerosene lanterns
and we followed him up to the house. Here we found a wood stove in the
kitchen. So the first thing we did was gather some wood and soon Dad had
a fire going.

We kids swept a place in one of the rooms clean enough to put up our
beds, and then sat around warming ourselves, waiting for our bowls of clam
chowder and crackers, a favorite supper with us.

“You two wash up the bowls, spoons and cups while I go down to the
barn and attend to the mules,”” said Dad.

However, we kids had a different thought at this time. We were not
too anxious to stay alone in a strange empty house. So we asked to go along
down to the barn. We were also curious about what the barn was like and
how Dad would attend to the mules. We had never had any of this experience
before. So he gave his consent and we were allowed to follow him on down
to the barn, unwashed bowls forgotten for the time being.

The mules seemed restless when we got to them. I guess they were tired
out after pulling our load of housechold goods so many miles. Dad took off
their harness and unhitched them from the now almost empty wagon. gave
them water, and piled hay in front of them. They were hungry too. by the
way they sailed into eating the hay.

We had both hay and grain on the wagon for them. so I asked Dad if
he was going to feed the mules grain also.

“Nope. They will get their grain in the morning. That is when they
most need it,”" my father explained. and added. “Before I return these two
mules I am going to plow up a piece of ground for a garden with them. | may
as well get my money's worth. And they are able for the job.”

And that is just what he did.

We soon made our way up to the house again, so tired we jumped into
our already made up beds with "Good-night Dad" and very short if any
prayers. We dropped off to sleep almost immediately, and slept so soundly we
never heard the coyotes howling around our place during the night. A good
thing we slept sound | suppose, or else we would have been frightened, not
knowing much of such animals just yet. Dad rold us all about the coyotes
the next morning.
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However we awakened early to the baa-baa-ing of sheep. Hundreds of
them. Grazing all around our place.

We soon had on our clothes and were out among them. Onb our way out,
without stopping for an answer, we asked Dad, who was coo_km% the break-
fast. who owned the sheep. and would they be there all the time

You can’t imagine how excited we were. We had never seen a herd of
sheep before, except in pictures. There were baby lambs among them also.

“You kids come back here and have your breakfast and help clean up
around here’ called my Dad after us. “Those sheep will be around here for
two or three days until they clean up the feed, and you kids will have plenty
of time to watch them.”

A herder was with the sheep, and a collie, or sheep dog. The herder also
had a donkey to carry what he needed for his comfort and necessity, and to
ride if he wished

We kids asked the herder a million questions, but he could not under-
stand much English, though he did make us understand we would be friends.
He gave us each a baby lamb. This pleased us no end. We thanked him and
ran back up to the house with our lambs in our arms.

We were allowed to keep them, and Dad soon fixed up some canned
milk and warm water. We scouted around for suitable bottles and improvised
nipples until we could get to the store and buy some.

T'he lambs caught on quickly and we had little trouble in raising them.

We kept them on a light chain staked in the yard, and turned them loose oc-
casionally when our garden wasn't in danger.

All we bad to do was hold up the bottle, make a noise like the mother

sheep, and our lambs would come running to us, their little tails wagging
furiously.

T'hey loved running loose, but we were always afraid they might get
out and go back with the herd when they came around. The herd did come
lw‘.]cl-\ regularly, cleaned up the feed and went on Though we were always on
the job, none of our lambs ever made any attempt to leave our yard,

When they were old enough to butcher and eat, our folks found a way
dispose of them. We never knew just where nor how. This I do know:

all refused to eat of the first one we raised whe
table

to
j we
n it as roasted and put on the

We understood we could not keep them around afte
place was not large enough to accomodate a herd of sheep. And after all w
}w\-n: r?nl in the sheep business. We did have much enjoyment in r.‘min),:hlhrmc
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Once in a while we would have some nice fresh pork. This came from
our Aunt and Uncle Hahns' ranch, about six miles farther up the road, and
past the Etcheneques place. They too butchered their own meat, making some
into sausage. T he hams and bacon they smoked in their own smokehouse on
their ranch.

Occasionally Dad and my eldest brother went hunting at the Otay Lakes,
which were also in this territory. Then we would have a wonderful meal of
stuffed and roasted wild duck. To me there is nothing more delicious. And
Mother surely knew how to fix them.

Dad and my brother also went fishing at the Otay Lakes, most always
coming home with a good catch of perch and bass. Then we would enjoy a
fresh water fried perch or bass breakfast next morning.

Incidentally, in the year 1908 and a year or so before this tme. John
Esterbloom, who is now my husband as you know, was employed at Sweet-
water Lake in Sweetwater Valley. Sweetwater Lake had been extra low for
years and had no fish in its waters except catfish in the mud holes. So John
and other men employees were sent to the Otay Lakes to catch bass and perch
to replenish Sweetwater Lake. John says some of thc_b.lss caught weighed four
pounds, others smaller. And it was not too long afterward that Sweetwater
Lake had good fishing also. This took place in 1908.

In those carly days we lived pretty much off the land and country. Wild
rabbits, doves and quail were plentiful also. But of course you could not shoot
them out of season, even if they riddled your fruit and garden, and they sure
did that, regularly.

Neverthless I used to love to watch the doves and quail with their young,
flitting in and out under our fence, and the rabbits too I enjoyed watching as
they would run along cautiously, their heads up and when they were convinced
no one was around would help themselves generously of our produce.

I have always loved these wild creatures just as they naturally live and
are alive, so I have never learned to shoot and kill them. But you know how
it is. Folks enjoy eating the wild game, and if you live out away from stores
you are apt to eat from what i1s provided around you.

Dad and Mother sent away for all our garden seeds, after poring over the
sced catalogues to be sure they made the best choice of what they wished to
plant. And we did have a wonderful garden, even to strawberries. blackber-
ries. and melons of several different kinds. | remember especially the white-
skinned cucumbers we raised. They were long in shape just like the green
ones, only their outside skin was white instead of green, And oh, how good
they tasted! We often went out to the patch, salt shaker in band and ate
them right off the vine while they were young and tender. 1 had never seen
any before we had them. nor since, and 1 have asked at different seed stores in
our locality without success.

With our ground good and fertile, finally, and with no water bill to
pay, Dad and Mother sure had all the vegetables growing that we could pos-
sibly take care of. I remember, too, we gave generously to all who came our
way.

At first the ground took much fertilizing and working up to get it in
shape for planting. How well I remember before we had a harrow to do the




iob of smoothing the ground, Dad made some wooden mallets and we kids
took turns breaking up the clods, a job we really hated.

It wasn't too long however before our folks caught Bn as to how to
handle the ground. Then our biggest job was to keep the weeds out and do

the irrigating. When we were off to school Mother had much of this to do.

When I think back, it was truly wonderful to go out in our own garden,
come in with the ever so good, fresh vegetables we had growing, and Mothet
would toss up a salad fit for a king s

Qur garden here in Telegraph Canyon was a far cry from the garden
we had growing in boxes at Coronado. Oh yes, we always had vegetables
growing for salads and soups. But oh! what a difference in the two gardens
in quantity and abundance.

I will explain here briefly the box garden we had at Coronado. Qur flow-
er garden consisted of long boxes, painted dark green, that my father buile
himself and filled with a good soil mixture, and planted in them bright red
geraniums. ['he boxes were placed on both sides of the board walk entrance
to the boathouse. 1 remember how often people remarked how nice they looked
there. We kept them neatly pruned and the dead flowers picked off. This was
more of a hobby than a chore, even with Dad, who usually did the job.

Our vegetable garden, which was also in boxes, was upstairs at the very
top floor of the boathouse in the place we called the cupalo. Here the sun
could enter on all sides. Here we had growing tomatoes, large and small, and
peppers—the hot chili and plain bell pepper and pimento kind. We also had
an herb garden of different kinds of herbs. I do not remember all their names
except sage, parsley, chives and green onions. When our mother made soup
or salad she sent us upstairs for this or that, whatever was needed.,

Now, here in Bonita, I often wish for a box garden, especially on an
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Getting back to Telegraph Canyon and my childhood days there. At
first we very much missed our friends at school, our sand dune playground.
ocean and bay, our swims and boat rides and all that went with our daily life
over in Coronado and our boathouse home. But yon know how children
are. They soon adapt themselves to whatever changes come their way, and
we soon turned to country bumpkins for sure.

We did and do go to Coronado often, and some of our friends from there
came to visit us here in the country at first. But we went our separate ways
in time, and made new friends.

It was not until the old time Coronado school picnics were organized
that T again met with many of my old school friends and teachers. No need
to mention that it was truly a happy reunion for all of us. You probably read
about this old time school picnic in the Coronado chapter of this book.

While Dad was still patroling and caring for the city water line and
living in Telegraph Canyon, he bought a three acre place in Sweetwater Valley.
In time Dad and Mother and those of us who were still living at home moved
over here to Bonita.

Dad built several houses on the land. Two of my sisters who had hus-
bands in the Navy lived in them at this time. Now that Dad has gone. Mother
and three of my sisters and their families live on the place. They have im-
proved and repaired the old houses. My sister Polly, who is Mrs. E. Howard.
has built a new home there. And our present ranch home here in Bonita is
just above Dad’s place on the top of the hill from my father’s estate.

Folks often ask us how we all get along, living so close together. That
is an easy question to answer. We all love each other dearly, and though we
live close we have our own separate lives to live, and our own families to care
for. We visit occasionally, have picnics and outdoor parties together often.
celebrating one or another’s birthday. If we need one or the other we all well
know we can call upon each other any time.

Another sister lives in town. Also we have three brothers living elsewhere.
And now, counting all of this next generation, we truly are a large family.
And we do enjoy one another, so we manage to have get-togethers where some
or all of us meet together occasionally. So I would say. counting our many,
many friends and our families also, there are not many dull moments for us, you
can be sure.

I was the first of our family to live here in Sweetwater' Valley. [ was
invited to live with one of the Valley's best known and loved families, the
D. N. Williams. It was while I was living with them that I fell in love with
this beautiful and friendly little community.

And it was here in Sweetwater Valley, at a dancing party at the Sweet-
water Woman's Club House that I met farmer John Esterbloom. A few years
later we married, and our wedding party was also in the Sweetwater Club
House.

About the time our children were four in number, and John changed
jobs, we hunted everywhere for a house to rent. Not finding one here in
Bonita where we wished to live (I, mostly), and where John'’s new job would
be, we, with the help of a brother and my father, acquired this, our own
present home here in Bonita. right here where we so wanted to live, and where
we have lived now for thirty-eight years and over.
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And I might say it was a good thing for us that we lbozght and bmllFl
] . o Tallev :
just then, as property here in Sweetwater Valley at this ear }'f latc wa? muc
{‘ss expensive than it is now. And we do have such a beautiful spot [or our
1:omc‘ povcrlool\inq the greater part of this beautiful little valley. that I men-
tion so often.

As for my first home in this part of the country, it has been years nol;w
since there has been sheep grazing on the hills of Telegraph Canycxi)n or 0(51 t s
hills here roundabout. And our friends the Etcheneques, who ha o“'mch an
maintained a sheep ranch for years in those earlier days, have had many changes
in their family life also.

Frank Etcheneque, who had married, and who took over the ranch after
his father's time, himself passed away several yvears ago. His wife and daughter
Mary and Mary's husband are now living on the old ranch. They have made

many improvements on both houses, and are preserving as best they can the
old original ranch house.

And though there will probably never again be large herds of sheep with
tinkle bells grazing there, and there will be no more the hustle and bus_tle of
cooking for the dipping and shearing hands, I wouldn't be surprised if the
Etcheneque grandchildren have a lamb or two, with tinkle bells, just to keep
in memory some very happy and busy days of the past, when their ranch,
which is called Rancho de la Nacion, was in full bloom.

John and I, who for years have known and loved our friends the Etche-
neques, are very happy there will be a new generation growing up here. T hey
have come back on the ranch again.

[ recall a few weeks ago when John and I drov
Canyon, we stopped for a visit with Regina, Frank’s wife, and their daughter
Mary. We met Mary's husband, whom we like very much, and we talked
much of the old, bygone days when Frank was still around.

¢ through Telegraph

I was ever so pleased that the folks who had leased this ranch for a few
vears after Frank’s death did not destroy or paint over the murals that the young
Etcheneques had painted of their sheep grazing on the fertile hills of Telegraph

Canyon. You will find this picture painted across the living room beams of
the young Etcheneques’ home.

When Regina and Mary decided to take back the ranch and live there

again they painted anew the buildings in and out, making many repairs and
new improvements here and there. I'm sure they have also washed over the
painted murals on the beams, for they still look bright and clear, much as
if they had recently been painted there. We will visit them again soon I hope,
as I wish to bring with me a wedding present for the young folks, and also a
present for the new baby that is expected.

Aside from the Etcheneques’ ranch,
my Aunt and Uncle Hohn's ranch
cousin Sidney Lansley’s place,
ranches left. And the ones th

Telegraph Canyon remains much the same. Wild native shrubbery, cactus
and wild flowers still cover many of the hills in places, on both sides of the
road, except for the hay lan gh the Otay ranch takes in much of
the territory at this time, and the

{ i y have their property fenced and cattle grazin
on the land, the wild native shrubbery still remains).( " .

the Jim Shuttes’ bean ranch, and
(often called Cocatoo Grove) and my
there are not many, if any, of the old time
at are left are much run down and changed.
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However 1 have heard just lately that a building contractor has started
surveying for much housing near Chula Vista, coming out on the Telegraph
Canyon road, so I suppose it will not be long now before Telegraph Canyon
will be a part of our bustling and new way of life.

I love to drive over this Telegraph Canyon road and reminisce of days
gone by, when we first came here to live and would drive our horse and buggy
or ride horseback, and take many walks over the hills gathering flowers, etc.

QOur two family cows, turned loose with bells on in those early days,
would graze over the unfenced hills, and toward evening Dad would call to
them and they would come running home for their supper of bran mash, and
to give us that luscious, creamy milk they had stored up since morning.

It was truly a very different but joyful life here in the country among
the hills from what we had left behind us, living in a boathouse at Coronado,
between ocean and bay. But we all now love this peaceful, free and country

way of life. And more and more as the years go by I am happy and content
here in Bonita.

I love the open spaces of country, our beautiful views of mountains, and
native shrubbery covered hills, and beautiful Valley, and the peace, quiet and
friendliness of this community, though at times I long for and miss somewhat
the sight and sound of the pounding surf.




CHULA VISTA, OUR WONDERFUL
NEAR-BY TOWN

Chula Vista is just three miles west of our Sweetwater Valley. Cbl_.lla
Vista is one of those extra clean, beautiful, and fast growing towns w_xth
wonderful shopping centers on both of its main streets. You will also find
there wonderful Christian churches of most every denomination; also a won-
derful library. And because of our very limited shopping center here in Bonita,
at this time, we do much of our trading in Chula Vista.

The Chula Vista of today has some wonderful food markets and stores
of all kinds that can supply most of the needs of most anyone. Now, shall we
go back to an earlier day of 1908, and my first visit to Chula Vista?

At that time Chula Vista, tho always a clean and beautiful place, had
few and scatrered stores, a couple of churches, orchards, ranches, and some
industry, such as; citrus packing plants and, near the bay, a salt works which
is still there: also a potash plant. At this time we were living in Telegraph
Canyon, a country place, four miles east of Chula Vista.

This was in the horse and buggy days, of course, and street cars were
also a means of transportation. We, who lived out a way, drove our horse
and buggy to Chula Vista to board the street car going into San Diego and
other towns beyond. On these occasions our stopping place was at Third and
G streets. There was a station there at this time called Melrose Station. Nearby
were some nice shady pepper trees, and it was here under the pepper trees that
we tied our horse (with permission, of course). If we were going to be gone
long. say five or six hours as we often were, we took hay along so our horse
could eat while we made the trip. However, we always took off the bridle and
put on a halter with the rope. The neighbor nearby was kind and thoughtful
and supplied our horse with water. On returning we always found the horse
safe and sound and happy, and ready for our homeward drive again.

As I remember, there was only one grocery store in the main part of
Chula Vista on Third Street at this time. We were surprised to find the Far-
rows, who operated this grocery store were some old friends of ours from
Coronado! Their son, Edgar, and we kids had attended Coronado e]cn;entar
school together. It was quite some time afterward when the chain stores ans

o;]her food markets came to Chula Vista. I believe Safeway was the first of
them.

I recall, also, the Kindbergs who had a leather store ; /i
this time. At first Mr. Kindberg made and repaired shocse. ‘:ngzlx;;e\s;g;lczt
bridles, and harness. Later Mr. Kindberg's son joined him in the store and they
just sold and repaired shoes. Kindberg's always carried the very bcs;t kind L"f
leather and brands of shoes, and had a large trade I know. I also rcmcmbo
Mr. Hayes who had the first men’s clothing store in Chula Vista, and the thr:;
Hayes girls who attended the Congregational Church where | also attended
I recall, also, the beautiful wedding in this church uniting the youlngcst Hayes
girl in marriage to Mr. Bert Randall, also of Chula Vista. Here are some n;&)ati
of Chula Vista's old timers, many of whom attended the Congreg;lional

Church also: The Dyers, the Austi h i
S A ustins, the Haines, the Barneses, the Albert

In time the Peters Feed Store came to Chula Vi

- sta, S
miles around, depended on this and we ranchers, for

reliable store for the needed supply of seed, feed
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grain, and hay. And, by the way, Peters Feed Store, tho somewhat enlarged.
1s still going strong at this present day of 1959, supplying many of the farmer's
needs.

When I was sixteen years of age, I lived with the Mark Skinners as a
mother’s helper. I was happy to live there and help with the children. Harlan.
the eldest, now with a family of his own, is a music teacher in our local schools
and has been for some time. Barbara, who was the baby at that time, now is
married also, and lives somewhere here in Sweetwater Valley. Harlan and
his family are also living in the Sweetwater Valley, having built a beautiful
adobe home on a hill overlooking the valley in general.

Mrs. Mark Skinner, who before her marriage was Miss Carrie Haines
and the daughter of an old time Chula Vista family, taught at the little red
one-room-one-teacher-for-all-grades school at San Miguel Mesa. My younger
brothers and sisters attended there at the time. Miss Haines boarded with my
aunt and uncle the Hahns who lived about three miles from the school house.
Incidentally, my husband. his brother, and sisters attended this school at the
same time, also. However, I did not make their acquaintance 'till some years
later. Mr. Mark Skinner, who later married Miss Haines, bad the first hard-
ware store in Chula Vista where we enjoyed trading for many years.

While I was living in the Skinner home, my uncle Hahn, who had many
horses in a mountain pasture, at this time, promised me a horse if T was able
to get it broken to ride. Well, I somewhat put the horse before the cart. as
it were, by engaging Mr. Kindberg at the leather store to make me a saddle.
This, Mr. Kindberg did, and it was truly a beautiful saddle with bridle to
match. It was then that I found my uncle had no intention of giving me a
horse.

He most likely knew full well all the complications that went along with
a young unbroken horse right off the range, and also the inconvenience of me,
a working girl, keeping a horse at all. So I, a much wiser tho disappointed
teen-ager, had to cancel my order from Mr. Kindberg, and my beautiful hoped
for saddle and bridle was soon sold to someone else.

However, the disappointment faded in time as I became interested in pre-
paring to go into nurses training. At this time The McNabb, the first hospital
in Chula Vista, was built. One wing of the hospital was to be kept for ill
old folks of the Fredricka Home. Mrs. Emma R. Saylor was in charge. or owner,
of the Fredricka Home at this time, and had much to do with the hospital also.
McNabb Hospital, tho small in comparison to some others in the county at
that time was considered having the best equipped operating room on the coast.
Consequently many doctors from other parts around brought their patients
here. McNabb Hospital also conducted a training school for nurses. I con-
sidered myself very fortunate to be enrolled here at the time. There were some
tests to pass, and I cannot tell you how happy I was to pass them and be taken
in here. The girls in training. at this time, besides myself were a niece of Mrs.
Saylor, Dorothy Fisher, Louise Walsh, Ann Rutherford, Kathleen Vaughn,
Miss Conboy, and an older woman, Mrs. Beatty. Our house doctor was Dr.
Prentice, and we had a wonderful matron, Miss Nichols. We also had one
very patient, helpful, sweet, and tiny head-nurse whose name was Betty Bonser.
This wonderful little nurse later became the bride of Albert Smith who owned
a citrus grove in Chula Vista at the time.

Mr. Smith had an ill and aged mother and father. The two were both
wonderfully cared for in their own home by this dear little nurse, and she
made their last few years comfortable and happy.
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As I mentioned before, I was living with the Mark Skinners when I
decided to take nurses training. Across the street from the Skinner’s home was
2 dressmaker, Mrs. Kendall. So it was Mrs. Kendall who made my u.mfo;:_nst;
aprons, and later my caps. We had a three months probation period, in whic
time we were to either qualify or not qu_allfy to go on with our tranm’ng.
Wasn't I the fortunate girl to qualify before my three months were up? I
firmly believe, as I look back happily. it was because of the wonderful help
and push | received from my fellow nurses, and our extra kind and under-
standing matron that I did so well. I believe all girls would do well to have,
at least, some nurses training. This kind of instruction will help greatly in
later married life, especially when the children come on. I can truly say that
my training has helped me ever so much with my own family, as well as
making it fms‘mblc for me to nurse many others besides.

Dr. George B. Worthington. who was the main doctor in Chula Vista
in those early days. brought many of his patients to McNabb Hospital. He also
took. by turn, us student nurses on maternity cases in the home. This gave

us much practical experience. And you know doctors did some delivering in
the home in those days!

I recall my first experience of this kind with Dr. Worthington. It was
in the home of the William Becketts. Mr. Beckett had a barber shop in Chula
Vista at the time. And this was their first child. a lovely, healthy, dark-haired
and eyed daughter that they named Carolyn. This being my first experience
in obstetrics alone with the doctor, I well remember how nervously I awaited
this baby’s arrival. The Becketts later moved to Sweetwater Valley and went
mnto the garden business, and raised lots of wonderful vegetables. Sons and
daughters who came later went to school with our children.

Mrs. Worthington, herself a graduate nurse. was helpful, also. She had
been a patient at McNabb at one time, having just had a serious abdominal
operation. She insisted, instead of having the usual graduate special nurse, that
we nurses in training be allowed to take turns in caring for her:

: she directing
us the while. We loved taking care of her, and learned much about operative
cases at the same time

Among the babies born at McNabb while I was in training, was the

Peters' first child, a daughter. This is the Peters family who have the feed
store in Chula Vista. Mr. and Mrs. Charles Moise's first child, a daughter,
was born at McNabb during my training period. Mr. Moise was associated
with Bank of America foryears. We nurses enjoyed taking care of the Peters’
and Moise’s babies and their mothers. | also recall another prominent first
baby born at that time at McNabb Hospital—the Ellis Mark's baby. The
Markses had a jewelry store in San Diego at that time. | especially recall the
day that Mr. Marks came to take Mrs. Marks and baby home. He brought with
him and presented to each of us student nurses, in fact to all the nurses, a gift
of collar and cuff pins from their own jewelry store. | remember how pleased
we nurses were and how we started to wear them almost immediately.

please let me inform you also how friendly
at the Fredricka Home where we nurses h

o fli]r:d“;:::;s and accommodating
ad all of our meals.
John, who is now my husband,
John was in charge of the
John brought ducks, cle
at Fredricka Home w

and 1 were going together at this time.
hunting at Sweetwater Lake. On several occasions
aned and plucked, of course, to the hospital. The cook
ould stuff and roast them into a delicious meal, There
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was always enough to go around for all the nurses, and we greatly enjoyed
this treat.

When McNabb was first getting started, we nurses lived on the top floor
of the hospital. Later there was need for our rooms so a cottage nearby was
rented for us. Altho all our meals were provided at the Fredricka Home dining
room, we could cook simple things in the cottage kitchen if we wished. Our
laundry was also done at the Fredricka Home laundry.

On my days off, I often walked out the three miles to Sweetwater Valley
to visit family and friends. I recall many happy times during my days in train-
ing at McNabb Hospital, Chula Vista, and at the Skinners' home also. Even
tho I was the only one of the class who did not remain for my entire three
year period of nurses training. I have always been happy and thankful for the
training and knowledge I received at McNabb Hospital which, as I mentioned
before. has helped me much in the care of not only my own family. but many
others as well. So I am now classed as a practical nurse with hospital training.

Dear old McNabb Hospital where I had spent two happy and well spent
years in nurses training, located north of the Bank of America in Chula Vista,

is now a privately owned hospital kept going just for the ill old folks of the
Fredricka Home for the aged.

Fredricka Home in this year of 1959 is greatly improved and enlarged.
Many new, attractive, and comfortable cottages have been added. Fredricka
Home has always been a very well kept and enjoyable place, as I remember it
even in my earlier years of association there.

Not long ago I found, to my very happy surprise, one of my childhood
teachers had a cottage there. She was my kindergarten teacher at Coronado in
about the year 1902. Her name was Miss Myers at that time. She is now Mrs.

Outcault. Her husband, Mr. Irving E. Outcault, was superintendent of San
Diego schools some years back.

I remember well and lovingly this loveable and beautiful golden haired
kindergarten teacher: also the wonderful little morning prayer-song that she
taught us to sing. We children sang our song while sitting around in a circle
in our little red chairs at the Coronado kindergarten. (I beheve this could have
been the first kindergarten school Coronado had. tho | am not sure about this. )

[ find myself singing our little morning prayer-song quite often:
“Father we thank Thee for the night,
And for the pleasant morning light,
For rest and food, and loving care,
And all that makes our world so fair.
Help us to do the things we should,
To be to others kind and good,
In all we do, in all we say
To grow more loving every day.”
Then with a quick change of melody., we would all sing, “Good morming
to you; good morning to you: good morning, Dear Teacher, we are glad to
se¢ you.”" Of course, our teacher sang, “Dear Children, I am glad to see you.”

So it was a happy reunion | had with Mrs. Myers Outcault, and | hope
to take her for a drive out here to our home in Bonita, and around over the
Silver Strand to Coronado just for old times' sake. Incidentally, Mrs. Outcault
presented me with a book of poems that her late busband wrote, which I have
enjoyed reading and which [ am very happy to have on hand in my bookcase.

o
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AnQ now sn_ll ;uing:w\\ﬂ“ L;ltxw:\l:;un](:tnl::‘l;ics ot some. very P Jadiaiae
Chula Vista, i [h‘.? (; ‘, (!,\-; 1t Rancho San Miguel _slarAtEd in the year 19'25.
Rancho San }bu:u; 5 ‘i::l was employed as foreman of this ranch. Four ladies,
when my hus and, John, Was THEL5) pn's bosses, if you could call them that.
at different times, 1\\L2L.L‘ ners A b usually resents women bosses. With
John loved 1_115 ‘Jow 1l'1];n---.v Their wonderful spirit of kindness and coopera-
these Iadacs].llig\\d.:z; lm:r:.--{ vion and helpfulness, crased any and all prejudice
tion, as well 2 nsiders

wer had for women DOSSES. '
R Il\ctwrui;; m.it mention explain all the spn‘ial‘ bljcssx;‘ig‘s th\z;;ﬂcameldtot ;;(11
who worked on this ranct luding 1':;;‘ employee s l.lln?(\j usl. 1\.[122:10 us?ne
our children to enjoy a go d swim in the lovely blue t1 & P ung‘L h, g
v dressing rooms as well. Qur children learned to swim there on these oc
hes h.n\'\mr! , Fourth of July, the ladies gave a swimming party a'nd we all
Sornib tij\xxh{n"-\a;w::; which we had a wonderful time displaying at the
swimming mr‘tl*.‘..;.n‘d ‘a:\z-u also. It was here at this r.m_ch that \»\l'edg.{so eSJoved
many wonderful Christmas parties 1n the company of all th_e adies, the em-
Slovees. and their families. We eagerly looked forward to this time eac 'yea;;
lwhm cach one of us was presented with a useful and wonderful present; suc
as. the very best of blankets, jackets, sweaters, and ever so many lovely dresses,
ote. Just before Christmas the ladies, themselves, asked the sizes of each one

of us and took the trouble to shop for us, each one individually.

received new

One year we received a car to replace our older one. This present was
given to us from the grandmother 1n this group of women. And believe this
or not. but all the employees had regular health check-ups, both from doctors
ind dentists: all services rendered being paid in full by these generous, kind,
ind thoughtful ladies of Rancho San Miguel. You will have to agree that
there are not many, if any, such bosses that render such extravagences, ['m sure.

For years the enterprises on Rancho San Miguel were the raising and
selling of avocados and citrus fruits. From their own packing plant came the
Chula Cado avocado. 1, myself, sorted and sold some of this fruit. Some of
this fruit was packed carefully and shipped to the East. At one time I bad a
route on Coronado among many new and old acquaintances there. These folks
enjoyed having me bring to their doors this wonderful, healthful salad food.
fresh-picked from the ranch where it grew. At this time both Army and N:‘{VY

fficers had homes on North Island. I was given a pass from a Commanding
Officer and was permitted to sell our avocados on this island. We also supplie

the hospital and the general kitchen on North Island at this time. The Hotel
Del Coronado used our wonderful avocados also.

The ladies took on another enterprise and Rancho San Miguel became
noted for its best of breed dogs, the German Shepherd. They were bred, raised,
and trained in modern kennels by special caretakers and trainers. 1 believe
some of the dogs became seeing-eye dogs, and body-guards during World War
H_ \\ hav." snapshots reminding us of these very wonderful bygone days at
this Chula Vista ranch, Rancho San Miguel. It may interest you to know that
this Rancho San Miguel is still operating, tho it is now mostly all in citrus
fruit; the kennels and avocados are no more a part of this ranch.

I am very sad to relate that two of our good friends, the ladies of the
}(-'lrm('r d‘:“‘ have gone to rest. However, Miss Brundred. who we always
fet was the back-bone or main-stay of Rancho San Miguel, is still the gracious
Y # d that she has always been, and she still spends much of her
ime at the ranch. Rancho San Miguel in Chula Vista is as always, a well-
kept and beautiful place, tho it is no longer the busy place it wns‘ in earlier days:
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BEHOLD LIFE'S RAINBOWS

We often hear folks say, somewhat with caution, “One should never
live in the past.”

I enjoy living in my past enough to write about it. And of course we
only live in the past by reminiscence. One does not go back and actually live
over one's past, and neither does one wish to, though history has been known
to repeat itself. I believe it is up to the individual how each one has taken
or looked upon their past experiences. Especially the sad or unpleasant times.
And what person has not had some sad or unpleasant experiences at one time
or another?

So I love to reminisce on past experiences, which is nothing more than
thought memories after all. And I believe most folks would enjoy doing so
if they took the time. And I find thinking back not only enjoyable. but
beneficial and helpful as well. That is. if we look at our past experiences in
the right light we recognize them as stepping stones, and find also that the
sad and unpleasant things in our lives were just as necessary to our growth
for the future as were the happy. pleasant times.

All mankind has a kinship in their past and present experiences. After
all, though we may not have thought much about these things there is a power
higher and above our own you know, who came to our rescue when we were
sad or in trouble, sending us friends, comfort, healed our sad heart and wiped
away our tears so that we could go on in peace. This higher and unseen power
comes from none other than your Heavenly Father, yours and mine He
created us. Therefore he knows all about us and our needs. At all times. And
in all circumstances.

ML) (S




It could be the loss of a loved one that we cannot forg,cti Ordunderstand
the why. Remember, there had been happy times with t)hls gve hone ;150_
And one usually has pictures around to remind one of them. So, though we
cannot see them or actually come in contact with them in person again in _ﬂm
life. you will find they are still in thought or whatever you wish to call it—
a part of your life as long as your own life lasts.

So with us, we speak of our lost loved ones much as‘if they are just away
somewhere, and have not altogether left us. In explanation I might say it is
like so many sympathy cards read: “"They are just away. This is real trust
and not just words. God's word. The Bible says he left us here on earth to
go and prepare another place for us. And that other place is where our loved
ones are. That is answer enough for me. The Bible also says that when we
get to that place we will meet with our loved ones, face to face, and there will
be no more trouble, sickness, death and no more parting. Here is another
comforting message from that same good Book, the book of life really.

All things that happen to us will work out together for good to us if
we love and trust God. Also that God our Father in Heaven is closer to us
than our hands and feet, so he is the unseen part of our life. 'We cannot
actually see that other place either, nor our departed loved ones from here, till
we ourselves are changed and see with a different eye. But we can believe and
be comforted, Because these things are all true. Our Heavenly Father creator
is a part of us and so are those we love, whether they are here or there. We are
all equally and at the same time in His love and care. So whether we accept
or wish to believe these truths or whether we do not will make no change in
them. They are truth and truth shall prevail.

And how about other hardships in our past life? Or mistakes some of
us h"‘w, made when we thought we knew it all? No siree, we wouldn’t take
advice from our elders, not us. We were past twenty-one and knew what
we wanted, and knew what we were doing also. John and I often talk over
our past experiences and find much to laugh about now, though at the time
we were going through these times we felt very much abused.

I remember well one time when we lived on black-eyed peas for weeks.
I {vr}wd and fixed them every way I knew how so we could eat them at all.
(And, b}' the way, I do have some good, tasty ways to fix them.) When the
butcher came around to our house I had to tell him ‘“Nothing today,” when
we would have given our eye teeth for a steak. Or even hambgur er 2;} a soup
bone, for that matter. And meat was not as expensive as it is rglow.

i s bobars
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and still are enjoying here in Bonita, owning our own home and farm. Though
we still live simple compared to some ways of life, but we do enjoy each day
as it comes, looking back on our hardships and troubles as the needed experi-
ences for our future good.

So this chapter is just a part of sharing the years and experiences with
you as I am also sharing my childhood days at Coronado, Telegraph Canyon,
Chula Vista, San Diego: my marriage to a rancher, our six wonderful children,
and now our grandchildren and two great-grandchildren. I am also sharing
with you our host of friends and our families. And these, our experiences of
joy and sorrow and past hardships are shared with you so that if by chance
you should recognize yourselves in any of them you will also find and recognize
the rainbows of life also.

And of course all the way through the book you will have noticed Our
Beloved Valley way of life, for that is where my heart and home is. And I
can truthfully say life is wonderful. I am glad I was born and very happy
to be alive. I enjoy what comes my way every day and, I should add, what
I do not enjoy I leave in better hands than my own. This is a safe and wise
thing to do, believe me.

And I will say again I do at times enjoy living in the memories of my
past life, and it is all because I have found out these great truths of life. There
are and always will be rainbows after our storms in life. A gift to us from our
Heavenly Father who is all-wonderful and lovable, who directs our paths and
opens our eyes to beauty and our hearts to our many blessings. I like to feel
that I am not only a part of things here in our Beloved Valley, but as having
a part in all things. So when my prayer time comes, [ pray for our President
and leaders, our friends and family and all the world in general. I pray the
Lord to give them all the wisdom, health, strength, courage and inner joy
they need to carry on all of their duties. I know the Lord will do this even
if 1 do not ask him. But our prayers and interest in others give us a partner-
ship with God and a share in all things. And I have found being a partner
with God is to be in harmony with the best in life of everything.

There is one mistake I have made in life so far that I am sure I will never
be making again. And why I am so sure I will never repeat this mistake is,
first. because there would not be time left for me to do so. And secondly and
my very best reason is because, while for years I have been trying to figure
out what I thought in the first place could have been a mistake, was not in
the least a mistake after all. That is, with a few exceptions now and then,
when there is no earthly reason for non-cooperation, such as this. Boy! Oh,
boy! I am so angry this moment at a certain John Esterbloom I am going
straight into the house and not come near him till 1 have to at supper time.
And it is at these unpredictable times that I believe somewhat I could have made

a great mistake in marrying Farmer John.

You should see my lovely syringa vine, mowed to the ground. It ook
me three years of special and careful pruning and watering of this wonderful,
fragrant, flowering vine to get it where it was. Growing over almost one-half
side of our old ranch house and covering our west window which is over the
sink and here | work quite often. And where the afternoon sun always shone
in and bothered me so much.

I know I could have curtains or a shade up at this window, and will
probably have to resort to something of the kind now that my vine 1s gone.
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But 1 enjoy nature’s curtains so much more, and blt;SldL'S IS?H,‘WI tcgluvldb;zgsfhad
built their nest in a secluded place from the outside but “fr:u; L o rcu;:
my kitchen window the birds flitting n and out, gomlg géc; Ow"t ik t%ug

their nest was hidden from our window also. But id know 1 ere,

hidden among the greenery of this lovely vine.

many months ago. It was his doctor’s orders for
So he has been working at lighter jobs here
Pruning seems to be his favorite

John had surgery not
him to take it slow for a while.
and there and also here on our home ranch.
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ijob. When he gets the pruning shears in his hands, look out! You are liable

to lose your ears.

You see. John is definitely a farmer. To his way of thinking everything
growing must be cut down every year. He plows the ground and plants the
seed for his different crops. When the crop is over it comes down completely,
whatever it is, and is plowed under or taken care of otherwise. Then he starts
all over again from the ground up.

For years now the children and I had kept up our home place, with once
in a while the willing help of the little wet-back Mexican, which as you know
we have no more. But now at this time our children are grown and married
with homes of their own and John and I with no other help take care of our
home grounds. Today, after the sad experience of finding my vine cut down
I decided to keep close track of John when he goes out to prune, or our place
would look like a piece of ground ready for planting the seed in no time at all.

I can say for him he sure does a thorough job by the way my lovely vine
looks at this moment. But as this is just one of my experiences in life that
I do not enjoy I'll skip over it, hang up some curtains for the time being,
and guard the rest of the growing things he is liable to clip down. Hiding
the pruning shears might help also, so 1 may resort to that if necessary.

7.;:}m simply said, (always assuming that men know what is best in most
everything), “Why make such a fuss about it? You ought to be glad I cut

it down. I got tired of coming into the kitchen in broad daylight and finding
you with the light on.”

And here I was, practically in tears

out b g .
out both sun and light. And I am for sun and light also a hundred percent
when it is in the right place. What w

as a little ex ¢ ici y
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Then, some time later, after we had moved from Coronado and lived
in the country in Telegraph Canyon where our nearest neighbors were three
miles away and there was nothing but grazing hills all around you for miles,
my dream of what my intended husband’s qualifications would have to be
became more definite.

He would have to buy or rent a houseboat in which we could live on
the water, in the water, and could view the water from every window of our
home all our lifetime.

“But where would you have your houseboat anchored?”” I was often
asked.

“Obh, in some nice place in the bay or on a river or lake somewhere.
Anywhere but on the ocean,” I would explain.

"I would love to live near the ocean but not on it as I always get sea-
sick.”

~ "And what about your children on a houseboat. You would sure have
a time raising a family surrounded by water,”" I would be cautioned by my
elders.

Then I would plan and tell in detail how I would have a place fixed
so the children couldn’t possibly fall overboard. Besides we would teach them
how to swim early in life, just as we had to be taught living above the water
in a boathouse.

" Learning from experience caring for my younger brothers how children
soon learn to climb fences, etc.. I would provide for this also by not having
anything in their play place for them to climb on till they really learned to
swim well enough to come up and swim to the landing if they fell overboard.

Oh, I had wonderful ideas of a play place with sand box, and a dish pan
like Mother had, and put just enough water in it to sail a tiny boat, or keep
fish, pollywogs or turtles in.

I believe I was about fourteen or fifteen years of age when I next changed
my dreams of the ideal husband. I'm sure this ideal this time was prompted
by my three handsome English-descent cousins that I had not seen in years,
and now we lived close enough to visit them quite often.

This time it was not what he would have to have as a home but what
I desired about his looks. He would be a tall. blond good-looking Englishman
with an English accent. I had really decided at this certain age.

Not more than a year later I changed my ideal completely, as I remember.
I'd settle for a baggy-pants old salty like my father, only not so strict, and he
would have to shave off his moustache in case he had one like Dad had. Just
5o he liked the things I liked. Outdoor life, travelling some, and camping out
at least once a year, taking our children also wherever we went. Also agreeing
to live at least part of the time by the ocean or bay where our children could
play in the sand and sail tiny boats at the end of a ball of kite string, letting
the tiny vessel sail out as far as it could go like my brother and I had done
at Coronado a few years back.

And now as I look back reminiscing [ remember I always included chil-
dren. I guess that must have been Mother Nature knocking at my door. And
too, I have always loved to take care of children even when I was only a child
myself.
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I am not quite sure why I changed my ideal to a m‘ar‘l.[]:k'c anftga;ioltnless
it could have been because I had hmrd_ so often at the lnim. ¢ lsbe: e S :'31:
old man’s darling than a young mans slave.” And as . erm};lond e “2
I was also disappointed in a certain snmconc_who was young, and-
some and who was my boy friend at the time.

Shortly afterwards while I was in training for a nurse I'ch(a)r;)ged m‘y plans
again. This time I really thought I meant business. Oh_. me! i , my! ?Vhat
ideas we do get and what different things change our m_mds. "his time I was
most definite 1 thought. And this decision came 1O mind while experiencing
my first obstetrical case, alone with a woman 1n labor.

[ firmly decided I would not marry at all. I would finish my trai_ning post
course in the care of infants and children. And then I would travel with people
who could afford a traveling nurse for their children; like my mother before
me. I knew | would want the fellowship of children. But I was not ready to
experience what I had witnessed on this, my first obstetrical case.

Oh, Boy! What immature ideas we do get and what great changes we
do make

And then when the big moment comes and he actually appears in the flesh
with the big question, mistake or your ideal doesn't really matter. You just
take for granted he will be what you hoped he would be. And if he is not
(and what man is altogether what an immature girl's ideal generally is) scon
it 18 too late to change your mind, you are so well anchored with what you

have got in the scramble, mistake or not. It doesn't make too much difference
usually.

Funny it never occurred to me that I would marry a farmer. But here

[ was, married to a farmer, and even before I actuall
ing or received

: y finished my nurse's train-
i my diploma. And Farmer John, as you have read in my former
book. doesn’t like camping out, nor traveling of any kind except from ranch
to ranch in a truck or plowing the soil on a tractor. And he would rather live
'n a cave in the mountain side than find himself living in a house boat. He
also hates the beach and ocean. and I love it, so that is that. And John, though
2 rather good-looking blond, even up to date, is not of English descent with
an English accent. John is of Swedish descent and the only time he has an
accent 15 when he is riled up and then I do not know just what kind of accent
you would call it. Good old Farmer John.

e (l)dnu thing in which John has measured up to my expectations is his love
im“\n:l \{:\'rlh]‘;\"?(‘ll:.:]lh‘ .‘\lr.m“‘; the big thing that we have always had in com-
A ln\:r klhlr" ‘“'5_ ‘Lr\'n real close to our children and grandchildren, and
childien h.ud mlr;)\ lgwnjl Jif‘dndchlldrcﬂ to enjoy. And I am sure our love of
choice \'mlrs mukm 1(1 . ‘.’.“’”2 our contentment and happiness in making our
exposition at Balboa ]I\’a‘rr,r 1915, the year of San Diego's first and wonderful

As for Farmer John, he h

than once. And she was to h

ad a dream girl also, he has informed me more
me also.

ave much different ideas than mine are he told

"“So if you think y
you have made i > e
teen-age slang of today, “what de a mistake or pulled a boo boo,'" using the

Well do you think I did?" says Farmer John.
ell, my answer 1s we both to .
and made one grand life out of D ok our mistakes for what they were worth
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One thing I've noticed, John is just as content as I. He is much like the
bug in the rug. He never wants to leave home-port. And as I grow older |
do not blame him as much as [ used to. for I am getting to be somewhat of a

bug in a rug myself. Only John started out that way. while I had to grow
into this groove gradually.

And let me tell you right here and now, there is no place like home sweet
home, where our children, family, friends and heart is all the time. Though
I will not often turn down a chance to go camping in the summer time, nor a
short trip up north along the coast with my sister and brother-in-law who
always have such nice, comfortable and reliable cars, and they are such good

sports about taking me with them. Of course John can go too, he is always
invited also. But he always refuses.

So let the other bug stay in the rug if he wishes. I'll be back and join
him when the trip is over. And now we are sure it was best for us not to have

married our youthful ideals. For taking potluck as we did gave us some won-
derful rainbows.
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RANCHO PEQUENO

Rancho Pequeno has been our home now for thirty-eight years and over.
We love our old place. It grows dearer to us Esterblooms every year. Our
children enjoy their old home, and so do our grandchildren. And we have
many happy family gatherings and outdoor picnic dinners.

~ Jobhn and 1 are Rancho Pequeno's sole occupants at this time. However
it 1s not for long as we have visits from our grandchildren and other relatives
and friends who love to come and stay with us occasionally.

Qur house was built by the home talent method, relatives, friends and
ourselves doing the job. It is built on the board and 't;anen styl'e with a flat
roof. This was to please me mostly, as John cautioned me ‘about flat roofs
often becoming leaky. Ours has never leaked anywhere except along one rafter,
when the fireplace was added, which was an after thought Ion‘ after the house
was completed. So I would say our home talent boar(jﬁn.(] b-lit;u;n ranch house
has stood the years well and has much happy living in ‘it slilll

There are several very 5AS0NS W :
was the lack of time, T {1\1 %:[);;fr r:j::?ns ::hv e Buile by howe SUE SN

: as, our funds were low.

‘hl]d\ o :‘w iM this particular time folks did not ¢

L e /¢
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e did not furnish us with a house, though
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hat better,
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home. Property here in Bonita was low in price at this time and easily obtain-
able. And as we did not have the needed cash my father and brother helped
to finance this property for us. My brother also helped us get our house well
started. We in time paid our folks back and Rancho Pequeno became our
property completely.

I believe the happiest people are those who own homes of their own. no
matter how grand or how simple your home may be. And this is about the
first thing we have urged our children to purchase—a home of their own.

. And I am bappy to say I believe the era of not wanting to rent to folks
with children has gone somewhat, for there will always be children, God bless
them, and some folks do have to rent I suppose.

Rancho Pequeno started out with no other houses on the top of this hill
but ours. It is now a well built up hill. Wonderful homes in all directions.
Though ours is really the only ranch among them. At this time it is only one
acre in size. Thus the name Rancho Pequeno, which means Small Ranch in
Spanish.

We acquired our forty-five acre ranch below in the Valley later. Our farm
land took much clearing of brush, willow and leveling before John and our
two sons got it in shape to farm.

And now I thought you would like to know how Rancho Pequeno got
its name and what we usually do here on this home place, and also down on the
farm, at this time of year.

I will explain first how Rancho Pequeno got its name. A little old lady,
eighty-some years old, suggested the name. This sweet, industrious, under five
foot person was born in Spain and was of Spanish descent. She was also my
own grandmother. We most always called her Granny.

When she was around twenty years of age she married an Englishman
who was in the service, after which Granny lived in both England and Ireland.
Later her husband passed away. Years passed. Granny's two children, a son
and a daughter, came over here to live in our wonderful country of America.
They decided to remain here and both became citizens.

In later years Granny also came to America. Her daughter sent for her
and she lived happily here and there in the homes of her two children. She also
visited her grandchildren, of whom I was one, as I mentioned before.

Granny was gifted in many kinds of arts and interesting works. and
taught and interested us in her talents also. Granny could walk miles, even
walking the five or six miles from my aunt’s ranch in Telegraph Canyon to the
top of our hill to our house here in Bonita, where she loved to visit.

She would first stop at Dad’s place, which is just a stone’s throw below
our place, do all she could for her son. who was a widower at the time with
two sons to care for, and after her visit there a week or so she would come up
for a couple of weeks' visit at our house.

I never could figure out where Granny got her endurance. She was in her
late seventies when she made these long walks and performd these ever so many
strenuous duties. Of course we would have driven up for her, and we always
took her home. But she would make up her mind to surprise us.with a visit and
here she was. We were always happy to have her visit us.
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And one day I decided 1 wanted a name for our sx;n?“ vI?)laf‘e.h‘il;lhl:: c:’x:f
in reality a ranch, even at this time. You see we hgd l}n “‘ ?O: e
selves. So we had cows, chickens, ducks, lurlu's'_s~ an l.l IO)I'S;M el We
to ride. We had corrals and barn .md' a place [O‘ ’O‘U‘“S An% therye. W
churned our own butter and of course had our own €ggs. 5

5V > ) > our animals on.
grazing grounds all over the hill to stake out our &

[ wished to give our ranch a Spanish name, on account of our plro;;?r-
tv's early history as it was part of the large Spanish grant, Rancho de la Na-

cion. which is still the title of our deeds So I asked Granny for a suitable

Spanish name

She spoke up quickly, “Name your little place ‘Rancho Pequeno’. That

means ‘Small Ranch’ in Spanish

¢ all decided that Rancho Pequeno was truly the right name for our

lace. This of course made Granny extra happy, and more so when

nted and put up the sign which is still today on our bamboo fence at the
of our place, with the name “Rancho Pequeno” and our name.

And now that we have a number of address, you will find this number
1dded on this, our original sign also. 1 have to paint this sign now and then
to keep it bright enough to read easily. And occasionally I also have to trim
the cactus that grows extra fast along the bamboo fence that covers our little
sign so 1t cannot be read by the passer by.

['his somewhat cherished sign is just one of the memorials of my dear
Castilian Spanish Granny, who has gone to her well earned rest these
many years now, And who loved America and our way of life, extra well.
So in return we have lovingly laid her among the green pastures of beautiful
Glen Abbx \'1 where many of our loved ones lie also, right across the hill from
us here in Bonita

little

L And now would you care to know what usually goes on at Rancho
[»_'L.]l!x'nu and down on the farm usually at this time of year? Today is Sat-
urday, August the eleventh, nineteen hundred and fifty-eight. And just now
our Tigs, guavas. grapes, sapotas and some avocados are nice and ripe begging
to be picked and eaten. So I will soon go out in the yard and gather some
frutt, and after | have washed them I will have them sitting in baskets on our
large kitchen table so we may all have a share in eating them over the week end.

i ’l)x’n‘.v}r)\‘:fn the farm John and our son Sam and their helpers are just now:
m\‘ }r,:\‘\l (-.J\ln for some time, harvesting the corn and melons to furnish OBt
o roadside stands. We are all kept pretty busy during this season.

our s};};d?l:.tirﬁ;‘»h\ ';“Ym" ranch the phone rings often, as besides selling at
i ah ‘w‘--‘,‘ orders tor our local markets over the phone also, If they
our \’l‘lin;', h)]kI: “nI: at our son's home lht‘_\' call us. And too, | bi\by"sit fpr
late in the evening ‘;)musF keep the stands open from early morning to quite
18 not a good mdi”. n1 "f}“"m of ”_“‘ many cars that come to our stands it
s Ay .(i place for the children to stay or play, so they must come

— y jr to Grandma (that's me), and we take turns caring for them.

. and so S .
help this year. And ?ft:]?n'"; [2rming and working together with very little
dovwn the Bill to (b m\m :‘ 8¢t an order it means that I myself must drive
slter women fulls l’- t stand with a message or orders for produce. ¢

ften delive ;
there is no time for lhu::‘l (:1;.1;:«':; (]ll:ndw‘. Ir-‘r oo Badali
¢ stand to take time out
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Breakfast is usually quite early and there is not much time for ralk.
Supper or the evening meal often takes place here as late as eight-thirty P. M.
at this time of year.

As the days are so warm many of the ranchers irrigate their crops and do
much of their work in the cool of the evening, and with this new time the eve-
nings are nice and long. So the rancher usually works till it is too dark
to do so.

I eat at six and take advantage of the long evenings also. I irnigate up
here on the home ranch at this time, as the sun does not take up the water
as it does in the day rime. And I believe watering in the evening not only
saves water, soaking in so much better, but | find it enjoyable to do my out
door work in the cool of the evening. Also I feel better in health when | eat
my evening meal early.

Now in explanation of our roadside stands. Many of you have maost
likely bought at our stand or other roadside stands. And you have probably
seen them and their advertising signs along the highways. Most all vegetables,
fruits, honey, etc., can be had fresh-picked from the ranch and at a cheaper
price as well at these roadside stands.

Our roadside stands are built mostly of the bamboo that grows wild on
our farm, and in other places in the river bottom land. The men gather it
cutting it down with a long chopping knife or saw, in the lengths they want
to use. Sam has cut quite a lot of this bamboo this year and has it stored
in bundles ready for use or sale. This bamboo can be used for patios, fences,
bean poles and many other things also. We have a fence here on Rancho Pe-
queno made of this bamboo that is over twenty years old, so you see it is long-
wearing also.

Esterbloom stands have made quite a name for themselves. Our corn,
melons and other produce secem to bhave the quality folks enjoy and can de-
pend on. We guarantee every purchase. So if you are not happy or satisfied
with what you have bought you may bring it back and receive better, or your
money back, just as you wish.

We do not have this happen often. But you know even an expert picker
can make a mistake once in a while. Picking too ripe or too green.

You will find our two stands along Sweetwater Road. Our cldest stand
is a quarter of a mile beyond the Bonita bridge, going cast. The other most
recent and permanent stand is on the Bonita road on the other side of the
Valley iust beyond the dairy farm. The dairy is on the south or nght side of
the road, going cast. Our stand is on the left, going cast. under some pepper
trees. A short driveway leaving the highway just beyond our sign will bring
you to it.

At one time down on our farm we had cows. calves, pigs. rabbits. ducks,
and of course horses. As our hill built up and this property became zoned
we had to move most of our animals on our farm below. We raised much of
the meat that went on our table. We also raised pure-bred cattle from calf 1o
milk cows and sold them when grown to the daines

We also kept pure-bred bulls for service when many folks around here
had their own milk cows, I sketched a picture of this enterprise in my first
book. John with his truck and trailer, the bull's head in sight over the trailer
gate. | sketched this just to show John had an improved and more modern
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method than they did in former days, when the men on ]tqh? ra\l:l{cli)k_led th_etg
mother cow to visit the papa cow at the end of a rope or ¢ a!?).f a mgl“]: e
them often the distance of a mile. I just couldn’t scc"th:\;5 cgu;}se 5 a

to learn for myself about ranching and such after marrying Farmer John Ester-

bloom.
We also raised calves and beef for the butcher.
About our horses, John and I started out with a team of horses for travel,

as cars were scarce in those days. And later we kept a horse or two when our
children were growing up, as they loved to ride over the hills with friends.

At this present time we have no livestock of any kind on our ranch. Once
in a while a grandchild keeps a horse in our empty corrals up here on the home
ranch, Rancho Pequeno, as they too love to ride with their many friends who
have horses up here on the hill.

We are in the process of selling our farm land below at this time. We
have talked it over with our children, and they too think it a wise thing to do.
John and I are both at the age when we need to slow down. However we plan
to keep and live our lives out at Rancho Pequeno.

Our son Sam, who knows and enjoys farming, will continue to do so,
and will also have at least one roadside stand going. John will help Sam when
he needs his help if I know John, as John loves farming also. But here on the
hill we can live among ranching and country life, helping here and there oc-
casionally, without taking part in the more strenuous part of farm work as we
used to in days gone by,

Today has been a hot day here in Sweetwater Valley. On our porch here
at Rancho Pequeno the thermometer went up to 90 degrees at 12 noon. I have
been in and out of the house, watching and attending to the irrigating of our
fruit trees. This takes much time and watching, as we wish the trees to get
well watered without having any water wasted.

| I also put out a big washing. And not with Tide clean, either. I prefer
White King D. It does a better job for me with John's extra dirty ranch
clothes. Hope the Tide people don't get me for this, but when I hear so much

about Tide clean over the TV 7 G . :
wash witlh \‘ti:?tr: K\zr‘\r»! 1}3‘ TV T often wish they could see my nice white

After I put my wash on the line ] cle
lunch for John, who ordered two extr
stand.

aned out some cupboards and fixed
a lunches packed to take down to the

This afternoon, between phone ¢
book. Then I straightened the whole
down to the Bonita Store and did o

alls, I did have two hours to write on my
house in general, dusting some, and went
il 1y Saturday marketing and got the mail.
Now ‘ i
ol will weite 2 fon s f:sg‘\:;i‘“d 2l is quiet. And no company in sight.
\ ; €5 wen { g .
of some kind for our Sunday dinner togo:?:\lt tellomlad and BaEEEE
We usually get hom l
: ] e from church aboyt e i i i
to go I do my cooking the day before, gcncmll(:dvc.lhmy. And £ LS
Occasionally I stay 1 '
ment on f)l::llillé [wstifr: 8[;\:"[01\11:’ 33(] fS”]-Ilg MY praises with my own accompani-
et o v . bu ‘ndertully toned piano, s
irds sing along with me Just outside the windoI:v. Wh\c{:ualihi(;u;(lili?'w;;‘éh

—42

am here alone I can better meditate on the spiritual things. This keeps me
both humble and thankful for my ever so many blessings.

I'm so glad and thankful I was taught as a child about our Heavenly
Father who loves and cares for us all so lovingly each day. And when the
shadows or troubles come, as they do in all of our lives, He makes them all right
in time, heals our hearts and dries our tears. This helps us to understand. I
know there are some things that some of us will never understand here. Though
I believe we will understand all things in the land beyond. So, having great
faith in a Heavenly Father I leave the things I do not understand with Him.

Would you believe it? It is almost time for John to come up for supper.
I had mine long ago. So I will sit down with him and have a cup of coffee,
just to keep him company. We will talk about the happenings of the day down
at the stand and up here. And plan somewhat for next week.

Here he comes at last. I have ready cooked for him French toast, bacon and
eggs and apple sauce. He will wash up first, leaving the bathroom in a dirty,
splashy mess, with much of the dirt on a nice, clean towel. But he is John,
the plain dirt farmer, lovable, dependable and good. And after forty-two years
I have not been able to change his ways. (Remember John the Changeless of
my first book?) Oh, well, who cares. I'll just clean up after him later on in the
evening when I get time before I go to bed. And hang up another clean towel.
and call it a day.

I wish I could talk John into coming up for supper around six. This
would be so much easier on both of us. But he says if he once came up it would
be to stay, as he gets in a restful mood when he gets home and wouldn't care
to push himself to go back down the hill, so that's that.

I have had many busier days than this one. Especially when our children
were home and growing up. I used to can lots of fruit and make jellies, jams,
relishes and pickles. Now I put up only about a third as much. And much of
this is to give away at Christmas. However, 1 do put some of our surplus home
grown vegetables and fruit down in the deep freeze, such as corn, string beans
and melons. This way is much easier than canning, and is very satisfactory.

In former years churning our own butter was a big chore. We ended up
having a separator to wash and sterilize. But before we had a separator we
used to put the milk in crocks and pans, let the cream rise, skim the cream
off, adding each batch to the churn till there was enough to make butter. This
meant having much clutter of pans, etc., in your cooler, ice box er refrigerator.

The separator way is much easier. You just put the fresh milk as it comes
from the cow into the separator, morning and evening, saving the cream in the
churn as before till you have enough for a churning. This way you could get
rid of the skim milk after each milking and feed it to your pigs, cats, dogs and
other farm animals.

When funds get low, as they very often do between harvest seasons on a
farm, [ went out here and there baby-sitting and nursing at night. 1 could be
home with the children in the day time, and John was with them at night.

We have always had much company. Folks love to come to our place here
in the country. And we love to have them, But that did mean much extra
cooking for me and I could do very little visiting.
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However 1 have learned many short cuts in both cooking and entertain-
ing And now I can visit and have fellowship with fnmds'and family ever
so&;m.;ch more than in former days when I spent hours cooking over our hot
wood range.

We still have our old Majestic wood stove ghat I spoke of also in my first
book. And I do cook on it, even though it is quite old and has been re-
paired. It bakes well and 1t 1s especially nice to cook on during the cold weath-
er. when we wish to cook food that takes hours. [ just put my soup. stew or
beans at the back of old Majestic, where it can cook nice and slow. My oven
gets hot by this time by keeping a steady fire, so I can bake something also if
I wish. Also our water tank will now be filled with plcn;v_of hot_water for
baths or washing clothes etc. as we heat our water by a coil in the fire box of
old Majestic. Thus I can kill many birds with one stone.

However in summer | have a two-burner electric I cook on, also a large
electric fry pan, and another large copper kettle, electric also, in which I cook
pot roasts, French fries and many other things quite easily.

So when John had some extra money this summer, which he doesn’t
have often, he asked me if I wanted an electric stove. My answer was no, I
would rather have new linoleum on my floors. You see I did without an elec-
tric stove when my house was full of family all the time. Now I manage very
well without one. But we did need new linoleum on our floors. And now I have

the new linoleum on several floors, and I hope to have all new floors before too
long, which will raise my morale sky-high I know.

In the old days I did not call it a day till midnight very often as I re-
member. And, too, we brought up other children besides our own six.
the washings and ironings I had then! I sometimes wonder how I ever man-

ged when I think of those extra busy, though very happy days of the past
when our children were all home and growing up.

But now that I am a grandmother T have slowed down much, and there

1;; sn}ll chh to keep one bt_lsv even on our small ranch, though now I have time
rlu‘rg; obbies as well—writing, painting, crocheting pot holders, place mats and

I do love to work with the many wonderful
I do not crochet with the fine

assorted colors of rug yarn.
hard on my eyes,

r threads or yarns. I would consider that too

and a waste of time as well.
I do most of my crocheting whi i 3
. f my g while looking at TV. This does not sound
{:jf,h( I know. You probably wonder how I can do both at the same time.
ell, T can. And I just canno

nnot sit for very long with nothing for my hands
to do. So I keep my colorful balls of yarn and hook handyfnagndo;oonyl have

2 full drawer of crochete 1 i i
g dnl cheted things to give away as presents for different oc-

I ca i :
stress an(? :tcrc:;;n;:};sh .m,lffh if 1 do not have to hurry. 1 believe much of our
: nerves and body comes from too much rush and hurry.

Seems none of us ¢ :
s take the proper tim : : : -
wWe were part of some fast nI:()\"i-)n ime to live. We just do this and that as if

. g machinery. T f
ets us nowhere, give Y. loo much hurry and rush often
E"V uflr:n‘“il:s::'adg\(‘);s ulf‘ bad tempers and ‘worn out bodies a‘;d nerves. And
to say or do sumethirl!ag ll?i%n:lmc o enjoy what we are doing, or finding time
no help. « We often give instead unpleasant answers an

R

Yes, I have learned somewhat by this time not to hurry. Life is so much
more fun and seems to last longer, living this unhurried more simple way.
So if you are young or along in years it doesn't matter, for I am sure you will
find what I have learned and am passing on to you is all true.

I often feel sorry for the workers who must buck the heavy traffic morn-
ing and night. I notice the many that drive through our Valley, always in a

mad rush it seems, going or coming. And I often wonder that there are not
more accidents than there are.

I, myself, with no outside job just now, can arrange my trips in the car

at such times when the traffic isn't so rushed. So my driving is not very often
a strain, but a pleasure.

And as for shopping nowadays, most of us have shopping centers close

by, and our driving out here in a country place is much easier than in the
farger towns.

So I believe our home place, Rancho Pequeno, is just in the right spot
for us, who love the slower, quieter and more simple way of life.
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HOME SWEET HOME

There is a slogan that reads something like this: ““Your home is where
your heart is And though this could very well be true, there were times
when my own particular and more true slogan would read like this: ““Any-
where | hung my hat was home sweet home to me, especially when my body
had to follow my heart in so manv places.” '

Imrr is the way it was with me for many years. During that busy time
[ never felt like I actually belonged. or came home to my own home completely.

% font in - .
- r(r)l-] I v}‘,m#.ui _”:.!‘ out (]n‘ thic front. back and side doors of our house.
ep 1ere OOked, did the launc ry. Eve > re eve 1
one usually does in one's home B L en enjoyed the ever so e thl'ngs
my own home ducirr o ome. But I had to be in so many other places besides
'Y own home during the day or night, week after week, | wasn't sure just
where my home really was

e l{l-.}n I\I\r mm;.\‘“y“‘u.“’[“ understand what | mean. An outside job per-
: F 1ldren always having to be taken here and there for lessons ete i ht
could be too many social aclivities, or 100 many errands rushing around here
and there keeping us on the go mntmunuslv‘l And [i].k)st J]wﬁy; with this

Llw.ixm?}m the back of our minds, “I do wish I could stay home today. There
re so many things [ would like to do right here at home." ay.

And most of Y W
and then fix it ‘l:.:““:h[' :‘h‘”k ¢xtra hard to be able to buy a home of our own,
1 X P Just the way we wish to [ive ' :
. - X : e. A g : re e
time to stay home or enjoy our home life properly Snd then we HaveliEls
after day, perly. So off and on we go, day

Suddenly somethi op m
\ ng happens t e 4
a0 hiiine. & Hap] o change all this hurry. You may and must
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With me it was a pretty bad fall on our much enjoyed brick porch.
Funny, how I called this accident “my home-coming.” And for me it was
just that. I was hurrying across the porch this morning after watering a few
plants and putting feed and fresh water in the cage of parakeets belonging to
our grandchildren. Besides I had my whole day planned. I wounld work away
from home the hours I was expected to work, come home, put out my wash
and write some letters I had thought.

Well, my plans were all changed. I ended up calling a friend on the
phone. When I could get up on my feet, that is. No one was here on the
place but myself at this rime. I later decided this was a blessing in disguise,
as | had to make an effort to do for myself, which I might not have done had
someone been around to call on. My friend came immediately and took me
to the doctor in Chula Vista.

When the doctor finally came around to me. though this was supposed
to be an emergency. he looked me over and said “Well, Mrs. Esterbloom,
what seems to be the trouble?”” The X-rays showed later my right arm was
broken at the elbow. And diagnosed that I was still in shock. Both knees in-
jured some, and a bump on my head the size of an egg. I had broken my
glasses in the fall, but no glass had entered my eyes, fortunately. Two black
eyes appeared next morning, with more coloring of blues, blacks and purples
finally reaching down as far as my neck line.

Oh, I was a sight, and felt like it too.

As I waited in the doctor's office for attention I thought how wonderful
it was to have friends you could call on. Here she was at this moment waiting
patiently. God bless her to take me back home again and to see before she
left if there was anything she could do to make me more comfortable.

And, too, she had come to my rescue at 3 moment's notice. She hadn't
even inquired why or if I should want her to call some of our own family. Of
course the reason I hadn't called my own family was because I did not wish to
unnecessarily alarm them. And I also knew it would be inconvenient for the
ones near by to drive me to a doctor, which | knew I would be needing at

this time,

Gradually, later, when I was over the shock of my fall somewhat, many
thoughts kept coming to my mind. Who would do all the things [ had been
doing I thought, as I realized 1 was not in the best of shape to attend to any of
my jobs just now.

My worries were short-lived however, as I lay there in my nice. clean and
restful bed. [ had been detained at the doctor's office for two solid hours.
And of course I was in pain from my break and bruises also. making the time
seem much longer than it really was. The doctor had sent me home with pills
for pain if 1 needed them. And of course | did have some pain, naturally,
after I got home and for two or three days afterwards.

But here I was content and happy to be home completely. Fven in this
banged uo condition. The wish I had in the back of my mind had come true
at last. And best of all I realized my accident as a blessing in disguise. Here
at last I could just lie and rest with not a thing on my mind that I had to do.
And no place I had to go. This was too good to be true I kept thinking as |
dropped off into a restful and sound sleep.
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Now and again, as I said, I realized some pain. The bitter with the
sweet, you know, though I never fully awakened for hours, even at the pain-

ful moments.

1 riends and even the doctor noticed my content and appar-
entlvl\l(;l:p;?;'msl[l)yi'r‘iltj land remarked, "'l haven’t seen anyone take a banging up
like you have for a long time now.” I suppose they could have thought the
bump on my head had given me this slap-happy look I had on my face, just
intending to encourage me some, when little did they know how I really felt.

It was six weeks and over before I drove the car, though I could have
driven much sooner I am sure. The only times I left our home was on the
necessary trips to the doctors—the physician and eye doctor. The jarring of
riding in the car was painful at first even though John, who took me on these
necessary trips mostly, drove as carefully as he could. And because John hates
to shop for groceries I did the marketing on the way home from the doctor's.

However I soon decided differently and let my family and friends get our
groceries, as everyone | met seemed very unhappy at seeing my face all colors.
So I stayed out of sight for a time.

I got around our house and yard fairly well without my glasses. I had
to do without them a couple of weeks as the eye doctor wanted to be sure of
an accurate test for the new ones.

I was surprised how well I could see. especially in the distance, without
them. I could not do much the first few days after my accident, so I enjoyed
sitting around on our east side porch, looking over our beautiful view of valley
and mountains. Everything had such a clean, washed look, from the wonderful
rains we had been having. The hills close around were so nice and green. And
I was so happy and content with just loafing and looking.

It was remarkable also how quickly I was healing. And now I believe in
this Bible verse more than ever: ““A cheerful heart doeth good like a medicine.”

For truly, I did have a cheerful heart. And oh! the wonderful lessons we learn
at these times and under these circumstances,

And now that I am perfectly well again and able to driv
I have vowed never to go back into that rushed and hurrie
ever again. For I am still in that mood, the
body and heart can be together at their best.

¢ the car myself
: d way of living
re 1s no place like home, where

I will now be just wife, mother, grand
most of all home-maker. A privilege w
iob. And often we gain so little by d
highest calling, the real wife,

mother, friend and neighbor. And
€ Women so often give up for an outside
Fiap omgﬂso. Jgnd besides we really miss our
‘ real mother, the -

in the lcas; mean housekeeper, | definitely mean honi.?e{;};(lzxe?c r'TI!'i;-)klzrverI dsoe:ioi
Job takes in all we women can give to make our home life l}.m heave ():: z ;;1
1t 1s supposed to be for all concerned, including ones self also R

So you will probably find me at home
could find me writing on this, my second b

now most of the time. And you
love visitors. We could have 3 cup of tea, ¢

ook. No matter if you disturb. I
offee or juice while we visit,

L Aln(i you n;;w find me, instead of
where 1 do much of my writing and i

step out here however, for thisgis wh:::ny S oings o 1 g

of hurrying across it Sty tha o rh:ul. tripped and fell in those past days

in the house, on our nice sheltered porch
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It is always so quiet and peaceful out here. And as I lock up from my
writing from time to time to rest my-eyes, I can feast on our surrounding view.
All it lacks is an ocean I have often said, if it lacks anything, which it doesn’t
really.

Today. by the way, is April the fourteenth, nineteen hundred and fifty-

eight, just to give you a definite date. This I do for you every once in a while
as I ramble on.

We are having such nice, clear and close-up views and sun-shiney days.
The old San Miguel mountains, so lovely to look upon at this time of year,
are covered with green and yellow patches between the usual blues, greys and
purples.

Our green hillsides are also covered here and there with wild flowers,
among them my favorite wild brown-eyed Susans.

A crop of barley hay growing just across on the other side of our fence,
tall and heading out, is almost ready to cut. Now it ripples and shimmers on
down the hillside as wind and breeze blows through this tall green and wonder-
ful crop of matured grain. Makes one feel prosperous and thankful to live out
in the country.

I notice too just now the wild canaries and other wild birds happily
splashing around in our bird baths. And a tiny rabbit who comes under our
fence to feed on our bermuda-grass lawn is now in sitting position, ears straight
up, listening cautiously for danger noises.

Our flower garden is extra bright and pretty this time of year, though
it is planted mostly into geraniums, fortunately, though, of many colors. A
special bed of dark lavender pansy-like pelargonium takes ones eyes first.

We also have tropical fruit trees in this sheltered spot and many other nice
green shade trees. Our fruit trees consist of figs, bananas. avocados, sapota,
loquat and cherimoya. Other trees are elm, pine, pepper and a lovely flowering
tree | call the golden rod tree on account of its beautiful yellow-orangey colored
blossoms, though this is not its proper name. 1 will ask about the name of
this tree some time when I am at the nursery.

We also have a small family orchard, bearing apricots, seedless limes,
several kinds of guavas, a peach. a nectarine, several lemon. grapefruit and naval
orange. We also have two olive trees.

A brother of John's always picks and cures the olives from our two trees,
e dividing the crop with him.

We also have concord grapes. The children in our neighborhood are

ually very good about not getting at our fruit before it is ripe. We have

persuaded them to come and ask and if the fruit is ripe we are glad to share
with them. So we do not have to scold often.

The Chinese elm I spoke of on the sheltered side of our house helps to
shade our unroofed porch. This elm is the kind that is dormant in winter so
we have the nice warm sun when we need it and also the nice shade in summer.

This wonderful Chinese elm tree was a present to me from one of my
very best friends, who not only gave me the tree as a present, she also planted it
right where you will find it growing. This she did just a year before she
passed away. It has just completed leafing out again, and as I think of her
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lovingly as I do so often I reminisce on the wonderful times she and I had
together, camping out, exchanging plants“and painting together at the adult
art class in the U.S.0O. building of our nearby town Chula Vista. We also
shared many other hobbies and homey pleasures common to us both.

I have many other like and living memorials from friends and rg‘latives.
Just now, along on the inside of our fence, is a rose bush in bloom with two
different colored roses on the same bush, pink and red, and throwing off a
delicate but sweet fragrance. This rose bush is also 2 memorial. And often
my thoughts of our loved brother-in-law, are like this. “Thank you, Monroe,
for your lovely roses. They come to us regularly year after year to enjoy in
memory of you."”

We also have an orange blossomed Tacoma vine that we call the Gramma
Anderson vine, as she gave this vine to us years ago. She has gone to her well-
earned rest also, God bless her. This, her memory vine, is dormant in winter,
and comes out in late spring, showing clusters of beautiful orange colored
blossoms. We have this vine on our garage and clothes yard fence, and here and
there in our yard you will find many such loved and enjoyed memorials.

Being a native Californian I also have manv beautiful flowering cactus
and succulents which also belong to the cactus family. They range in colors of

yvellows, lavender, pink, light and dark reds and a wonderful assortment of
white blooms.

Some are odorless, others are very fragrant,
that just lives for one night sends a wonderfyl
open windows, so we always know
to have a look at this short-lived b

The night-blooming cactus
and sweet fragrance through the
when one is in bloom and often go outdoors
ut beautiful white bloom.

Succulents and cactus are easily
box or other container, or just plan
condition of soil is somewhat |
but thoroughly. I will gladly
you come to our place.

started. Just put a leaf or piece in a
ant it anywhere in the ground where the
oose, leaf moldy and sandy. Water sparingly
§ive away cuttings of any kind that T have if

Oh how good one feels to be out

in this warm California sunshine!
'y ' : ? SR e ou ne!
:\;r.[db n:: ::]\:jndltf C[)ﬂ_t. fg‘;lrs lhlu putting it down on Paper and telling the rest
I'the world about it. e here in San Diego County y
as the saying goes. And at the rate . o de oy il

alone speaks for iteelf. folks are coming and building here, this

We have a daughter Betty livin 1
: da y g€ at Imperial Beach.
:l:s; éli!:]]:}?dd ?u!ldll)ng an_r(;ut-board motor b{;tn. T}:i;]ha}v{ecrfc}:;:bcal?i?dr};;s
31rls and two boys. he boys go fishing wi 3 1 i
the girls go rock hunting with thci% mothlerga]“olrig Ei:;\rbs‘;'lfhOccaS!Ona“)'. e
Once a year the whole :

family drives d
O year vh y | own to the v
;‘].'iolo\‘x':.e[lf}x?s vacation. 'Ih1s' year they will tak ncwcgi)olrtad? et
out 'Il'h"k(?ul of doors-' 0 brin ing e u“ 3’0"2 e
char 1§ :ﬂd] of vacation giy r agndqf Iphmm[ e JMFF;
ance to get cloger together. Th wd
chanc, g ‘ Cre are many other fol i ili
camping o ¢ A
su”gungdinl;[s tlc::lr: aa;;so. s0 they too are AmMong new and unfan(iilzrrm}ofi;nf:;
i, g nongst nature, and | believe this is one of the b :
t all families have of getting close together G
I am often invited i : d :
: to go along with oyr hil
g b | children, as the know
& rémyain a[p|h§choh_n.doesnt 1hoqgh. o I find this 2 ggod ::‘:crsowfomulgh
» 81ving them thig wonderful time to pe alon et rth :
e, ogether.
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However, we do visit them often at their home in Imperial Beach. And
as I, especially, love the shore and ocean, Betty and I and whoever of the chil-
dren wishes to go along, drive the short distance to the beach. We swim or
just wade, beach-combing the while for all sorts of pretty shells, stones, drift-
wood and other things that drift in with the tide.

You should see some of this junk, as John calls it, that I have on display
here and there on our porch. A catch-all for most anything.

And how wonderful to have a home of ones own; a place where you can
bring everything you have gathered and hoarded qnd not have to move it
unless you wish to do so. And where family and friends may come and share
with you whatever you have to offer them. And where you yourself have
found precious shelter, peace and contentment. And there are many advantages
for the ones who do not have to move often. Your friends and neighbors in
your community become closer to you somehow. Oh, I know one can always
make new friends. But I believe much in the old saying about old friends being
the best after all.

We Esterblooms have truly realized how very much both our old and
new friends meant to us when our eldest son passed away a couple of years
ago. What love and comfort they presented to us at this time. We had never
lost a child before. This truly was a great sorrow to us. And even though
we had sympathized with our friends who had, At 15 a much sadder matter
when it is your own. And there were many questions in our minds too at the
time, as our son was only in his thirties.

But when your friends are so understanding and helpful it does take
away much of the sharp edges, you can be sure. Now I know why our Lord
left us word to love one another. Because we all need each other.

Our son passed away the very first day of the New Year. I had always
looked forward to the New Year, especially, this very first day. A brand new
year to start all over again. It was a sort of rededication day for me. I hoped
and resolved to be a better person. To be kinder, more understanding, more
loving. And now how would I look upon the rest of the New Years, I thought
at this time.

And we had had such a wonderful Christmas. All our children and
grandchildren home for Christmas Eve supper. Son Jack had played on his
guitar, daughter Katherine on the piano and John on the violin. We all
joined in singing Christmas carols, hymns and other good old songs. Just a
very happy family gathering, never dreaming a tragedy was so near. We had
also celebrated Jack’s birthday the twentieth of December.

I remember well the first day of that next new year and the other two
since then. Though now the tears anq heartaches are somewhat gone, as I realize
my Heavenly Father can make all things come out for the best. And that our
son Jack is now just as close to us as he ever was even though we cannot see
or touch him actually, and also that he is still in our Heavenly Father's love
and care whether here or there.

It rained steadily that morning when the car came to take us to the Little
Chapel of the Roses at Glen Abbey, where the services were to be held, and
which is nearby—just across the hill from our home here in Sweetwater Valley.

Virginia, our son's wife, who is just like a daughter to us, and who was
sitting next to me in the little church, spoke softly and suddenly in my ear.




keep up? Please pray with

i : ose this rain will : i
Bt et e have the grave-side service

me that the rain stops and the sun shines so we can
also.”

In the Little Chapel of the Roses every seat was taken with others stand-
ing at the back and entrance aisle. Dear litele M;. Gregory, the Mlms[cr from
the Friends Church at Sunnyside had charge of the indoor service. And as

Jack was a veteran of World War II, the grave-side service was to be military.

Well! A miracle did happen for us that day. Or you could call it a direct
answer to prayer. The rain stopped suddenly, even though it had been coming
down in torrents just before the end of the indoor service. But just at the right
time, after the closing chapel prayer, the sun came out bnght' and warm; the
rain stopped suddenly, and a most beautiful rainbow came into view across
the sky in front of Old San Miguel on the east end of our Valley where it
could be seen by all who came to the service. The sun stayed out through all
of the grave-side service and for some time afterward.

Qur son’s coffin was covered with our beloved American flag of stars and
stripes. This flag was given to Virginia, Jack's wife, after a most impressive
military service and record of his time overseas, omitting the usual gun shot,
at our request.

You should have seen the many friends who came that day even though
the rain came down steadily. And the extra many beautiful wreaths and
flowers. We sent a truck load of the flowers to several hospitals. It seemed
such a shame to use them for such a short time. I guess they bloom often,
though, for just such a purpose, and could be likened somewhat to us. We too
are born for a certain purpose. When that purpose in life is accomplished we
pass on over to a new land. And another takes our place.

I was so thankful for the love and sympathy

of our family and friends
and the ever so many others who came

that day, I could hardly contain myself.

And long afterward we would co
freshly baked pie or cake
friendship.

1 me home from somewhere and find a
on our kitchen table, a token of their love and lasting

I should mention here also the ge

. . : nerous gift of some very d 1d-time
beloved family friends of Bonita. i

! A gift not often given, but one we will
.‘a\]'}-;a\-g remember. This thoughtful gift was given to our daughter-in-law

1rginia, supplying a t;'ndcr need at this time. A family plot in the prettiest
part of our Memorial Park, Glen Abbey. Right near the little Chapel of the

Roses, the first of which was used for our son's grave.

So you see what I mean by living
thoroughly. Your old friends are ever so
stand. And now I hope we too will un
including our wonderful an

in a place long enough to take root
much closer and always seem to under-
: nderstand even more the needs of others
d loving friends.

And that is just what
Meeting another's needs,
our love, understanding a

Christianity really is,
whether great or simple.
nd kindness always,

Sharing what we have.
The giving of ourselves,

I mentioned lightly one day to
5 s, ISAUPEON y some of my family, * d
;(;n;grsc;“lml:lg?ndltsns during wild-flower season., [ hz;pcatrglg;;ve ‘;Y\t:i:l rl;‘znc}:eg
Yed Susans, and also to have tiny bunches of other wonderful wild
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flowers gathered by our grandchildren or other children of our community;
blue bells, shooting stars and wild violets, like we all used to gather when
Esterbloom Hill was just a vast flowered hillside with many brown-eyed Susans
and wild yellow violets.

“"Please keep the store flowers for a wedding, or for the sick who will
enjoy them. Wild flowers are best for me.”” I added specifically.

But now that all this housing has taken place here our wild violets and
lovely brown-eyed Susans have been plowed up during the process of building.
So I have decided we should not pick what is left of our wild flowers. For
soon they would all be gone, having no blooms for seed and increase.

There had always been something especially attractive to me about the
brown-eyed Susans that grow wild around here and look so lovely in a certain
blue bean crock I have. So I usually picked one or two good sized bouquets
during their season.

But today I have picked my last bouquet of this cherished flower. And
I have decided to paint a picture of them. I will not pick them ever again.
They are prettier where they are, growing on the hillsides along our highway
here in Sweetwater Valley so all may see and enjoy them.

And as for me having brown-eyed Susans on my going away day, that
will be another’s deciding and not my own. While I am here I shall enjoy
them where they are growing, coming out into bloom in early Spring year
after year. And from my last picking of them there will be a picture on my
living room wall to enjoy all the year around.
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THE TIME WE CLIMBED OLD SAN MIGUEL

San Miguel mountain, by the way, is found at the east end of Sweet-
water Valley, and is a landmark of direction to many people of San Diego
County. And let me explain here and now, there are actually three Miguel
mountains in one, instead of the seeming one mountain you see from this
Valley or west side here.

~ Old San Miguel, the largest of the group, is in the background. Mother
Miguel you will find nestled close, in front toward the left side of San Miguel,
and Baby Miguel nicely placed almost in the middle and directly in front of
both larger mountains.

I found this all out for myself while we were on the climb.

So closely related and placed is this group of mountains that they have the
appearance, from this west side here in our Valley, of being just one mountain.

So f e of oue , : i
e ar. on our side of San Miguel there are no homes, with the exception
of a dairy ranch. Two or three houses are included—the owners' house, one

for guests or relatives, and one f T i
i L g or the help. There are barns his
is on Baby Miguel - s

" tI51.1m W illiams, v-i.m i5 now doc.c:tseq. built the first house and dairy barn
n the mountain. After his death his widow sold out and she and a son and
family bought a ranch and moved to Lawson Valley. The new 03 ner is a
Mr. Thompson, 1 believe, and we have heard rumors .of his sciling \:’o a con-

tractor or dt‘\'\’]()])i‘“g h”[l who expects Vcl() [hi .(!( l S’] I\I[Iguel i“
EXpects to de ol s side of n 1
the near fulu e.
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You so often hear folks refer to this group of San Miguel mountains as
dear old San Miguel, so majestic and colorful. Some time before World War
Two there was a beacon light erected on San Miguel. This was in use for some
years, directing the air traffic to and from San Diego airports. This light
came on every evening at sundown and was a friendly sight, as it turned around,
giving off its shining light in all directions. We folks here in Sweetwater Valley
missed this friendly beacon for some time after its discontinuance.

On a higher mountain farther southwest called Lyons Peak now shines
the new beacon light. The new beacon is found to be a more direct and suitable
guide I understand.

Many people both old and young have climbed San Miguel no doubt.
And many have told me of their climbing more than once. And now I wish
to tell you of the time we Esterblooms, all eight of us at the same time, climbed
this mountain.

John, the husband and father of this clan, had climbed the Miguels before,
many times, as a boy. He said he always invited his city friends on a climb
when they came out on vacations to their ranch, which was at the foot of the
San Miguel mountains. John also told the children and me of the times the
children with their teacher, from the little red, one-room, one-teacher-for-all-
grades school, at San Miguel Mesa where he and his brother and sisters attended
at this time, took a picnic lunch and went on a climb to the very top of old
San Miguel.

But now this is John and I and our six little Esterblooms years later on
this climb. I myself had never climbed this montain before this day.

We had at this time a little old Scotchman boarding with us who was
our Valley's best landscape gardener and took care of and planted many of
the Valley's prettiest gardens.

We Esterblooms had just gotten over a bad case of whooping cough. We
were all still coughing badly at times. Strange as it may seem John and I
always came down along with our children in all these childhood diseases. And
though it was quite troublesome to be thus afflicted, none of us ever were left
with any serious after effects as far as we knew.

I do believe this case of whooping cough was the worst on us of them all.
Our isolation sign “Keep Out’* that was tacked on our doors in those days had
just been removed a couple of days before. We were just finishing our Sunday
dinner. One of the children coughed, then one after the other and myself and
so on. I'm sure it was annoying to anyone who appeared at our table, and it
proved to be quite annoying to old Scotty, who spoke up suddenly this day
at the table.

“Do you really want to get rid of that cough?”
“ We sure do, Scotty,” we all said in one breath.

And I, knowing Scotty believed in Christian Science and not drugs, was
curious as to what he would prescribe as a remedy.

“Climb San Miguel, all of you, this very afternoon,” he recommended
seriously.

“Climb San Miguel? Why I couldn’t climb a mole hill just now, to say
nothing of climbing a mountain,” 1 spoke up puzzled.
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I thought Scotty was joking so ['continucd. “We are not in shape for
a good walk on level ground, Scotty. You ought to know that. And besides
you know you could never persuade old stick-at-home John, I offered hope-
fully, adding again, “['m sure now you must be joking.

“Joking! Nothing of the kind!" said Scotty in answer. “I never was
more serious in my life.”

I almost dropped dead with shock and surprise when husband John
sanctioned Scotty's idea a hundred per cent. And at this hour of the day? I
was flabergasted I can assure you.

But with much misgivings I got the children and myself ready. It was
just two o'clock in the afternoon when we left the house. It took us almost
an hour to reach the foot of the mountain. Scotty remained at home and did
up our dinner dishes.

John drove our car as far as he could on what used to be his Grandfolks’
ranch and where he himself grew up. We all got out of the car abruptly and
started up the mountain as if someone had hypnotized us into doing so.

Sammy, our youngest, was about two years old, our other five children
ranging in ages up to fourteen years. Jean, our next youngest, around four,
held on tightly to my hand, belt or dress. No need to mention I suppose that
our youngest had to be carried most every step of the way.

[ am almost sure you do not believe one word of this story. Nor do I
blame you either. I would not have believed it myself except that I actually
took part in this unbelieveable experience.

~ And if T believed in such things, which I do not, I could almost believe
Scotty had some power or spell over us at the time.

To continue cur chimb. We are now up and over Baby and Mother
Miguel. only to find to my dismay that we have to go down hill again and
over a neck of mountain that connects Mother Miguel with San Miguel before
our actual climb up on old San Miguel himself.

It was bad enough to find on the other sid i

: : e of Baby Miguel d
st;cp dlmdb lay a&cad up Mother Miguel, but when [ arri\?eci I':egrucL ala t:'grslgp;il:lf
O o O 1 > 1
Oma::p and over Mother Miguel and found what we still had to climb, I gave

I suggested to John, who insisted on goi i
; : . ed on going to the very top of 1,
that 1 \\ould_kcep the lhrec_younger children with me, lhylrls [I()) ?igiignhfl;gu:e-
r,mamdcr of his continued climb. The three older children were determined to
go on also. I know John was really thankful and happy with my idea, as he

took off almost immediately after riddi 1 . i
S e i ey fa.rt_ ing himself of his young son whom he

The older children were tired, I could see
on with their father, so on they went.

I spread a light blanket T had take
n alon
sat. I also had a box of graham crackers, a caﬁtfz)el; Zfﬂa[ rock, aad e E
milk we had decided on taking at water and a quart of

the 1 i
graham crackers and milk and we all haés; xc?rlil;lll([eéf leaaller passed out some
er.

We fared pretty well for a whi i
v ile, until t i
I realized more thoroughly that John and llhc }:leuils(lil:e:[caé:fl(:i %%P%nadl?:'ir:.b?:g

that, lllllt they insisted on going
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to us before dark. In fact I had spoken of this when we got out of the car
as I did not see how we could possibly get back, the hour was so late. Bur
John's only answer was to remind me we were in the midst of some nice bright
moonlight nights, which did not console me in the least.

The moon did come out, nice and bright, true enough. And so did the
coyotes come out with their mournful tunes, which frightened the daylights
out of me and the children also. I dared not let the children know I was
frightened, so I told them stories while my teeth chattered and goose pimples
came out all over me. The children seemed to listen attentively, though I
believe they were listening to outside noises and not to my stories, as they be-
came extra restless.

John and I had agreed we would call to one another as long as we were
within hearing distance. This we did, which helped some. They reached the
top of San Miguel at sundown. They rested a while and started back down
the mountain. It wasn’t very long after the moon came out that we heard
their call in the distance, after which I called back both loud and gladly, gain-
ing much courage the while. y

Just before we had heard their first call on the way down we said a
little prayer asking the Dear Lord to take care of Daddy and the others and
bring them back soon. This seemed to quiet my little ones, and by the time
the others joined us the little ones were fast asleep.

On the downward climb we hardly spoke a word till we reached the car,
John carrying sleeping Sammy, and I all but carrying Jean, our next youngest.
I really felt sorry for the other kiddies, they were so tired out. But you should
have heard their exchanged tales in the car on our way home!

Betty, the oldest of the ones who stayed with me, explained about the
wolves she had heard that I had called coyotes. Loads of them she had heard
howling she said, though she had to admit none of them came near us. And
I heard her mention, ““Wasn't Mother brave to stay here alone with us kids!"
And of course I'll admit I did feel a little heroic. though it was a forced case
of heroism with me at this particular time.

The others had heard noises too, but did not have time to worry about
them or find out from what or where they came. They said it was fun to
reach the top of the mountain and look out all over. They could still see all
around, they said, and signed their names on something or other they had
found up there that others before them had signed also. And of course their
father being along with them they had nothing to fear. Also John urged
them on by telling them of the many times he had made the climb as a kid.
And now they could tell their friends and others how they had climbed San
Miguel right to the very top.

I have heard them tell about this climb many times. And since that time
our children have climbed it several times with friends. However they started
out the first thing in the morning and took their lunch and something extra
to munch on the way down.

On getting home this day of our climb though we were all tired out,
we were hungry also. As it was late I just scrambled some eggs, made toast,
and opened up some apple sauce.
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i leep. And fan-
It was not long before we were all in bed and sound as
tastic or unbelieveable as it may seem to you, old Scotty's remedy \yorked_
We never coughed again.

Scotty had gone to a meeting so we did not scc_him tll next morning
at the breakfast table. He did not seem surprised to _fu)d our cough missing.
But he kept pretty quiet when I told him I felt like giving him the works for
recommending such a kill-or-cure remedy, and for not stopping us when we
were foolish enough to accept his advice and started carrying it out in earnest. 1
told him what a time we had and how late we got home.

Two weeks later we all had our pictures taken in our front yeard. This
was a treat from Scotty who paid a special photographer to come out. A sort
of peace offering I always have thought. These pictures always remind me qf
dear old Scotty, and I always feel a little sad because he would not have his
picture taken with us.

He has gone to his well earned rest these many years now. And as our
thoughts turn often on him we usually mention our San Miguel adventure.

I myself would not recommend this sort of remedy to anyone, much
less to a family with children who would have to be carried. And should any
of you who read my book care to make this climb I will recommend that you
start early in the morning, bringing along food and water, for you are going
to get plenty hungry and thirsty also before you get back down the mountain,
I can guarantee you that. And I might add I believe you will enjoy the climb.
It 1s both enjoyable and inspiring, that is if you are in good health, which
we were not on this particular day of our climb.

And for young people or others who are looking for romance, this climb,
I agree. could add much to your pleasure if you should have to make the down-

ward trek in the moonlight. And coyotes howling would only add more to
to your excitement.

As for me. who did not reach the top that day nor since, having not had

the time to do so, I have decided that old San Miguel looks wonderful to me
from here.

And as | mentioned at the beginning of this true experience, I found for
the first time. to my surprise, that old San Miguel has a wife and child that
he conceals so well. at least from the west side here in our Valley, that you
would think him just one old bachelor mountain, San Miguel. -

SOMETHING NI

No, it is not the room I had hoped for so long, on the top of our flat
roof house where I could enjoy again our western view of ocean, bay, Point
Loma, Coronado Islands, and Silver Strand. And where I could take my
hobbies of painting, writing, and sewing machine, and where it would be
nice and quiet and private. (Our house as most folks know is a Grand Central
Station most of the time.) .

No, it is not the new linoleum I needed so badly on some of our floors.
Nor was it the new wood range I also was in need of, as our old Majestic has
been patched about as much as it can take. even tho it is in use most of the
time.

I had answered “No,” over and over again when my friends had asked
me over the phone what it was new that had been added to our home. They
all knew it wasn't anything unusual to have a baby at our house. So no
one had any idea it could be “Becky.”” a darling and sweet five months old
baby who needed a home within a few hours notice.

Becky bubbling over with happiness and joy all the time she is awake,
and who sleeps with a smile on her tiny little face during her day time naps.
and is an all night sleeper as well. She is the best behaved baby I have ever
taken care of including my own. Of course, it wasn't long before the news
got out.

In such a community as ours in Sweetwater Valley, and we living here
so many years everyone, almost, knows everything that comes our way. and
in turn we know the same about them. Should either miss anything, it is not
for long, things just have a way of getting around.

After my friends found the baby was not one of our grandchildren, and
that this strange baby would be with us indefinitely, they started calling me,
meaning well I know, that I would be terribly tied down with a baby that
young. They offered to baby-sit for me free of charge in case I needed a day
off or wanted to go somewhere. I thanked my over-worried and anxious
friends, but I can assure you I wasn’t the least bit worried about being tied
down with this baby. Tho I did realize my friends all meant well and were
really worried about me at the time.

Their worries were short lived, however. when they peeked in the window
of our Ford sedan and spotted Becky happily playing with her toys, with a
smile on her little face and the whole back seat to play on. You see. I had a
mattress | had covered with water-proof material which I placed on the back
seat of the car with apple boxes to balance the mattress. making Becky a won-
derful play pen. I often gave her a sun bath here in the car also. I added a
cotton sheet blanket and a nice clean fresh sheet over that, making the whole
both clean and cool.

A few toys and other baby necessities and we could go for nice drives,
spend the day here and there, or do my marketing without the least bit of
trouble. It was truly a pleasure to care for this baby. she was so good. When
we went riding, I could see her in the car murror and 1 would call to her
occasionally. This pleased her and she would make baby noises back to me.
Our car is a two-door job so 1 had no fear of her opening a door or falling out.
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i i 2 d and would
Our friends and family soon found out how wcl! we manage

come over to the car windt)ws and talk and play with her, and Becklzr Sqmi
won the hearts of all those who came near her. And John who was s bepfnca
at my taking her at first: reminding me of my bad fgll not log lonﬁ }e]ore,
breaking my right arm, came in every day trotting right on t };p the ko}x:se
to where he could find Becky. She was always ready to have him pic er
up and play with her.

Perhaps you will be interested in knowing how we acquired this datlm’g
of five months. Becky's mother who's name was Jean Abts before Becky's
time and who was a Marine Sergeant in the World War II days, and we be-
came great friends. Jean had a brother in the army in France. He was a buddy
of our son-in-law, Ed. Ed wrote us a letter asking if we could f}nd room in
our hearts and home for his buddy’s sister who was stationed, he _mformed us,
at North Island at this time. Her home being in Wisconsin, she did not know
many folks here in California. Of course, we could and did find room in both
heart and home for this tiny, young and sweet girl Marine. We not only
became good friends, but she adopted us as her California parents and there-
after called us Pop and Mom Esterbloom.

Sometime after the war was over, she left here and went back to Wisconsin
and later married. Miss Jean Abts became Mrs. Robert Price. She then moved
to South Carolina where Bob's folks lived. Later, to Jean's great delight, Bob
sold out and came to California to live. They settled in Long Beach where
they now live, about a hundred miles or so from here.

While Jean was in South Carolina she wrote us when her first child
was born. Then again when the second one came not many months later.
And then again when her third child was expected. In her last letter to us
at the time, she mentioned the fact that she wasn’t feeling at all well and had

to spend most of the time in bed. Then we did not hear from her again for
a couple of months.

Once in a while I buy a Los Angeles Times Sunday paper, though, of
course, I also get our own Sunday morning San Diego Union paper as well.
I enjoy the Home section of the Los Angeles Times very much so that's why
I sometimes bring home this paper. I glanced over the front page of the news
section of the Los Angeles Times and read of a woman who had just given birth
to triplets, and they were in the picture by her side. I locked closer, reading the

article as well and found to my great surprise that this was our little Marine
friend, Jean, with her three-in-one third child.

: .

~ We heard from her soon afterwards and found these last three were
girls also. So now there were five little girls in the Jean and Bob Price family
The next we heard was that they had bought a home in Long Beach and all

was going well. Then Jean wrote less and less. I figured she was most likely
too busy to write, tho I wrote her occasionally myself »

_ When the triplets were around two years old Jean and he , 1de
E;fllﬁ Ci‘mt‘ dU“’n}lU uulr‘lmmc here in Bonita for a short ;wc(niz:r: t‘{\(’)c cive::
extra happy to have this visit with them. The two litrle o :

Robbin, were sweet well behaved childrcr:_ ,]lu?,: t\"ha;') Ll]t:itr]:, glrls,, Pac‘lhfcl 'mg
t;i T”[h:“' Bob. Jean's husband, stayed home and took ct;r: :folnl ‘rtu'l ll?s
My! What a husband, I thought and said and Jean s b e trip! cl..
was truly a wonderful and unusual husband. And ;13\,:} (w,lt AL
also, T well agree with her. But I assured her I felt she 'y [-” g
unusual as he. she was as wonderful and
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While she was here visiting us, she informed me she was expecting again.
I could hardly believe it, tho not more than three months later Miss Becky,
a sixth little girl, made her appearance.

Well, this did it! Life just got too much for our wonderful little friend.
I'm sure I could not have held out either. I remember going away, myself, at
one time for a rest period when my sixth was some months old. and mine
were not triplets either. I often wondered how women with more than six
ever managed. Tho John and I made a home for several children besides our
own six, | am sure the women with many children are not all like the woman
doctor who had twelve and wrote “Cheaper by the Dozen.”

Getting back to Becky who, by the way, is now ready for her noon meal.
One day a week or so ago the phone rang. It was a long distance call from
Jean's husband, Bob. He said, *'I had to take Jean to a rest home for a while,
Gloria. Can you help with the children? Jean's mother and father and a sister
live now in California near Long Beach also. So they took the triplets and
the two older girls between them, but Becky, the baby. needs a temporary
home too." I told Bob I would take her gladly.

So it was arranged that I should meet the eleven o'clock Greyhound bus
in San Diego. This we did, finding Bob waiting with Becky in one arm and
a suitcase with Becky’s necessities in the other. I assured Bob I would take
oood care of his little girl and offered to help otherwise in any way I could.
He said they could manage if I kept Becky. I had brought a friend along to
hold the b&by while I drove, as this was before I fixed the back seat for her
a few days later.

It wasn't long before we were on our way home and Bob took the next
bus back to Long Beach. And as I mentioned before, in a community such
as ours where we all know pretty well what goes on with our neighbors and
friends, it wasn't long before 1 had a buggy. high chair and play-pen to use
for Becky as long as I needed them. I already had a crib which I keep for
our grandchildren or company in our guest room. Now and then I do get a
little weary if I have the children for long, but what would life be like with-
out them?

It was a sad day when they took Becky home. we had grown so qttachcd
to her. But I was very happy Jean had rested and was back home again. My
sister, May, who has a wonderful new car, drove up to Long Beach taking
Becky and me. This was a good thing for me as I wept almost all the way
home. I'm sure I could never have seen well enough to drive.

Even tho' we stopped here and there on the way back, visiting the pottery
places and nurseries, and tho' the drive is my favorite as it is near the ocean and
tho' I enjoyed a picnic lunch along the beach and could feel the good ocean
breeze in my face, and even remembering that I have grandchildren and other
children for company at home, I still could not get that certain little Becky
girl out of my arms, somehow. I found all kinds of excuses why Bccl\y_should
have stayed on with us longer till Jean was thoroughly rested. which she
wasn’t, we found ont later.

My sister consoled me with, “Sis, if you had kept Becky any longer no
one could have ever taken her from you. She got home just in time whether
the time was right for Jean or not.” said my Sis. Now Jean has hclp in her
home and her mother and sister help her some. 100, so I believe she will make
it this time.
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for a short vacation. This time the trip-
lets who are three years old and identically alike, and Becky came with them.
They now have a station wagon so traveling isn't quite as big a job as it would
be by bus. They will bring all six down with them next time, they said. This
is if I don't mind. And I hope we can manage a visit with all of them before

the summer is over.

They were here, not long ago.

Benita Cal-

THIS OUR BELOVED VALLEY

You are always welcome to come out here in_the country and spend a
wonderful spring day with us here in Sweetwater Valley, California.

Of course you would be welcome at any time, but an early spring day is
a very special time to come, and today happens to be one of those days.

It is sunny and warm. with a nice, gentle breeze blowing. Above are
scattered snowy white clouds, and clear blue sky showing here and there.
Wild birds are singing gayly everywhere around from trees. and electric and
telephone wires. And splashing happily in our bird bath are some wild canaries.

1 have just filled the feeders also, so birds of many kinds will soon be
having a gay old time there crowding each other out.

The mountains toward the east are clear shades of bluish purples today.
with patches of green showing here and there. And our little hills closer by

are all nice and green also.

The brown-eyed Susans, my favorite wild flower, are in bloom every-
where on the hillsides and along the highways, showing off bright colors
of yellow, brown and green. We haven't many other wild flowers in bloom
this year. I do not know whether we did not have the rains at the right time
or what the reason could be. It could very well be, come to think of it. that we
have lost much of our wild flower seed, and their plants haye been destroyed
because of the bulldozing and scraping off of land for building sites.

We here in Sweetwater Valley have always enjoyed our native wild flow-
ers very much, and I do hope we have our usual crop of them again next year.
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We usually have such lovely ones. Shooting stars, wild yellow violets, lovely
blue hyacinths and lupins and many others, also the cherished golden poppies,
our State flower.

In the past, before the Valley's building boom, we had wild ferns here
too, though I haven't seen many native ferns here for years now.

On our hillsides besides the bright yellow patches of the brown-eyed
Susan daisy, are the pale yellow patches of the wild mustard flower, which
does let us know 1t 1s definitely springtime.

And now I wish you all a Very Happy Easter, as this coming Sunday
will be Easter Sunday. There will be Easter services, and beautiful, fragrant
Easter lilies to decorate and enjoy in both of our Valley's churches. Both
grown-ups and children will be taking part in the programs. And I am sure
the same will be taking place in all Christian churches all over the world.
And we should take in this wonderful Easter message and service, that brings
so close to our minds and hearts that life is eternal.

. So let us all put on our Easter bonnets, so to speak, and take part in an
Easter service somewhere.

And I suppose children, and also the grown-ups everywhere have been
coloring eggs, and getting other candy ones on hand for the Easter egg hunts
that usually take place after our Easter Sunday dinner, on that same atternoon.

7 [ remember how much our own children and now our grandchildren look
forward to and enjoy these Easter egg hunts. So happy Easter everyone, and
a wonderful summer to you all. And I hope this wish reaches you at just the
right time.

It has been four years now since
ix]t:sr\{'ala\b:utl@u; Bulo\;:'di\ i1Ilhgy, And since then much change and progress

as ¢n place here. And all for the good of our Vallew ; "

I know. g Valley in general, as far as

I wrote and had published my first little

A new elementary school has been added at Sunnyside d we here 1
Sweetwater Valley are very pleased and happy to h.:u.}s c;)' an“ ) witt et
school, which we needed, you can be sure. Our Ella B LAllts ‘étll:]y rlllCL‘ e
Bonita was getting pretty crowded, ;[h 50 “s.n , 2 ?0 he}l)‘e lln
T’iw in uur\c}s;xlnu'.l ()[Q“Jcclu;unl of the many new childrcnl t?}ljlz }?;‘v?srczcmgoms
we 1 our Valley the Ella B. n Sc '
here and there several times sir:\clhi? \St"aksmk?gn})(a‘ilntfha‘d{ m:\lv()ro;:wms sl cplarge
c]cmcntar}' school here in Bonita has taken care ofLmh." 11 R
school children An Sweetwater Valley since the date ocfft al *'Off‘?ur o
September, 1947. So now that we have this other schoc){ }att“Sulrrlsl:y:ifiTIS?lggi

ing the children we should have pl :
s enty : .
Suyway. plenty of room in both schools for a while

as 1s the case w

Many of us old-timers of this Valley can re
teacher-for-all-grades schools we had here at 5
San Miguel Mesa in the past
and how our wonderful
progressed.

member our one-room, one-

at Bonita, Sunnysi
TS ; a, o yside” and also at
My! what different schools we have at this time,

and beautiful and also desirable little community has

A new building has bee
of the Old Red Barn, only
ing you will find a re
shiner also.

n added to our Bonita
much smaller in size
al estate office and

1 shopping center. A replica
of course, In this new build-
a barber shop and I believe a shoe
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And now we also have a very special fire department. We have had one
for some time. However the one we have now is much better equipped to fight
fires, and can get on the job much quicker than before with our “old wagon,”
as I called it. our first fire truck. But even our “old wagon' did some wonder-
ful work. And put out many a fire also.

I remember well how hard many of our Valley citizens worked in get-
ting our first fire truck and building. And how we named and dedicated it
for one of the boys who lost their lives across the sea.

And too I remember how Scofield Bonnet and his crew came up with
the old wagon and helped me get rid of some very bad fire hazards in our
front yard. In those days the firemen seemed to have more time to help us
get rid of our dry grass that dries out so quickly in early summer, and our
trash piles also that accumulated so quickly and were much too large for our
regular trash collector to take away.

This service was really a big help to me. for at that time John was too
busy below on the farm land and I had to do much of the weed jobs up here on
the home place myself. Once in a while a nice little willing Mexican would
come along and cut our weeds, but we never let him do any of our burning.
For one thing our rule here in the Valley would not have permitted it. We
citizens burn with a burning permit at certain times of day. This does help
to keep down fires I know, and it gives one a good feeling to know we have
such good fire protection as we have now.

You will find Mr. Jim Jones, our Fire Chief, much on the job. And
Mrs. Jones is just as much on her job also. Needless to say we all like and
appreciate them both and their staff of young men who are equally on the job,
you can be sure.

I may as well explain here that our fire department helps with other
emergencies besides fires. A resuscitator is ready and on hand to be used also.
This resuscitator was a present from the Arthur Marstons. and added to our
fire department emergency equipment, in appreciation of the help the Marstons
received from different interested ones when their son George was lost on a
desert in Mexico some years ago.

I will never forget how we all felt when this boy was lost on that des-
erty place. We could not all go out on the hunt, though we wanted to ever
so much. But I know the Marstons knew well how we here in Sweetwater
Valley felt, and other folks in other places also. And they knew also that
though we remained at home we were all waiting anxiously and prayerfully for
the good news that George had been found and was safe and on his way home.

And oh! how thankful and happy we all were, not only that he was
found, which of course was the big thing, but also for the relief it would
bring to George's family who, I know, must havy felt his being lost even much
more than we. | meet with George every once in a while here around at our
shopping center, grown tall and very hgndsome since his ha_zardm'ls c_-xpe'ncnncr
several years ago. And how I thrill inside at the sight of this vor;’enlfg .you g
lad being alive and among us again. when it could have been otherwise.

i i g dded to our shop-
And here is something more and new that has been a ,
ping center t:crc in the Valley. The Old Red Barn has now an mlnq'u;: sh}c:p at
the west end corner of this old landmark. You will find spn:e ovely t]\;:r‘i!:
here. Most enjoyable for you of all will be the very sweet little person,
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Litchfield, who will greet you there and show you .1r0ll!1'1(‘:l. Itcc\ia;?sa;hd‘si:;sy
little mother and lover of Sweetwater Valley who got\} 1];9 :S[F ”: e -
esting enterprise going. She believed that many of our Valley folks and others

who drive out our way and t
browsing through such a place.

hrough our Valley would enjoy finding and

I had promised to help her get started. But a grcal—gmr}dcll?lld madxsr his
premature appearance, so needless to say I was needed elsewhere. I'm sure Nona
understood and forgave me. At least it did not stop her in the least. She went
right ahead with her plans. And before many of us realized what was taking
place this rather large corner of the Old Red Barn was not only cleaned out
and made ready but it was decked in and out with some wonderful old wares
Nona had gathered here and there, and with this sign making its appearance
over the front barn door: ‘‘Antiques for Sale.” And there you will find her
often during the day. Ready for business or just a friendly chat.

I boucht a foot stool from her a couple of weeks ago and some wonderful
marmalade. The marmalade was homemade, by another of my Sweetwater
Womans Club sisters who was one of Nona's helpers. Carol Holt, who is
also a very good friend and neighbor of ours, believed folks would enjoy her
homemade marmalade. It is made entirely of orange, lemon, and comquat
pulp and pure orange juice. No water added. And sugar, of course. And
let me tell you, folks, including myself, sure do enjoy her marmalade. Carol
just cannot provide enough to keep Nona supplied. It is the best marmalade
I have ever tasted. Try some if you should come out our way. You'll love
it. That is, if it is not all gone.

Another new addition that has added much convenience in Sweetwater
Valley is our Union gas station, with added shop and equipment for making
minor repairs to our cars. And I hear we will have a regular mechanic soon
now who can take care of most any kind of car trouble. That nearby service
will be very good for us as many of the ranchers have trucks and tractors,
and old cars such as ours that will and do need overhauling and repairing.
In the past we have had to go to other nearby towns to get fixed up so this
fix-it garage in our own territory will be much appreciated, I'm sure.

At one time not too long ago our grocery store had to handle the gas
pumps. Of course that is no specially hard job when customers are few, as
they were at one time. But now it would be out of the question for our
storekeepers to keep up with this extra and steady service.

We do like very much our jolly and helpful new attendants here at the
gas station. And it takes all three, Mr. and Ms. Emslie and son, and other
helpers to keep things up and going at this time. And I know the Waters
family, who was there just before the Emslies took over were extra busy also,
as well as very nice folks to have around. i

Mrs. Waters clerked in our groce
Stegall, our old stand-by, was away
dren, and [ must say they w

ry store for a time while Katherine

I baby-sat also with the Waters chil-

= o ere good kids, and I enjoyed being with them.

And now | have come at last to the build; i

- : s t last uilding of new h n the

}ra{]lelfx .ha:'\c”bi’fn“a}(]iljl’]d ylou will find well built and bc;:tifuolmicns ?\fer:ylwas"

R D e ed here in almost every part of our Valley, on hillsides
But here again I can inform

has not yet taken away all of our you happily thar this building progress here

open spaces or all of our native wild shrub-

bery-covered hills. Nor has it taken away all of our farm, ranch and garden
land. Where orchards have gone out vegetables have gone in. God bless these
humble folks, whoever they are, who will spend so much of their time from
sun up to sun down, tilling the soil, and growing things for us to eat.

For after all not many of us take the time for our own vegetable patch
any more. We depend on the markets or vegetable stands for them. Though
I myself usually have a few green onions, chives, parsley and other herbs
growing amongst my flowers, for flavorings.

I am remembering just now also how good an early home-grown cucumber
used to taste. I used to have some growing every year in our garden spot. Once
in a while I spend a fortune it seems for an early cucumber, only to find it
was one held over from last year's crop, and doesn’t have the right flavor
somehow. But I do get cucumber hungry very early in the season.

Anyway I do wish you all to hear me crowing from the hilltop that our
good old Sweetwater Valley gardens are producing some of San Diego County's
extra good-flavored and best fresh vegetables. And I wish to send out from us
all who enjoy them many, many heart-felt thanks to you plain dirt farmers
who are performing this great work. Whether you are paid for it or not
doesn’t change the fact that you, day after day, in the hot weather or the
cool, bent over your hoe, or clearing the ditches to keep the irrigating water
running freely. Or planting the seed or plants in such nice, straight rows.
And last but not least, picking your crops with steady, nimble hands, gently
as not to bruise your wares. You all do deserve much appreciation and thanks.
And many of us enjoy watching you as we drive by. So here again is a thousand
thanks to you, from us all as I said before, who appreciate your efforts and
wonderful fresh vegetables.

I believe it is time just now for a cup of coffee, tea or a nice cool glass
of milk or juice. It is quiet and lovely out here on our porch this morning,
and though this is my favorite and best time to write I love company and
can always stop for coffee, etc., and visit a while.

After the school bus lands in the mid-afternoon this place is like a
stamping ground. The children who live below come through here on the
tear, race on down the hill, shrieking the while. and often come back up again
after changing their clothes.

I have explained to them over and over again, for I do love them you
know, that this particular part of our yard is our private playground, and
that there is not room enough up here for a hide and seek or ball game. This
very light scolding did very little good until one day their ball went through
my window. That stopped the ball games up here. The children are willing
now to play their ball .games down below on their own place,. where they
have almost an acre of ground to play on. And hide and seck, if they must
play that game up here, is to be played around on another side of our house
where there is more space and trees and fences to hide behind.

One day after a hide and seek game had been played on forbidden ground
while I was away doing my marketing, I, mainly to get my point over to
the children, remembering I also was a child once and I am sure I was not
altogether the angel type either, had to forbid these particular children from

coming on our place at all.

I went out after I had put away my groceries to find pots knocked over
and my re\?cc 0de of geraniums trampled, and tree-climbers had been hiding in

our avocado trees. Well, that did it.
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ldren, but I knew I had to get more

stern in my correcting or this would happen again M“;1 _ggﬂm- llﬁn?ruaiitetrrezil
1 had explained to them kindly why they could notbn clTs L anow“i
They were also to be careful not to fall or break the branch
trees as well. Ved
Not a child was in sight anywhere when I came out around gn th}l: S]l-,d'e
of the house. But you would have thought a cyclone had cut t rgug this
nice sheltered part of our yard. I called the mother x?f lhc} mﬁst. ;1§te;'ou;
of the bunch on the phone, as I was sure it was very muc 1‘ their oztna.h
asked the mother to please send the children up here, not mentioning to her
why 1 wanted them.

They came up almost in single file, heads sort of down, I'd say. I'm sure
they all knew well what I wanted them for.

I know I was quite angry at the chi

“Well.”" T said. "'T guess you children have lost your good graces with
me for a while. For I am now forbidding any of you to play up here at all.

I pointed to my very badly trampled flower garden, and broken and
knocked over flower pots. Then I took them over and showed them the
broken branches of our avocado trees and half-grown avocados scattered here
and there, that they had picked and been throwing at one another I found out.

Well, you know how it is. Everyone blamed everyone else. And not
one of them saying they were sorry till one little girl, the youngest of the lot,
spoke up.

“Mrs. Esterbloom, you have always been real nice to us. Telling us
stories and treating us to ice cream and cookies and punch, and letting us
play up here. I really feel very bad about this. And I am going right down
now and tell their mothers and my mother”” (telling on herself, mind you)
“what we have done. And our mothers will make us all play down in our
own big yard after this.”

By this time all of the other children had left. And this one little girl
had to straighten things out by herself.

Since then we have had no more of that kind of happenings up here.
The children now come through our yard again as usual, but things are dif-
ferent now. Our daughter Katherine has a Bible class on Mondays. with
music a_nd pictures, which the children love to attend. The younger class
comes first, and the older ones later. This way there is no confusion. Katherine
gives them all a cookie or two and punch before class begins, as children are
always hungry when they get home from school. This set'tles them down
some so they can give better attention to what goes on in the class.

e —‘;hfli,a‘m visit me here on my quiet side of the house occasionally. I
ave checkers, dominoes, picture puzzles and books, and we have storssia

treats on occasions. And I also have water color paints and crayons and good
paper and color books on hand most all the time. Tl{is is muc¥) to encourage
the quieter games or entertainment, which [ believe does even the young children
much good. And more my speed to contend with, at this time and in this
glllarcc;)wf":!nc;rl.l:gg}iglzay | d]n ha‘.l':‘g w-.;nderful cooperation. And all this includes

d udren also. or am no i
comes to too much’noisc. or destruction oft :;ln;esl?iﬁ::im '(])'fllel:srs;:lsst‘;;?ege;:
the children may climb, with their mothers’ consent h.owe\’cr. as they climb
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pretty high sometimes, and I cannot have all of the responsibility just now, as
[ am not feeling up to par and I need to rest.

The only time since that last reckoning that I have had to scold somewhat
severely is when the boys in the neighborhood come over here with B-B guns
and even with twenty-two rifles, to shoot at and kill the birds in our trees,
bird baths and feeders.

And here again, the rule of no guns of any kind being used on our place
includes our grandchildren, old or young. And they all know how Grandpa
and Grammie Esterbloom feel about this. Grandpa says shooting guns of any
kind by children should be supervised by an older person, and is only practical
where there is enough space to provide safe hunting, and certainly not on
someone else’s place, and then only by permission.

Grammie (that is me) explains how she loves them, and hates to scold
and how she also loves the birds, that is why she feeds and waters them.
And how interesting birds are in their habits, etc. And from the birds’ way
of thinking Grammie is sure it is just as serious to destroy their nest homes and
shoot at and kill them as it is to us humans when our home is disturbed or
destroyed or any of us are killed.

Besides, I know from experience of some bad accidents that have occurred
even with the so-called safe and sane B-B gun. Also I know of many people
who have been accidentally killed with real guns. So guns and I have absolutely
nothing in common. I want no part of guns. I enjoy nature and its kind alive
and free. I am not a pistol-packing mama. No, sir, not L.

So the children around about know pretity well how Grammie and
Grandpa Esterbloom feel about guns, including the B-B guns. The newcomer
children on our hill are informed by the former-comers that Mrs. Esterbloom
will let them pick and eat her ripe grapes. loquats, guavas and figs, if we are
nice and ask her and leave our guns at home.

Scems guns have been somewhat of a problem elsewhere in the Valley.
Folks have discussed this problem with me, explaining that they moved out
here in the country just so their boys could hunt. And you will find very
often that these boys are under fourteen years old, and ven:y_mexpenenced in
the handling of a gun also. And when I give them my opinion on guns and
hunting and explain to them how things really are out here they definitely
resent my advice. T hat is, some of the newcomers. who come out just for that
purpose, so their small sons can hunt and shoot, not realizing what the outcome
could be. So I just leave them to learn the hard way if they wish, hoping no
real disaster has to be their teacher.

Maybe I am somewhat prejudiced against guns, but I find what I believe
has often proved out to be the best advice in the long run. Once in a while a
sheriff has to be called, though not by any of us. A neighbor's cat or dog has
been shot or killed, or someone shot at someone. almost hitting their mark.

I am writing all this here as I am sharing with you the years, which have
their problems as well as their joys. their troubles as well as their happy times.
And too, I want my story of Our Beloved Valley to ring as true as it really
is. So you can see how we cooperate and get problems straightened ogt and gg
on happily and neighborly again. And as [ am, as you can read, extra fon
of Sweetwater Valley and the folks living within its bounglanes. ]_am.\:.ﬂy
apt to paint our picture much more flowery than it really is. So, in giving
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15 it is lived here, actually, T feel you

might find a solution, if in your community you are cl;mfrontcd with these
i 1 H o 7 r ‘1",
same problems. which I believe are apt to happen anywhere

lem I might as well mention here also is rock
For instance some boys (and girls

you the real picture of every day life

And just one more prob

1 1 ~ » 5 Q ESO
throwing, which can become serious also. I ‘ :
also. 1 sﬁpposc\ just love to throw rocks at the girls on horse back as they ride

ig . boys do this without thinking,
rse (and I hope I am right) the boys :
e p just to get their attention. However folks

just intending to tease the girls or ] t D r
have often had to report to parents and even higher authority .:\boutlthls rga’:}g’
throwing. the boys asking innocently. “Why did you have to squeal on us:

Most parents realize that this kind of teasing or rock throwing can en-
danger both horse and rider so they should do something to prevent it bappcq—
ing again. Other just pass it off lightly. till a rock comes through or hits their
front window, learning the hard way, as I said. And they themselves call the
sheriff.

However, as ] mentioned before, most folks in our \'anﬂ’- I am happy to
relate, understand these problems of their children, and all is soon straightened
out, all the wiser for the experience.

And now I guess I will change the subject all the way around and tell
you of our very nice first of the new season day at our Sweetwater Woman's
Club. After greeting one another and visiting as we always do, we sat down
to our usual very bountiful pot luck luncheon.

Our membership at this date of September, 1958 is in the neighborhood
of one hundred.

We had a wonderful visit across the tables during the meal. I cannot
recall just now who of my club sisters were hostesses that day nor who said
the Blessing of Thanks at the table. This I do remember: we had a full house
and a wonderful time visiting and eating at least a taste of all the good and
wholesome dishes that were passed around and that our Valley’s good cooks

nre

provide on club days. And it is so good to eat another’s cooking for a change.

After our lunch we had the birthday march. All of us, except our guests,
who have had birthdays during our vacation and other months contribute a
penny for every year old we are. We all take part in singing the Happy Birth-
day song, while the birthday march goes on, and the members march up to the
front table and deposit their birthday money. All this with the accompaniment
of the piano played by one of our talented members.

I was in the march this time as my birthday came during the summer
vacation, August the twentv—‘hnh. and this was my sixty-second birthday. You
see 1 am not shy about telling my age, not in the least. 1 flatter myself by

tclIing others that I am a great-grandmother! which I am,
can give me the compliment of
great-grandmother!"™

gEaL. ) really! just so they
Why, Gloria, you sure are a young looking

hi s b\l'l‘:;tﬂt‘ss meeting was next. And Eleanor Tyce is our President at
= UU;C- 1 e all love her very much. Next. as we always do at this time,
f:on a [.”ﬂ"m:‘ we all take part in the salute of our wondecrallean Riry

merica s Tlag, knowing in all of our hearts what it stands for. Then we have

:iglgm pledge prayer. read by a member who has been chosen for this contribu-

e

And now, after all of our new and old business has been brought up and
settled we are ready for our entertainment, which is always beneficial as well
as enjoyable. Today is to be a picture travelogue. A trip to Africa, with
Betty Hillier, one of our club members. (Club sisters, I call them.)

Betty and her husband Jack had made this very interesting and worthy
trip recently, as missionaries, Betty teaching and Jack building. We all enjoy
the travelogues so much, especially those of us who do not have this privilege
of distant traveling—or we old stick-at-homes, whose traveling is mostly done
in our own territory. Such familiar scenes don’t warrant pictures, and we are
too much in a hurry to take pictures anyway.

We did enjoy this trip to Africa with Betty. We learned much of the
good work that is going on there, some of which Betty and Jack had part in.

As 1 mentioned. we have a wonderful president this year. She is so extra
thoughtful of our new members. Though we have always had wonderful and
suitable presidents, I am quite sure all of the members would agree with me
that Eleanor Tyce has taken much more time in this special part of very cordi-
ally inviting, accepting and welcoming our new members. and in making them
feel they are immediately a part of our wonderful organization. Seems we are
all born with a certain gift or talent to give out to others in one way or another.

Our Club, which has now been in session since it first began in the year
1914, has many interesting tales to tell, which we speak of and bring to mind
especially on our Club’s birthdays. By our old time members usually. And
though we are considered a prosperous and very worthy little club, we also
have had some very trying times. Getting started in the first place, and also
getting over the loss of our first club building that went down the Sweetwater
river to bay in the 1916 flood. I have written about this flood in my first
book “The Beloved Valley,”” so I shall not go into details again here.

Our new and present club house is a Cliff May ranch style creation which
is typical of early California. This we all enjoy very much, and also the fact
that it is built on much higher ground. so it is not likely to be ever again
washed away by a flood.

Our Club meets on the second Thursday of every month, beginning wi;h
September and ending in June. Once in a great while we make a change in
the day for some important reason.

The men have their meetings on the fourth Thursday of the month, in
the evening. Though the Men's Club members are made up mostly of the
husbands of our Women's Club members, they insist on paying us for the use
of our club rooms on their club night.

My husband, who is a member, told me the reason the men pay us is that
they realize the cost of the club’s expense and upkeep and they wish to help
on this, and also because they want their club to be a stpctly men'’s organiza-
tion. However, we consider our club building a community affair.

Every year our husbands treat us to a delicious Thanksgiving meal, ri(erved
to us by their own committee. We do not cook the meal nor do we even know
what the menu is till we sit down to the table to eat. We have pictures later
and usually new and old time dancing and singing. Once in a while just bcf\(;;e
the dance begins we have a grand march around our large club room. ¢
always have a wonderful time and look forward to this treat every year at

Thanksgiving time.
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Our clubhouse is not only used for our men s an}dx \;o‘:,nends ;n
Our young people enjoy parties and dancing here 3150',t nd we doiiors
all we can to keep them happy in their own community.

We also rent our clubhouse to outside p_anies, wedding and ogh‘e: ; ‘
tions and dances. And here at our clubhouse is where most of our civic affaj !
take place also. So it is in use most of the time, o

We have wonderful caretakers just now who do so much to make our
meetings both pleasant and restful. Our hostesses do not have to do the dishes™
as in former years. The caretakers do all the dishes for our meetings and for
all other occasions usually also.

Our regular club day meetings start at eleven-thirty A.M. and adjourn
around three-thirty P.M. During our social hour we may take in a thrift table
if we wish. Our name tags on our person keeps us all informed as to who
we are just in case we forget names. This we find very helpful since we have
so many newcomers and so large a2 membership. I myself am a lifetime
member. There are four of us old time members left. John is also a lifetime
member. We are both happy and thankful they hang on to us older members,
And we contribute in our small way what we can of our abilities.

a

John loves to play his violin for entertainment and dancing. He also
plays wonderful hymns for our Church services on Sundays, our daughter
Katherine or a friend, Barbara, accompanying him on the piano.

I mentioned before we have pot-luck meals on our club day meetings.
Not so with the men. They prefer a well planned meal. And they have it
too. With ham, turkey, fried chicken or roast beef for their meat course. Even
the Quaker men have a well planned meal at their suppers also, while we have
a pot luck meal on Family night, which turn out extra well we women think.
I have often cooked the fried chicken, the ham, and roasted the turkey for
both the men’s church and club Suppers, or evening meal. This is my way
of contribution. I can cook good enough to suit the men, so they tell me.

. vAmong <.}1h\-r projects here in our Valley is our 4-H Club affaics P itk
15 a sort of miniature fair, | would say. [t is held in one section of the Old

Red Barn Many other r 1stri | Sweetw V eir
Barn.  Ma ural s Sw i
Srinald b 2 districts besides eetwater Valley enter th

After the animals are s} '
oA m3 ¢ shown and judged prize i '
will find many of the better grades fmmg thiri iniatne e

yearly County Fair at Dol M miniature fair in the regular

animals are taken in the hopes of iﬁn??ﬁ?mﬂﬁ?éy California, where these
We also bhave here in connection
grounds a riding stable. Many of the h
amma_lf at the time of their fair, whicl
out. The riding stable also takes. -
rent here also, though many

is also a riding ring close by

with part of the Old Red Barn and
orse corrals are used by the 4-H Club
Ses b ' usually rakes place just as school is
s horses in to board, And we have horses for

- ; here
V .;llcy c'hllldren have horses of their own. There
where riding lessons are given,

We also have horse sho
here. Our horse shows take
the prizes given are the
horse shows in othe
Red Barn and the

I;”l:lcca?n“;%eh:i‘:f oy 4 ho{;ﬂ‘back riding enthusiasts
: g nng. The judging goes on an
regular trophies and ribbons that a:c gi!veg Fn the larger

I parts of our co ¢ :
grounds around, unty. Eating booths, etc., are in the Old

The Old Red Barn I speak of so often is a d
packing house and plant. This was in full use at one time N
orchards were taken out. This picturesque old landmark has been for vears |
now, the attraction of many artists who love to paint pictures of it. You will
find many oil paintings of this Old Red Barn in homes, art marts, banks and
other prominent places. You may also purchase stationery with a sketch of
the Old Red Barn. They come in packages of the plain sketch or in water
color, done by one of our local artists, Mrs. Gladys Day. You will find this
lovely stationery at our antique shop in the Old Red Barn itself, or at Cornell’s
Book Store in Chula Vista.

I just came in from a last look outside, around and over the Valley. 1
most always do this if the weather permits. And I probably sound a bit
romantic as I speak of the wonderful moon we have tonight. It has been up
about two hours now shedding its wonderful light over the Valley. Yer all
that I can see clearly is the outline of our Valley mountains and hills and the
many lights representing our many homes here, and the car lights on our two
highways.

And to think some folks are really in earnest about going to that great
light, the moon. I guess I'm born a bit too soon to comprehend such progress.
Besides I am of the humble class who believe the Bible chapter of creation
where it says, the Lord created the moon for light by night and the sun by day.
I find no message saying we will some day occupy or even reach the moon.
Nevertheless perhaps there is much for us all to learn that we have not compre-
hended as yet. So time will tell,

Occasionally a friend who visits me will say, “Gloria, I wish I could
enjoy the more simple every day things of life as yon do. You speak so often
about your wonderful view here, your golden sunsets, your wonderful moon-
light nights, your nice neighbors, and the wild things around you here. For
instance, how you hushed our conversation on the porch the other day when
you spotted a mother quail and her young about to come under your fence fo;
water, then again when the baby rabbit mad_e its appearance on your lawn. an
the distant call of the dove you spoke of enjoying so much, And hercg::u A
trying to make me believe that when you pray for something special t l::"ﬂ
are worried about, a dove comes down sudde:}ly in front _of you somewd g
either on post, tree or wire, or if you are driving along in your car a e
often is seen at some distance, as if it is waiting to assure you a%(j to glzrnr: .
be at peace—put your trust in Him who knows and cares. Y- .
never hear of you wanting or needing anything!

I assured her I have needs and desires much as anyone else. though they
may be in a different category. And I do speak of t o Ii ':::z'wgz
I do not let myself get too disappointed if they do not matfena e of mind
I want them, or if T never get them. It just doesn’t make for peace
and heart, and that means the most to me.

: A i i life around me
As for loving the simple. natural and beautiful things of
here, that is very tgruc. and the reason is much because I have mofalim
it all for years now. How could I be otherwise? I love our way

In the country.

s Loy : - in San

This friend of ours is thinking very much of selling their place in
Diego anld n:'oe:ingoout here in the Valley. She would like to buy :nf?xl:’n place
and fix it up, she says. She loves to re-do old furniture, etc., an g up
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them all. And she is clever, T baye never
attered old couch or gha:r if some-
¢ wood is of special or antique

old houses is a favorite hobby of :
known her to turn down even the n}osit_ 0a :
thing can be done to fix it up, especially 1f th
nature. N . o
i e Navy and he wants a place to

e nd will soon retire from the IN: C . ;
S So 1 will try and help them to find just what they are

raise minks, he said. wish to be eAEi

looking for, though I am not a real estate agent, nor do 1
now either.

There are not too many old houses out our way to rc_‘modfl. or even old
ranches for sale that I know of. ‘Bug there are plenty of nelx;) ones con;:_nﬁ
into being all the time. Over the hill from us here at Rancho Pequeno, wi ic
is our home place as you know by now, :\plpc:xrcd not too long ago. a surEnsIL'[lig
array of housing. From the distance or from here I should say it looks like
a tent city. The houses look quite small and have steep roofs. Some are a
story and a half, just like the one that was built across the road from us.

Where for years we looked upon hay fields, we now hear and see the
bulldozers busily getting shelves up the hill and down dale ready_ for more
houses. This project is on the north side of Sweetwater Valley, just a hill
or two in back of us. This property is called Paradise Hills, and is really in
the city limits of San Diego. And I have been told a new freeway is to make
it appearance in that direction also, coming over the hills from the north to
join our Valley road, which is just off Sweetwater road.

So it will not be long now, and we too, may be in the city limits of

San Diego. Though we hope very much that the nearby beautiful and grow-

ing town of Paradise Hills will keep in mind that we here in Sweetwater
Valley wish to keep our own little Valley much as it is—a rural community.

Besides, we are expecting a new improvement at our shopping center—
of the Village type of architecture I am told. and 1 believe it will suit us all
very well here.

Most of our Valley's population agree on ideals and plans for its type of

progress. We feel, “Let us keep our beautiful little
individual as long as we can.” We do so lov
covered hills, ranches and farms and the e
with such things instead of too much

Valley unincorporated and
¢ our open spaces, native shrubbery-
njoyable country life one can have
clutter of housing, etc.

We who have belonged here for years help to make our newcomers feel
at home, and I find most of them appreciative of space enough for good country

living. And even if prices have gone up sky hi ; il fi lks
who will go to all ends to live out hcré’. T high here, you WIEHEEE

We just bid goodby to some friends with four children who are also
ng for a p!acc in the country, A reasonable place, they added. Reasonable
or not, they will bc'happy to pay the price [ know, for where they live now
is all cro\ufdeq traffic and no place to play that is safe with four children.
A'pld I know just the right place for them, and also the real estate office that
will help them get it. Three of their children will be going to Ella B. Allen

school and I know both pare s d chi il eni i
learning at this school. £ S pione, il snjey the fellSEREIN

As John usually wants his

hearty meal at i it all
prepared, I asked our friends to 2. soon tume, and I Rad iEss

our mid-day meal which we call lunch. We

el

are old fashioned and have what we call breakfast, lunch and supper. When
we speak of a dinner, it means we are having a family-gathering meal.

This day, though, it was really a dinner in quantity. I called it lunch,
but my friends corrected me with, “You call steaming hot corn on the cob,
fried chicken, macaroni and cheese and green beans a lunch!” And we also
had home grown watermelon for our dessert later in the afternoon. Water-
melon is just too filling to eat right after a good sized meal. So I had to
explain that anything we have to eat at noon time is a lunch.

Incidentally most everything I served this day was a Sweetwater Valley
product. The vegetables came from son Sammy’s stand, and the fryers I had
gotten the day before at Bonita Store for thirty-three cents a pound, all cut
up nicely. You can’t beat that anywhere, because they are freshly bought by
our store keeper from a local chicken ranch, thus helping our fellow ranchers
to sell their products also, which in turn helps the store to make their living.

Our friends had just their youngest child with them. As she was asleep,
we slipped her into our little blue baby bed which is home made, and which
we have kept over from our own children for whoever comes our way needing
a sleeping place for a baby or small child. I keep the bed in the spare room
where I also have a double bed for adult guests, or for grandchildren who
enjoy visiting us overnight occasionally.

Little Martha slept for two hours while her parents and we had a very
wonderful visit, Joe and John ending up in front of the TV taking in a ball
game, while I took Margaret outside for a look around our yard. We ended
up, as I most generally do with guests, giving Margaret an all around idea
of how much I really enjoy this east and sheltered side of our house.

We sat a while on the porch, she explaining why and how much she
and Joe wanted to get their children out into the country. But I, knowing
how fussy and particular she is about her house and the children. and also
the way she nags Joe into keeping up their yards both front and back, knew
she had a lot to learn. Especially when I made excuses for our uncut lawn
and messy yard. This was just one of those times when the wind had blown
everything loose around in my yard. And we hadn’t got around to mowing
our rather large Bermuda lawn at the right time. ‘I excused further, saying
that I was letting things go back somewhat to their natural state, for more
reasons than one.

She said, “Oh, Gloria, I couldn’t stand our lawn not to be mowed
regularly, or the hedges clipped properly, and sometlgmg done about the edges
of the lawn and overgrown shrubbery!” Oh yes, I'm afraid my little friend
Margaret has a lot to learn. Either that or poor old Joe will wish he }?adq t
moved out in the country where there is much more space to keep up than in
the city usually.

Margaret also asked me about a high school out here. I explained we did
not have ii)nc in Sweetwater Valley yet, and told her' of the very good ones
we have in our nearby town of Chula Vista. The Valley children arevmllv;en
to and from the high school in a bus. And a bus is used here in the Va le
for our elementary children also. This secmcd O.K. with her. And af(cr‘a ‘
none of her four children would need a high school for at least three years.

i i i found she was
While doing up the dishes, Martha woke up and
in a stra::gLe ‘gzdwil:d camgc nr;nning into the kitchen to find her Mommy, all
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1 i is the + fault 1 have to find with this little
2 and in tears. That is the only fau ”
gé)cr;:g?mde blue bed. The sides are low and lu.hnmouag!e[.o ?;)lloon: csll_:rcr)lu.l;{i‘:)te
j chi rakens, 1f it is enoug ]
> iob when the child awakens, 1f 1t 15 O1C EHSRs i
Kfllistshr\ijartha must have climbed out over the rail safely as we heard no sound

of a fall before she made her tearful appearance.

After feeding her out of the cans her mother had l_:ur}a:l\)lghlt alg}ng, ttllaleey ]}:?(i
They had to pick up their other three children at a nmg\1 or's \tx ers Joey i
left them enjoying a visit and birthday party. I lctr I arrg_are. [ank Joeims
home a copy of "My Beloved Valley  as they seemed so m?‘.\mu.sh o n o t;
about the Valley and I felt they would find most of what they wanted to
know reading my first little book.

I just do not know where the time goes.

It is almost supper time again. 7 A
favorite porch on the east side for that

And here I am once more out on my )
quiet hour I enjoy so much at this time of day.

Some wild birds are getting ready to nestle in their favorite tree nearby.
I can hear their rustle and twitter as they find just the right place to spend
the night. The traffic below on our two highways is quite heavy this Sunday
evening. Folks are coming home from an outing or picnic in the back country
or from a fishing trip at some lake farther out from here. As L sit quietly
here 1 always hope they have had a good time, out where the air is somewhat
fresher and life is not so crowded as it is in the towns.

Our supper on Sunday evenings is very light usually, and somewhat later
than on week days. I serve it in the living room if we wish to take in a TV
program. Tonight we will have a bowl of some kind of box cereal and fruit,
crackers and cheese and coffee. A grandchild or so may join us. They love to
watch TV with us occasionally. And Lassie will be on soon, a picture most
all of our young grandchildren enjoy. John and I enjoy this picture also. It
is so much like our own country life. Zoorama and Sea Hunt, the cowboy
stuff and travelogues are the favorites and the ones we most often watch, though
John loves the ball games and fights also. They are a little too noisy for me.

Once in a while we eat lunch before the TV also, watching Queen For A
Day. John usually ends up on the couch falling asleep during the program.
He is working much too bard for his own good these days. He is hauling
up all the things he wishes to keep on hand from our farm below, which we
now have sold as I mentioned before.

At times I get to feeling a little sad because we sold the farm, especially

now that our son Sam has decided to make his livi
lease property elsewhere, besides his own place,
raise vegetables for his stand. But this seems to have been the best thing we
could do at the time. And we know the folks who own this farm land now

and their plans Oorag ‘“ e ‘hiCh \‘.’ill I'\C P 1 par V ey IOOk
d r for C course w ep tl
3 L 18 t Of fhc 3]1

ving by farming and has to
which hasn't enough ground to

But sometimes I drive by and notice tt
that grow along our former property fence,
our children had dpwn there, owning and caring for their own live stock. And
we Esterbloom seniors, selling over our now deserted stand, the corn and I'nelons
that John» and our boys and sometimes the girls helped {o raise on this land.
And I think of the hayrides in the fall of the year in our old corn wagon,

using a truck to pull it in these later vea i i
pulled by a team of horses. years, though in former years it was

1¢ pretty pink, fragrant wild roses
and think about all the good times
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The hay rides were made up mostly of young people, though older ones
were welcome also. John, or a son-in-law, or one of our sons took turns in
drivine the wagon on these wonderful moonlight hay rides, which always ended
up with an outdoor meal, often cooked out where the party was to be.

I had planned on keeping our old corn wagon that was used on these
hayrides. Bring it up here, paint it white and fill the wagon bed with good
soil and plant climbing geraniums in it. I thought it would lend atmosphere
to our old time home ranch. But John doesn’t see things like I do, so without
asking me, or thinking, he gave the wagon to one of my brothers. and there
I found it in his front yard, painted white and planted into geraniums. Such
is life and that is that.

While I am on the subject of old time things, perhaps you would enioy
some of our Valley's old time history, that I had not mentioned in The
Beloved Valley story.

New friends always ask us how long we have lived here on this hill.
So I start in by telling them that we have lived in this home talent, board-
and-batten house which we built ourselves for thirty-eight years. And how
happy we are and content to have such a nice place to retire in. Actually I
have my doubts if either one of us ever retire, unless we have to.

Then we go on explaining some ideals and plans we Valley folks take
part in for our community’s good progress, etc. And I go on with my first
recollections of Sweetwater Valley in about the year 1912.

I used then to ride over the hill with my father to get groceries in a mule
drawn cart, from Telegraph Canyon where we were living at the time. There
were few cars at this time and we were among the ones who did not own one
yet.

At this time there were only two stores in Sweetwater Valley, one at
Sunnyside and one here at Bonita. Our store here at Bonita was a sort of
trading post, 1'd say, with many other things besides groceries for sale, such
as hardware, hay, feed, grain, men’s clothing, boots and hats, and a Post Office
in one corner of the store. The store at this time was a rather small wood
frame building situated on the north side of where the grocery store is now.
Folks by the name of Bushnell were our storekeepers. And of course, Sweet-
water Valley was at this time definitely a rural ranch and farming community.
There were many citrus groves here, and the Old Red Barn, I have mentioned
quite often, was a citrus packing plant, going full tilt with a large crew of
workers, box makers and packers included.

Getting back to the Bushnells who were our storekeepers at this time, the
family consisted of a widowed mother, son Ralph and daughter Nell. The
three in turn helped at the store. But of course Ralph took all on the main
and heavy responsibilities of service.

There was also an older daughter. I cannot recall her name just now.
though I knew her as Mrs. George B. Worthington, wife of Dr. Worthington,
one of Chula Vista's best physicians at this time. 1 nursed under both Dr.
and Mrs. Worthington, who herself was a graduate nurse, and I spoke of this
in my Chula Vista chapter. I understood the Bushnells later moved to Petrero,
California, after leaving Bonita, and Ralph went into the business of raising
pure bred horses.

ey SO
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moved, after the 1916 flood, to across the

little country store got gac,
road ?r‘\lc{ jlust beyond and east of the Old Red Barn. The Berkey brothers,

1 ; i . Later
O an 4 E FIVES [UL;\ L}]JTQ\. of Bk)nlla store next 1
\\l d d HO“’er ﬂnd [1)\][ wives : ! :
th\. H(’“’Rl’d BCrkL\'S ()\'\'d to JunnY’“d‘ ‘.“‘j yere 1n ‘h:‘ ge ‘ lllE SunnSSIde

store.

After the Wood Berkeys left Bonita store. Mr. and M(rjs_. (& A.bH?lfﬂey
took over the store. Some years later a new Bonita store bu& lr}]g was rdtt‘i)]n
the property where it is now at this present tume, and the Haffleys rente e
old store building for a residence, fixing the old pl.\(c_'m nnd} ?ut nc1|to a com-
fortable and pleasant home. Mrs. Haffley was a music teac 1;r an gavel-?tl}t
children piano lessons. Mrs. Haffley also gave freely of her ta ?nl in ct]lllrll ;
Friends Church at Sunnyside. The Haffleys, all of them, were well love
here in the Valley, and we all have missed them since they have gone.

We have had many different storekeepers in the past, our store improving
with each one, and we have most always enjoyed them as a part of our family.
They have been so friendly and accommodating. Just now Glenn and George
Dull are the storekeepers. And we are happy to have our old stand-by Kaﬂ_lerule
Stegall, who has been with us for quite some time. And young Rodrigous,
we like him too.

I believe that at this present date of 1959, we have as good a grocery store
as can be found anywhere in the county for its size. And our Post Office is
now in a separate building. Not as handy as in former years, perhaps, when
It was a part of our grocery store, but surely easier on our storekeepers.

This next bit of our Valley's early history I came upon by word of

mouth from the one who experienced this. Mrs. Mary Rockwood Peet herself
told me. She was the first white child born in Bonita.

Mrs. Peet exchanged her story of the San Pasqual Valley for my Beloved
Valley story. She also invited me to visit her at her home in Escondido. My
sister May and I drove up there one morning. We found Mrs. Peet a very
sweet person and up to date on almost everything worth while. She has
surely lived a long and happy life. And she does not in the least look her age,

which I know must be around

; eighty, though I am not exactly sure just how
old she is.

She told us of having been born in Sweetwater Valley in an old adobe
ranch house that is now

the property of the Rohr Airc Although
SontEhat i craft Company. thoug
_\lrsk, Peet invited my sister and me to stay for lunch, we did not stay, as she
spoke of an ‘engagement to speak at her club at oné o’clock and we did not
want to detain her.

However, we spent a most pleasant and informativ
her scrap books, of which she h

my hobbies also. And I, too,
mn our own locality.

) e morning with her and
as many. Incidentally, scrap books are one of
have much to pass on through them to friends

We were privileged to see pictures
LW : . I s of the adobe where M Rockwood
'(r:hfls is Mfrs.h[?ect s maiden name) was born. Also ;;ictur;;cof }?e?;elf standing
tn tront of this adobe ranch building which was her childhood home.
As I mentioned before this old ti

Rohr Aircraft Company. It 1s wae] i me ranch is now the property of the

a recreation center.
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This lovely old place has had many owners since Mrs. Peet’s time. One
of its owners of whom I will speak now is Dr. and Mrs. Franklin Dunbar,
who owned and lived on this place when I came to Sweetwater Valley to live.

The Dunbars were a lovely, retiring couple. Lovers of beauty and nature
and the outdoor life. The doctor himself practiced some at the time they lived
here, so I called him once or twice after I had married and bad two children.
ind found him a good doctor also. Mrs. Dunbar, a gracious lady, belonged
to our Sweetwater Woman's Club for years.

[ had met the Dunbars at the home of Dr. and Mrs. Lorini at Coronado
some_years before I came to live in Bonita myself, and I was happy to find
the Dunbars living here also.

Dr. Dunbar passed away some years later, and Mrs. Dunbar moved to
san Diego. Their place was sold to a Mr. Rube Harrison. Then from Harri-
n's to the George Campbells, and next to Mrs. Fessler who raised pure bred

rorses on the place, after building fences and barns and planting nice green
pastures for the horses to run in.

We here in the Valley enjoyed having Mrs. Fessler's lovely horses grazing
in the fields, and while they were being trained it was interesting to watch them.
Once in a while a baby colt would make its appearance, and the children all

enjoyed stopping along the road near the fence to watch it running along with
its mother.

Mrs. Fessler also belonged to our Sweetwater Woman's Club. and we
all felt sad when she passed away after quite a long illness.

So this property changed hands again. And this time the Rohr Aircraft
Company is the new owner.

Not much of the old charm of the Dunbars’ time is left on this place.
except some trees and shrubbery. The buildings are new and many more ha\:e
been added with the different owners. The old adobe of Mary Rockwood's
time is still a part of this old time ranch. It has been repaired from time to
time however, and is in pretty good shape at this present time.

I recall just now a paragraph on the back page of My Beloved Valley
book cover, where my publisher mentioned that Sweetwater Valley at one time
could scarcely have been called peaceful. This fact I had never known, as I
have not written a research story, as I mentioned before. And this unpeaceful
time must have been in a much earlier time than my own. So I inquired of
Mr. Freeman as to the what and why of what he wrote. And this is what he
said. He could not remember, but it must have been something he had re-
searched and forgotten. So we decided to leave it that way.

Perhaps some day when I have more time than I have now I may look into
the matterpmore thorz)ughly. as I would really like to know Whatl mgde C.‘“}:
Valley unpeaceful. Some of our friends suggested that the early Spanis
American and Mexican battle was fought here. While others, in fun I mpﬁ?ﬁ;
suggested it could have been at the time of one of our zoning meetings, Whi
20t pretty heated up before all was settled satisfactorily.

i i les, but I do remem-
I do not remember about the Spanish American troubles, me:
ber our zoning meetings. Though there were always some dlffcrinc;s Otf o;l:v{!r::!orln
they always turned out well for all of us ‘weth no one too llaad y bm;:; 2ne
may add. this beautiful and wonderful little Valley has always be

—79—




seaceful community as far as [ know. e
gur peace has bccnydisturbtd. it is not our Valley-in-general’s fault. The fault

is strictly a personal matter, and soon blows over I am sure.

Even we Esterblooms have our somewhat heated dlfferfnces, butj can
assure you no one else is to blame but us. surely not our _\ alley. An our
differences are settled soon and with forgiveness, understanding and love, [and
are soon forgotten, but a passerby might think we are quite unpeaceful at

the time.

Well, so much for that. Though I will not leave a stone unturned u_ntl[
I have convinced everyone I know how very beloved .md pL‘BCEful our little
valley really is at this present time, and especially at certain times of day.

And yvou should hear the many folks who live here, on returning home
from trips or summer vacations, who say with great sincerity, "My, it is good
to get home! Oh, yes, it was sort of nice to get away for a change and see
new and different scenes. But oh, how much nicer it is to get home!™

And that is just the half of it. I myself. who hardly ever leaves the
Valley vicinity very far, am always extra happy to see the familiar faces of
those who have been away, around again. I am much like the old mother
hen when all of her chicks are under her wings. I count every single person
here a loved friend, whether I know them very well or not. And as I so often
use a line or two of this good old song written by S. B. Silverwood in the year
1913 entitled, "I Love You, California,” I will use the same line here at this
time.

% "I.IR“O“' when I die I shall breathe my last sigh in my own Beloved
alley.

The song read “in my sunny California.”” And as our beloved Valley

is in sunny California T guess it doesn't matter if I change a few words for
my own pleasure.

_ But here again this is my own idea, as no one really knows where they
will breathe their last sigh. But come to think of it, since my husband John

has purchased some new property for us it could be that I do end up here
after all, in one of the lots he bought not too long ago in our beautiful me-

morial park, Glen Abbey, which is just across the hill f ight
here in our own Beloved Valley. ° ol trom avis Hontz St

~ Though I tell my friends and I will tell you here,
(that is me) has outgrown its purpose and is tired and worn out and falls
(though I am by no means in that shape now I hope?), do not expect the
part that is really me to stay put, just because a little dirt has been put on top
of the old remains. For I shall spring up like a2 mushroom or an early spring
flower most anywhere hereabouts, where [ can still be a part of and keep track

of my beloved ones, their children and their children’s children all of whom
I love so much T could never be separated from, ever, :

You see, I believe the Bible story of the re g i
!fwc never separates itself from those théy love. c"g:?;l::?idliszein:; ;lﬁ;e Kgf:le
you shall live also.” And we all know how very nﬁm St LoZd loved us.
and that our I4ogd actually died, as we know death and rose again. That i;
even in history, just in case you do not happen to fmve the faitgh y;:;u should

have in the seemingly impossible things of | i i i
my mind and heart to be truth. B of the Bible, which I believe with &

when this old tree
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And if at some time or in some places

.

And though the old house, which is our natural body that we need for
our life on this earth, is through here, we take on the new unseen spiritual
body that lives on forever and ever, even though it is unseen by our natural
eve. Just as if a smog or fog was between the two. That is, until we search
for truth and understand more clearly.

It's very much like this. A few days ago I had invited some friends out
for lunch. We had planned a nice patio luncheon, as I especially wanted my
friends not only to feed their face, so to speak, but to feast their eye also on
our beautiful view of valley and mountains, which I do love to show off every
chance 1 get.

Well, you know how it is sometimes. Our plans are not always just
our plans. Someone higher than us has plans also. And the day appeared a
smoggy, foggy mass the first thing in the morning of that day.

I must say I was truly disappointed, though while I was busy tidying
things up and preparing for my guests, I was hoping and praying for the nice
clear usually beautiful picture we have here on our patio porch.

But sad to say, the weather remained the same. So we ate on our inside
porch, while I apologized and made excuses for our very unusual weather. (I
somewhat fibbed.)

I One of my friends spoke up and said, ‘‘Never you mind the excuses, Gloria.
I'he way you have always described your precious view that we are missing
today has inspired us all the more to come again soon, when our luck is better
and our picture clear.”

So you see what I mean. Until we have faith enough in what we are
told in the Bible of the eternal and spiritual life and are inspired enough to
come again and again searching—that is, desiring with all our hearts to see
what is beyond the clouds or whatever obstructs our view at first, we will never
know or see clearly how eternal life is possible.

And I do not mean in the least that anyone, including our most learned,
can explain all their is to know about such things. I can only pass on to you
what I have the faith and desire to believe, which to my way of thinking is
just what a loveable God, Heavenly Father and Lord would actually have
as His wonderful and superior plans for all of His creation.

Well, here goes the phone again, so I'd better go in and answer it quickly.
It may be the important call John was expecting this morning, though I would
love to spend every minute of this morning out here in this wonderful sun-
shine. John had asked me to stay near the phone so I would be sure and not
miss hearing it. 1 could not run the vacuum either, as it does make too much
noise if I am in the other end of the house to hear the phone. So I had decided
about the only thing I could do, besides washing up the dishes and sweeping
out the kitchen, which is where our one and only phone is hooked up, was
to go out on my favorite place and write. So that's just what this phone call
caught me doing.

Next week will be an extra busy one, so I will not be able to take my
pencils out for even an hour or two. Folks often ask me how I find the time
to write at all. So I explain it this way, which is really and actually the truth.

t is my recreation. I love to write. It quiets my hustling, bustling, sometimes
Overtaxed nervous system. Also I love all the things 1 write about and wish so
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much to share them with you and my family, friends 3!3(_1 everyone “;:hcl)‘ cares
to read about the simple, natural and everyday bm'unrul t’l?lngjlf?_ l:f'e in
general, so I just take the time to write, which 1s at times a (\july if lcuIt _and
inconvenient thing to do, so here you have it. I do not find the time, I just

take the time.

I have been taking care of two crippled ladies one day each a week, Mon-
day and Friday. But I do not know how long I can keep this up as I now
have a very lame back and lifting a patient does not help it any. -

You should see our patio yard this morning. Our Bermuda la\yn that
grows all over and around all of our trees hgrc in this favorite east side and
sheltered part of our yard has just had a nice, neat mowing Jo_b_. An o]_d
friend of our from Mexico did the job. He came over with a VISIting permit
and is so anxious to help in any way he can while he is here on a visit, so we
let him do whatever he sees that needs doing and that he wishes to do.

The first thing he went after was our neglected near the house groun_ds-
Then he painted our porch furniture. He found some left over cans of paint
in our storeroom, mixed them together with a little paint thinner, oil or what-
ever he found suitable, resulting in a sort of lavenderish-fawn color paint,
which looks very well on what he has painted.

He first fixed all the broken chairs. He then painted them, along with a
barrel or two holding plants. my home made tea wagon which 1 had made
with a baby buggy chassis. an out-door table or two and the bird cage in
which are seven parakeets belonging to our grandchildren. Their parents do
not wish to be bothered with them so Gramma fell heir to the job. I myself
do not care for caged birds. But the children enjoy watching and feeding them
on their visits here so [ keep them just for their pleasure.

I asked Hernon (that is our little Mexican friend's name) how he made
the paint go so far. His answer was, “No mind, me fix. Kerosene me put,
not too much. but some. Oil too, and other. I empty all cans, put together.

Storeroom clean now, no more can around. Plenty room on shelf.” You
would almost take his lingo to be Chinese.

. With my left over black stove enamel he painted our two steel outdoor
folding chairs. They look wonderful. I also have a serving table I made from
an old sewing machine chassis, with a plywood top. He also painted black
the bortom of this table, the sewing machine part. So this looks wonderful
also. You see, many of our things we have around are of antique or junk

nature, that we have kept around for o i i ]
i 2 ne thing or another. So aint job
does wonders for these old things. : ;- ;

Hemop 1s a wonderful [ittle person to have around, 1T must say. He
sf[artpd coming here to our country wet-back fashion. Tbi; is what wg 'Cali-
c??,l?mwml!‘l't when a Mexican, etc., comes under the fence, and not legally
°T by permission. But Hernon now comes over with a visiting permit, and

has done so now for s i : w
some time. Hernon is very ienti i
vt ; ERnAcie 3
do everything in the legal Proper manner. ' Aecikntious andEES

Some time ago he worked on o

. ; ; ur son { ; ich i
in the Lakeside territory. He stayed a Jack’s ranch in Barona, which is

since our son Jack has sed Imost a year with them at this time. And
passed away, Hernon now comes to our place here in

Eeofglr[ea fg)nndh;“hg Vvisits are shorter and always with 2 visiting permit, as I said
' s Hiernon and Jack were great friends, Hernop often speaks of the
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good times they had together on the Barona ranch. And says over and over,
“Mr. Jack,” (that is what he calls our son), *“Mr. Jack he teach me many good
things. Yes, many good things Mr. Jack teach me.” This makes us very
happy to have Hernon bring back our son to us in this way.

Hernon also kept our old Ford car cleaned and locking very much like
new. And as we keep it parked in the car port or shelter it gets terribly dusty.
Also I have come home from a job of nursing or marketing, often tired out,
to find good little Hernon had mopped my kitchen and also given it a2 wax job.
So you can be sure I, for the most part, miss Hernon very, very much.

We are now trying to help him become a citizen, for that is what he wishes
very much to do. And as he is such a very trustworthy person, I do hope he
can make it. So far, we haven't been able to get all the needed cash and require-
ments, so we haven't had a visit from Hernon for many months now. While
he was here the last time he mentioned that he most likely would be sent to
Yucatan, the place of his birth, for some sort of reference that Tijuana, his
temporary home could not supply. So I hope we will hear from him soon.

Well, who is this coming up our driveway just behind my husband’s
little old green 1949 Ford truck, both of them just in time for lunch, which
I hadn’t given a thought to as yet! I just do not know where the time goes.

The extra car produced something very unexpected and appreciated. It
was our daughter Jean Ames, who lives three miles up the Valley Road. She
had brought us a platter of freshly cooked fish, still hot and ready to eat.
What a treat! And just in time! God bless her.

One of their friends, Jim Williams, who had gone fishing, shared his
luck with them. And Jean in turn is sharing her gift with us. She had to get
right back as her husband Ed would be home by this time wanting his meal
also.

Our ranch men come home three times a day for meals, and often between
times for different reasons, taking on a cup of coffee or some sort of snack at
the same time.

Jean is a good cook. And I do enjoy the fish the way she prepares and
cooks it. She dips the pieces of cut up fish, with the skin on. unless it is
suitable for fillet, into beaten eggs first, then rolls it in cracker meal, cornmeal
and flour mixed into which has been added salt and pepper to taste, and fries
in deep Crisco or bacon fat. We like the skin left on the fish always, as there
is where much of the good flavor comes from.

I served also fresh sliced tomatoes from Sam’s stand and warmed up some
left over macaroni and cheese, and our son-in-law, who came just in time on
some sort of business with John, stayed for lunch and said the dinner was
fit for a king. A far cry it was, too, from what I had planned to have for
John's lunch this busy morning. We also had apple pie for dessert. I almost
forgot to mention this. Another donation, and just in time.

Barbara Drew, who accompanies Jobn and his violin on the piana at
our Friends' Church services. had baked John this nice fresh apple pie for his
birthday, which was today, October 10th, only we were not going to celebrate
till in the evening. However, we decided to have the pie for lunch as we had
a nice big cake that our daughter Edla had baked and decorated for the evening

and birthday occasion.

o




> a1 chicken ranch in Sunnyside and
he Drews, Kenny and Barbara, have a chicken r'mc
here i—srwhcrc we get our nice fresh eggs. They allso l_‘!q:ncarlcl;r[ze Xl(;ng:égi a:lg
talented children, two boys and a daughter. Barrw‘ar:l: b% o y SHE 3
oldtime Valley folks, though not as oldtime as we are Dy 3
ebber's old place on the hill in Sunny_'mde, and re-
They may even have torn it down and
) it was of the two—remodel or build new.

They bought Aunty W r
modeled the old house quite a bit.
built a new one. I'm not sure whicl
lace was a favorite place to go for Sunday dinners
(being invited first, of course). T}ns was _wh_cn I ‘TNS Mm:jm,j»\ Slxtee{;’y;grs
of age and living with the D. N Williams family. anl_c an' untyd fg gr
were no relation to the Williams folks either. They were just very good friends
and were always known in the Valley lovingly as Aunty and Uncle Webber.

Aunty Webber's p

The Williams family are also old time Valley folks and are well known
and loved by the ever so many who have become acquainted with them through
the vears. The Williams' ranch is well known for its citrus groves and .also
for its nice fresh vegetables which they grow in quantity at this present time.

John just came into the house to tell me he noticed a pile of new lumber,
cement and what have you on the lot just across the road from us. And what
a surprise. There is to be a house built there at last. Though I do feel a
little sad about this, as it will cut one of my good and friendly neighbor's east
view off completely. This lot had been vacant and up for sale now for a
couple of years. Different ones had bought it. But no one seemed to be able
to get a permit or contractor to build the kind of house they wished on such
a small lot.

It has been three weeks now since I have had an opportunity to take out
my paper and pen and write. Today I am across the Valley from our home. [
am staying with Mrs. Judge Burch's father, Mr. Diffin, for the morning while
the household is away. Mr. Diffin hasn't been well for some time now, so it

is best that someone stays here in the house with him just in case he needs
something.

It is quiet and beautiful over here among the oaks and pines. This
property was at one time, years ago, the property of Mr. and Mrs. R. C. Allen
and family. Mrs. Allen was the late Ella B. Allen, for whom Bonita's new

ElechlAr\' sdmpl was named. This very dear little person, Mrs. Allen, loved
our Valley and its people. It was she, with the help of a gardener, who planted
the oaks and pines and other wonderful shrubs and trees that are on this
property now owned and lived on by the Judge Burches.

; The Bprchcﬁ. who have built a2 new home here, have also added a nice
patio in their private yard where 1 may sit if 1 wish and write undisturbed.
That is unless Mr. Diffin should need me and ring. I can hear his ring very
j.vdl‘from here, as [ lgax»'vc a door open from the house 50 I shall not miss hear-
ing it. It was Mr. Diffin and Mrs. Burch who gave me so much help getting
out my Beloved \‘allcy» story. They did all my typing for me. And also
helped me to get buyers for my book. You see I do all my writing in longhand,
and do not type at all. And before [ can turn in 2 manuscript, it must be typed.
This is a big job for anyone who has to read my writing .But 1 am one of
the fortunate ones who have wonderful friends who do ever so many kind,
thoughtful, and wonderful things for me and for our family also

“The new home I spoke of some time ago that was being built on the
small lot across the street or road, rather, from us, is now completed. As most
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of the houses around here are of the low, ranch-type of architecture, some of
are not too pleased with this story and a half job. And the Klickas, our friends,
are now almost hidden behind the new house. And all the Klickas have to
say is that the newcomers seem like very nice friendly people.

They have been in the new house now for about a week. I learned that
they have three small children. I myself will go over when I find they are
well settled. Also I will welcome them to our Valley with a set of bright pot
holders that I crocheted out of rug yarn and that I wish on most everyone I can.

While I was over at the Burches the other day, taking care of Mr. Diffin,
I looked through the Burches' interesting magazines. Among them on the
table was the latest copy of The American Heritage. 1 glanced through this
interesting and informative book, coming to a page explaining what went
on during the days of the fight for women's rights. As I read further I was
somewhat surprised at the pictures, and also some of the methods the women
took of convincing the male public of a woman's rights.

I wish I had been old enough at that time to have taken part in this
campaigning process. For it would not have taken me long to explain in detail
that God himself, who created all mankind equal, gave us females our first
women's right when the world was first created.

You will find this in the Holy Bible, the Book of Life, the Book we
sometimes place our hands on in court as being all truth and nothing but the
truth. And in that Book you will find where God himself, who created every-
thing that has been created, including man and woman, or male and female,
gave all things a cooperative purpose. It was God who said there was to be
no respector of persons, not even with Him, for He said neither male nor
female, nor black nor white, neither rich or poor, etc.

So if our government, which to my way of thinking is the very best of
governments, went through and stood for all that monkey business just to
give us women what was our legal rights in the first place, I am both pleased
and thankful they woke up to the fact that she who gives birth to the nations
should surely have a say in her own government. So that is that.

I had never paid much attention as to how, when or why we acquired
equal rights, except for the fact that I was born with that idea in my soul
and mind. And that it was a gift from my Creator who said He himself was
no respector of persons, giving to women equal rights as a birthright in the
first place, as I said before. o

I myself will admit right here though, that I am somewhat of a respector
of persons myself, though I do not mean to be, always. But when it comes
to my own family, special friends and all Sweetwater Valley folks I'm liable
to have favorites among these loved ones, even though I know I should not.
Of course, I believe certain things would alter the case too, somewhat.

I have a pile of scrapbooks of many Valley and other events that I have
kept for years, as scrapbooks are really a hobby with me. Bug what my
scrapbooks hold has more to do with me keeping them than anything else. In
explanation I might say a matter of love and sweet gnd happy memories. Come
and look at them some time if you wish. They will tell you much about our
Valley's past and present doings.

We Esterblooms, and I might add. I usually speak mostly for myself.
have thoroughly taken root here. We had not intended to sell all of our farm
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land at the time we sold it. But the man that boughtdn \:r:lnugn:il :sr‘;leo;;i
And as I mentioned before, it seemed the best lhl‘ng"lo Oi] dnis e e e
and did need the money. And now, oh happy day! Ot%r 'a,rllw > ‘Vane o
hands of our own Valley's promoters. So we here in \E“’c$ ; alh1 e t;(r)o ol
forward to some very wonderful progress and changes here in the

off fuature. -

I guess I will take my cup of coffee and dish o_f. C-til:C.ll oudt gn ot“xfr lnu'.:
east side porch this nice sunny morning. Our view is tl\ar ar}; cautiful o
both Valley and surrounding mountains and !p[ls. And 1 can hear you say—
‘““‘Here she goes again—birds in the bird bath!

Well, this time someone new has come on the horizon, though the wild
canaries have taken over just now. Our newcomer, a clumsy pld roa(.i—l:unner.
sits on a post, awaiting his turn at the feeders and water dish. Strange 1t 1s, too.
Road-runners usually chase away all smaller birds, but this one, believe it or
not, has manners. He is just sitting there on the post making an odd bird
noise. It could be that he is complaining and trying to hurry the procedure
of the other birds. 1 am not yet familiar with all the habits and languages
of my fellow nature creatures. though I do enjoy their goings-on very much.
These outdoor noises I call my theme song, while I do my writing.

We have just received a letter from our little Mexican friend Hernon.
He is not having much luck yet with his papers of admission. Seems he can get
a permit to work or visit, but he wishes to live over here as a citizen, so he
will still keep trying he says. He gets someone to write his letters for him as
he cannot read, write or speak very much English. Though he studies all the
time, he says. So perhaps this is one and the main reason why he is not able
to qualify for that particular kind of admission just yet. Knowing Hernon and
how patient and persevering he is. I am sure he will win out in the end. I hope
so.

He brought his father to visit us last year when he himself was here on
a visit, and though we could not understand Hernon's father, as he also speaks
very little English, we did have a nice visit via the sign language, and also
what little each understood from the other.

Hernon spoke of bringing his mother over here for a visit also, though
he has not done so yet.

Hernon is now down in Yucatan, his

papers he is so fondly and anxiously hoping for. We also found out while
Hernon was here on his last visit that he is not a Mexican at all, though
we all h_ad (}mgght he was. He is half Mia Indian and half Spanish. His
mother is Spanish and his father Mia Indian. His father is quite light of
complexion and looks much like an American. Hernon favors his mother and

!I;(S}i]:nm[h” dark complexion, though he is quiet and quick of action like the

birthplace, still trying to get the

F 2 S . N
very ?eﬁl'fr};;;cd:‘\gh ngiim v on our favorite porch, John and I and some
Gl .o;s rd -lrvl Mrs. Brown. We will have supper out here and
full-moonlight Ei Li)t O‘:‘xrn, and the moon comes up, for another nice bright
el %13\: i e ’wﬂl sit here, that is, if it doesn't get too chilly,
start our old aches §n3 “;'Kh outl somewhat that we do not get chilled and
sweaters on, Pains going. Though [ guess we could put our
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Just now the whole sky and Valley is one golden
is extra clear. Ev_erything in sight seems much nearer
could hardly do justice this evening explaining how wonderful and colorful
our east View IS just now, as the sun is dropping low and down on the west

Truly our God is a most ardent and glorious artist. For none other could
ever paint a picture to equal this one in front of us. And God our father is
so generous, sharing His art with us. | take these beautiful and wonderful

pictures as His valentines to us here on earth, His token of love that, though
unnoticed by many, surrounds us all of the time.

glow. The atmosphere
than it actually is, |

We have just finished eating. Our supper was light. T had opened a
couple of cans of Snow’s clam chowder, which is, by the way, the only canned
clam chowder we like. It has just the right clam flavor for us. The Browns
enjoyed it too. I just add three full cups of milk and a lump of butter and
heat. That’s all there is to it. We have crackers, hot biscuits and jelly, cin-
namon rolls or toast with it. Tonight we had crackers, and cinnamon rolls
with our coffee later. We also had a dish of stewed dried prunes just because

]_lhad enough for the four of us and I believed they are good for what might
ail us.

Here I am a week later. I just got home from our Sweetwater Woman's
Club fashion show. And what a good time we had. Yes, believe it or not,
we have some very beautiful and stream-lined women in our club, some of
whom were our models. And what an audience we had, besides our members.

You see, our club puts on these fashion shows once a year. The proceeds
go into our scholarship fund, which we feel is very worth while. This year
the theme of our show was “‘Oriental Overture.” Our clubroom was decorated
throughout in oriental fashion, including oriental wall murals. A brunch
was served on our brick patio at eleven A.M., just before our show which was
to take place at one o'clock.

Delicious and dainty sandwiches were served with a fruit cap made with
watermelon and cantaloupe balls, and a very nice cup cake and coffee, tea or
punch for beverage.

The melon balls were locally raised on our son’s land and came from our
son's fruit stand. I suppose others supplied melons also.

Some time ago, Molly Gassaway called me on the phone. “‘Gloria, do you
suppose we could get some of Sam’s melons? I need both ca‘x}(aloupe and water-
melon. They are to be used for our fashion show brunch.

Said I, “Why Molly, I though the fashion show was not to be for a
month or so yet. But of course you are welcome to depend on us for melons,
and I hope they will be good by that time. You know it will be a little late

in the season.”

But our Molly knew her business. She said, “I'll fix that, and soon. Can
you get me the melons tomorrow?"”

“Sure,” 1 said, "but . . .”" and before I could say more she informed me
that she was going to spoon them in balls, put them in cartons and keep them
in her deep freeze till needed.

icious. joyed my cup of
And I want to tell you they were delicious. I truly enjoye |
them. n(Andwgm some ir? my deep freeze for us also.) And it seemed nice
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to have some of our home grown melons to pffcr, not only our Valley folks,
but our out of town guests as well. And Arline and Sammy, our young folks
who have the stand at this time were more than happy to supply the melons.
Perhaps the Wiessers and Williams provided melons from their patches also.

Qur very charming President, Lila Knibbs, started the display by intro-
ducing the chairman, Mrs. Charles Smith, who did a beautiful job of directing
the fashion show. You yourself would have to attend our fashion shm'v or
display of lovely clothes to really appreciate the show as a whole, deco_rauon_s,
entertainment and introduction to some very lovely and new creations in
women's clothing. 1 am not good at describing a fashion show myself.

The meeting with friends and the fellowship we have is enjoyable to me.
And as many of us see each other on week days in our every day assortment
of clothes suitable for country life such as Capri slacks, Bermuda shorts, pedal
pushers, overalls, with smocks or blouses, it is alway nice'to see our friends
in their best clothes. And it takes an affair such as a fashion show to really
give one the whatever you call it to dress up especially.

Even I made some sort of effort to look my best, though my simple linen
from Mode O'Day in Chula Vista was a far cry from my fairer club sisters’
clothes. Some came in oriental costume, though this was optional. And though
it was October 15th, the day was almost like a day in July. And I was not
the only one who noticed the heat by the way the fans were going.

We had a door prize and a raffle as we usually do on such occasions.
And delicious home made cookies were sold at the door for twenty-five cents
a dozen. I bought four dozen mixed from the very nicest of them and took
them home to my family, who enjoyed them no end. Imagine making even
the plainest kind of cookies for twenty-five cents a dozen. Oh, well, I guess
this was bargain day for the lucky ones who came out our way that day.

Today [ am making watermelon rind pickles, spiced and preserves. We
enjoy them and they make nice Christmas gifts. The only difficulty is to
find neighbors who have time to come for the hearts of the watermelon.
know it sounds silly. You would think anyone would enjoy watermelon hearts.

But you would be surprised how few care to come after it. And I haven't the
time myself to deliver it.

., 1 made up my own recipe this year and instead of using lime to crisp the
rind I used salt and water. _f\nd instead of stick cinnamon 1 used red hots.
‘That gives my watermelon rind a nice red color without using artificial color-

ing. Everyone who tastes them says they are delicious. So I am real pleased
with my adventure.

This afternoon I am going to visit some
I have baby sat with in past years.
much as they will not be among us h
years, during which time they w

children here in the Valley that
I am looking forward to this visit very
s here in Sweetwater Valley for at least two
ill be living in Imperial Valley, California.
I arrived at the Lyons’ home just before

from school. Their dog wasn't too ha : i j
f : g Wa / at my ed back
into my car till the child got off the l:)pu‘\)sy T oo, o L

‘ | and came along-side my car. After
whgh alil threedoff uls got aloni fine while we looked Ovcrgthcir lovycly woodsey
yard and wonderful grape stake fence that Mr. uE
up around their patio for privacy. - Lyons and soc BEC

Vicky, the youngest, came home
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I hadn't been over th'is way for some time, and their trees and shrub
had grown to immense height, sheltering their home and grounds beautifully.

Bruce ar_ld C_h_arlotte. the older two, came home soon afterwards, and we all
had a nice visit.

I went over ag:}in a few days later and stayed with the children a couple
of hours in the evening. And again we had an enjoyable time. Mr. and Mrs.
Lyons. came home then, and we all visited over bowls of chocolate ice cream.
Our visit was more than just a lot of small talk. Underneath, each knew the

other would be missed among the familiar faces here in the Valley for at least
two years.

It was nice to know they were not leaving our Valley for good and that
they are not selling their home. They hope to rent it to folks who will enjoy
and appreciate such a nice house and woodsy surroundings.

Today is October 28th. Halloween is just around the corner. So as usual

we will be getting the trick-or-treat stuff on hand to pass out as the goblin
children come along.

Since our hill is so built up we have quite a few of these nice young visitors
on trick-or-treat night. And often a group of goblins from other parts of our
Valley find their way to our house also.

I usually ask the goblin children to sing us a song. This they always do

gladly. I love to hear their sweet young voices singing on different levels of
untrained melody.

Last year when I ran out of cookies, fruit and candy, I had a jar of pennies
I passed out. This year the pennies will go to a milk fund in connection with
the United Fund I am told. Just imagine a child going without milk when we
have such a surplus around here. So I wish [ had a million pennies to give this
worthy cause. Though I am told that even one penny goes quite a way towards
the milk fund. I am sure the children will enjoy giving up their pennies as they
have been taught both at home and at school to share with others.

Yesterday Gloria, a grandaughter, came for anything I had in canned
goods. I am not sure where they were going, but I know how happy one feels
when we have something we can share with someone else.

Well, look who is here! My husband’s brother, Arvid. He had phoned
yesterday and asked me when I was coming for the olives. We had company
most of the day so I did not go for them. Now here he is with a crock and
also a large jar full.

You see, we have two large olive trees on our small ranch that give us
a good crop of olives every year. I used to cure them myself, using the recipe
that is in our Sweetwater Woman's Club cook book, given and written therein
by the late Ella B. Allen, who at that time was here, alive and with us at club
meeting. She used this recipe herself and cured the olives from their ranch every
year herself. She also made wonderful preserves from the pineapple }Eua;;l——
“fajoea”— (I guess I spelled it right). This fruit also came from the Allen
ranch.

ildre home to do the pick-
And now on our own place, as our children are not
ing, our brother Arvid both picks and cures our olives, for half. r.Ii am ;urc
thankful he does as this job is quite a chore. Olives do well here an :'e .}\(;:
enough to share with our family and some friends who enjoy having them
the Thanksgiving and Christmas dinners.
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And speaking of Christmas and holiday food, I have been busy making

more watermelon rind pickles. So far I bhave put up about forty-five pints.
These I pass around among our family and friends who enjoy watermelon rind
pickles.

At this time of year the watermelon seems to have a thicker rind than
earlier in the season. So at this time I find it just the right time to make the
pickles. I have had a few orders for them 3_150. So I‘have §old some. But
usually I make them just for ourselves and gifts for holiday dinners.

Here is my recipe in case you wish to make some yourself. Cut
melon rind in desired pieces, leaving just a little of the red part. Soak in salt
and water to cover eight hours or over night. Solution one tablespoon salt to
one quart water. Drain next morning and wash well under faucet. Then
sprinkle this mixture over them: three cups sugar to three teaspoons powdered
ginger. Mix around gently with wood spoon. Let stand till syrup is ready.
To eight pints of rind, measured after salting process, use one quart vinegar,
four cups sugar or honey, two teaspoons whole cloves and three quarters to one
cup cinnamon red hots. Bring this to a boil and boil twenty minutes. Add
rind and liquid that has formed from the ginger sugar process, boil fifteen
minutes more, Take off and set away for eight hours or over night. Then boil
again till melon rind is tender and clear but not squashy. Put in sterile jars
and seal at once. Pint jars are best for this I find, and the wide mouth ones
are preferred, or any jar of pint size that is nice shaped for gifts can be used
if it can be sealed. These pickles are rich in flavor, so not everyone likes them.
However, I never have any of ours left over after the holidays.

Last evening John and I attended a reception given in honor of our Valley

neighbors, the Whelans. Mr. Whelan, who had been one of San Diego’s promi-
nent lawyers for many years, has now been appointed Judge.

The reception took place at our Sweetwater Woman's Clubhouse here in
Sweetwater Valley, and was well attended. It was nice to meet and visit with
folks we do not have the privilege of seeing often. So we did have a nice time.
The food was wonderful, the beverage according to your own taste.

I have noticed now for some time that w

there is a full house, our club parking grounds are much too small. Folks have
to park down the road a ways in two different directions. So as much as we
will hate to cut down some of our Eucalyptus trees, I suppose there is nothing
cls_c we can do. We do need more parking space, that is for sure. However,
this will be a decision for our club as a whole, and not for me alone to decide.

) By the way, you will remember [ had a
Valley citizens about a week ago. That is, fo
have a sand and gravel pit
community you have bee

ith parties such as these when

petition to have signed by our
' r the ones who do not wish to
project here in Sweetwater Valley, this beloved
n reading about here in my book.

.\.'1u§t of us here know that we have had ideals and plans for our growing
community for years. And we feel this sort of enterprise would disturb our
country life, health, peace of mind and safety on our roads, as well as disrupt
the ideals and plans we now have for the ‘good of our Vﬂlcy as a whole.
After a_ll._ We are just protecting our home. so to speak, when we protect our
Valley's interests in general. So [ say, though [ am only a very small voice in

the }l;x)auer. It 18 not strange that we here in Sweetwater Valley should object
to this sort of disturbance, nuisance or whatever you could call it

—0 ()

Tonight we had a meeting at the Ella B. Allen school in the auditorium.
Many of the petition signers were there and also those who objected to the
petition. But you would never have known who they were. There was no
bickering nor argument. Just a few qguestions asked and answered and a few
comments. And the real problem presented with the belp of an outlined map
of the Valley and situation of the proposed gravel and sand pits.

We were instructed to appear at the Civic Center in San Diego to present
our case, which we hope will help us to win the fight or struggle we are now
having to protect our Beloved Valley’s best interests. Most of all I am sure we
all hope not to offend anyone. Just hope to win them over to a right decision,
as I see it. So here is hoping we do.

And soon now will be a plan to organize a definite Board to reoresent us
and inform us of any future disturbine enterprises that would spoil instead of
preserve our ideals and plans and way of life here in the country, without having
to have any long, drawn out argumentative meetings, which as yet we have had
very few of in the past. But our Valley population is growing fast, and as it
grows there are more voices and differences of opinion to be heard. So a defi-
nite Planning Board would help much, I believe.

Some say just the men should deal in these matters. But I feel it should
be the interest of the family as a whole. Even our children should be informed
as to what goes on, for after all, they will in time take over where we will have
to leave off.

And now | must end this last and extra long chapter, althopgh it is hard
for me not to keep writing about all the things that will be taking place here
in the future.

And I could go on and on writing of the wonderful changes in nature at
this time of year. Our view of mountains, hills and Valley is extra clear these
autumn days. And right here on our porch the Virginia-creeper vine that covers
our fireplace chimney is now turning wonderful soft shades of yellows, pinks
and reds. And our California holly berries too, that grow here on our small
ranch, are all red and Christmasy, letting us all know how very close Thanks-
giving and Christmas really are.

I just love this time of year. Especially now that I have learned to simplify
and enjoy all of our holidays in a more satisfactory way. Not Ttoq much fuss
and rush. And not too much extra preparation of meals. \\F just have a
wonderful time with family and friends around much of the time.

Oh, yes, we do have very good and very large family dinners, bu(vl have
learned to prepare them easier than I used to in years gone by. And I find we
all have more time for fellowship. and the food is just as much enjoyed as ever.

i g hopping a couple of months
As for presents and Christmas buying, I start s 8 _ ;
in advance, End as our house is old fashlonu.i. we have \ungio“ seats in three
bedrooms, so here is my place to store the gifts I have to give.
: ¢ rorld in general, that I should
Also I plan for the gifts I owe to the wor : '
give too “‘dp]:n' aside funds for this and that even though it may \l;c alfmal!
donation, 1 feel it all helps. The Christmas seals and other gifts. You know
what 1 mean. bl 3
home made gifts when
eserves, pot holders and other hor i
have f:rlv:: I@cr»"(a:lﬁri&rmas can gc 2 most wonderful time if we learn its true and
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wonderful meaning. Or it can be one mad rush as it sometimes was for me in
the past. Now I plan for Christmas all the year around with a little extra when
Christmas actually is here.

And now as I end my chapter, it is with an invitation to our Golden
Wedding party, six years in advance, just to give you time to decide whether
or not you care to attend such a party, in such a place or community, and with
such folks as you have read about in and throughout this book.

And as John and I grew up here in Sweetwater Valley, met and married
here, and our wedding party was held in the former Sweetwater Woman's Club-
house. and our many friends and most of our family live in this part of Cali-
fornia, is it not fitting that we should have our Golden Wedding party here in
our Beloved Sweetwater Valley and in our clubhouse also?

And incidentally, our prayers, petitions and hopes were realized today
when a crowded room of Valley citizens heard the final and good news of
our Valley's many years of ideals and plans. There will be no gravel pit
operations here in this beloved and protected home of ours, Sweetwater Valley
— Bonita and Sunnyside inclusive.

And here is your invitation:

You are cordially invited to attend the Golden Wedding of John and
Gloria Esterbloom of 3509 Willow Road, Bonita, California, on March the

12th, 1965. This celebration will be held in our Sweetwater Woman's Com-
munity Clubhouse here in Sweetwater Valley.

Yes, I know lots of changes could affect our Golden Wedding party.
But just to let you know [ have great faith, and as I have shared with you the
years, | wish to share with you also our Golden Wedding. That is, unless the
One whose plans are far above and greater than our own should plan it other-
wise.

Be seeing you.

614 Red Barv, Benitn C;L. B
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(Chorus)

\

OLD RED BARN

Sing to the square dance tune “Turkey tn the Straw.”

I

Old Sweetwater Valley is a nice little place.
And its now getting ready for a change of face.
So the Old Red Barn used and loved so long
Must now come down, so we sing this song.

Sad it will be when we cannot see,
The Old Red Barn where it used to be.
So we'll sing and dance. and all be gay
In remembrance of our former day.

11

Yes, the new for the old is always good,

And we must have the ground where the old barn stood.

And the Old Red Barn will be missed of course.

But a new Shopping Center we will all endorse.
(Chorus)

THE END
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