


“Never need one" he says. “Can’t afford it if I did”. So that's
that.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

driving in towr on the crowded hi

now,

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




Wet backs on Parade -

THE LITTLE BROWN MEN, THE MEXICANS

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

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

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

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

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

someone’s son, father or husband,

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

being. I had another pat

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

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

b
s they come to our door. So we

Bonita Cal-

AND NONE SHALL BE FORGOTTEN

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

bring along in my pocket book.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

e

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

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

it?"”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

after book, instead of me reading to her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

form, of the favorite or special recipes

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

twater Women's Club”” by M. G.

old-timers have one, and it is well used

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

THE END




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

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



