








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
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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

—75—




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
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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

— 80—

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.
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> 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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