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INTRODUCTION 

Early in 1964, Mrs. Mary Le Conte Hoffman visited 
the office of the Oral History Program to tell us 
personally of a man she suggested might be of interest 
to us. As she talked, it became apparent that Samuel 
Butler should certainly be tape recorded and that, 
because of his age, we should begin as soon as possible. 

Having lost almost all their land holdings in 
Mississippi during the Reconstruction Period following 
the Civil War3 the Butler family determined to emigrate 
by train to California in 1372., bringing six-year-old 
Sam and his brothers and sisters. At 98, Mr. Butler 
still recalled vividly the arrival at Los Angeles: an 
Indian powwow was in progress and thousands of redskins 
in full ceremonial regalia were camped just east of the 
railroad station. This proved to be only the first of 
many colorful incidents in his recollections of early 
Southern California. 

As a young man, Sam followed his father's trade 
and became a well-digger. Included among his many clients 
was Ellas J. "Lucky" Baldwin, who employed the Butlers to 



dig the wells which would-provide water for his newly 
purchased Santa Anita Rancho. 

In 1889, Mr. Butler was engaged to superintend the 
Arrowhead Hot Springs Hotel, then a nationally famous spa. 
He remained at the hotel as its year-round superintendent 
until 1895, when it burned to the ground. Following the 
tragic destruction of the hotel, Mr. Butler and his 
family remained at the Hot Springs and he turned to 
poultry raising for a livelihood. He earned a national 
reputation for his development of the Arrowhead strain of 
Pl^nnouth Rock chickens. 

During his later years, Mr. Butler worked as a 
carpenter, and it was in this capacity that he was employe 
by William u'rigley to assist in the construction of many 
of the early buildings on Catalina Island. With most 
of the construction completed, he continued on the island 
as superintendent of the famous Bird Farm. He Is now 
retired but still lives on Catalina, making occasional 
trips to the mainland to visit his daughter and son-in-
law, Mr. and Mrs. Carleton Palmer. 

The original recordings for the following tapescript 
were made in the spring of 196^ bjT Mrs. Elizabeth I. Dixon 
at the home of Mr. and Mrs. Palmer in Pasadena. The 
tapescript was edited by Donald J. Schippers and indexed 
by Mrs. Adelaide G. Tusler. 

ii 



CHAPTER I 
FAMILY BACKGROUND AND EARLY 

YEARS IN CALIFORNIA 

Butler: We came to California after the War Between the 
States. Our folks were in Oxford, Mississippi, and 
everything was confiscated after the war "because 
they were in the South. 

When my grandfather and grandmother got married, 
in their early days, they left Virginia and went 
down to a plantation in Mississippi. Oxford, 
Mississippi, was their headquarters. Their establish-
ment was there and there's where my father was born 
and all the family. My father happened to he the 
baby of the family. 

Well, let's see, there was three girls and 
three boys, and the three boys were all people who 
would be manufacturing something of some kind. The 
oldest boy was Joe Butler. I don't remember when 
my grandparents were married, but anyhow Joe Butler 
was the oldest in the family, so he must have been 
about thirty years of age. The three sisters were 
all married. One of them was married to Mr. Wilson; 
another one to a Mr. White and another to Evans in 
Oxford, Mississippi. They were all married there. 
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When Joe Butler was a young fellow, lie "began 
to develop machinery. He was the first one that 
developed the spiral auger, the auger which we get 
for boring anything in our carpentry work, and also 
for well drilling. He developed the auger for well 
drilling. He had the patents on all those three 
instruments and he then went traveling all over—to 
Texas, Arkansas, Mississippi, Alabama, and n.orida— 
selling the rights to use them. Instead of taking 
money, only just enough for traveling expenses, he 
took payment in land. So, in Texas he was the 
greatest landowner at one time that ever lived, so 
they tell me. My uncle told me that himself, and 
said he didn't know how many acres he did have, but 
many, many thousands of acres. In those days there 
was very little assessments on his property, and 
he didn't know how much it was, and he never 
investigated to find,out. Then he went into 
Tennessee, Memphis, Tennessee, and started a little 
factory there to make his instruments. 

Russell White was his brother-in-law. One 
sister, her name was Mi'tty, married Eussell White, 
and he was a Captain in the army. He was a very 
military boy when he was a young fellow and, there-
fore, he was a Captain in the Southern army. And 
then the others-Aunt Jenny, she is a grandmother to 
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[George] Patton of California here. She married 
[Bergami n Davis] Wilson, hat Wilson had come out 
here many years before the war started, you see, and 
he wasn't connected only as a scout for the Circle 2 
in the West. He came out here in about 1841, I 
believe. 

And then John Butler, he was like I am; he 
was the tallest one of the family. He was six feet, 
one inch, and I am six feet, two inches. John 
Butler never left Mississippi. He stayed there and 
married a Miss Davis. I don't know how many cousins 
I have from them, but he stayed there and was 
Supervisor of the county, Lafayette County, of 
Mississippi, for about forty years. He was 
interested in that, so he never left there. I forget 
what year it was he died. It was several years ago. 

But when the war broke out, everything changed, 
you know. My father and John and Joe joined the 
army right away. Bussell White was the one that 
got them to join because he was appointed Captain 
for that regiment. They were under General [Nathan 
Bedford] Forrest. General Forrest was another one 
of the Southerners who lived there and he was a 
general. He was one of the generals under Robert E. 
Lee. They were all neighbors there in that locality, 
so they raised a regiment of about "two thousand 
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young fellows. Every one of them had to furnish 
their own horse and their own gun. They belonged 
to the cavalry and there was about two thousand in 
that cavalry. Horses was very scarce to get a hold 
of, and my Uncle Joe, while he was in Texas, heard 
that they had joined, and he came back and brought 
about twenty mules, those Mexican-Missouri mules. 
Very tough. He gave each and every one of those 
twenty mules to fellows for the cavalry, but when 
they got into the cavalry, why they wanted them for 
hauling, you know, on the artillery and the cannons, 
so they traded them for horses. 

Only about one out of every five had a saddle, 
so they had to manufacture their own saddles. 
That's the way they had to do to get along. I've 
often heard my father say when some of them joined 
up, their horses didn't have saddles. Tou couldn't 
get them down there. They wasn't expecting to have 
to have saddles in such quantities. So they would 
put a blanket over their horse for a saddle and cinch 
it with a belt. They would use a rope over this 
blanket for stirrups. And that's the way they had 
to train and to make an appearance in the army. 
They'd scout around, you know, and do the best they 
could. They had plenty of money but money didn't 
do them any good, you see. 
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Too. couldn't "buy this stuff because it wasn't 
to be had. It was all hidden away. Not hidden 
away, but Lee and Jeff Davis mrdered all the saddles 
and everything to a certain place at the headquarters 
for the Southern Army, you know. Tou see, Jeff 
Davis was Secretary of War before the Rebellion. He 
left Washington, D. C. when they declared war. The 
Mason and Dixon Line was the dividing line between 
the North and the South, so he Just stepped over the 
line and went down into Alabama, I think it was. 
I'm not sure but I think that's where he went first. 
Anyhow that was his headquarters and he ordered all 
horses and equipment for military service to congre-
gate at their different stations. I don't know where 
they were but.each and every state had a certain 
locality, you know, for headquarters. 

well, anyhow, my father said that Jackson 
[Mississippi] was the location established for 
training the cavalrymen, so that was where they went. 
He said it was laughable (I'm only repeating what 
my father told me) to see them when they would get 
out to train with their horses and mules, and to see 
people on those horses an& mules without saddles. 
And he said that when they started to buck, it was 
really funny. One of my uncles, Gus Evans was his 
name, didn't have a saddle, but father and all the 
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Butlers had saddles "because they had plenty of 
money at that time. Eussell "White (he was also my 
uncle), was Captain of the Regiment, so he had the 
very best, and he afforded his aid to my Uncle Joe 
and to my father, who was a stablemaster, to look 
out to see that all the horses and everything were 
supplied with food. 

When they were training, he said Gus Evans 
started out with his horse and he didn't have a 
saddle. He couldn't get it. He wanted to borrow 
one but they wouldn't loan it to him. So he started 
out and went up to the creek. Tou know, the streams 
there in those days were lined with trees—you know, 
willows and such trees as that. The creek ran down 
through the eamp and he started the mule (or the 
horse, I forget which it was) towards the camp. He 
went up to this stream and the mule wasn't going 
across the stream. He stopped. And [laughter] 
G-us Evans went right over his head, but his feet 
were caught in those rope stirrups, and the mule 
just pulled him back and ran away. They finally 
captured the mule and rescued Gus Evans from his 
rope stirrups. Well, anyhow, they got him out and 
got his mole to cross the creek. 

They worked for about three or four weeks there 
in the camp before they were ordered to go north. 



Then, they went u.p into Tennessee and from Tennessee 
they worked their way north. They got as far up as 
Kentucky with their regiment. By then the war had 
been going on for two or three years. 

Well, father was in the battle of Bull Bun. I 
know the three boys was in the battle of that. Well, 
the three brothers got separated there, I think at 
Bull Bun. Prom there they went over into Missouri 
and they had to work everywhere. Russell White 
appointed Joe Butler, that is the oldest brother, 
to follow 'down the Mississippi River, to do something, 
I can't remember what it was. Anyhow, on the way 
down he said (I heard my uncle telling it) he never 
saw so many Union soldiers. He said everywhere he 
looked there'd be a small regiment of soldiers, 
and he had to do all his scouting in the nighttime. 
He'd been in Texas and clear on up through Arkansas 
and what was called Indian Territory, where Oklahoma 
is now. That was his territory to scout and to 
report. He was a scout for White under Forrest. 
So they were all along the Mississippi, clear down 
into Mississippi. Finally, in Mississippi they ran 
into so many Union soldiers, he had to cross over 
into Louisiana with his aide. From there he worked 
his way down to the headquarters in Hew Orleans. 
He said from there he was about ninety days getting 
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back up into Tennessee because it "was so crowded 
with Union soldiers down there. And, of course, they 
had to be very careful or be captured, and that was 
very serious to be captured as a scout, you know. 

Well, anyhow, during the war, they never got 
back home; none of the brothers got back home until 
after the war. They were in Alabama when the war 
ended. They'd gotten back into Alabama, close to 
Mississippi. Talladega, Alabama, was where they 
were kept. They were there when they heard that 
Lee had surrendered to Grant. Well, then they 
started back home. (When they got back home, they 
hadn't shaved from the time they had left home.) 

The first thing they did was ride into one of 
the camps of the Union Army, I forget the name. 
Anyhow, they were all riding their horses, and soon 
as they rode into camp, why they were met by another 
soldier, Union soldier. The Union soldiers ordered 
them to get down off of their horses. They got 
down off their horses and they took charge of their 
horses. Their horses was confiscated right then. 
These three fellows captured their horses and took 
them away, so they had to walk all the way back 
from Talladega to Oxford, Mississippi. That was the 
law, you know; that was the rule. They had not yet 
gone to the headquarters to swear allegiance to the 
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United States, don't you see. They hadn't yet done 
so. They were on their way to do so. Therefore 
they lost all their horses and everything they had. 
They didn't have a thing left—everything was 
confiscated. 

After they got "back home, each one of the boys 
had a farm given to them by my father. Before it 
was taken away from them, each of them had a farm. 
Ity father, each of the brothers, and the grand-
parents had their farms right in Oxford, Mississippi, 
and they started to cultivate them. When it was 
adjusted, and everything was taken, then they had 
to buy the land back. Oh yes, they had to buy it 
back. But instead of paying cash, they bought it on 
time, you know. My uncle, who'd owned so much land 
in Texas, why he traded it to them for so much land 
that he could trade officially back to the State, 
to the Government, for their homes there in Mississippi. 

Now where Oxford, Mississippi stands now, I 
haven't been back there, but they tell me there's a 
very large twenty-five story building on it. I 
don't know who it belongs to, but I think Dr. Chandler 
is the one that established an office where the post 
office and everything was. But we sold out. Every-
thing, all the Butlers, everyone, even grandfather 
and grandmother, sold out. I think about two thousand 
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dollars each was all they were allowed for all their 
holdings there. They had all gone and sworn 
allegiance to the United States, to become American 
citizens again. They stayed there about seven years 
I guess, beginning to get well established again. 
Then they really got title to their property through 
some act of law up in Washington which gave them 
each about twenty-five acres that they had bought. 

Everything was so unsettled and they were so 
put out about everything, you know—they'd lost 
everything that they had. The railroad was built 
down through there to Memphis, Tennessee, from 
Memphis on down to Jackson and Oxford. Oxford was 
the end of the road at that time. As soon as the 
first trains began to come out, they decided they 
would come out west. 

In 1870 my uncle, that was Joe, the inventor, 
got in touch with B[enjamin] U[avis] Wilson from 
California. Well, in fact, B. D. Wilson made a 
trip back to Oxford, Mississippi, and there Joe 
Butler met him. Kussell White, who was my uncle, 
and B. I). Wilson's brother, came, all of them came 
to California through the Southern Pass. Not through 
Santa Fe, but El Paso, Texas, on through Arizona, 
and they crossed over the river at Yuma. Yuma was 
the only place that they could cross the Colorado 
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River at that time. There was a ford across the 
Colorado River at Yuma and so they all crossed there. 
On the way out there was three of my uncles and 
Wilson and J[ames] de Barth Shorb, L. J. Rose, and 
Governor Stoneman. They all came together. On the 
way out, they bought about two hundred head of 
horses and mules and brought them over with them— 
that was their idea to get through the Indians. 
They'd trade a mule or a horse to the Indians for a 
scout to bring them through. They worked their way-
through that way by trading horses to the Indians 
for the rights to get across, through Arizona and 
Hew Mexico. And that was the way they worked it to 
get back into California. 

Well, when they got over into California they 
had quite a few of the horses and mules. Cattle 
was very, very scarce. They had to shoot antelope 
and deer and bear for food and for £>ur weeks that Was 
wkat they did to get food to live on. And bread 
was very, very hard to get a hold of. It was all 
corn, there was no wheat at that time, so they 
couldn't exist on good food, only Just as the 
pioneers had to. So they got into California, into 
San Bernardino. 

Wilson was acquainted with General Chapman, 
A. B. Chapman, and they went immediately up to the 
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•the fort at San Bernardino, I think it was half-way 
between San Bernardino and Colton where his fort was. 
They moved the fort up to Cajon later, hut that was 
where it was at that time. He had about fifteen 
hundred American soldiers there at the fort and they 
got supplies there. "Whatever they wanted. The 
government station was there, so they got everything 
they wanted and they equipped themselves each with 
a horse and saddle. They had horses but they sold 
them to the soldiers for cavalry. 

After they got their horses, they left San 
Bernardino and came on over to El Monte. That was 
the place where they established themselves, in El 
Monte. My folks got established in El Monte except 
for my Uncle Joe. He went up into what is Monrovia 
now, in the mountains there, and he bought a hundred 
and sixty acres from the government. They called 
it Sawpit Canyon. So he built a little mill right 
up in the mouth of the Sawpit Canyon here, where 
Monrovia is. My Uncle Bussell White had a small 
farm in El Monte and they farmed it from *70 to '72. 
Then they wrote letters "baek, kept writing bgck to 
my jKLks to come out. 

Well, my grandfather and grandmother were so 
discouraged and heartbroken over losing what they 
had there after the war that when the train got into 
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Oxford they were about the first people to come on 
the immigrant train up to Council Bluffs. They 
went from Oxford, Mississippi, to Council Bluffs, 
which was the next railroad division at that time. 
They had the things that they wanted to "bring out, 
hut they had quite a good deal. I think: each and 
every person was allowed a hundred pounds of baggage 
free. The tickets cost, I think, about two hundred 
dollars a head to come out. I think that was what 
they had to pay for the passage to San Francisco. 
They couldn't go through the southern way. 

When we got to Council Bluffs, we had to 
change trains from one train to another across the 
river there. And I thought it was the coldest place 
in the world. We got there in the winter time. 
The cold and wind was blowing. It was so cold that 
we were wrapped up. I was only six years old* There 
was four children and five grown-ups. My youngest 
brother, Louis, was Just a year old. Anyhow, we got 
this ferry across the river and onto the west side 
of the river there, and it was blue blizzard a-blow-
ing. Oh, it was cold I The wind was blowing hard 
and snow and ice was everywhere. Well, we got into 
the train and my mother took sick. She had these 
chills, you know, and they had to get a doctor for 
her. The doctor said that she'd never make the trip 
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to San !Francisco. Said that it was impossible. Bat, 
anyhow, we couldn't do anything else. We got into 
the train and they kept her warm. 

Next that I can remember about was Ogden, Utah. 
It's low down in the mountains there, and when we 
got into Ogden, Utah, the sun was shining, with snow 
all over everywhere, and I thought it was the most 
beautiful sight I ever saw. We all got out because 
we had to stop over there for twenty-four hours to 
meet the other train from the west. . You know, in 
these storms they had no real schedule. Had to wait 
for one train to pass another, so we waited there 
for twenty-four hours. That's the first good thing 
that I can remember about the West. That was to 
see that big old engine coming in! It came in at 
night with the old headlight on and a great big 
smokestack—I'll never forget that. It looked so 
funny; the smokestack looked bigger than the engine 
did, you know. They had to use wood for fuel, and 
the back of tender, you know, had all this wood 
piled up there for the fireman. The engineer was 
sitting there with his cap on and smoking his pipe, 
and the fireman was poking wood into the furnace 
of the locomotive. I thought it was the funniest 
sight I ever saw. I didn't see what kind of a 
locomotive we had. I never saw that. But anyhow it 
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passed, the trains passed there, and as soon as they 
passed we palled out for Reno, Hevada. 

The next morning, about eight or nine o'clock, 
we pulled into Eeno, Uevada, right on the Truckee 
River. We stayed one day there in Reno and that 
night we left to pull over the mountain up to Truckee 
itself, up on top of the mountains. When we got 
there (that's the coldest place in California, is 
Truckee), it was all frozen and they were loading 
ice onto trains to bring to San Francisco. The 
first Chinese we ever saw was loading ice in the 
boxcars to bring to San Francisco and Sacramento. 
I can remember that very well. 

About ten o'clock we left Truckee for Sacramento. 
When we got into Sacramento it was night, and we 
stayed all night in Sacramento, and I thought that 
was wonderful. The sun was shining and th.e wild 
flowers were Just beginning to show up, you know, 
and blossom. It was very pretty. And then the 
river looked very great to us, you know, with two 
or three old steamboats, side-wheelers, on the 
river there, waiting. They plied between San 
Francisco and Sacramento. 

Anyhow, we got our stuff loaded into one of the 
steamers, and the next day they brought us into 
San Francisco. When we got into San Francisco, why 
we met my Uncle Joe. He had come from El Monte up 
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to San Francisco to meet us and we stayed all night 
at the Xosemite Hotel. It got destroyed during the 
[1906] earthquake hut was rebuilt. 

Father and my uncle had to go down to the 
waterfront to get tickets. The steamship was going 
that very day—the Orizaba. They went into the 
office there to get the tickets. My uncle got 
separated from my father, and my father had his 
money in a money belt, you know. When he got his 
money belt out to pay the man for the tickets down 
to Wilmington, why one (very wild country then, you 
know) fellow grabbed my father's money belt. Had 
all of "this money in it. When my father ran out of 
the door and caught the fellow, he was mad. And 
when he caught the fellow and got the money belt 
away from him, if it hadn't of been for my uncle 
coming up then, he would have killed the fellow. 
He was a very powerful man at that time—just out 
of the army, you know. But my uncle got my father 
away from him. He had knocked him down and he 
was pounding on him. 

Uncle Joe said, "Tou go on and get your tickets 
and I'll take care of this fellow." 

And he took him out and some fellow come along 
and he turned him over to the sheriff there. They 
took him anyhow. 
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That day they loaded all of oar staff out of 
that boat from Sacramento onto the Orizaba. When 
they got started out on the Orizaba, it took four 
days to come down from San Francisco. mother 
was sick all the way from there down to Wilmington. 
We got there in the night and had to wait until 
morning for the boat to dock. When it docked, we 
got unloaded and looked out and there was [Phineas 
T.] Banning and two or three others. Wilson knew 
all of them. Wilson was there and my other relatives 
was there to meet us at the boat landing. We got 
started and finally we got loaded onto a little 
narrow-gauge railroad train that ran from Wilmington 
to Los Angeles. Ana my folks and our relatives all 
filled the train. It was quite a sight. Wilson, 
Shorb, and Governor Stoneman were there. 

It took us four hours to come from Wilmington 
up to Los Angeles, you know; it was a heavy-loaded 
train. And on the corner of Aliso and Alameda 
Streets there was a station, and there I got my 
first sight of Indians. From Aliso Street, clear 
down to the river bed, the Los Angeles Biver, there 
were Indians. They were holding a powwow there, 
and I guess there was five or six hundred Indians, 
maybe more. A great, great many of them, all in 
their regalia, you know. It was quite a sight. 
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There were only one or two buildings around 
and I looked around at them. We couldn't quite 
adjust ourselves to things. Anyhow, my uncle, 
Russell White, had his team there and I guess he 
got somebody else to come with him. They had two 
wagon loads of stuff and got it all loaded on. 
There's where I had my first sight of a real long 
train of mules. There was a feed stable there, and 
there was a grocery store close by called the Aliso 
Grocery Store. And there was a feed yard there. 
That feed yard was where this fellow that was 
driving the mules, [Remi] Nadeau, had his team. 
They were not hooked up but his mules were all 
feeding there and that was where I saw the first of 
the big teams. 

And we got started. There was no railroads 
there [in El Monte] at all, you know. Everything 
had to come on the overland stage route. We stopped 
at Lexington instead of El Monte because Lexington 
was where my uncle had a ranch, and where he was 
farming. We stayed all night there, and the next 
morning my father and White and Joe Butler went 
down to El Monte from Lexington to get supplies and 
things from the Government supply store at El Monte. 
The fellow that run it was named Hodson. He had a 
dance hall and quite a building there, and was one 
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of the oldest men in El Monte. While they was 
there father met this Nadeau, and White bought a 
team of mules from him, so he had to go hack to Los 
Angeles to get them. While he was in Los Angeles, 
he bought a farm wagon and drove back out to Lexington, 
later called Savannah. They've changed the name 
three times. Uow, instead of being Lexington or 
Savannah, it is called Eosemead. That's the way 
it goes. 

Well, anyiiow, we got established. Father rented 
a ranch there called The Moody Eanch, that was 
half-way between Lexington and El Monte. We lived 
there at El Monte for one year and father farmed 
there. We got his farm through the summer time, put 
in corn and potatoes and things like that, and he 
had a very good crop. Twenty acres I think was the 
size of the farm. 

Palmer: Tell about that train mirage and so forth. 
Butl er: Well, that was when we first got there. When we 

landed in El Monte, or Savannah, my uncle owned a 
place just a little below Temple City. It's a mile 
or more below Temple City. It was just in the flat 
there. He owned a house and a few acres of land. 
That was Captan White. We was stopped there until 
we got located. There was my grandmother, my 
grandfather, my father, and the family, which consisted 
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of my sister, Carrie, my older "brother, Jack, my 
brother Louis and myself. We were all living there 
until we got located. 

The first morning that we were there, it was a 
beautiful morning. My father got up very early, 
and he called all of us out to see something. We 
got out and were all astonished. About a hundred 
yards from the house stood a train—a locomotive 
and five cars. Train smoking out, you know. Just 
as nice a train as you ever saw. We were all 
surprised. How under the sun could a train be there 
Well, about eight o'clock it vanished. We never 
seen anything more of it. How, that was the first 
train of any consequence in Southern California, but 
it wasn't a train. It -was a mirage. 

Well, then a week from that time, why we saw 
bunches of surveyors coming through. They were the 
railroad surveyors coming through for the railroad 
to Southern California. They were coming through 
the Pomona Yalley down through Spadra, Puente, El 
Monte, then Savannah and on through San Gabriel 
and on to Los Angeles. There was no Alhambra at 
that time. We were very much interested in their 
survey. So my father went out and asked one of the 
surveyors what they were surveying for. "A railroad 
"For a railroad?" Ehat was the beginning of the 
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railroad in Southern California. 
Meanwhile, my father had gone down to El Monte 

and leased the farm there. It wasn't being worked 
at all. He leased it for a year, and he had bought 
his team of mules and his wagon and his outfit, 
and we moved into an adobe house on the El Monte. 
It was the stage route. It was the only road through 
the country from the East to Los Angeles. So, we 
were established there for the first year. He put 
in a crop of corn and potatoes and garden stuff, 
and he had a very successful year of it. 

When he harvested it, he was tired of living 
down there on that road, so he'd gone to Los Angeles. 
He got acquainted with the Chapmans; and Chapman was 
wanting to develop his ranch out here in the Valley. 
So, he made arrangements to move up to the Chapman 
ranch. He leased a part of the property up there. 

So, while we were living in El Monte I went to 
school. That was my first year. I was just siz 
years old at that time. Well, one day when I got 
back home after school, I looked down the road 
towards the river and saw a lot of Indians coming. 
They were peaceable, but there were four or five 
hundred of them in a drove. They'd traveled from 
out on the desert where their location was into 
Lo s Angeles for fiestas. They'd have a great time. 
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Well, tliat kept ap about every month, while we were 
down there. A droveoof Indians would come by. 

One day, my brother and I climbed up into a 
cottonwood tree, and my brother saw the Indians coming. 
He ran home, but I was up in the tree, and I couldn't 
get down out of the tree before the Indians came. 
The men were in front, and then the squaws came along 
carrying the pack jacks and the papooses and every-
thing on their backs. Then behind them, the young 
bucks came along. Back of that was the Indian Chief 
of the crowd. He was with them. I was up in that 
tree and one of the young fellows saw me there and 
he took a shot at me. ily foot was hanging down by 
the tree. Say, he just missed my foot by an inch. 
Well, that arrow went into the tree and I was 
frightened. I was only six years old, and when the 
old chief saw what this buck had done, why he came 
up and he just lambasted the life out of him. He 
took his bow and arrows away from him, and then they 
passed on. But they never come over to me. When 
they went by, my brother came over and tried to get 
the arrow out of the tree. Together, we broke it 
off, and we kept that for a long time. 

That was a strenuous year for us. We were new 
out here, and the country was building up and every-
body was sociable—very sociable. Then when that 
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crop was harvested, father did real well and he sold 
all of the staff he wanted to sell to the people 
there. There was two little grocery stores. One in 
El Monte, and one in Savannah. They took his potatoes 
and staff and what he wanted to sell, and then we 
was on the move again. 

Well, at that time it was very hard to get 
water in there, and they had to have wells to get 
good drinking water. So my Uncle Joe started in to 
supply the people all over El Monte with good drinking 
water by putting down wells. And my father joined 
him on the first wello So he and Joe put down the 
very first well that was put down in Southern 
California. That's where the first one was started. 

My Uncle White and father were between Lexington 
and El Monte, half-way, and their farms joined. 
Well, when they got their crops so they didn't have 
to work them any longer, he and my Uncle Joe thought 
they'd take a scouting trip, so they left us all 
there at home and went north. Wilson told them the 
route, how to go, and they went up through Hewhall, 
out onto the desert, to Mojave, and from Mojave they 
went over to Tehachapi. When they got over there, 
one of these north winds started in and it was 
blowing so hard my father said he couldn't see for 
the dust, rocks, and sand that was blowing. They 
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had a tent up, hut the tent "blew down. He couldn't 
see from there to where they had the mules tied to 
the wagon, the sand was so awful. So instead of 
their going on over into Bakersfield, they turned 
around and went back. On their way back, they 
stopped at Mojave, but the wind was still blowing, 
and then they worked their way down back to Los 
Angeles and back home. 

Veil, when the brothers and brother-in-laws 
got back from that trip up to Mojave, things began 
to happen in strange ways. My father decided to 
make a move from El Monte. He had come in contact 
with General Chapman and his brother who owned the 
ranch up here nest to Santa Anita. Father leased a 
piece of land from Chapman on the west side of the 
Chapman ranch. There was no house on it, but there 
was a vacant house on the Chapman ranch, gust below 
what is now called Huntington Drive, which went 
through the Chapman ranch. That was in '73- Father 
and Mr. William Chapman agreed to go in partnership 
in a bee ranch, an apiary, so they started to buying 
bees and they accumulated two hundred or more swarms 
on this property that father had leased. At that 
time it was very rough—many willows and sycamores 
and cottonwoods all over everywhere—and there were 
no roads, so he had to build a road first to get in 
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to where he was going to "build his house. 
Veil, when he was settled, we moved into the 

ranch house on the Chapman ranch. The vacant house 
and the reservoir on the Chapman ranch were just 
above Duarte Boado That was between the wash and 
where Eosemead is now. We stayed the first six 
months there at this place. Bees were very scarce, 
but father and Mr. Chapman went to work to buying 
up everybody they eould find that had bees. As I 
said, they got quite an apiary started, and, in two 
years time, he had three hundred swarms. That was 
quite a lot, and it was very, very profitable 
selling honey. It was selling for a good price at 
that time. Of course, every place where it hadn't 
been put out to orchard or vineyards, why there was 
sage and that was our principal supply of honey. 
Sage honey was good. 

Early one morning, after we moved up there 
(hadn't been more than two weeks), my father got 
news that his mother had passed away down there at 
Savannah. Her maiden name was Tiny Morgan, [John] 
Herpont Morgan's sister. It was hard to notify the 
brothers and sisters in the East, but a man came 
along—he had just arrived here from Peoria, Illinois. 
He met my father and my Uncle White at a meeting on 
the Chapman ranch. So he agreed to see that they 
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w&re notified. He seemed to "be pretty well 
acquainted with, that part of the country back there 
(they were in New York City at that time). He seemed 
to know something about it, and father dictated a 
message to them. The funeral was at Savannah, and 
she is now resting in that Savannah graveyard. That 
was in January. I don't remember what day it was, 
but, anyhow, it was in the early part of January. 

Well, after the funeral, when everything was 
settled again, my father started a nursery on the 
place that he had leased. He was quite a nurseryman 
at that time, and, through Mr. Chapman, he ordered 
grape and lemon seed for the nucleus of a nursery. 
They couldn't get the seed in this part of the 
country and through Charlie Wallace, a nurseryman 
over here at Alhambra (what is Alhambra now—it 
wasn't Alhambra then), they sent back to Spain for 
seed. 

In less than a year, the seed arrived in two 
big barrels. One was Sicily lemons, and the other 
was the Valencia oranges. Father made out a bed 
and planted those seeds where Huntington Drive is 
now. It crosses the land from the Sunnyslope 
property to the Chapman property on the north side, 
where the wash goes under the bridge on Huntington 
Drive. Well, there is where he started the nursery, 
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and where I spent about six years of my life. The 
very happiest days of my life were spent there at 
that place. 

But while the nursery start was coming on, they 
were developing this bee apiary. The second year 
they had three hundred swarms and they had to divide 
them. There was too many in one location, so they 
moved half of them over on the Chapman ranch next 
to the Baldwin place. We got established and had 
two acres. 

. Meanwhile, Baldwin had come into this part of 
the country—that was E. J. Baldwin—and had con-
tacted the owners of the Santa Anita Ranch, which 
was at that time owned by money people in Los Angeles— 
[Isaias W.3 Hellman and [Harris] Hewmark. Baldwin 
got in touch with them and they brought him out 
to the Santa Anita Ranch. He was so enthused over 
it and "taken by it that he made them an offer for 
it, but they didn't take it. Newmark had the 
mortgage on the ranch, on the grant. It was a 
thirty-thousand-acre grant, and they took it [Baldwin's 
offer] under consideration. Meanwhile, Baldwin went 
back to San Francisco. He knew he didn't have 
money enough to buy it, so he went back to San 
Francisco and was gone about two months, and when 
he returned he had plenty of money. In those days, 
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each and every millionaire had their own money minted 
their gold coin was minted in their name. Twenty 
dollars and up to fifty dollars, forty-dollar slugs. 
There was not very many of them put out forty-dollar 
slugs hut there were some. But he brought the money, 
his own money, in gold. They didn't have paper money 
out here then, it was all gold. 

So he brought it down and got in contact with 
Uewmark again, and Newmark says, "Why, I've raised 
the price." 

He says, "Why?" 
"Well," he says, "it's worth more money than 

what you offered." 
So Baldwin offered a higher price and he 

refused that. Baldwin had brought Bichard Garvey 
and George H. Peck as his advisers when he came from 
San Francisco. Yery shrewd people, not as shrewd as 
Baldwin, but he wanted shrewd people with him. He 
also brought H. A. Unruh, his brother-in-law, with 
him. The four of them were at the Pico Hotel in 
Los Angeles; that's where the headquarters was. 
Finally, they came out to the Santa Anita Banch and 
looked around. 

They got in touch with John Geiss, of El Monte, 
and the man that ran the station and livery yard 
and hotel at El Monte, [William] Dodson. They pat 
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George E. Peck wise to a hundred and sixty acres 
of publie land in there. They told him that there 
was a hundred and sixty acres west of Pico. Baldwin 
wanted it very much, hut knew that he couldn't file 
on it because he'd already filed on land up at lake 
Tahoe and he couldn't file any more. So he got 
Peck and Garvey to file on this hundred and sixty 
acres each. They agreed. Baldwin put up the money, 
but they were to prove up on it and then sell it 
back to him at a certain price. 

Well, it went along very smoothly, and then 
Baldwin got in contact with Uewmark and closed the 
deal for the Santa Anita Eanch—I think it was a 
hundred and twenty-five thousand dollars cash. 

As soon as that was settled, everything started. 
The Southern Pacific or the United States Government 
sent a surveying party through the West. A man by 
the name of Hanson, an engineer and surveyor, was 
the head of the surveying. He got in touch with 
General Chapman and Wilson and they established the 
meridian and base line of California, all west of 
the Colorado River. That's where the survey was 
made. Well, they found out, when Hanson made the 
first survey, that the meridian went directly over 
Mount San Bernardino and the baseline come due west 
from the San Bernardino meridian, and that is what is 
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now Duarte Road—that is the haseline. It went 
right through the Wilson property on straight through 
to the ocean. It goes through just above Los 
Angeles, south of Hollywood, the baseline does. 

Well, the surveys all were settled and Wilson 
found out where his lines were proper. Then he laid 
out what is known as Alhambra and used the water for 
irrigating it from the natural lake he had. 

Another man came in from the East, by the name 
of [George] Phillips. He got in contact with Wilson 
and he bought a tract of land from Governor Stcneman. 
Governor Stoheman owned the property where Pasadena 
is now, and so Stdrcfiman sold to this fellow forty-
acres. And Phillips got in touch with C. P. Huntington. 
When the railroad was finished and the first trains 
come through, Phillips went back to Boston and 
started travelers to coming West. They were called 
Phillips' Excursions, and every so often he'd bring 
out trainloads of eastern people. It began to fill 
up so fast that it was a miracle to see how many 
people come in. Thousands, not hundredbut 
thousands of them. Why, then everybody was strangers. 
We didn't know hardly anyone. 

My father and Mr. Chapman was doing very well 
with the bees, very wello They had many, many tons 
of honey and could hardly sell it, but it was enough 
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to live on anyhow. So many "bees began to swarm 
and coming down on the ranch there that they had to 
divide it. So they went over here on the Chapman 
ranch, what is now Colorado Boulevard, where the bank 
is standing now. They had an apiary in there. They 
had two hundred swarms there and three hundred swarms 
in the initial setting. At that time, what is known 
now as the Hastings Ranch, up to the mountains and 
over to Eaton Canyon, was all sage. It was very 
comfortable for honey, the most beautiful honey and 
the best-flavored honey that is extracted. 

Time began to go on and Baldwin came to my 
father. He'd heard about them drilling wells and he 
came to my father and said, "Butler," he said, "I 
want some wells drilled on my ranch." (The reason 
he got that was through my Uncle White who was 
farming on the Baldwin ranch at that time.) And so 
he came over to see my father and he said, "I want 
you to come and drill me some wells." 

And father says, "Well, I have to have machinery 
for drilling wells. My brother is up in the mountains 
and I will drill them if I have the machinery. " 

Well, Baldwin said, "What do you need?" 
My father told him what he needed. There was 

a foundry in Los Angeles on Aliso Street, where the 
brewery is now. At that time there was a foundry 
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•there. So Baldwin went in and he had the cast iron 
parts for drilling wells molded there. Then Baldwin 
made a trip to San Francisco and ordered the drills 
and the sand pumps and things like that made in San 
Francisco and shipped down. But the auger that 
father wanted and needed had to he made out of cast 
iron. They couldn't make them out of steel at that 
time. So he went in to a man in San Francisco who 
owned the foundry and explained to him. 

He said, "I have no pattern for it." 
Well, then my father says to him, "Don't worry 

about that. I'll send my brother in, and he'll 
talk to you." 

He sent my uncle in—he was the one that owned 
the patent to it. 

"Well," he says, "I'll have to turn you out 
a pattern." 

He had machinery there and he took a solid 
piece of redwood timber—I think it was about eight 
feet long, something like that. That was as long 
as they could use on the lathe; He turned out a 
pattern of just what the auger should be. Then, 
after they got that pattern made, my uncle said, 
"How don't you sell any of these to anybody else 
until I give you permission." So he refused to make 
any—only that one, and my father had that. 
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When he turned it over to Baldwin with the 
rest of the things that came from San Francisco, 
why, my father says to him, "Baldwin," he says, 
"we've got a "big bill against you." 

He says, "What for?" 
He said, "I had to have these castings made 

and," he says, "my brother won't let them come out 
until it's paid for. He owns the patent on these 
things." 

Baldwin says, "Isn't that too high?" 
"Well," he says, "I can't do any better,," 
So finally he did. I think: it was two hundred 

dollars he had to pay for making those caps and the 
spiral auger. 

Baldwin then said to my father, "Well, get to 
work." 

He had many carpenters on the ranch down at 
Santa Anita, building barns and stables and his 
cottage and so forth, and he had them build a derrick 
out of the lumber for the operating. Anyhow, the 
outfit cost him around five hundred dollars to start 
with, and in those times that was very hard to get 
any money at all, you know. Well, Baldwin paid it 
and Father put down the first well there just 
inside the Baldwin and Chapman line. 

Baldwin was very, very funny that way. He got 
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as close to the Chapman line as he possibly could 
to keep them from putting a street through there. 
He didn't want a street to run through there. Then 
he built a line of wells from there right on up to 
where Eaton has his eating house out here now. Just 
twenty feet inside the Chapman line there's about a 
dozen wells. I put all those wells down except the 
one that my father put down. That was a fourteen-
inch well, which was a very large well. We couldn't 
get down very deep with it because we didn't have 
the machinery for going deep at that time, but it 
flowed. That was the first flowing well on the 
Baldwin ranch. But the first flowing well was on 
the Chapman ranch. 

While Bather was finishing that well, his 
nursery was coming on very nicely. My older brother 
and myself did the transplanting of the seed stock 
in the canyon down there. We had re-terraced it 
and put out our seed plants so they could be budded. 

After Bather got through with the Baldwin well, 
he was home one morning and he got a summons from a 
fellow by the name of Fulton. He says, "I want 
you to come and bore me a well. n 

My father asked him where it was. He told him 
where it was—about two miles south and east of 
Whittier. It wasn't Whittier at that time, but it 
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was down there and the town was called Pulton. So 
Father went down there and put down the first well 
for Fulton. 

When he put the first well down, he got down 
to about forty or fifty feet (it wasn't a deep well), 
where he struck a hot spring. The water was not so 
very hot, but it was about a hundred and twenty 
degrees, and the water came out over the pipe, over 
the top, and it was a flowing well. 

"Well," Fulton says, "that's too hot for me. 
Drill me another one. Drill me another one." 

So they went about twenty feet away to drill. 
Father went down about a hundred feet and he got 
cold water and it flowed. So the name of the place 
was called then Fulton Wells. He gave it the name 
of Fulton Wells. 

Well, it went along for many years. Father, 
when he got back, started his nursery and Chapman 
began to set out an orange grove. They used the seed 
from Father's nursery there to plant out the seedling 
orange grove. He put out about forty acres on what's 
called Eosemead [Blvd.] now—twenty acres on each 
side of the avenue. It was Walnut Avenue at that 
time. There was a mile of walnut trees on each, 
side and that was called Walnut Avenue. About 
eight years later, the seedlings began to bear. 
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Meanwhile Chapman had gone out to Eiverside and 
started an orange orchard. When he had the orchard 
started out there, he got in contact with somebody 
in South America, Brazil I believe it was, that had 
navel oranges. [Trees arrived via Washington, D. C. 
from Bahia, Brazil. They were sent to Mrs. Tibbetts 
of Eiverside in 1873.] He had them send two navel 
orange trees from there up here to Eiverside. Well, 
one of them died. The first freeze that come was 
too much for it. It couldn't stand it, but they 
protected the other one and it is still alive and 
it's the foundation of all the navels of California, 
that one tree. 

That orange tree is still out in Eiverside. It 
can be seen out there in Eiverside yet. It's still 
alive but the mate to it died. 

Bather got some of the buds and put the first 
buds from that tree into the seed stock he had here 
on the Chapman ranch. Well, that was the starting 
of Bather's nursery. 

Then L. J. Eose started a winery right across 
from where Bather's place was—about a quarter of 
a mile due west. There was a mill dam in there, 
with a water mill to grind up the corn and wheat that 
Wilson had put in there for Eose, and the Mexicans 
called the dam La Presa, you know. Well, that was 
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called ever afterwards, La Presa. Rose built a 
very large winery there, very large winery. It 
covered about an acre of ground and he had thousands 
and thousands of gallons of wonderful wine. It 
was called Rose's Vine and Brandy. 

There was no machinery for pressing the grapes 
and they'd bring the grapes there and put them in 
big vats, very large, four or five hundred gallons, 
used for pressing the grapes. The Chinese would 
get in there and tromp the grapes with their feet. 
And that's the way they crushed the grapes. Father's 
bee ranch was so close that when they got to crushing 
the grapes, the juice had so much honey in it that 
the bees would come and get in there and the Chinese 
couldn't crush the grapes. They would sting them 
on the feet. 

Rose came to father and said, "Butler, I'm sorry 
to have to come in and make a complaint, but I can't 
crush grapes with your bees over here." He says, 
"My Chinese won't press the grapes for me." 

So Father says, "I don't know what I'm going 
to do about it, Mr. Rose." 

"Veil," Rose says, "I'll tell you what I'll do. 
If you'll move them up to the northern end of my 
place, I will give you the land. Irll make you a 
present of it if you'll move them up there." 
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Father said, "There's 110 water and I can't 
accept it. I haven't got time to drill a well and 
I don't know whether they can water up there or not." 
Then Father says, "All right, Mr. Eose, I'll see 
what I can do." 

So he went hack to Baldwin and told Baldwin 
what he wanted and Baldwin said, "Well, that's just 
what I want. You're the man I want." He says, 
"You move your "bees up in the mouth of the Sawpit 
Canyon and you can have free rent as long as you 
want it because I'm putting a dam through up there 
to bring the water down to my ranch from the mountains. 
He says, "The people up there keep destroying the 
dam and don't let the water come down; the fishermen 
way up there, and they are causing me trouble. But, 
if you'll move your bees up there, you can have free 
rent there as long as you want it." 

So father says, "Well, I'll have to build a 
house." 

"Well, I'll tell you, up there in the Santa 
Anita Canyon, the Deliosa Canyon, I've got a house. 
You tear that down and move it over there and build 
your house and it'll cost you nothing." 

So my brother and myself and my father went 
over and tore this house down and built a house up 
there above Monrovia to protect that water. 
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Well, my uncle was farming just about a half 
a mile below, on the Baldwin ranch there—that's 
Russell White, Captain White. He built a very large 
reservoir there, very large reservoir, and that water 
from the Sawpit Canyon went down for his irrigating 
water for the farm. When Russell White's wife died 
(that was my aunt, my father's sister), he moved 
away. He moved over to Los Angeles and that farm 
was left open without anybody. So Baldwin got 
another man in there by the name of Gennells, who 
was an engineer on the Southern Pacific Railroad, 
to come in there and farm the land. So Gennells 
came in there and started to put in wheat. 

During all this time, Baldwin was building up 
his ranch. San Gabriel was one of the principal 
towns in California at that time, but it was run by 
bandits. My father had just built a house up on 
the Chapman ranch there, when this fellow Vasquez, 
the great bandit in the country at that time, made 
his trip down from his headquarters up at Newhall. 

Father had got his house built up on the high 
ground on what was called, La Presa, that means 
"the dam." They built a dam in across the head of 
the little canyon there to get water power to grind 
the wheat and corn. The natives was raising it for 
our subsistence, and they built a dam in there and 
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a mill. That's how it got the name of La Presa. 
Well, he had our house built and one Sunday we 

went over to Sawpit Canyon. My uncle lived up in 
Sawpit Canyon at that time and we had gone over there 
to spend the Sunday with him. It was just after 
he 'd built the mill and bought the property in 
Sawpit Canyon. Well, we had gone up there, and when 
we got back, it was late in the evening. We were 
all tired, of course, after the long journey. It 
was quite a ways with rough roads. 

After we had gone to bed, late at night, why 
some fellow on his horse was outside. Ee called to 
my father to come out. Ee wanted to see him. He 
could talk Spanish, a little English, but not so very 
well. My father .was wise to those things, and he 
told him he wouldn't come out. 

He says, "Come on, I want to talk to you." 
Finally, my father got up. His gun wasn't 

loaded so he began to load his muzzle. That was the 
old breech-loading gun. So he was loading it with 
buckshot, and this fellow was just outside the house 
on his horse. 

He heard him rattling that loaded gun, you 
know, so, finally, he says, "Adios," and left. 

So the next morning when I went out to feed 
the chickens (we had quite a good many chickens at 
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that time), I run across this pistol scabbard. He 
had lost it there ill the yard. 

I brought it in, and father says, "Well, that's 
quite a find for you." 

Well, at about ten o'clock the sheriff rode up 
on his horse and asked me some questions. Father 
had gone down and reported to the sheriff that 
Yasquez had been up to the house that night. So, 
the sheriff came out with his posse to get on the 
track of him. He asked me and my mother several 
questions and we told him what had happened, the night 
before. Then the sheriff and his posse went away. 
Just about fifteen or twenty minutes after the 
sheriff had gone, Yasquez rode up. I was out sweeping 
the yard off. 

He rode up and says to me, "You, young man, 
that was the sheriff talking to you^wasn't it?" 

I says, "It was." 
He says, "Well, I heard what you told him, and 

I heard what he said." He says, "I'm going to 
stay around here for a while, and if he comes again, 
don't you tell him you saw me." He says, "It'll be 
too bad for you if you tell him. " 

The sheriff didn't come back that day, and I 
never saw Yasquez again. That's the first time and 
the only time I saw Yasquez. But he was a rough 
fellow. 
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Dixon: You kept his holster? 
Butler: Oh yes, we never let him know anything about that. 

It was a fancy thing, you know—all leather. Then 
a few days later, the sheriff came back again. He 
asked me if I'd seen anything more of the bandit. 
I told him what happened, and that was the last I 
had any connection with the sheriff at that time of 
the bandits. 

Dixon: About how old were you then? 
Butler: I was eight years old. Then, the next day, when I 

went to sehool, why all the children were interested 
in me telling about Vasquez. That was quite a thing, 
because he was really a dangerous man. 

Later on, that same year, Vasquez was captured 
up in the San Fernando Valley. When he come down to 
do his robbing and murdering and stealing and every-
thing of that kind, why he went into Verdugo, which 
was a Spanish headquarters. They had a little 
settlement in there—the Verdugo people and their 
mother. The older lady had a home over where Burbank 
is now. That was where people come down through 
Newhall. She had a little ranch and an eating house, 
and a lodging house there for people that come by. 

Well, when Vasquez came down through there, why 
he stopped there. He stopped there for his noon 
meal, and he was going to have a siesta. While he 
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was in there having his siesta, why the old lady 
Yerdugo sent one of the little Mexicans out to the 
other Yerdugo people. They sent for Yorba, who was 
sheriff, and told him that Yasquez was at their 
grandmother's and that he could capture hiT" there. 
So the sheriff gets his posse out and they surround 
the house. Veil, he was surrounded and he made an 
awful fight for it, hut they captured him. They 
wounded him first before they captured him. That 
was the end of Yasquez. They got away with him. 

When I was growing up I got my education in the 
only schools we had. Ity first schooling was at 
El Monte. Then, when we moved over here to the 
Chapman Ranch, I went to school down here at San 
Gabriel. The only school in the Yalley outside of 
the one at El Monte was on the Wilson ranch, which 
is where Huntington Drive now comes through the lower 
part of his property. He gave two acres of ground 
there and built a schoolhouse for the San Gabriel 
district. I spent five or six years in school there. 
Baldwin built his little schoolhouse here on the 
Santa Anita Ranch for the people, and I went one 
term on the Santa Anita Ranch. It was on what we 
called the Old Road. That was Baldwin Avenue proper. 
I went one term there. 

Then as soon as Sierra Madre was built up, they 
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built a schoolhouse up there. Baldwin "built the 
first one for Carter on the line between the Santa 
Anita Banch and Sierra Madre. I went two terms there. 
Then the people began to come in so fast, the first 
Sierra Madre schoolhouse wasn't adequate for the 
children that was coming in, so they built a new 
schoolhouse up in what they called the center of 
Sierra Madre. That was Baldwin Avenue and Central 
Street. They built the school up there, and there's 
where I completed my education. 

The first high school teacher they had in Los 
Angeles, Mrs. Jones, transferred from Los Angeles 
up there, and she was a wonderful teacher. So, I 
learned my algebra and got my education from the 
principal teacher of the Los Angeles High Schools. 
So, that ended my education. 

Meanwhile, Mr. Chapman wanted some wells drilled 
and Bather came back from up there to drill wells. 

Well, Mother said, "I can't stay up here alone 
with the children." We had to go to Duarte to 
school. 

And Bather says, "Well, let's see what we can do. 
So he came back, and I came with him. He came 

and saw General Chapman and he says, "General," he 
says, "I want to buy some land." 

He says, "How much do you want, Butler?" 
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"I want fifteen acres. What do you. charge me 
for it?" 

He says, "I'll charge you twenty-five dollars 
an acre." 

"Very well," says Father. 
So he went hack and told mother and she said 

to him, "Pa, fifteen acres isn't enough for us. 
We've got to have more land." 

So Father says, "All right." 
He came hack and he told General Chapman, 

"General," he says, "my wife says that fifteen acres 
isn't enough and she won't move down unless there's 
more land." 

"Well," he says, "how much do you want?" 
"Well, make it twenty acres. What do you charge 

me for twenty acres?" 
"Well, the same price." 
"No," my father says, "I'll pay you fifteen 

dollars an acre." 
"All right," he says, "that's a go." 
So Father bought the twenty acres for fifteen 

dollars an acre. It was all chaparral, sycamore 
trees, and all the trees. It was on Foothill 
i 

Boulevard and Tilla Street, on the Hastings Banch. 
It is now on Foothill Boulevard and it's all built 
up. It's wonderful property. There was no water 
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there hut Father built a house anyway. 
When we moved down from the mouth of the Sawpit 

Canyon, we moved the bees down and I brought with 
us some Elazarus trees that Baldwin brought in from 
China. "When he was over in China he sent them over 
here. Well, I brought two or three trees, little 
fellows, and planted them there for shade trees and 
they were wonderful, beautiful trees. I guess they 
got up to ninety feet high. But I was the first one 
to plant them. My brother and I eleared the twenty 
acres of the chaparral and Chapman fenced it, with 
all of his property at that time, with a barbed-wire 
fence. We didn't like the barbed-wire fence. We 
were growing foodstuff and farming on forty acres 
down on the Chapman ranch next to the Baldwin ranch, 
what was called Michelinaa. It's now, I guess, East 
Pasadena, but it was MLchelinda at that time. It 
was very profitable to us. Our corn was very, very 
sturdy and very profitable, and potatoes! why, we 
had thousands of sacks of potatoes! 

Well, we did well, but the jack rabbits was so 
awful bad that when we put out a vineyard—about 
sixteen acres—the jack rabbits would just keep 
the sprouts eaten off, you know. Well, we would 
kill the jack rabbits and then we'd soak them in 
water overnight. Then we'd go and take a brush and 
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"brush all of the grapevines on the sixteen acres 
with that dope from the jack rabbit that was soaked 
in the water, and they wouldn't touch it. Eveiy 
week we had to renew that, but that's the way we 
preserved our vineyard. 

Well, it got so that we were getting up to be 
quite good-sixed boys and we were drilling wells 
with Father. We figured out a way of keeping the 
rabbits out of the vineyard. We went and got 
permission from Chapman to dig a ditch right down 
the fence eight inches deep and a foot wide all the 
way around, and we took cornstalks and cut them off 
six feet long and we built a eornstalk fence all 
around the sixteen acres. That stood there for 
years and the rabbits couldn't come through. And 
neither could the coyotes come through. We preserved 
our vineyard and it stood that way for many years. 

Father was called upon by Colonel Winston to 
come and drill wells over there, and all the wells 
that we put down were flowing wells, you know. 

Then Mr. L. H. Titus had us to drill wells for 
him. We only had the one set of well tools so Mr. 
Titus says, "I'll build one for myself." So, he 
built himself a good one, copied after Father's, and 
after he got through with it he got my father to 
operate his well outfit. Father did so and built 
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two for him. 
After he got those two done, he says to Father, 

"Well, what do you think? What will you give me 
for the well tools?" 

"Well," my father says, "so much." He told 
him what he earned. 

"I'll take it." 
So he bought them hack from Titus. Then I had 

a set of tools and my father had a set of tools. 
Then [J. L.] Rose come to father. He'd bought 

Rosemead. He'd sold the Sunny Slope ranch to some 
English people and he came to us and wanted us to 
drill sone wells for his Rosemead property. Father 
was getting old then, so I took one of the sets and 
my brother, Jack, took the other and we drilled 
three wells for Rose. 

They went very deep for those wells again and 
then he said, "I've got to have the water piped down 
to Rosemead." 

Father was in his eighties and he said to Mr. 
Rose, "Well, what are you going to do with the water 
when it gets down there?" 

He said, "I'm going to have a reservoir built." 
Father said, "I'm not able to work the wells, 

but I can engineer building a reservoir for you." 
Rose said, "I'll turn it over to you. Ton go 
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ahead." 
Father went down and built a reservoir that 

was two hundred and twelve feet by two hundred and 
twelve feet, eight feet deep. Then Rose says to me, 
"I want the water piped down there." 

Well, it was a very, very large stream of 
water, and Father said, "It'll take a fourteen-inch 
pipe to carry the water." 

"All right," he says, "you superintend it and 
the boys will drill the wells." 

Father started to have a diteh dug. For about 
a quarter of a mile it was eight feet deep, to go 
through a hill, and father turned that over to me 
to engineer and lay the pipe. So I got a crew of 
men and I dug the ditch by hand where I couldn't 
do otherwise and used everybody I could get a hold 
of. It took eight months to pipe it down to the 
reservoir, which was down at Rosemead, way down just 
where the Southern Pacific Railroad comes. That 
reservoir isn't a quarter of mile away from where 
my grandmother died. I was all spring with forty 
men (I think forty men was my crew) to dig the ditch 
and lay the pipe. I started with fourteen-inch 
pipe and ended up with six-inch pipe. 

After we got it down there he said, "We've 
got to have it down to the ranch, too, for the race 
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track." His race track was down there, and he had 
us lay a two-inch pipe from the reservoir down to 
the house, which was one mile, where El Monte Road 
is. How it is called the San Bernardino Breeway. 
There's where Eosemead first started. 

After I got through that I got into baseball. 
Dixon: About how old were you then? 
Butler: I was twenty-oneyears old. 

I was quite a hunter and fisherman. In those 
days, why it was a wonderful thing to fish and hunt 
here in California. There was many bear, antelope 
by the flocks, and deer roamed all over here. One 
exciting time that I had in my hunting career was 
once when I went over to the west fork of the San 
Gabriel [Biver] fishing with Bred Chapman, my 
friend (not any relation to General Chapman at all) 
who lived here in Pasadena. We went over the Wilson 
Trail, packed over it. That was in 1892, and we 
packed over and camped down on the west fork of the 
river by a very large pine tree right in the canyon. 
We walked over; we didn't use a burro or anything. 
We had caught quite a good many fish that afternoon. 
We got them by noon and in the afternoon we were 
tired and we made our bed down on the pine needles 
and brush by a very large hemlock piretree. We put 
a rope around the tree and hung our fish on this 
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rope about as high as I could reach, and I could 
reach up six or seven feet. We tied our fish on 
this rope so they would be out of the way of the bear. 

We lay down and we were very tired and were 
soon asleep, and it was very bright moonlight. I 
remember that. Very bright moonlight. Along about 
midnight I heard a noise in the tfrUsh, or in the 
water in the brush. The stream was lined with little 
willows and things, a very large stream the San 
Gabriel was at that time. Well, I heard the noise 
and I looked up to see what it was and there was a 
big grizzly bear standing and reaching up for those 
fish. He was a very large one. Fred was laying 
next to the stream and I hit him and I says, "FredI 
Fred I" 

He said, "What do you want?" 
"Look there," I says. "Look at your feet." 
He looked down at his feet and he saw that 

bear, you know, and he just—whooo right out he 
went! The bear went one way and Fred another! 
[laughter] But we scared the bear away, anyhow, and 
he didn't get our fish. We didn't have any guns 
with us. When we got back, we had a real good 
night's rest. In the morning we cooked what fish 

we wanted and then we packed the other up in burlap 
sack and wet it and then made it in a paek and put 
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and edibles and everything weighed about forty pounds 
and we ehanged off in carrying it, you know. So we 
got that ready and we walked back. We walked back 
from there and got down to Sierra Madre at about 
eleven o'clock that morning over the old Wilson 
Trail. When we got down there, I had arranged it 
so that my father would send my brother—that was 
my youngest brother, Lamar—to meet us up there 
with a team to bring us home. So we came back very 
tired, hungry, and happy. That was the most 
exciting time of my fishing trips. 

Dixon: There are two things I want to ask you. One, your 
birth date. 

Butler: September 7, 1866. 
Dixon: Your father's first name. 
Butler: Louis Eobert Butler. My mother's name was Permilia 

Eliza Quick. 
Palmer: You'll have to tell her how many brothers and 

sisters you have altogether, dad. 
Butl er: Jack was the oldest. Jackson Eugene Butler. He 

was born in 1865. He was older than I, by a year 
and three months. He was born the second day of 
June, 1865«. I was born the seventh day of September, 
1866. I have a sister, Carrie, a year and nine 
months younger than I. Carrie Yiola. Then I have 
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born in 1873. She was born here on the Chapman 
Ranch, and her name was Kate Chapman Butler. Then, 
I have a sister by the name of Lucy Winston Butler, 
and the next sister was Leonora Butler. The next 
was a brother, Lamar Butler, and then the next. . . 
no, I take that back--Lucy Butler, and then Lamar 
Butler [sic]. Then my parents had no mor-e children 
until they bought the ranch out here on Boothill 
Boulevard. The new sister was named Bliza Permilia 
Butler, after my mother. Then, after she was born came 
a sister, Ada Butler. Then the last baby was born. 
Her name was Alma May Butler. She is now Mrs. 
Hoffman who lives at Escondido. Well, I can tell 
the names, but I can't call the dates of their birth 
to save my life. I can't do it. 
Well, you've got such a large family. 
Yeah, it was a family. Not one of them passed away 
until my brother Louis, killed out at Mentone many 
years later. 

Electrocuted on a nigh-power line. 
Yes, he got accidentally killed. 

My father would tell me things that were 
unbelievable. He'd tell me things that actually 
happened. 

One time, when I was about eighteen years old, 
he says, "Sam, I want to tell you something." He 
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and you can claim one-third interest in the Morgan 
estate." He says, "Your grandmother was a Morgan 
and she is the one that went south when she married 
your grandfather, Branch Butler. She went south 
and took over the estate down there, and if you want 
to you go back and take it to law, you can prove it. 
You'll get one-third interest in the Morgan estate." 
He says, "I can't do it, because I was in the war 
and everything that I owned at that time and your 
grandmother owned was confiscated. That's why we 
eame out here to start liBe anew." "But," he says, 
"I want to tell you something. You'll live to see 
it, but I won't." He says, "They'll talk through 
the air without wires all over the world, and you'll 
see people flying through the air like birds." 

Veil, then he told me other things, and every-
thing that he told me has come true. That's a fact. 
He told me about the automobiles. He says, "The 
horses will be done away with. There won't be any 
horses to use anymore." He says, "There'll be 
horseless carriages come." 

Veil, he lived to see those, but he didn't 
live to see the moving pictures. He didn't live to 
see that, and he told me we'd see it. Veil, you see, 
I had two uncles on my father's side. John Butler 
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was the inventor. He could invent anything. He 
and my father invented many things that you wouldn't 
believe. After I was away from home, he went to 
inventing these machines for washing oranges. You 
know, they used to have to wash all the oranges. Well, 
he invented those machines to wash and grade those 
oranges, and he invented those walnut washes. Well, 
my Uncle John, was in politics, and he stayed back 
in Mississippi. He lived and died there. He was 
elected mayor of town twice and then supervisor of 
the county _ u n t i l he died. I never seen him after 
I left there when I was a little fellow. 

Now, my Uncle Joe would sit down and work all 
night sometimes if he was interested in something 
and whittle a model out of wood and send it back 
to Washington, D. C. He had patents on many, many 
things. He was a genius; therefore in Texas, he 
invented the auger and the brace and bit. He 
invented those, you know, and he went into the 
states and sold rights to different ones in exchange 
for land. 

Then, when he come out here, when they built 
that sawmill over there in Sawpit Canyon, he told 
them how to put in the foundations and put in the 
sawmillc They built the first sawmill over there. 

When I was over there last and went up into one 
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of the canyons which belonged to he at that time, 
the records of names was all wrong. It's all wrong. 
The fellow that it's named after never had been 
in that canyon. A fellow by the name of Rankin come 
in and bought from my uncle. The other fellow never 
was in Sawpit Canyon. He was over in Santa Anita 
Canyon. Oh, who was the name of that fellow? Well, 
anyhow, his name is on the plaque there. Got his 
name for those flats in there. Well, he's not 
entitled to it. He was never there. It's just like 
up on the mountains here. Bonner Hats is called the 
Carleton Flats now. 

All those things are changed, you know. But, 
then when Monrovia started, they wanted the history. 
Why didn't they get somebody that knew and write it 
down? If they'd gone to Shrode over there, who was 
in the city, and asked him about it, he could have 
told them that that fellow was never in that part 
of the country at all. He wasn't entitled to the 
honor of giving his name to those flats. It belonged 
to the fellow that died there. Art Butler, my uncle. 
They belonged to he. But they don't mention it. They 
didn't know him. He'd been gone years and years 
before they were born, don't you see. Well, they 
started out to write the history of Monrovia. 

Well, the history of Monrovia is all right so 
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far as it goes in many respects. Now, Monroe came 
in many, many years after Captain Unite. White was 
the first man that leased that property from Baldwin 
(where Monmria is) for wheat farm. That was Captain 
White. Many others came after him. When. Monroe 
got it many years later, Baldwin didn't tell what to 
name the streets or anything, so Monroe went to work 
and named the streets. The street that goes 
straight up to Sawpit Canyon, a beautiful street, 
is named Kfrrtle Avenue, after Monroe's oldest 
daughter. How the oldest people here in Monrovia 
was [L.] Barnes. They come in there and built a 
grocery store and a supply store. Ee came in when 
the town was laid out. He was the first storeman 
there and the first postmaster there. Then [T. P.] 
Herbert came in there. Many of those people, you 
know, came in, but they're not memtioned in the 
history of Monrovia. Those things, you know, are 
confusing to people that do know the place. I was 
up there last week; it's beautiful, and that park 
up there is beautiful. Have you ever been up there? 
A long time ago. 

Well, you should go up now and see what a nice 
place it is. Bor a picnic you can't find a nicer 
place in the country. Tou don't see the waterfalls 
anymore. The waterfalls that was there were very 
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pretty. And you can't go up Sawpit Canyon. Can't 
go up Sawpit Canyon. There's a dam put across, so 
you can't go up. But if you could go up Sawpit 
Canyon about one mile, that's the length of it, 
there are beautiful flats up there and lots of 
water. There are springs up there, natural springs, 
and there's where my uncle built his house. He had 
lived there one year when it was burned down. How 
you can't get up there anymore because it's all in 
a national forest, and there are restrictions. Tou 
can't even pick wildflowers up there. Now, Deliosa 
Canyon goes right off just where the dam is. The 
dam is built just above Deliosa Canyon. Tou can 
see it as you drive up in this park. Tou can see 
it goes on up and divides the Deliosa Canyon from 
Sawpit Canyon. Well, that used to have a nice stream 
of water in it. When they built that sawmill in 
there, they fixed it so the water from all those 
canyons come in to run the millo The dam is where 
the sawmill was first built. Well, now that sawmill 
was the beginning of lumber sawing up there. My 
uncle's first house was built out of the lumber 
up in the canyon. The Eankin house was built out 
of lumber that was sawed from that mill, and the 
first house where Monrovia is now was built with 
that lumber. The first houses in Duarte were too. 
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Tiie first in Duarte was old man Duarte, a 
Mexican. Then a man by the name of [David S.] Shrode 
moved from El Monte up to Duarte and started a black-
smith shop. That was the settlement', there was no 
Monrovia then, but they had a schoolhouse built there. 
When we lived up there in the mouth of Monrovia 
Canyon, I went to Duarte School down there. The 
schoolhouse was built just where the road goes 
through to Azusa, just about a block below where the 
tunnel goes under the railroad. That property 
belonged to a man by the name of [M. D.] Beall. 
Beall sold out to Bradbury. 

One of Bradbury's daughters married a man that 
changed the name to Bradbury Estates. Bradbury 
bought it and then changed all the names in there. 
Well, now all the young people don't know anything 
about that or how it come about. When the railroad 
was put through, they had to grade through there 
from Duarte out to Monrovia and they had to get land 
from Bradbury. Bradbury bought out [Alexander] Weil 
and Beall to start that place in there. He changed 
it all, and he also bought from Duarte over to Azusa 
clear into San Gabriel Canyon. Bradbury bought 
that land clear down to Darby Street to Covina. He 
bought several thousand acres in there for a dollar 
and a quarter an acre. Nobody wanted it. Nobody 
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wanted it. Bradbury "bought the Hastings Ranch here 
from Chapman. He paid him ten dollars an acre for 
a thousand acres. Chapman thought he'd made a 
fortune. Ten thousand dollars in those days was a 
fortune, but now all those things have been changed, 
you know. It's a wonderful change. 

Now, I just stopped th. think this morning. 
Over here on Colorado Street, are nine banks in a 
few blocks. Nine banks. Now think of it. Modern 
banks. 
Enough money to support nine banks in this area. 
That's it. Now, if I'd go and tell some people 
that there's nine banks over there in two bloeks, 
they wouldn't believe it. They'd think I'm lying. 
Veil, they're there. Modern banks. Veil, that's 
what I say. Tou can't tell how things are going to 
be in ten years. Vhen we go out nights, riding 
around, I don't know where we are. I don't know. 
It's changed so. 



CHAPTER II 
THE BALDWIN ESTATE 

Dixon: Could you tell more about the development of the 
Baldwin property? 

Butler: All right. When the gold was first discovered here 
in California, why it created quite a sensation all 
over the United States. Everybody, in those days, 
if they could raise money enough to get out to 
California, made their rush for California. Well, 
that was the beginning of the rush to California. 
The real rush began in [18]49. 

Well, that is when B. D. Wilson left Mississippi 
to come out West.* He brought several of his trusted 
men to come with him, and they came out to 
California and made their way up to San Brancisco. 
They had to go overland, you know. When he got up 
to San Brancisco, it was rough and tough, and the 
boats went from San Brancisco up the Sacramento 
River to Sacramento <> That was just a small place 

* 

Benjamin D. Wilson first arrived in California 
in 1841 with Workman-Rowland Party. Bor a more 
complete account of his activities, see John W. 
Caughey, California (2nd ed.; Englewood Cliffs, 
B.J., 19 53T. 

V 
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there. Wasn't the capital of the state at that time. 
So, when he got up to San Francisco, why he met 

Baldwin, Titus and L. J. Rose. That's where he 
first met them. Well; there was quite a good many 
of them who kept together and worked their way up 
into the mining fields. Each and every one of them 
were very fortunate and lucky in laying out claims. 
It made every one of them very wealthy. Then 
after they was in the mining business and created 
their wealth on their claims, they sold them out. 

Well, Baldwin seemed to he the shrewdest one 
of the hunch in the mining business, and he bought 
out one or two fellows that had some claims up on 
the Sacramento River. That established him as one 
of the miners of the West« Well, he took sick while 
he was doing this, but, later, he and some other 
prominent men of that time went over into Nevada 
across the mountains. They built a road over the 
mountains till it went into Reno, Nevada. There's 
where they started and made their headquarters. 

Well, while they were doing so, one of the 
miners struck this silver mine up there. It was a 
very large and very rich mine of both gold and 
silver, but principally silver. They called it the 
Silver lode, and then when they started to develop 
it, why Baldwin got acquainted with the mining 
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engineer that laid oat the construction of the mine 
up there. 

So, when he got sick, his doctor told him he'd 
better get into warmer climate or make an ocean trip. 
So, he made a trip over to China, and when he got 
back, the mine had begun to develop into one of 
the richest mines in the state. It was incorporated, 
and they began to sell stocks to put in machinery 
and everything. Ill these people and different 
miners and everyone bought stock in this mine. 

Stanford was the shrewd one of the bunch at 
that time. When they were building a tunnel through 
the mine, they passed several streaks of solid 
silver and gold, you know, and it was fabulously 
rich. Veil, Stanford was shrewd enough, so the story 
goes, that he had the miners seal that off and go 
to drill on the shaft to develop the mine. He kept 
this quiet so the stockholders, many of them, knew 
nothing about this. But the engineer did, you see. 

"When Baldwin got back from China, they were 
holding a meeting in Sacramento about the development 
of the mine and claimed that it was played out. 
Veil, this engineer and Baldwin was in at the 
meeting, of course. They had a good deal of the 
stock in it, and he told Baldwin "that the situation 
was. So, they go secretly to buying up the stockholders 
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at only a "bit of what the stock was worth. He kept 
buying secretly, saying nothing to Thayer, O'Brien, 
and Stanford. He would buy at about a few cents 
and a dollar of what the stock was worth, and he 
kept that up until he got controlling interest. He 
got more shares in the mine than the others owned, 
so when they held a meeting to close it down, 
Baldwin said it was all right to close it down and 
that he had bought all these other stocks. So, he 
became the principal owner of the Comstock Mine. 

Then he started, and went out to Virginia City 
and built a hotel out there. He was going to have 
a rush of people out there, because he knew when he 
opened it up that they would come. He built the 
saloon there that they call the Bucket of Blood. 
He built that and several other things there. He 
built a stamp mill out there and then he and the 
engineer of the mine went out and opened up the 
places where it had been sealed off. It made him 
a multi-millionaire. They kept working and working 
it and working it till the lode played out. Then, 
of course, Virginia City became a ghost town. 

Then he come on down to his ranch here and 
took his engineer up into Death Valley. They began 
to prospect around there and finally he come down 
to Johannesburg. There they really stsruck a mine. 
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I think it is still operating now. 
Veil, at the same time he was doing that, he 

went over into Bear Valley. He bought out a miner 
over there that had a gold mine up on the top of 
the ridge across from Baldwin Lake. There was a 
lake down there, and that was their water supply. 
That's about two miles beyond Bear Lake at the 
present time—Bear Valley Lake. Veil, he put in a 
stamp mill there to develop this mine. Vhen he 
got it all completed and ready to work, somebody 
was very much against him for coming in there and 
building this stamp mill. They slipped in one 
night after he got it all ready to work and set fire 
to it. Burned it down. I guess the frame of it is 
still standing there. ."When Baldwin got there, he 
put in a pumping plant to pump the water up to the 
stamp mill to operate the mill. They called it 
Baldwin and Huntley. 

Vhen it was burned down, he said, "All right, 
let it stay. I won't work the mine." 

Veil, it stood that way for many, many years. 
Finally, he sold it out to another company. They 
went in to develop it and put in a different system 
for mining the ore. That was at the head of Holcomb 
Yalley. Holcomb Yalley goes around the mountain 
and joins Big Bear Yalley. So, that is the end of 
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Baldwin in the mining "business. 
He then started in to develop his ranch down 

here at Santa Anita. I guess, even after it was 
closed down, Baldwin owned the majority of the stock 
of the Gomstock mine until he died. That's all I 
know about Virginia City. But, he and his associates 
built and started that place. 

"When he left Virginia City, he was going back 
over the mountains where Lake Tahoe is. He was so 
taken with it that he bought all the property that 
he could buy around Lake Tahoe. "When he died, he 
owned all of Lake Tahoe and the surrounding country. 
Then, after he died, why his daughter, Anita Baldwin, 
started to build up Lake Tahoe as a city. That is 
as it is today. 

After Baldwin got possession of Santa Anita and 
had the deeds to all of the property that he had 
bought at that time, he set in to develop the 
country, and he was very shrewd in all of his 
employees. To begin with, he had a man for each 
section of the property and development. Birst, 
he started his surveyors laying out his lines, and 
the lines between the different owners of the property 
around, and started fence-building to fence in his 
property. Through Griffith and JL-ynch, he got 
fencing lumber and they delivered it out to the 
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certain place. 
The main road that he put across his property 

is Daarte Road, the Base Line. He had that fenced 
on both sides with a five-panel fence. Then Baldwin 
Avenue—he had that fenced on both sides clear to 
El Monte. This other went as far as Duarte. 

Then he started a brick kiln to get his brick; 
it's just south of where Baldwin Avenue comes into 
Foothill Boulevard now. Well, he started a brick 
kiln there. Then he had his engineers lay out a 
race track up on his western line just south of 
where Eaton's place is now; just about a hundred 
yards south of that was a mile race track. He built 
his barns on the east side of that. It was all 
very large, very substantial. 

After he had the brick kiln started, he brought 
the man that built his hotel in San Francisco down 
to do his building. He had a man for each division. 
They first started and laid out lodging houses, 
and then this building for his office, and then the 
barns, all in one section of it. There's nothing 
now but the first building that they built—the one 
they called the "Swiss Cottage," after the buildings 
in Switzerland—and that is still there. 

Between it and the brick kiln he put in his 
grading people and they built a reservoir. It's a 
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lake now. At the upper end of that lake there was 
a natural spring. Oh, the water cornel It's coming 
out yet. It's still running. That was the water 
supply there. There was no pipes then, hut he engaged 
my father and my uncle to he his water people, to 
establish the system for his water supply. 

Then he had a man by the name of George Islip 
to be his general superintendent, and he brought 
down his brother-in-law, H. A. Unruh, to be his 
general, manager. father and my uncle were his 
water people. Then he brought in a "brick mason by 
the name of Adams and put him in charge of the brick 
kiln and all brick work that was to be done. So he 
had a system and it was perfect. Each man had a 
job to do. He laid it out. 

Then they built five different very large 
buildings, barns for his horses, and he sent a man 
out by the name of Albert Cooper as superintendent 
of the horses. He brought in these Clydesdale 
horses, a great many of them, a great many very 
large horses and very heavy wagons to do his trading. 

These buildings went on very repidly, and then ^ 
after he got the buildings up he had—I forget now 
who the man was, but he brought in a very wonderful 
painter. Every building was to be painted exactly 
alike, and the roofs was to be striped, you know, 
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red and white and blue. That was on every one, the 
entire length of those buildings, and they were 
very large buildings. 

The middle one that he built was a general 
supply store, and he had a very high cupola on it 
and a big bell. Every morning that bell was to be 
rung at four o'clock. At four o'clock that bell— 
and we could hear it until the buildings were 
destroyed. Eor years and years that was our time 
clock. That bell was to be rung at every hour. 
At every hour it was sounded throughout the twenty-
four hours. That was his system to give the men on 
the ranch what time it was. 

Then he got a man to landscape the property 
and he set out an orange orchard and a grape vineyard. 
That was all to be accomplished. Then, after that, 
he built a schoolhouse. He knew that was necessary, 
so they built a schoolhouse. Then he brought in a 
widow woman by the name of Woodbury (she had a son 
by the name of George) and he put her in charge 
of the boarding house. Everybody that worked for 
him at that time had to board at that boarding house, 
and they had to buy their groceries and supplies 
and everything from his store. That was his orders. 
When the people needed anything, he told them not to 
pay for it but to charge it. He knew they would be 
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scarce with money. The clerk of the store was his 
bookkeeper, and everybody that needed anything— 
tobacco, shoes, hats, clothes of any kind—why, 
they charged it. This fellow by the name of 
Stafford was his storekeeper and his wife was the 
bookkeeper. 

After he got that established, he brought his 
brother-in-law down. H. A. Unruh. After the brick 
had been molded and seasoned, they built a hotel 
out on Santa Anita Avenue in Arcadia. He built a 
hotel called "Oakwood" out of those brick, and he 
established Unruh out there as general manager of 
his estate. 

And at that time, after he got this all 
established and in operation, he went back to San 
Francisco and he was gone for two years before he 
come back. Everybody wondered where he was, but he 
left all these people in charge. Eis foreman was 
George Islip. He was in charge of all the operations 
and the office was established by Unruh in Arcadia. 
Every month all of the heads of these departments 
had to report to H. A. Unruh over at Arcadia. Baldwin 
had only the two buildings there at that time: 
Unruh's home and this Oakwood Hotel. North of the 
Oakwood Hotel about a block, he built another 
building for his daughter, Clara Baldwin, and when 
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he come "back from San Francisco, he brought her 
(Town with him and established her in her home there 
in Arcadia. 

When he came back the second time, he said to 
my father, "I've got to begin developing water." 

Therefore, he started him up at Sawpit Canyon 
(my uncle owned Sawpit Canyon at that time). So 
they put in a very good system to bring the water 
down, and then they built a very large reservoir in 
what was then called just Baldwin's Reservoir. 

He had a two-story building built there, and 
he had my uncle, Captain White, go over there and 
take charge of what is now Monrovia as a farming land. 
He furnished him with horses and equipment of every 
need to farm the land—a hundred and sixty acres. 
He put it out into wheat, so that was his first 
starting in the wheat business down on the ranch. 

Then he had my father build a pipeline from 
Santa Anita Canyon down to what is Arcadia now. That 
was the first cement pipeline that was built in 
Monrovia, and it run down what is Santa Anita Avenue 
now but which had no name then. 

Meanwhile, Baldwin had brought in quite a good 
many horse trainers. In this two years that he was 
away, he had purchased race horses and he established 
them at this mile race track up on his west line 
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between Chapman and himself. They had this beautiful 
race track built there, a modern race track at that 
time. When he came down again, he was very, very 
well pleased with everything. 

He then brought in some more people for each 
and every department, and brought in about, I think 
it was, a dozen or more Chinese and put out a large 
vineyard. He had a man by the name of Sturgis over-
see the Chinese and oversee planting his vineyard. 
He put out about a hundred acres all in wine grapes, 
no table grapes. He brought in a German wine maker 
and he built him a.home there and a winery. After 
about four years, the grapes began to yield and he 
started a winery, and in '78, I think, he began to 
produce very good wine. And he stored it; he 
wouldn't sell any because he wanted to age it. 

All of his buildings from then on had to be of 
the very best material, and he begin to sell brick 
to different people around. He had that wonderful 
brick kiln there and it was prosperous. 

After he got his winery started, he started an 
orange grove over on-the west side of the vineyard. 
There's a little mountain down there; I forget the 
name of it. 

What they call the arboretum at the present 
time was then covered with beautiful oak and he said, 
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"Not one of those trees is to he disturbed." He 
said, "I want it to he left as it is, hut clean the 
underbrush off and put out roses of every variety." 

His development was beginning to beautify. On 
the west side of what was Baldwin Avenue, why then 
he put out walnuts and he had my father look out 
for that. They were put out in rotation you know, 
and there was about forty acres put out in English 
walnuts at that time. That was where the race track 
is today. 

Let's see, after the walnut orchard was put 
out, he began to subdivide the long part of his 
ranch. He brought in I, C. Carter from San Marino 
and gave him a place up at the mouth of Little 
Santa Anita Canyon; he gave him that mountain there, 
built him a beautiful home. He said, "I want you 
to sell out this part of the basin down to the fence." 
He had a fence built around so much land. That was 
the northern part of the Santa Anita Ranch at that 
time. "That property I want to have surveyed and 
set out and call it Sierra Madre—mother of mountains." 

The house was put up high, and he started what 
was called Sierra Madre. He built a schoolhouse 
up there for them. The road is still there now. 
I forget the name of the road, but that is the boundary 
of Sierra Madre. It doesn't come any further than 
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that. And the people began to come in very rapidly. 
Then, after he'd got that established, he got 

in a man by the name of Monroe and he laid out and 
surveyed all of the property. Foothill Boulevard 
was the center of Monrovia at that time, and he 
named Myrtle Avenue after Monroe's oldest daughter. 
He named those things. He named all those streets 
himself. I don't know them all, but I do remember 
P̂ rrtle Avenue and Foothill Boulevard. 

Then he brought down his mother-in-law, his 
wife's mother, Mrs. Dexter. He brought her down 
from Virginia City and established her and his 
second wife, Jennie Dexter, there in Santa Anita. 
She then began to develop little things that was 
necessary as she saw it and beautified the place. 

After he brought her down, why, he went away 
again. I don't remember how long it was. I know 
I was then eighteen years old. I remember that very 
well. I was just eighteen years old when I saw 
him again. My father was not working for Baldwin 
then; we were established here on Foothill Boulevard 
in Lamanda Park. But Baldwin met me as I was coming 
from school in Sierra Madre. 

He said he was so very glad to see me and he 
asked, "Ace you ready to drill me some wells?" 

And I safl, "Any time you're ready, I'll be 
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ready to drill them." 
So I started in drilling wells for him. The 

first well I drilled for him after I was eighteen 
was down there in front of the little Swiss cottage. 
I drilled the well there about three hundred feet 
and it flowed beautifully. The water came out 
flowing very beautifully. 

Well, when I got that one finished, he said, 
"Now I want you to go up and drill another well as 
close to the Chapman line as you can get it. " 

So I went up and put down a well. It's in 
the street now, but I put down one well there and 
it was a beautiful flowing well. As soon as he got 
that, he had his foreman come up and lay out another 
one for me up about halfway between that and Foothill 
Boulevard, and I drilled one there. And that was 
the last time I drilled a well for Baldwin. They 
were all flowing wells at that time. 

After I had seen him that time, he had started 
a race track over there where the walnut orchard was. 
He had that mile track put in there on the Duarte 
Road. It is now a public park, but he built a very 
nice race track there. However, horse racing was 
outlawed and he started running dogs. Running dogs 
for chasing rabbits. Every Sunday they'd chase 
rabbits until the Humane [Society] officers came in 
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and decided against that. So he couldn't get along 
with the Humane officers; he said it was his rights, 
hut anyhow they stopped him from chasing rabbits. 
After the First World War, they got to running horses 
again. By then the people in Pasadena and everywhere 
else around here was so bitter against Baldwin 
running horses again, why they stopped it; they 
stopped the race track. Then Baldwin went back to 
San Brancisco and didn't appear here any more. I 
didn't get to see him any more after that. And 
things since then have been very hazy about anything 
more of Baldwin that I know of. But I'll say this, 
that every man that he put in charge of anything 
was a wonderful man and capable of taking care of 
his business. 

When he came back the last time, I didn't see 
him. He went broke. He went broke and he came down 
himself and fired everybody that was in his employ 
and took charge of the ranch himself. And he was 
so thorough at everything that he began to recuperate 
his fortune. Then, first thing I knew, I read in 
the papers that Lucky Baldwin was dead. That was 
in 1901, after I had come back from Arrowhead Hot 
Springs. I went over to see Mr. Unruh and he told 
me all about how things went, and that's the last 
time I saw Mr. Unruh. 
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The only trouble that Baldwin had while he was 
down here was with the Santa Fe Railway. He gave 
the right-of-way through the Santa Anita Ranch to 
the Salt lake and San Pedro Railway Company. This 
I know he did. He gave them the right-of-way with 
the understanding that every train that went over 
that railroad through his property had to stop at 
the Santa Anita station. He built the station 
there for them on Baldwin Avenue, and every passenger 
train that went through had to stop at that station, 
regardless. The line was bought by the Santa Fe 
Railroad Company and changed from the Salt lake 
Railroad to the Santa Fe. Well, he was on the train 
going through to Santa Anita about noon. (This I 
get from Unruh himself.) Instead of the train 
stopping at Santa Anita, they went right on through; 
they didn't stop till they got to Azusa. This was 
the overland train, the main train going through. 
Well, he was surprised when they didn't stop at 
Santa Anita, and he thought maybe they'd stop at 
Arcadia and he'd get off and see Unruh, but they 
didn't stop at Arcadia. Well, when they didn't stop 
there he jumped up and he pulled that cord to the 
engineer, but the engineer didn't stop till he got 
to Monrovia—that was the next station. When he got 
off, he was mad. He was mad. The conductor rushed 
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through to find out why that train had stopped and 
he told him that they should have stopped at Santa 
Anita. 

"No," he says, "we don't stop till we get to 
Azusa." 

"Veil," Baldwin says, "we'll find out about 
that. I ought to make you hack this train up hut 
I won't." 

He got off and he went into the station over 
there at Monrovia. Meanwhile, Unruh's oldest son 
was station agent at Arcadia, and Baldwin telegraphed 
from Monrovia over to Arcadia to send a team for him. 
So Unruh told me he had Dave, that was his second 
son, drive over and hring him back. 

He went after the Santa Be people hot and heavy 
and he told them, "I'll tear up your tracks through 
my property if you don't stop every train that goes 
through there." And they apologized for it. The 
conductor didn't know anything about this, you know, 
but they straightened it out. Unruh told me himself 
that that was the last time that he had any trouble 
with the railroads. 

Later on, I was surprised that after Baldwin 
had come down here and re-established himself and 
began to get on his feet again, one morning they 
found him dead. That was the end of it. 
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Unruh took charge of the ranch from that time 
on. At that time, he had only about a million dollars 
to his credit, but Unruh went to subdividing Arcadia 
and everything else wherever he thought best. And 
when Unruh got ready to retire, why he had the bank 
account up to fourteen million dollars. When Unruh 
retired, he turned it over to Clara and Anita Baldwin, 
who was married to McCleary. Anita got six million 
and Clara got six million dollars. Anita Baldwin 
and Clara Baldwin divided the estate among themselves. 
Anita Baldwin got the upper half and Clara took the 
lower half of the Santa Anita Eanch. 

Clara Baldwin then took a trip around the world 
and said, "I'm going to spend a million dollars." 
When she got into France and England, she paid two 
million and some odd dollars for a yacht. She 
said she was going to spend a million dollars to 
see what it was like but she spent over two million 
dollars on the yacht. She brought it through the 
Panama Canal and up to San Francisco, and there it 
was when she died. She left it up there. 

Anita Baldwin then gave the land where the 
race track is at the present time and where the 
park is to the County—just made them a present of 
it. In honor of that, they made her an honorary 
colonel. Then she built Anoakia. She came down 
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from San Francisco, married the second time, and 
"built the place out here on Foothill Boulevard and 
named it Anoakia. After she died, I think they 
turned it over to the County. I think that is it. 
And that is the best that I can tell you about what 
I know about Lucky Baldwin. 

Dixon: What did he look like? 
Butler: Why, he was a very bright, sharp man, with dark, 

piercing eyes. He was a wonderful man for his 
ability to know the ability of other people. He 
was a good judge of human nature. He certainly was 
a shrewd businessman and I know one thing—I should 
have told you about it. When he got ready to dispose 
of his race stock here, he had a trainer by the 
name of Albert Cooper, A Negro. He was very ignorant, 
but a wonderful horse trainer, wonderful horse 
trainer. 

He went up to him and he says, "Albert, I'm 
sorry to let you go, but," he says, "I'll have to 
let you go. How much do I owe you?" 

You know, he'd kept him all of his life. He'd 
brought him from Kentucky. He'd brought him here 
and put him in as the head, and for many years he 
was his horse trainer. Well, old Albert was shrewd, 
but he couldn't read or write and he had a piece of 
paper in his hand. 
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Baldwin said to him, "Albert, what do you have 
in your hand there?" 

"Mr. Baldwin," he says, "I got a statement— 
everything written down here about you and me." 

"Well now, what is it, Albert? Read it to me." 
"Well," he says, "ought for ought, and figger 

for figger; all for Baldwin, and nothing for the 
nigger." [laughter] Unruh had that paper and there 
was nothing on it but just some marks that Albert 
had made, but he read it, "Ought for ought, and 
figger for figger, all for Baldwin, and nothing for 
the nigger." 

And I saw that—Unruh showed it to me. He 
kept that. Well, that was a very good thing for 
a memorandum. Baldwin fixed Albert out with a whole 
outfit—clothing and everything—and gave him money 
and that was it. 

Many things in his life I knew nothing of, 
but others told me. When he began racing, he told 
me, "Whenever you want to bet on a horse," he says, 
"don't bet on him to win.11 That's what he told me. 
He says, "I never bet on my own horses. But I'll 
tell you one thing, never bet on a horse to win. " 
He says, "Tou study the horses and," he says, "I'll 
show you how, I'll tell you how to judge them. 
When the horse is ready to mn," he says, "you look 
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at him and if he's sweating freely, then he's 
ready to run—hut if he isn't, wait till he gets 
to sweating and then you can het on him, but never 
bet on him to win." 

I says, "Why?" 
"Well," he says, "bet on him to show. Bet 

on him to show. You'll never lose. If he wins, 
you've got your money, and if he comes in second, 
you get your money, and if he comes in third you 
get your money. You'll never lose," he says. "Bet 
on him to show." 

So I done that, and I've never lost on a horse. 
I've always bet on him to show, and when the boys 
go with me down to the track and ask, "Why do you 
do that?" I say "Well, now I'll tell you, I'll tell 
you which horse is going to win. Watch and see 
when the horses come out if they're sweating— 
there's a horse to put your money on but don't put 
it on to win, but to show." And it's a fact, I've 
never lost and that is the way. If he's sweating 
real good and wanting to run and very nervous, why 
bet /on him to show. You'll get your money back. 
That's the way it goes. 

Now while I'm talking with you, I'll tell you 
about Monrovia and Sierra Madre. When Baldwin 
desired that he dispose of some of his property (he 
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knew that he had more than he could take care of) 
he got N. C. Carter and built him a house up on the 
hill there for his home, established him, and gave 
him the commission on all the land that was sold, 
a real estate agent's commission. So he divided it 
up and laid out the streets and all on the first 
line next to Foothill Boulevard. It was laid out 
in ten-acre blocks and they were sold out to people 
that wanted to put in orange groves or whatever 
they wanted, hut they had to buy ten acres, nothing 
less. Baldwin sold out, I think it was about a 
thousand acres, it must be a thousand acres in there. 

And then Carter and Kinney (Abbot Kinney—he 
come in a good many years before that and he was the 
wealthiest man in this part of the country at that 
time outside of Baldwin and Chapman) and, let's see, 
who was the other party? Bailey. Bailey that first 
owned what was a hundred and sixty acres on the 
Hastings Eanch at the mouth of the Bailey Canyon 
up there—the three of them got together, Kinney 
and Carter and Bailey, and they wanted to name their 
ranches. 

Well, Kinney says to him, he says, "You're too 
low here to have anything to say about it to Carter." 

Carter says, "No," he says, "I'm higher than 
you are." 
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"No," Kinney says, "You're not." 
Bailey says, "Well, now, I'll settle this. 

We'll toss a dollar, and when you call it, why you 
can name your places the high or the low." 

"Well," Carter says, "I'll take heads." 
"Well," Kinney says, "There's nothing else for 

me to do hut to take tails." 
Well, everybody knows, I knew it, that sees 

the two places, that Kinney's place was much higher 
than Carter's. Carter wanted heads, and heads come. 
When Bailey threw the dollar up it comes down heads 
up, and Carter won it. 

"Well," he says, "I won it, it's Carter higher 
and Kinney lower." 

So that's how those two places got the names 
of "Carter Higher" and "Kinney Lower," hut Kinney's 
place is still higher regardless! 
Wasn't Kinney the one who laid out Venice? 
Venice, yes. Kinney "built out Venice. When Kinney 
first come in he started that place between Santa 
Monica and Venice. What is the name?—Ocean Park. 
He was a great developer, Kinney was, a wonderful 
man. Well, when they got started on Ocean Park, why 
Kinney and the people that was in with him that 
owned the property there at that time, they laid it 
out, and he wanted to name it Venice, Kinney did. 
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"All right, call it what you please„" And they did. 

He just moved out and moved down into where 
Venice is now. It was very swampy and very unhealthy 
there, so he put in a canal out to Culver City to 
drain it and laid that out and started Yenice„ He 
dug Yenice out, and after he got it all "built up and 
everything, why they had one of these big roller 
coasters. He built the first one in Southern 
California,, 

Dixon: It was a dilly. 
Butler: It was very profitable. He built up Venice and put 

in the canal there and built a little dummy railroad 
there. I think it's there yet, I don't know. 

Palmer: No, it Vs been moved to a park on Rosemead Boulevard 
just below the dam. It's on that side. 

Butler: But Venice was beautiful in those days with the 
canals—it was the most attractive part of the 
beaches for years. After many years of operation 
the dance hall burned down, and I think that was 
in nineteen-ought-ten, or somewhere like that. 

Then Kinney's first wife, who was a wonderful 
woman, died, and he married a widow woman with two 
daughters. He had three sons, no daughters but his 
step-daughters, and they went in and took charge 
of Venice. I forget their names now; Fullerton 
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Kinney was the oldest and then the other one. . c 
Palmer: The old man was Abbot Kinney. 
Butler: Abbot Kinney, yes. Well, anyhow, 

met me one day in Los Angeles and 
you would come down and see about 
dance hall for me." (Kinney used 
me when I was up at Arrowhead Hot 
working then for the County. Tom 
of building roads and bridges and 
the County with him. I quit them 
Pullerton Kinney to build the new 
put in all the foundation and the 
new dance hall that's down there, 
there at the present time. 

Palmer: There's nothing there. 
Butler: Nothing left? Well, I haven't been there for years; 

but anyhow, there's where I was, putting that in, 
when the union come in. The union come in and 
wanted to unionize the carpenters and everything 
and I wouldn't stand for it. I think I had twenty 
carpenters there and they got every one of them but 
two and myself to join the union. 

I wouldn't join the union; I said, "No, I 
don't believe in it. You're just telling me what 
I've got to do." 

Well, Lawland says, "Well, we'll join you." 

Bullerton Kinney 
he says, "I wish 
rebuilding the 
to come and see 
Springs.) I was 
Sheehan had charge 
I was working for 
and went down to 
dance hall. I 
floors of that 
the one that's 
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But there was two or three of the men and myself 
wouldn't join. 

So Kinney comes to me and he said, "You keep 
on and you take the management of this, and see 
that it's done according to the contract." 

Well, I had a fellow that was very good at 
reading a blueprint. I didn't understand the blue-
print as well as he did, so they got him, the una on 
did, and he joined the union. 

The union began to get very strong them. I 
was building the trusses, very large trusses, you 
know, for the roof. There's no obstructions on the 
floor at all whatsoever, and it all had to be a big 
dome. So I was building the trusses and I had one 
of the fellows, a wonderful fellow, to do the carpenter 
work and he was working with me. 

I said to him, "Now, I'd rather you wouldn't 
join the union as long as we're building these 
trusses, I want you to stay with me." 

And he says, "Well, I can't help myself. I've 
got to join if I keep in the business." 

So he did join; and then I had to change him 
from building trusses and brought in two other 
fellows that were real good carpenters to build them. 
The trusses was up about eighty feet, I think they 
was, aĵ d I had a man building a boom or a derrick 
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to raise these trasses ap. He had it all "built up, 
all ready to raise, hut it was the noon hour and we 
were ready for lunch. We were looking around in a 
different part on the floor, and all at once that 
"boom come down and just missed three or four of us. 
We got out of the way of it. It fell, it was knocked 
out. The union had wrecked it so it come down, hut 
it didn't hurt anybody. It was just a miracle that 
there wasn't three or four of us killed. Well, it 
missed us, anyhow. Then I went around to find out 
who it was that caused that line being cut. They 
cut the guy lines to let the boom fall. 



CHAPTER III 
PASADENA 

Dixon: What was Pasadena like when you first went there? 
Butler: Well, the "beginning of Pasadena, in the early days 

before [Benjamin D.] Wilson had got many of his 
crew to come in to San Gabriel, they started to 
planting vineyards. At the mountains at the head 
of what is now Santa Anita Avenue or Foothill Boulevard, 
he had a man by the name of George Eaton take up a 
hundred and sixty acres. Then he sold Dr. Edwards 
from Tennessee a hundred and twenty acres just 
below Eaton's place. Then, after this was all set 
out in vineyard (all except Eaton's property which 
had only a very small part of the vineyard), he got 
a man by the name of [James L.] Crank to buy a 
hundred and sixty acres. Crank brought his brother-
in-law by the name of [Albert] Brigden who bought 
part of the Crank property. But the man that did 
the work for Wilson was named [J.] Craig. Wilson 
put Craig in charge of all of the planting of the 
vineyards and he gave Craig a hundred and sixty 
acres. That was at the lower end of the south part 
of his property what is now Villa Street and 
Foothill Boulevard. 
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Then on the north side of Pasadena, why two 
boys came out by the name of Giddings. Wilson 
wouldn't sell to the Giddings boys; they wanted too 
much land, and they wanted it for nothing. Ee 
wouldn't se31 to them, so they bought out this 
Mexican. I'll think of his name in a few minutes. 
Anyhow, they located above what is known as Monk 
Hill here in Pasadena and it's a very beautiful 
location. Then, after they got established, they 
wanted water. In the canyon above, there was just 
a little bit of water, not much, but a little bit of 
water, and they developed the spring in there. 
Then they began to develop their property, and when 
the spring would come, we'd look up there at Monk 
Hill and all that country back there was nothing but 
vast poppy fields. Oh, it was all poppy fields. 

Then a man by the name of Monk came in, and 
Wilson sold him what is known as Monk Hill in 
Altadena now. There was no water there, so they 
looked around the hill and found two or three springs 
of water. He built his home on the south-east 
corner of the hill, and in excavating it to make it 
eligible for building, why he struck a little spring 
of water, and he developed his water there. And 
then looking around, why, on the top of the hill, 
there was another spring. It was just seeping water, 
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you. know, but it was a spring. Then, on the north 
side of the spring, why, there was another seepage 
and he dug in there about twenty feet and got quite 
a pool of very cold water. So, that established 
Monk Hill with plenty of water. 

Dixon: Vhen did Vilson first come here? 
Butler: Soon as the war was ended. He came out here in the 

forties and after forty-nine, he made his fortune 
in the gold rush out here. So, he went back there 
and got all of them that wanted to come here to come 
to California. Veil, he went back in 1871 and brought 
his relatives, the whole family of the Vilsons, from 
there out here. He brought George Patton with him 
also, and they came out. Ill of them were located 
here in the Valley at that time. So then, in '71̂  
Patton and Vilson came out and they located down 
where San Marino is now. Veil, they located there. 

That fall, the day that my brother was just a 
year old (that was the fourteenth day of October), 
why we left Oxford, Mississippi. My grandfather and 
grandmother and my uncle Joe Butler. My Uncle Joe 
had come out the year before, but he come back to 
take us out here. 

Dixon: Do you remember what Vilson looked like? 
Butler: Veil, he was about six feet tall, and he weighed 

about two hundred pounds—square-built, you know. 
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He had sandy hair, almost red, hut it wasn't. It 
was more a dark "brown. He always shaved himself 
and never wore a beard. I never seen him with a 
beard, but that's the best way I can describe him. 
But he was a really a leader among people. He was 
a very prominent fellow and . . . 

Dixon: First mayor in Los Angeles. 
Butler: Well, yes, but he didn't like that so very much. 

He always wanted to get out and be doing something. 
I'm not sure of it, but I think he quit being the 
mayor of Los Angeles to come out and build up out 
here in the San Gabriel Valley. This was his doice 
spot, and I know that he straightened it out. 
There'd been Mexicans and Indians. They were his 
friends, but he compelled the Mexicans to do as he 
told them to do, you know. He was a very forceful 
man. 

Palmer: How were you related to Patton? 
Butler: Well, Patton was my cousin. Patton's grandmother 

was my father's sister, you see. So therefore it 
made me a cousin to him. But I was going to say 
that Wilson come out here from Los Angeles to 
establish the San Pasqual Grant. That went clear up 
to the mountains and took in all of Pasadena from 
the Arroyo Seco where Devil's Gate Dam is. That 
was the outside of the San Gabriel Valley, you know. 
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He called it the San Pasqual Grant. 
Then when he come out, on the south side of 

the lake which was a very beautiful lake at that 
time, he put out an orange orchard. There was about 
ten or twenty acres in oranges, and he built a little 
house there, and then he had the Indians dig a 
ditch from Wilson Canyon. You've heard them speak 
of Wilson Canyon, I guess. Well, this nice stream 
of water come out of Wilson Canyon and filled the 
lake. Well, he had a ditch dug from there down to 
the San Gabriel Mission. That was known as "The 
Mission. " He supplied the Indians and the people down 
there with the water from that place. He gave it to 
them. He had the ditch dug, and so much water was 
to be for the people at San Gabriel. 

He brought in a man, a German, by the name of 
Tusch, and he built the first store in San Gabriel. 
The goods from Washington, D. C. would come out to 
him to distribute among tie Indians, you see; and 
therefore, that was our drygoods store and grocery 
store, All things was collected there at the 
Tusch store in San Gabriel. That was just across 
the street from the present church there. Well, 
that started the town of San Gabriel. There was 
no name for the main street at that time. It just 
followed the road on the water ditch. I don't know 



if they've changed them (I haven't been there for 
many years), hut that is why the streets are in 
the same condition they were at that time—so 
crooked. 

Dixon: I don't think they've changed much. 
Butler: He brought in some other people there. Well, he 

got Bailey that used to be up here at where the 
Hastings Eanch is now to come down and take charge 
of the town of San Gabriel. Ve called it San Gabriel 
then. 

Dixon: That's the Spanish pronunciation. 
Butler: So Bailey built a two-story house there and he 

called it the San Gabriel Hotel. It was really a 
very good hotel in those days. But, later, he sold 

. it to a man by the name of Charley Hall. When 
Charley Hall got it, he started a saloon there, you 
know. Well, Wilson had put out many, many acres of 
grapes—vineyards. They were all what they call the 
"Mission Grapes." They were grapes that really 
came from Spain. The original vines came from Spain 
and were called the Mission Grapes. That was the 
foundation of the vineyards in California. Governor 
K.co brought in the first grapes that was brought 
here and gave the plants to Wilson. 

He gave Wolfskill, In Los Angeles, the first 
orange seed. They came from Spain. The first 
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orange trees that was grown in California, the very-
first one, was from the seed from Spain. They 
were where the old Pacific Electric depot there is 
on the corner down on Alameda and Seventh Street. 
Wolfskill started his nursery there, and there is 
where the first orange trees were grown in California 
at Wolfskill's place there in Los Angeles. Well, 
Wilson brought little seedlings from there and put 
out ten acres on the south of Lake Avenue. Going 
south you would run right into the lake there. 

He gave Shorb a hundred and sixty acres of 
ground. That was his son-in-law, J. deBarth Shorb. 
It came clear down to Hose Boad in San Gabriel there. 
Bose Boad was the lower end of Shorb's property. 
At that time, he built a Presbyterian or an Episcopal 
church, and it's standing yet down there on the Bose 
Boad in San Gabriel. That was the first church 
built in Southern California. 

Then, these excursion trains were bringing in 
so many people from the East and from all over the 
Southland a family by the name of Curtis came out. 
Well, they were friends with Phillips, the man that 
was running the excursions, and they located here 
on the Chapman ranch for awhile till they got acquainted. 

Then two boys came in by the name of Banburry; 
and they were builderso They started building, and 
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when they started, people were coming in rapidly. 
That was in 1873- The majority of them come from 
Indiana. Veil, when they wanted to settle, why, 
Phillips went to Vilson and asked him where would 
he the "best place to settle. He told him and took 
them up to where Colorado and Pair Oaks Avenue is now. 
He first established a settlement. The surveyors 
came and laid out the town. Colorado Street and 
Pair Oaks Avenue was the center of town and there 
was four buildings built very quickly. 

Three of the parties that came in, Denny Vard 
and his two brothers, built what is now the Vard 
Building on the southwest corner of Colorado and 
Pair Oaks. Then on the northwest corner, the Banburry 
brothers bought three acres. Then, on the northeast 
corner a man and his wife started a grocery store. 
On the southeast corner was a kind of a jewelry 
store and a little eating place. People were coming 
in so fast, and they were building up so fast down 
on what is now Green Street, that they needed a 
schoolhouse. So they built a schoolhouse on the 
corner of Green Street and what is now Parkway. It 
was then Raymond Avenue. Further east on Colorado 
Street, a man started a livery stable. I forget 
his name. 

Then two men came out by the name of [Benjamin 
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E.] Ball and [John H.] Painter. They went up and 
immediately bought out Monk Hill. They wanted more 
water, so they came to my father and asked him if 
he'd go up and see about developing the water for 
them. He went up and told them that there was chances 
of getting water on the north side of Monk Hill. 

They said, "All right. Start in to drill a well." 
Well, father went to work and got down to 

around ninety feet and he ran into solid rock. 
Well, he says, "There's no need of going any 

further. You won't get any water here." He says, 
"It isn't here. There's only about four or five 
feet of seepage of water coming into the well very 
slow." 

So, that was the end of that. 
Painter asked him if he would drill through 

the hard rock, and he says, "Well, if you'll get 
me the tools, I'll do it." He says, "You have to 
bring them from the East or from San Brancisco." 

So they said, "We'll do so." 
So, they started in to get it, and they found 

out they couldn't get the tools at that time. They 
just couldn't do it, so they quit. 

Ball and Painter started to develop south of 
Monk Hill, and Painter built a very nice, large 
hotel there three blocks above Yilla Street. I don't 



98 

know what streets that run through there. I can't 
tell you now. Anyhow, on Raymond Avenue, they built 
what is known as the Paderewski Hotel. I think it's 
standing yet. That was the first real good hotel 
in Pasadena. 

Then they got to going so fast that all the 
old fellows were moving out and the new people began 
to come in. When it was two years old, they called 
it Indiana Colony. When so many people from Iowa 
and Illinois objected to living in a town by the 
name of Indiana Colony, they held an election and 
they decided at last they were going to call it 
Pasadena. That's the beginning of Pasadena and 
that was in 1875* 

While Pasadena was growing very rapidly, every-
body began to come in and buy land. They had no 
water and I was then getting old enough to help 
father drill wells. FIJ brothers, the three of us, 
started in drilling wells for Pasadena and all over. 
The people would buy twenty acres or ten acres, and 
they would get us to put down a well for them. That 
was the water supply. When Doctor Edwards had 
developed his place real well, they were bringing 
the water down out of the Eaton Canyon for the vine-
yard. There were plenty of orange groves in parts 
of the vineyard, too. 
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Then, we drilled a well for Winston on what is 
now Winston Road. While my brother and myself and 
my father were drilling this well, a man by the 
name of Hurlburt came along in what they called a 
"hack." It was the first time I'd ever seen one. 
The back part was covered and the driver was up on 
the front seat, up high, you know. Well, I thought 
it was a very fine looking thing and I was interested 
in the way they had a colored man driving it. He 
had a colored man driving the hack, and the old man 
saw us drilling a well out there. He was a very 
old man, and he stopped, and he got out, and he 
came over to where we was working. 

He says, "Well, howdedoo. What are you people 
trying to do?" 

Rather says, "Well, we're not trying to do, but 
we're drilling a well." 

We had struck a flow, and the water was flowing 
in. 

He was very interested in it, and the old man 
patted me on the shoulder and says, "Young man, how 
would you like to build one of those for me?" 

I turned to my father and I says, "You'll have 
to talk to my father." 

So, he turned around and went to talk to my 
father, and father says to him, "Why do you want 

jjfc: 
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that well drilled?" 
Hurlburt says, "I'm going to build over there." 
That was on Orange Grove Avenue, and there was 

a line of wonderful, beautiful buildings on Orange 
Grove Avenue at that time—all on the west side. He 
had bought ten acres on the east side, just above 
California Street. He built a mansion there, and 
painted it green. It was the showplace of Pasadena 
at that time. 

Pather went over and looked around and he says, 
"Mr. Hurlburt, I'm sorry to tell you, but I don't 
think we can get water here." 

"Well," he says, "whenever you change your mind, 
come and see me." 

Well, father never went back to see him, of 
course. A few years later, my father quit drilling 
wells and my brother and I took it up ourselves. I 
was drilling down here on San Pasqual Street for a 
man by the name of Poote, and the old man (Hurlburt) 
came up to me. 

He says, "I want you to come over and look my 
place over." 

So, I went over and looked it over with him 
and I told him I didn't believe there was any water 
in there. 

He says, "Well, I want you to do it." 
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I told him I was "busy and we had a month 
before I'd be able to come over to see him. Another 
drilling man came into the valley at that time, and 
he had a steam outfit to work with. He came to me, 
and he asked me about wells in here. 

He says, "Can they pay me for putting them down?" 
I says, "Why, yes, they can pay you for putting 

them down. Tou go over and see old man Hurlburt. 
You can put down a well for him, I know." 

So he went over and started to drilling. Well, 
he'd been working there about three months, and he 
went down, I think, about eight hundred feet. On a 
Sunday, I went over to see how things was going over 
there—thought I'd just go over and see. Old man 
Hurlburt came out to see me and he was so glad I'd 
come. 

He says, "I want to show you something—my 
well out here." 

You see, he was a foundry man from Chicago, 
and he's the one that had made the drilling outfit 
for this fellow. My brother later bought the outfit. 

He says, "You told me once not to drill here, 
didn't you? You advised me not to drill here." 

I says, "Yes, I did. I don't think you'll 
ever get water here." 

He says, "I want to show you something." 
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He had a hose because there was water in 
Pasadena then and it had grown to quite a good-sized 
city. I guess they had four thousand people then. 
He says, "We got water piped in here," and he had 
a two-inch pipe from the water system. 

But then, he attached the hose onto a well 
that was there and water came out. I had shown him 
many times how to look down a well. You take a glass, 
you know, and get the reflection of the sun just 
right, and you can see the well to the bottom—I don't 
care how deep it is, you can see it to the bottom. 
The well went down about a hundred and twenty feet 
and you could see a great big stream of water running 
right through at the bottom of the well. He had 
kept this fellow on drilling, and when he got down 
to eleven hundred feet, he got through the bedrock 
and into sand. When he struck sand you could hear 
the water running up. 

But because of that, eventually, all of our 
flowing wells quit flowing. He had drilled through 
the dam and let the water out̂  and so inside of three 
years, there wasn't any more flowing wells here at 
all. They'd all stopped flowing. 

Then he said to me, "I wish I would have taken 
your advice, but," he said, "how could I have stopped 
that water?" 
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I told him, "You could have stopped it before 
he drilled through." 

If he'd of stopped then, and filled it up with 
cement and good gravel, why he would have choked it 
off. But the longer it run, the larger it got. So, 
that was the end of the flowing wells of all of 
this part of the country, except one that's still 
flowing down here on the Santa Anita Ranch. It is 
so much lower than that one was that the water can 
still come up to the surface. 

Then, I had a contract from a man by the name 
of Hayes, B. S. Hayes out in West Riverside, to drill 
wells. I went out there, and just south of there 
at Etiwanda, a fellow by the name of Chino Gurdy 
was drilling wells. This fellow, Hayes, and I drove 
up to where they were drilling wells, and they were 
flowing very nicely—not very big wells, but they 
were flowing. 

He said, "Do you think you can get me some of 
those down here in West Riverside?" 

I says, "Well drive over and look it over." 
So, we went down there and looked it over. 
He says, "I want to subdivide this and put it 

out. Will you drill me a well?" 
I says, "Well, if you'll give me enough to pay 

me for coming out, why I will." 
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Veil, he says, "How much do you want?" 
Veil, I says, "I want five wells at the least. 

Give me five wells." 
So, we signed a contract for five wells, hut 

I had it stipulated that if I didn't get a flowing 
well "by two hundred feet, why we would call it off. 

He says, "That'll be all right." He says, "If 
you have to go further than that, I don't want it." 

So, I went out there and started to drill. 
When I got down to about eighty feet, I struck a 
very nice little flow of water—very nice little 
flow. Veil, it wasn't enough to suit me, and I 
wanted to go two hundred feet. That was my contract. 
My wells called for two hundred feet. Veil, when 
I got down to about a hundred and seventy-five feet, 
I struck just what I didn't want to strike. It 
was very, very hard conglomerate. So, I drilled 
down to a hundred and ninety—eight feet, and it was 
getting harder. In going through, I checked this 
flowing well that I did have, so I was going to 
perforate for it to get the water back in. I went 
into Los Angeles to see Hayes about it and told him. 

I says, "Veil, now, Mr. Hayes, I'm down almost 
to a hundred and ninety-eight feet. I'm into that 
conglomerate, and I'm afraid to go any further." 

He says, "Why?" 
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"Well," I says, "if I drill through that, 
you'll lose your water above. That's the dam, and 
if I go through, you'll lose your water." 

He says, "Well, your contract calls for two 
hundred feet. Go back," he says, "and drill down. 
How much would you charge me for drilling twenty-five 
feet further?" 

I told him what I would charge. So, I went 
back and I couldn't shove the casing any further 
down into that concrete. So, I drilled down eight 
feet and lost the water. I got through into sand. 
So, just west of it of where we were drilling this 
well (just about a quarter of a mile), there was a 
man by the name of Adams. He was Hayes' superinten-
dent out there. He'd put out a big peach orchard 
in there. 

I went over to him, and I said, "Mr. Adams, I'd 
like for you to come over here. I want to show you 
something." 

And he says, "What is it?" 
Well, I says, "Come over, I want to show you 

something." 
So I got him over there. Tou could just see 

the water going down, could hear it just rushing 
out. Got no more water. 

Going back I said, "let's go over to the spring 
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and get some watero" 
That's where the Santa Ana River comes down, 

between Riverside and Chino. The river runs through 
there. Well, there was that stream of water. I 
couldn't jump across it. I had let the water out, 
and it was just right on the channel to the river. 
It is running there today. That stream of water is 
running there today, not as large as it was then, 
but it's still running there the last time I went 
down. So that ended the well-drilling in there. 
They couldn't get any more water there. They had to 
put in a water system from the Santa Ana River to 
supply them. 

Therefore, I went to see Mr. Hayes. I wanted 
to square up with him, and they told me that he was 
up in San Francisco, so I went to San Francisco to 
see him. I wanted to get straight with him. So, I 
found him up in San Francisco, set it up with him, 
and I built no more wells in that time. That was 
in 1889. 



CHAPTER IV 
ARROWHEAD HOT SPRINGS 

So, I went "back and moved the tools back home 
and went into Los Angeles to do some business. In 
Los Angeles, I met my friend, Dr. Chapman. 

He says, "What are you doing now?" 
I told him that I just had finished my well work 
He said, "Well, now," he said, "I'll tell you 

what I want you to do, If you will." He says, "I'm 
going to go to the Arrowhead Hot Springs Hotel, and 
I want you to go up there and be superintendent 
for me.* 

Well, I said to him, "I'll see how it is, Doctor 
He says, "Well, let me know because I'm just 

taking over." 
Coulter and Chapman and his father owned the 

hotel, you know. Chapman had only been a doctor 
for about a year. We grew up together, he and I. 
So I went back and talked the thing over. So I 
went down to Chapman Ranch and told the doctor I 
believed I'd go with him. Then the next day, he 
and I went out to San Bernardino and that's the 
first time I'd ever been in San Bernardino. It was 
in July and it was very hot. That was in 1892. We 
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had to stop over at the Santa Fe station which was 
just a mile outside of town. The "bus was waiting 
to take us to Arrowhead Hot Springs. 

When it got down into San Bernardino, we went 
to two very good grocery stores down there and got 
acquainted. Drc Chapman and I had to get acquainted 
with the dealers down in San Bernardino, and so we 
stopped off and had our lunch, and then we went 
around to get acquainted with the storemen. We first 
went to the drugstore there on the corner of E and 
Third Street. It was run hy Frank M. Towne. He 
was the first man we got acquainted with down there 
in San Bernardino. He had quite a beautiful drugstore 
and it's still being run there by his sons. 

He says, "Now, gentlemen," he says, "I've got 
plenty of room here, and I'll appreciate it if your 
customers come in, and they're not going up to the 
hotel right away, gust let them use my place here as 
a resting place." 

Well, that was great advertisement for him, 
but we appreciated it very much. Then we went from 
there up to the butcher shops. One was run by 
J. S. Purdy and we got acquainted with he, and made 
arrangements to buy our meat from he. Then from 
there, why we went to the hardware man. We got 
acquainted with he, and went around to the postoffice, 
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which was up OIL E Street and Cord, and got acquainted 
with the postmaster. Boyd was his name. He told us 
that the Arrowhead Hotel had a postoffice and that 
we had to deliver our mail there, and then he would 
put it in with the mail that shipped out over the 
system. Then, we got acquainted with the sheriff. 
We spent about three or four hours getting around, 
and we got very well acquainted. 

Then we went to the St. Charles Hotel. That 
was run by a man by the name of [John] Andre son, Sr. 
His son was clerk in the hotel at that time. That 
was on Third Street. Third Street was the main 
street of San Bernardino at that time. I got 
acquainted with he, and he became one of my very 
best friends in San Bernardino. Then we got to the 
courthouse and got acquainted with the superior court 
judge, [Brank Frederick] Bred Oster. He was a 
friend of Lamar's. Then we got acquainted with the 
attorneys. Brank B. Daley was the district attorney. 

Then, the stage from the Arrowhead Hot Springs 
was waiting for us and took us up to Hot Springs. 
The road wasn't where it is now. It wound around 
the canyon, immediately below the hotel, and up the 
hot-water canyon. It was very narrow, and it was a 
very steep road. Well, when we got up to the hotel, 
it was just about five o'clock. I was really 
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surprised. It was a "beautiful place and what 
interested me more than anything else was the hot 
water. It was boiling, you know, coming out of the 
ground there. 

So, he said, "What do you think about it?" 
And I says, "Well, Doctor, I don't know," I 

says, "it's out of my line." 
Well, he says, "It's out of my line, too, but 

we can work together." 
It was dinner time, and we didn't have time to 

do very much. But we took in the situation and made 
ourselves acquainted with the people that were up 
there. The barn man and the bath man and lady. 
There was a man for the gentlemen's bath and one 
for the ladies' bath. 

I was taken very much by the bathhouse. It 
was very large double bathhouse; and there were 
stalls and rooms, you know, about twelve on each 
side—twenty-four baths for mud, you see. The mud 
was taken out of the spring; and, in the center, 
there was a hallway eight feet wide. Hot water came 
down that. We had only a very narrow walk in the 
center of it up to the spring proper. The spring 
is now covered. I thought it was crude, you know, 
to have the stalls made that way, Every room was 
eight feet by four feet and all made of heavy wood. 
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The hath was where they cooled the mud, you see. 
They'd dig it out of the spring and pile it up. 
The mud was a hundred and forty degrees and we had 
to move it and cool it down to a hundred and two 
degrees. That's as hot as you can get into. 

The mounds of mud all looked just like new 
graves, you know. They looked exactly alike. Every 
"bathroom looked like it was a grave. It did, very 
much. The bathtub itself was a foot deep, three 
feet wide, and eight feet long. Well, that was all 
dug out and it looked like a grave ready for the 
corpse. Well, this mud was all piled up there so 
that it could be cooled and dried out. When it dried 
out, it was about a hundred and two, or a hundred 
and three degrees. After a bather left, the bath 
man had to put this mud back into the grave, you see, 
and turn the hot water on it and let it tun over 
that—boil it out. Tou see, it had been heated and 
boiled out. Well, that was the system. Then he had 
to dig it out again and cool it off. It took about 
an hour to cool it down to a hundred and two. Some-
times they had to put cold water on it to cool it 
down. After a bather got through with the bath 
(it takes just one hour to give a mud bath), he'd 
be taken out of the bath and washed off. Then he 
had to lay in the blankets for a half hour up on the 
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deck on a little single "bed. Well, both the men and 
the ladies were that "way. 

It was quite interesting to go through. On 
each side, there was a place about as wide as this 
room [about twelve feet] and about two hundred feet 
long. That had clotheslines in it, you see. When 
a bather was through, the sweating blankets had to 
be laundered, and then hung out for twelve hours or 
overnight. With the steam coming up from this hot 
water, it was like a fog. We'd get quite a bath 
just walking through the bathhouse. 

Well, I came on back home and got all my stuff 
together and I went back to Arrowhead Hot Springs, 
and I took over as superintendent of the property. 
At that time a man by the name of Dr. Royer had to 
give the place up, and he'd let it run down. He 
wasn't a hotel man at all, but he went down to 
Elsinore because he had taken over Elsinore. But 
he left his crew in there that he had working for 
him. 

So we went to work on it and had to change 
everything around. It was new to us, but it wasn't 
to what I wanted and it wasn't to what Chapman 
wanted. We kept on the clerk that he had there and 
the manager, by the name of Pearson. Pearson was a 
fellow that I had known when I was in baseball, and 
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lie knew me right away. He was surprised and so was 
I. He is the grandfather of the "best baseball out-
fielder in the American League today who works for 
the Los Angeles Angels. Albert Pearson. Albie's 
father was a wonderful ballplayer too. He's the 
one that taught Albie what he knows. 

Well, so I went back and moved into Arrowhead 
Hot Springs. The first thing I did was to get more 
horses. We had one very large twelve-passenger 
stage and three three-seat services to carry 
passengers, but we didn't have horses enough for them 
I could see that right away. So, I set out to buying 
horses. I remembered when I was working drilling 
these wells for Hayes and I got in touch with a 
man down there that grazed mules. So, I told Dr. 
Chapman about it. I says, "Doctor, If you go down 
to South Riverside and then go over to Eincon and 
see a man there,you can get some mules. We need them 

He says, "For what?" 
I says, "Well, we've got to have mules. We 

want them for the stage. We've got to have four 
mules for one of the stages, and we've got to have 
four mules for our freight." 

So Dr. Chapman went down there, and I gave 
him a letter to this friend of mine down there and 
he bought four mules from this fellow and two horses. 
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Then he want hack into Riverside, South Riverside, 
at that time, and saw two little jennets, very 
small jennets pulliig a very large train, and he 
bought those two little Rennets. 

I was surprised. They delivered them about two 
or three days before he got back. The doctor went 
on to Los Angeles and didn't come back, and then 
when they come up I was surprised to see the two 
horses and the eight mules. Veil, that satisfied 
me then. There was sixteen when we took over and 
these eighteen made twenty-four. There was an old 
riding horse called Pat, so that made twenty-five 
animals I had to feed. 

Veil, I had to start out then buying food. 
It was a job for me to buy food in San Bernardino 
at that time, but I got acquainted with all the food 
people around in San Bernardino and went to buying 
hay and food. 

Veil, I bought, I think, sixty ton̂  and when 
Dr. Chapman got back he says, ""What have you done?" 

I says, "Veil, I had to have it." 
I had a good big barn then—had to enlarge it 

so as to take care of the hay. Then I only had 
four cows, and I got around and I bought four more 
cows. Ve had to have milk for the hotel, and we 
got along very good. 
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Finally, I said, "We've got to prepare for fuel." 
So, we went down to San Bernardino and got credit 
with, the freight agent down there for the Santa Be 
and ordered a carload of coal to he delivered. We 
had it delivered at a station half-way between San 
•Bernardino and Arrowhead Hot Springs on the Santa Be. 
We had a carload of coal come for the winter fuel, 
and I got eight Mexicans to chop wood. We had plenty 
of wood in the canyons up there. 

Well, the first year, I was generally making 
changes around and everything was going on very nice. 
Mr. Coulter came up and Mr. Chapman came up. They 
came up for their vacations, and that's the first time 
I'd met the old man Coulter. 

I had never seen him before, but he said, "Now, 
I'm very glad to see you're making changes here. How 
about our water?" 

There was a pipeline about four hundred and 
fifty feet above the hotel and it was built on 
trestles, so I had to reinforce all those trestles 
to make sure that it was solid. I put carpenters 
in for reinforcing those. The water pressure was 
so great that we put in a dynamo. The lights at 
the hotel had been candles and kerosene. That was 
very early in '92, you know. There was no electricity 
anywhere around then. 
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So, when Dr. Chapman and I got together, I 
says, "Doctor, we can't afford to get along with 
this light proposition here. People don't like it, 
and you don't like it." 

So I got acquainted with an electrician down in 
San Bernardino, and they were just beginning to 
light up San Bernardino with electricity. I got 
acquainted with him and I brought him up there and 
asked him what he thought about putting in a little 
dynamo there to generate our electricity. 

"It's feasible," he says. 
Dr. Chapman says, "It looks reasonable to me." 
So, he goes back to Los Angeles and sees his 

father and Mr. Coulter and told them about it. 
That was B. P. Coulter. He came back up with the 
doctor, and we talked it over0 We had a telephone 
system in, so we called the engineer of the electricity 
company there in San Bernardino and he came up and 
talked it over. He was well acquainted with all 
those things, so he told them what he thought would 
be the best thing to do. 

He said, "If you get a little Matthew motor 
and put it in here and get a Pelton water wheel," 
he says, "and try it out, it might work." 

So, they got in touch with the firm, the Pelton 
Company in San Prancisco and the Matthew Company, 
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and so they brought down a little dynamo. Well, 
it was good sized, but not for commerical purposes 
and so on. They asked how many rooms we had up there 
and told him a hundred and fifty. 

He said, "Well, I believe it'll do." 
So, we put in our pipeline, and it was started 

in with a fourteen-inch pipe and ended up down to 
where the dynamo was set. We had several different 
nozzles because, from a fourteen-inch pipe, we ended 
down to a six-inch pipe. We had four that need a 
five-foot pressure. So they put in the dynamo and 
the Felton wheel and started it up. You have never 
seen so much power. That inch nozzle would just 
shoot a hole through this house, it was so strong. 
Come out from a fourteen-inch pipe. Well, of course, 
it didn't all come out, but we had an inch nozzle 
on, and that little Felton made five thousand 
revolutions a minute. It went just like lightnihg.. 
We had a fourteen-foot belt and put it on to that 
little dynamo, and it was just the nicest little 
dynamo you ever saw. 

-s. Palmer: How many guests did you have at that time? 
Butler: We didn't have very many—about twenty-four. We 

were only charging ten dollars a week for board and 
room for most of the rooms. The first floor of the 
hotel was the assembly hall, dance hall, and the 
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office and the commissary. Well, that was on the 
lower floor, and then the next floor was oar guest 
and dining room. The thir d floor was our higher 
priced rooms and then the attic was for the help. 

Hrs. Palmer: What year did those people come up from Palm Springs? 
Butler: That was the second year when we got things going 

very good. We kept increasing our guests, hut the 
most we ever had at any one time was eighty. Our 
cooks gave us so much trouble, and, well, they were 
not cooks like there are today. I'll tell you that. 
They were not. They had a first cook and a second 
and a third and a dishwasher. That was for the 
kitchen, and they had six girls for waitresses. And 
they all had their rooms. They got so much a month 
ana everything furnished, you know. They were not 
out anything. But they had the attic and it was 
very nice. It was a very nice hotel for a hundred 
and fifty years. It was the nicest hotel in the 
San Bernardino Yalley at that time. 

The second year that I was up there then Dr. 
Murray came in from Palm Springs. He came up for 
a visit, and I got acquainted "with him then. He 
was a Welchman, and he owned Palm Springs, and he 
was surprised at the amount of water and the heat 
that we had. What encouraged him more than anything 
else was the way we heated it. It gets very cold 
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up there in the wintertime, very cold. Well, there 
had been these little wood stoves in every room, and 
we had to have wood for our guests and the hotel had 
to he heated with those little stoves because it gets 
down to almost zero. 

So, I said to Dr. Chapman, I said, "Doc, what 
will we do about this heating proposition? We've 
got to do with those stoves, but we can't keep that 
up. We're going to have trouble." I said, "Suppose 
we run hot water in this hotel and heat the hotel 
with the hot water?" 

He says, "By Joe, Sam, you've hit in on the head." 
He went down to see his father and Mr. Coulter, 

and when he come back, he had ordered a carload of 
inch-and-a-half and two-inch pipe. Then he got plumbers 
in San Bernardino, four of them, to come and to 
make radiators. The longest ones we made were 
eighteen feet long, but they were all around on the 
inside of the dining room just under the windows 
except under the doors. That was five pipes, 
two-inch pipes high, maiding about eighteen inches 
wide all the way around with this hot water. In 
every room that was of any size, why we run in a 
small radiator. We did the same in the hallways, 
the entire length of the hallways. It was a large 
hotel, you know, about a hundred and twenty feet 
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long and about eighty feet wide. It was a big 
hotel, and it took lots of pipe. It took a whole 
carload of pipe. 

I had built a very large reservoir under the 
bathhouse, tore up part of the bathhouse, eliminated 
it, and built a hot water reservoir in there. It 
was several feet higher than the hotel is, and it 
is still there now, covered over. But we piped the 
hot water into the hotel. The hotel was on the 
south side of the hill. The new one isn't where the 
old one was. We were a little further south. The 
reservoir had plenty of water to run to the first 
and second and third floor and there was plenty of 
hot water for the dishwashing and for all purposes. 
We used nothing but hot water. 

We had plenty of cold water, but we used the 
hot water. We had a tank up on the hill just above 
the hotel to cool it down. We pumped that from 
the bottom of Hot Water Canyon so as to get hotter 
water than there was in our spring there by the 
bathhouse. The water in the canyon was much hotter 
than the water up on the hill. So, we pumped the 
water from the hot water springs in the canyon up on 
the hill to give pressure on the top of the hotel, 
don't you see. So that's the way we done away with 
the stoves, and we done away with the oil lamps and 
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everything. We modernized the hotel. 
Dixon: That must have "been a "big selling point. 

Butler: It was. Then, for our guests, we run two stages; 

one made the round trip to San Bernardino and the 
other one half-way down to Arrowhead Hot Springs. 
We run four horses and sometimes we'd have to have 
even six horses for the stage. We had a postoffice 
in the hotel, and we accommodated our guests that 
way. And then we would run excursions up to the 
top of the San Bernardino Mountains to Squirrel Inn. 
That was the end of our line up there at that time. 
There was nothing more in the San Bernardino Mountains 
at that time. Squirrel Inn was the only resort up 
there. Now you can go over with an automobile; but 
then we had to use horses to get up there. I was 
going to say I started in to making trails up the 
canyons and around and we developed it very rapidly. 

I had guests there from all over the world in 
the wintertimes. I had people that would come 
regularly for as long as I was up there at the hotel. 
Our best guests were those people that were able to 
pay good prices. The highest price we had was twenty 
dollars a week, one suite of rooms, that was twenty-
five dollars a week. They were the ones that kept 
full all the time, because the celebrities that would 
come would want the best and they got it. They were 
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surprised at the food we gave them for that price, 
even for ten dollars a week and twelve dollars a 
week; why you wouldn't believe it. Tou couldn't 
get a room for that now. 

We did well at that price, because we bought 
out stuff wholesale, you know. I was acquainted 
with everybody in San Bernardino, and the grocery 
people wanted our trade. They wanted the people. 
The hotel people down there were our guests also. 
We 'd have them come up whenever there was any big 
doings going and we'd give them an invitation. 
They'd have a free dinner; and, of course, we wanted 
it that way. That's the way we fixed it. So they 
were satisfied and we were satisfied. 

Palmer: I think your beautiful orchards were interesting. 
When did you plant them? 

Butler: Tes, there was one of the most beautiful fig orchards 
and peach orchards and vineyards you've ever seen. 
It couldn't be better. They were wonderful. People 
would eat nothing but fruit when they were up there 
because it was so good. It was too high for the 
oranges to be good, but our figs and grapes and 
peaches and apples were perfect. 

Now, for amusement, I built trails up and down 
mountains and canyons; and every week, I'd run an 
excursion up to Squirrel Inn with the six mules on 
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the "bus. I'd charge the guests a little for the 
trip; I think it was two and a half dollars each. 
I'd take twelve at a time; that's all that the bus 
would take with six animals. It was a very nice 
stage—two long seats sideways. I generally 
supervised that trip and took one of the waitresses 
along to take care of the lunch. They enjoyed it, 
and I enjoyed it, so it was really interesting. 

Well, I think it was after about two years that 
we decided we had to change the bathhouse. So, I 
started in to modernize it. I got half of the 
bathrooms closed off and I started in excavating. 
I took them all out, so half of that building was 
just one large room. It took us three or four 
months to excavate it, and we went down eight feet. 
Oh, it was hot! Steam was coming up all the time, 
and we had an awful hard time keeping people to work 
in there. They just couldn't work or wouldn't work. 
That was it. So, finally, we got it excavated and 
then we cemented the walls up all around and floored 
it over. It's that way now. 

We had to get two-inch lumber, heavy lumber, 
and put footings in the bottom. It was hard, semi-
solid rock, and nothing would sink down in it, so we 
had to use eight-by-eight redwood timbers for posts 
on each side. We got it all covered, and then we 
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covered over with two-inch plank all the way. After 
we got that all done outside of the "building, I had 
to make a trench as deep as we could get, and put 
in a channel for the water to escape. Then we had 
to cover that over. Then I put a cement walk all 
the way around, and that channel was running a 
hundred-and-forty-degree water, you know, and created 
steam. "Whenever it was cloudy weather, why it would 
be quite steamy. 

Then we had a deep ditch dug down to the laundry. 
That was about two hundred feet away. We completed 
that and put in tile pipes so that the water would 
run freely from this reservoir that I created in 
there. Well, when I got that all finished over and 
got the two-inch plank down, then I put about two 
inches of asphalt on top of those planks, you see. 
That was so the steam couldn't come through. Then 
they put in modern restrooms over this part of it. 
They divided it off and put in cement bathtubs instead 
of the mud bathtubs. We made cement bathtubs for 
all of them. 

When it was all finished, it was really a very 
nice place for the bathers to go in and rest or 
play cards or whatever they wanted to do. They'd 
amuse themselves until the time came for them to 
get into the bath. So, we made one very large room 
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there. It was about fifty-by-fifty, and finished 
off modern. Then after that part was done, we tore 
out the insides of the north end of the bathhouse. 
That took about four months to complete. Eight 
months we worked, making a new bathhouse. Then we 
wondered where we was going to get new mud, you see. 
Below, we had a very large reservoir of hot water 
for swimming, and so we made a very nice yard there 
for that. 

Veil, we gave mud baths all right, but in a 
different system, and it worked out very nice. Over 
this tank of hot water, I run down two-inch pipes 
at one end of it and made a little "sweating room," 
as we called it. I sealed that off, and when one 
wanted to take a steam bath, why we would let them 
go into that steam room there. All they had to do 
was to lift off a board that was over the top of 
these pipes and hot steam would come out. In just 
about two minutes in there, you were just perspiring 
very freely. Then they'd have to lay on the couch 
that we had there for them for about forty minutes 
and their bath was complete. We charged a dollar 
per bath. That was all that we charged at that time. 
Well, that system worked very good. 

Then when we got that done, we started in to 
making trails down Hot Water Canyon so the guests 



126-

could come and view the springs. It was nothing 
but a line of springs there for about a quarter of 
a mile. It was very interesting to see that hot 
water boiling up. 

Then I started in to make a new barn and a 
shed for buses and remodeled that. Dr. Smith, who 
started the hotel, had all of the barns and stables 
down in Cold Water Canyon. Well, I tore those down 
and moved them up where we could use them at the 
hotel. I was beginning to get stuff all in a system 
so it was more easy to handle and so there was not 
so much driving to get to the barns and so forth. 

The. next year, during the winter, our water 
system was disturbed quite a good deal when we had 
our first snowstorm. I never had gotten into a 
real snowstorm, and I woke up one morning early and 
looked out and the ground was all just white with 
snow. Well, I immediately thought about our water. 
I had a little saddle horse, called Pet. Pet and 
PLnto were our principal saddle horses. So, I got 
Pet and saddled her up, and started up the trail. 
It was just about a mile up the canyon where we had 
put the pipe system in, and we made our trail right 
over where the pipe was. We covered over this pipe, 
and the trail was two to four feet wide all the way up. 

We got up a little more than half-way up the 
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mountain to where the canyon started. It was ahout 
two or three hundred feet straight down. We had to 
tunnel through this mountain to put the pipeline 
through, hut when it got to the tunnel, I couldn't 
go through with a horse, so I had to leave her there. 
I had to continue on up ahout two or three hundred 
yards to the head of the canyon to get to the intake 
pipe. There was a very large box there ahout twenty 
feet long and four feet wide and four feet deep for 
the intake of the pipe. There were screens every 
two or three feet to keep the leaves and everything 
from going into the pipe. So, when I got up there, 
why the wind had blown the leaves off of the trees 
and this box was just full of all the leaves and 
they had shut the water off. So I worked there for 
ahout a half hour cleaning out the box and got that 
all out. I thought it was the coldest weather ever, 
but it was because it was the first snowstorm I'd 
ever gotten into. But when I got up there (it was 
three thousand feet up), the snow was just beautiful. 
The mountains and everything were snow-white, you 
know, and the trees were all covered with snow and 
icicles. 

Anyhow, when I got back down there was no 
horse. She got tired of waiting for me and broke 
her rope and went home. So, I had to walk that mile 
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back through that snow. It was almost knee deep. 
When I got down to the hotel, I was soaked from 
cleaning out the water box, and it was still snowing. 
It was cold for me. 

Well, Br. Chapman saw me coming, and he says, 
"You get in there and get your bath, and get in bed. 
I don't want to take care of you for a month." 

By noon, I had my rest. That was my first 
experience up there with a snow-storm. 

Then I had to go down to San Bernardino to get 
the mail. The bus with four horses was ready for me. 
When I got down to San Bernardino, I went into the 
clothing store and I got me a winter supply of clothe 
So, that was my first experience with a snowstorm 
at Arrowhead. 

Well, now, down in the canyon, about a half a 
mile away from where the hotel was, Smith built his 
dwelling. Instead of coming up on the side of the 
mountain, the road went up the Cold Water Canyon. 
There was a little mesa down in there, and he had 
planted about two or three acres out into peach 
trees. Ee had built a barn down there and also his 
dwelling. It was a very large house. 

This dwelling was too far away, so I took the 
furniture and everything out and moved it back up 
to the hotel. We then made it into one very large 
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room, and the kitchen he had in the rear was walled 
up with rocks, so we made it a storeroom for things 
that wasn't actually needed at the hotel. The front 
room was much larger and we made it a register. We 
requested that all the Quests that went down there 
put their address and where they came from on the 
walls. It was a real register. When I left that 
there wasn't a space left. Thousands of the guests 
would come down and get interested in who had "been 
there, and then they would register. Well, that was 
quite a place for the guest to go, so we encouraged 
them to go down and register. They'd registered, 
of course, at the hotel, but we called it "our register. 
It was that way when I left, but later it got burned. 

In 1894, on the first day of Hay, a party from 
San Bernardino was going to have a picnic up at 
Arrowhead. That's a great place for picnics, in the 
canyon down there. Well, the young people in San 
Bernardino, the high school graduates, was having a 
picnic up there and they came up in all kinds of 
wagons. Some of them were in those big lumber 
wagons, you know, that can carry thousands of feet 
of lumber on a load. It was loaded with children 
and men and women. 

One party of five came up in a surrey. That was 
old man Craig and his son who ran the gun shop and 
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the sporting goods house in San Bernardino and his 
daughter and her schoolmates from the high school. 
The driver wasn't as good a driver as he should 
have been. Instead of leaving his team up there 
where they should have left them at our barnyard, why 
they went right on down the road to the canyon, 
which was very steep. Well, it's very steep on the 
last part just before you go down to where the 
register was. Well, his brake wouldn't hold, and 
the team couldn't hold him back, and they started 
to run away. Just as they were half down the hill, 
they came to a very large rock, eight or nine feet 
high. There was just room enough to go by with the 
team. It was about eight feet wide. 

Well, the team broke loose from the wagon and 
the wagon ran up against this rock and threw Miss 
Craig out of the front seat. She was with the 
driver. Her skull hit that rock and just lifted 
the hair and all the flesh right off of her head. 
It was hanging off the back, and she couldn't see 
hardly at all. The funny thing about it, she wasn't 
knocked unconscious. The boy had his leg broken, 
and the other three were all very badly injured, 
all of them. Well, she started to walk back to the 
hotel. Our stableman was down in the meadow, in the 
alfalfa field, taking care of the cattle. Albert 
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Seisen. He saw her coming, and, of course, all the 
hlood was just running freely from her, so he ran 
and got her. 

She says, "Help me." 
He says, "Well, I will." He was a German, and 

he couldn't speak English wery well. Bat he says, 
"I vill," and so he carried her from there up to the 
harn which was ahout two hundred yards away. She 
wasn't very heavy, hut it was enough for he. But 
he carried her there, and then he ran to the hotel 
as fast as he could to get Dr. Chapman. He says, 
"Doctor, come quick! I need you! I need you! 11 

That's all he could say. Doctor ran with him up to 
where he had put the lady down at the harn. So, 
Dr. Chapman picked her up and he carried her down 
to the hotel and to his office. He took almost a 
cupful of gravel out of her scalp that was hanging 
hack over her head. He cleaned it off and sewed 
that scalp hack over her skull. We seen her many 
times later, and you never could see the scar. 

Mary McElvoy, the chambermaid, acted as the nurse, 
and she was given orders to help. Dr. Chapman told 
them all to keep still, and finally he got the 
girl's head all fixed and bandaged up and then had 
her put away in a room. Then he started in on the 
fellow that had the broken leg. One fellow had his 
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back broken, I think. Anyhow, he worked all that 
day on the injured. One of the other ladies had a 
broken leg, and he got that fixed up and in a cast. 
After he fixed them up, they wanted to go home, so 
we sent them down in one of the buses. 

Not one of them had any bad results afterwards. 
Not one of them. He got compliments from all the 
doctors and surgeons there in San Bernardino. They 
said it was a wonder how he had done it without any 
trained nurse to help. The last time I seen Miss 
Craig, about five or six years later, she was so 
thankful; she asked me about Br. Chapman and all. 

When they phoned old man Craig to tell him 
about the accident and how bad his daughter was hurt, 
he just fell over backwards. Fainted. Dr. Huff, 
down in San Bernardino, had quite a time bringing the 
old man back. The next day when I went down to 
find out how his daughter was, the old man was so 
happy that he wanted Dr. Chapman to come down to the 
town so he could see him. Dr. Chapman never put a 
bill against one of them. He got a reputation, you 
know. Every one of them sent him a bill of money 
in a letter and thanked him though. That was the 
way the first accident happened at Arrowhead while 
I was there. 

When they had told Mr. Craig, he says, "Did any 
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of the others get hurt up there?" 
"Yes, they were all hurt, every one of them." 
He says, "You didn't put any in the graveyard 

up there, did you?" 
You know there's a graveyard up there. Mr. 

Smith and five of his relatives are huried up there. 
Beautiful cemetery. It's very pretty, and that is 
right off to the left where the garage is now, ahout 
a hundred yards, up on a little knoll. There's 
seven graves there. Seven stones in a line with one 
in the center. That's Smith's, and it was made of 
granite. It was chiseled out of the stone up there 
in the canyon and it is very pretty. It's a very 
pretty cemetery and is still there today. 

The next incident of any consequence up there 
at Arrowhead, happened in front of the bathhouse 
in the pond there. It was ahout two hundred feet 
long and ahout eighty feet wide. We kept the water 
at gust a hundred and two degrees. We had a fountain 
in there with the cold water, hut the hot that went 
in was a hundred and forty degrees. So we kept 
enough cold water coming in from the fountain to 
cool it. The fountain would shoot up a stream of 
water ahout eighty feet in the air. That way, we 
regulated it so that pond was ahout a hundred degrees 
or a hundred and two. 
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So, on one of the hot days up there, there was 
a couple of people, athletic people, that wanted to 
swim. Ve had many bathing suits there, so we gave 
them a bathing suit and charged them a dollar to 
swim in the pond. This young man and young lady 
were good swimmers. They were from Riverside High 
School. I don't think she was used to such warm 
water, you know, and she got exhausted. Veil, this 
young fellow was very active and a good swimmer, so 
he took her out onto the bank there. He put her on 
the bench and propped her up and held her. Dr. 
Chapman come over to see what the trouble was. They 
sent for him immediately. He give her an examination. 
She just had a fainting spell, and her heart was very 
weak, so he give her a stimulus and kept her there 
for a couple of hours. 

Then he had to put up signs about being very 
careful going in the pond, because he didn't want 
any drowning. The next week, another party came up 
from Riverside—a grandfather and his grandsons. 
They got bathing suits and went in to swim, and there 
was about fifteen or "twenty in there to swim at the 
same time. I was in the bathhouse at that time 
when they went in to swim. They'd been in fifteen 
minutes when every one of the swimmers rushed out 
except two—the grandfather and a grandson. 
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They rushed into the bathhouse, and I said, 
"What's the matter? What's the matter?" 

They says, "There's people drowned out there 1 
There's people drowned out there J" 

So I rushed out as fast as I could, and looked 
out about ten feet into the pool, and there stood 
the old gentleman holding the boy. He just was 
looking up, and his head was just under the water. 
Well, I immediately jumped in there, and I grabbed 
the old man. The boy had his arms around the old man, 
and he couldn't get him loose. I grabbed the old man 
by the hair of the head and pulled him out. The 
Chinaman, the laundryman, come, and he helped me 
get the old man and the boy out on the bank. 

Dr. Chapman come, and he says, "Well, let's give 
them the treatment." We gave them the treatment 
necessary. He knew what to do, and so we followed 
his instructions. 

After awhile the old man opened his mouth, and 
says, "Thank God." 

Dr. Chapman says, "Good for you." 
Just like that, you know, we brought the boy 

to and brought both of them out and saved them. 
Dr. Chapman fixed them up, and after the old 

man got ready to go home, why he come down to the 
office and said, "I want to see that man that pulled 
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I was still up at the "bathhouse, and I went 
down to see him, and he offered me a handful of hills. 

I said, "No, no, I won't take it." 
He says, "You saved my life and the hoy's too." 
I says, "That's what I'm here for." I wouldn't 

take anything for it. 
Oh, we had a hotel full of people there and 

Billie Llewelyn said, "You're a hero. You're a hero. 
Why didn't you take that money?" 

I says, "No, sir, I wouldn't do it. I want to 
save a man's life." 

Well, that's the way it went. After that old 
gentleman got home he phoned up several times to 
thank us. 

Dr. Chapman says, "You should have taken that 
money. It's not only to present you with a great 
thing. That's a common thing to do." He says, 
"You saved their lives. If it hadn't been for you, 
I couldn't have saved them." 
Where was the station in those days? 
The station was four miles away. Severance had a 
station called Valencia. Severance built the 
Severance Building in Los Angeles. They owned eight 
thousand acres of land down there, and there's where 
their station was. The Arrowhead Station was just 
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a mile west of he, OIL the Head. It's on the Santa 
Fe Railroad. But our main station was down in San 
Bernardino proper—eight miles away. 

Mrs. Severance was very, very wealthy, and they 
started a farm, a horse farm, out there on the ranch 
called the Valencia. That's due south of the Arrow-
head Hot Springs Hotel. 

After I first went to Arrowhead, my friends 
down here in Lamanda Park learned ahout me being up 
there and they began to come up there. Kinney used 
to come up regular and Brigden and the Blatzes of 
the Blatz Brewery people. Blatz was a wonderful man. 
Porter, Chapman, and all of my friends would come up. 

When they were all up there one day, I said to 
Dr. Chapman, "Doc, I want to take your father and 
Mr. Coulter and Kinney and these people up to Squirrel 
Inn. " 

He said, "By Joe," he says, "Do it." 
So, I waited till the evening, and then I went 

in and invited all of them to join me the nert day 
for a trip. 

Mr. Coulter says, 'What kind of a trip is it?" 
By the way, he had his son, Prank Coulter, with him. 

I says, "Well, I'm going to the top of the 
mountain with you." 

Mr» Coulter says, "How do you get us up to the 
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top of the mountain?" 
I says, "Well, that's up to me, isn't it?" 
He says, "Yes.!' 
So, the next morning at five o'clock (this was 

in the summertime), after the breakfast, I was ready 
with the six mules and the coach and they got in. 
There was a real coach full, and we started. Governor 
Markham was one of them. He always come up to see me. 

I said to Governor Markham, when I got over up 
on the ridge, "Governor, do you know where you are now 

He said, "No, I do not." 
Well, I said, "Your sidekicks used to own this 

property, and you're on Governor Waterman's property/' 
Ee said, "You mean that?" 
I says, "This is Governor Waterman's home." 
I stopped at the ridge where they could look 

over, and they enjoyed that very much. The road then 
went right through his ranch on up to the top of the 
mountains. I showed them up to the top of the 
mountains, through Waterman Canyon, on up to the 
Squirrel Inn. When they got up there, they just 
really couldn't believe what they saw up there. It 
was beautiful then. Since then, a new road has been 
put in, and it don't go where it did then. It cuts 
down low and Squirrel Inn isn't there any more. 
Squirrel Inn in conjunction with old Bear Lake? 
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'. Batler: Oh, that's different. Bear Lake's three miles away 
from there. All the buildings at Squirrel Inn were 
made out of logs, you know, and there was a very 
big barn there and a hotel. Colonel Woods knew 
General Chapman. He was well acquainted with him, 
and he and Mooney from Ohio had established Squirrel 
Inn. So when we drove up and got out our lunch, 
they wouldn't stand for us to eat out lunch outside. 
We had to go into the dining room. So we took our 
lunch inside and enjoyed it very much up there. Well, 
it was almost time to get back for dinner, but it 
was really enjoyable. Well, Frank Coulter, that's 
old man Coulter's oldest son, told me he never 
enjoyed a trip anywhere as he did there. So, we 
got on back home and had dinner. 

Then I had to go down and run the dynamo. It 
was run by water power, you know. I stayed down 
till ten o'clock, and when ten o'clock came, my 
assistant, which was the barn man, came over. All 
he had to do was turn the water off and turn it on, 
you see, but I had to keep the dynamo oiled. 

Dixon: How long did it take to drive up to Squirrel Inn? 
Butler: It took two hours. You see, we were only twenty-

seven hundred feet high, and that's over six thousand 
feet up to Squirrel Inn, and the road was seventeen 
percent incline. It took a good team to pull it, 

jfV 
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bat it had to go slow. But, it was a very enjoyable 
and a beautiful trip—the scenery, the view. It was 
unbelievable. Now, instead of being a scenic drive, 
the County has made the road down on the side of 
the mountain. It doesn't go on top of the mountain 
until it gets past Squirrel Inn, you see, at Straw-
berry Peak. That Is at the lower end of Bear Lake. 
Arrowhead Lake was then called Little Bear Lake. 
Well, all those hills was covered with beautiful 
pine trees, and they cut them all out where that 
lake is. There was a pine-tree forest, you know, but 
millions of feet of lumber was taken out of there. 
Well, we'd drive down in there and have a picnic. 

Now, you can imagine what the Mormons had done. 
They come right over that mountain, at the head of 
Waterman Canyon. There was no road, and to get their 
wagons down the hill, they would cut one of those 
trees down and tie it behind the wagon to hold it 
back with a rope, so it wouldn't go over the beam. 
Well, that's the Mormon Trail—right down Waterman 
Canyon. They come down through there, so it was 
very interesting to show those people the old Mormon 
Trail and the Mormon Springs and they enjoyed it. 
You can't imagine what it was then, because nowadays, 
it's all built up. The scenery is spoiled. The 
view and the scenic part of it and the beautiful 
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part of it is gone. It is entirely gone — just like 
here in Pasadena. It's all gone. It's out of date. 
Tell ahout the hears. 
Oh, yes', well that was years and years ago. That 
was when Wilson and Eolcomh (that was the name I was 
trying to think of the other day), used to he here. 
Holcomb Valley was my hunting and fishing ground. 
I used to go up there to Big Bear lake before the 
dam was put in. We had a road over through Holcomb 
Valley down to what they call Pawnskin now at the 
upper end of the lake. That isn't Pawnskin. Pawn ski n 
proper is four miles from where they've got the town 
of Pawnskin. That's a facto Pour miles away. 
Pawnskin was the most beautiful spot God ever made. 
It was up in Holcomb Valley—: four miles from there. 
The pine trees and the poplar trees and the oak trees 
were up eight or ten feet high, you know. It was 
as level as this floor for about a mile and just as 
smooth. The lillies was just about knee high, and 
all under there. When you'd drive from over the top 
of what you call Mount Butler now, the base of 
Mount Butler, down into Holcomb Valley, it would take 
your breath away to see those lillies in blossom. 
If I could only bring it back now so that people 
could see it, why it would he a paradise. 

Then we'd wind around down the canyon four 
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miles, down to where Bawnskin is now, and that was 
a "beautiful pine flat in there. The pine trees were 
very large, but very little vegetation over the most 
of it. Too many pine leaves, and nothing would grow 
through it. We would go down four miles to the 
stream. It goes down from Fawnskin Flat down into 
Bear Valley <> Then for miles and miles you see, you 
could look out over the sagebrush, because where the 
lake is now, that was a mud flat or bog. I went in 
there on some days, and I would see forty or fifty 
deer come down off the mountains to go down in there 
to drink. Then we would drive way around the upper 
part of the lake, which was about four miles, around 
to where the town of Big Bear is now. I think they 
call it Big Bear. 

Well, a friend of mine, Gus Enight, had the 
postoffice and the eating house there and two or 
three bunkhouses. Below them, off to the right, 
there was a beautiful pine forest in there. Beautiful 
pine forest. But they cut them out, you know, and 
they built the dam. That's why they cut them out. 
There was no road over it then. There's a road 
goes over the dam to get to that now^ but at that 
time, in the low time in the summertime, you could 
see the old dam in there. Well, that was the bottom 
of Bear Lake then. 



143-

Once I took a party of four fellows over with 
my team, my little mules, and we went around the old 
way, down through Bawnskin Flats. From Arrowhead 
Hot Springs, it was forty-five miles, hut we made 
it to that valley "by the first night on the old road. 
We camped there, and then the next day, we went on 
down into Big Bear Lake. They had built the dam 
and the lake was about a mile and a half long then. 
It come not quite up to where they call Fawnskin now. 

Well, we drove around to Gus Knight's and he says, 
"Boy, drive on down about a half a mile. Plenty of 
water down there, and you can fish down there better 
than you can from up here." 

So we went on down, and when we got on down 
there, why there was a bunch of Englishmen camped 
there. Funny part about it was that four of them 
were real English sports, and one of them didn't know 
very much. He was a fellow that they had taken along. 
He was a greenhorn. Well, he was with them, and we 
were camped out to one side between the big rocks. 
The rocks there is bigger than this house, you know. 
The lake -covers them now. They were about two 
hundred yards apart. Every one of them had a nest 
of skunks in them, you know. They would nest in there 
and live in there. 

Well, these Englishmen were camped close to this 
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"bunch of rocks where the skunks were, and we had a 
camp about a hundred yards away from them, off on 
the stream that run down into the lake. They didn't 
like this flunky they had with them, this greenhorn, 
so they had sent him out to G-us Knight to get the 
mail. "When he was up there, he met a lady, a nice 
old lady, that was interested in these little tree 
squirrels, grey squirrels, you know. There were very 
large flocks of those grey squirrels, mountain tree 
squirrels with big bushy tails, you know. Thy have 
a tail about that long and grey—very pretty. 

She says to this fellow, this Englishman, "Sir, 
would you mind catching me a couple of those nice 
grey squirrels?" 

Ee says, in his way, that he would be glad to 
do it. 

So, she said, "I'll give you five dollars apiece 
to catch me two of those grey squirrels." 

Veil, he says, "I have to make me a trap." 
Then she says, "I'll pay for the trap. You 

make it, and you catch me those squirrels, and I'll 
give you five dollars apiece for them." 

Ee said he agreed to. So, he went back down 
there to the tent, and he told the other Englishmen 
about making the trap to catch those grey squirrels. 
So they helped him make the trap and then he come 



over and told me about it. 
I says, "Well, that's all right." 
He asked if I could help him. 
I says, "No, I can't, but," I says, "Now, don't 

you know to catch those tree squirrels you've got 
to catch them at night?" 

He says, "No, I didn't know that." 
"Well," I says, "you've got to make a trap and 

you can catch them at night." 
"How can I catch them at night?" he says. 
I says, "Well, you get ready for them, and you 

can Set you a big sack. They'll come up to that 
light, ana when they come to the light, you can catch 
them. To get them, you've got to feed them." 

"How can I feed them?" 
"Well, you put some eggs out. Break the eggs 

and put them out in a dish out here. They'll smell 
those eggs and when they come out to eat the eggs, 
take them." 

He went and he told these other fellows about 
it, so they all prepared to come and catch squirrels. 
Well, when they come out, you know, it was about 
ten o'clock. They came out with their light and 
everything and the meat they had in the tent. When 
they got inside, there was three or four of these 
big skunks in there. They went after these skunks, 
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you know. Well, they got one. When they got oat, 
they all got out but this one fellow. He was going 
to get his squirrel. He held onto this one and got 
it into the sack. Yes, he did. He tied this sack, 
and he come out. The others wouldn't let him into 
their camp, and he come over to us. 

I said, "Tou've got to soak yourself in the 
water." 

He goes and jumps in the lake and the lake was 
almost freezing. Well, he got his grey squirrel 
all right, you know, but he was so ashamed the next 
morning, he wouldn't go to see the lady. He let it 
go. Well, that was a good one. 

The next day, we went fishing and one of the 
Englishmen come over to me and patted me on the 
shoulder. Ee said, "I congratulate you on getting 
rid of that fellow." 

They were sports, I tell you. 
Palmer: Where did the name Big Bear come from? 
Butler: Wilson named that years before ever I went there. 

That's the Big Bear Valley ana Little Bear Valley. 
There were a lot of bears in there at that time, 
but not like it was before. They would really chase 
you. Those were big grizzlies, and you had to be 
very careful when they were hungry. If they were 
not hungry, they were all right, but when they got 
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hungry, they'd go to your camp and chase you out. 
They'd go'in and take everything you had in your camp. 

Veil, we took a lot of fish on that trip. 
Mountain trout, of course, because at that time, 
there was nothing else in there but mountain trout. 
So, we got on back to the hotel, and it was very late 
when we got in. 

Vhile I was away, I found out they got rid of 
most of the help that I'd had. Dr. Chapman wouldn't 
put up with any fooling. Vhen I was away, you know, 
they could do as they pleased, and he wouldn't put 
up with it, so he let them go. Then he got in a new 
outfit of people, especially cooks. He let two of 
the cooks go and got in new cooks and two new 
waitresses and a new stable man. This was the thir d 
of July that we got back. It was a very hot summer 
we was having. 

On the Fourth of July, I went down to San 
Bernardino. I left at twelve o'clock, that's the 
leaving time. I went down to San Bernardino with 
the mail and a load of passengers. These friends of 
mine that had been over to the lake with me was 
going home, so they went with me. Vhen I got down 
to San Bernardino, they was holding the street fair. 
They was having a very great time. That was in 1895. 

All at once, a friend ran up to me and says, 
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"Say, your hotel is on fire 111 

I said, "NoI" 
He said, "Xes, it is." 
Veil, I went in and tried to call up, hut the 

phone had disconnected. I then knew it was so. I 
went and got the four-horse team and I started hack. 
Just one hour from the time I left San Bernardino, 
I was up to the Arrowhead Hotel. It was all on fire. 
All "burned up. Didn't save a thing. Everything up 
there was gone. 

Palmer: You saved the old piano. 
Butler: Some of the guests got the piano out, hut they 

didn't get it far enough away and it blistered all 
up. They couldn't save anything else, because in 
one hour's time, the hotel was so hot, you couldn't 
get in. 

Palmer: What started the fire? 
Butler: Well, Alice Kerns, one of the waitresses, wore glasses. 

She had one of the rooms with the dormer windows 
in front. She put her glasses down on the dresser 
for some cause or other, you know, and the sun hit 
them just right and set the dresser on fire. It 
caught, and they didn't notice it until noon hour. 
Everybody was in the dining room. When they 
discovered that all the top floor was on fire, from 
end to end, they tried to get their possessions out, 
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bat all they got out was the piano. I lost every-
thing I had in there, and Dr. Chapman lost everything 
he had. Nobody got hurt. They all got out. That 
was one good thing. 

Some of the foreigners were very wealthy people, 
and this being the Fourth of July, they had gone 
up Waterman Canyon to the top of the mountain. They 
lost everything they had. From that time on, there 
was no hotel there whatsoever. Even oar safe had 
burned up. Took two days to get the help and every-
body down to San Bernardino. 

Then Dr. Chapman went into see his father and 
Mr. Coulter. While he was gone, Mr. Tyler, our 
bookkeeper, and I were there alone. We got rid of 
everybody that was up there. There was a little 
cottage built out back, and we occupied that. It 
was so hot, we didn't need any bedding to speak of. 
There was no bedding there or anything anyway, and 
we didn't fool around about buying anything till the 
doctor got back. 

The trees around were burned down, and the fire 
swept over them and up into the mountains, and it 
burned around the mountain where Arrowhead is now. 
Therefore, when it was all over, the company held a 
meeting up there about getting the insurance. It 
was only insured for sixty-five thousand, and that 
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was only a drop in the bucket of what it was worth. 
Well, they got it over with, and I was preparing to 
come home. 

They said, "No, you stay here. You stay here 
and look out for everything." 

So I stayed on. I started selling off the 
horses and mules and the cattle and got rid of all 
those. 

Then I thought it would be the proper thing to 
do, and I got married in September. 

Dixon: Did you meet your wife in San Bernardino? 
Butler: Yes. 
Dixon: What was her maiden name? 
Butler: Schuster. Aimee Elizabeth Schuster. 

Then I brought my bride up there to the Arrow-
head Hot Springs. Before she came, I started to 
canning fruit and I had put up peaches and grapes— 
an enormous amount. So, in a few days, I brought 
ALmee there. That was before we were married. I 
wanted her to look the place over. 

She was satisfied with it, but she says, "What 
on earth are you going to do with all this fruit?" 

I says, "Well, you got your folks down there. 
They can use a lot of it." 

So she says, "That's right." 
So, we took them down a big batch of it, and we 



still had enough to last three or four years. It 
was good, very good. 

Then we started to dean things up, and I 
started to farm. I started to raising chickens, 
and, therefore, I developed the Arrowhead strain 
of large, white Plymouth Bocks. Then I got some of 
the very "best cattle that ever give milk. 

Dixon: What kind were they? 
Butler: Jerseys. Oh, hut they were good. All the milk was 

better than the half-and-half you get now. It was 
the best. Then Dr. Chapman used to come up regular 
to see us. The Coulters would come up, and my 
friends would come up to see us. Aimee had plenty 
of company all the time. 

Then people wanted to come up there and take 
the baths. Finally, they got tired of it and told 
me to wreck the bathhouse. So, I wrecked all the 
bathhouses except one. I just built a shed over 
it, and made the top a hot-water brooder and used it 
for hatching chickens. 

Ealmer: Well, I think it was interesting the way you used to 
catch the coyotes and wildcats up there. 

Butler: Oh my, killed just hundreds of wildcats and foxes 
and things like that. I killed them and dressed 
them, and then put them down in the hot water spray 
to cook them. I'd feed them to my chickens. That's 
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the way i»d cook them. I had "big buckets that I 
put down into the water. 

I had some Japs up there one day. They were in 
one of the rooms in the burikhouse up there, and 
they saw me cooking these wildcats. They watched 
me and they saw me feeding it to the chickens, you 
know. 

One of them come over to me, and he says, 
"Say, you don't feed that to the chickens, do you?" 

I says, "Sure." 
He says, "You sell me some?" 
I says, "What? Do you want it?" 
"Why, sure." 
I says, "Well, help yourself." 
Well, they took two of the legs from the cat, 

and the four of them had a feast. They said they 
liked it better than the chicken. "Dhicken ain't 
good like cat." 

So every time I killed a wildcat, which would 
be very often, why, they'd come in for wildcat. 
You know, I was surprised to see them do it. 

Dixon: Could you sell the hides? 
Butler: No, I should have saved every one of those hides 

and made rugs out of them, but I didn't. And deer, 
why I could cover this floor with deer. One time 
I had forty or fifty there. I gave them away to the 

\ _ ( r, 
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other campers that had come up that wanted deer hide. 
That's the way it went. 

I think: we were married four years, and May 
Belle come along. Of course, there was no other 
baby like May Belle. Well, when summertime would 
come, why I'd take them over into Little Bear Yalley. 
My brother and his wife would come up and we'd go 
over there and camp. We had the cabin made over 
in the valley, and we'd go over to stay a month at 
a time. We'd hunt deer. We'd take May Belle along 
and our friends- that would come. We'd stay there 
a month up in the high mountains where it wasn't so 
hot. I'd get deer up there and fish. I cut a trail 
from Little Bear Yalley over into Deep Creek which 
was eight miles away. Hever had been a trail, and 
I'd go over there and catch trout. Oh, such beautiful 
trout! 

May Belle was two and a half years old when 
her little brother was born. Then it was May Belle 
and Lamar. She'd take charge of him, and whenever 
people would come up, why May Belle was running the 
place then. Whenever strangers would come up, why 
she'd get acquainted with them, and she would take 
them around and introduce them to the others. 

One day, when Lamar was about three months old, 
she had him in this buggy up between the bathhouse 
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and the house where we lived. She started to take 
him down home, and the "buggy got away from her. 
Well, I thought that was the end of Lamar. That 
little buggy went down that hill so fast, it hit 
the back end of the house and just tipped right over 
backwards. I went down to pick Lamar up, and he 
was just laughing. He wasn't hurt at all. He looked 
up laughing. I was more pleased than anyone else. 
Aimee had been up doing the laundry, and she was 
putting that out, so I took the boy back and gave 
him to her. Then Hay Belle commenced crying. She 
was sorry, of course. 

There was a banker from Los Angeles (I forget 
his name) who used to come up to the hotel when it 
was running and he enjoyed it. He'd come up to see 
me every year up there, and he was taken with Lamar 
and May Belle, especially. They were his kids. 
Then, Mr. Tyler used to come up and stay a couple 
of weeks with us and we enjoyed it very much. 

• Palmer: Wasn't that Mr. and Mrs. Cooper from Palm Springs 
that come over? 

Butler: Yes, he came up after the hotel burned and I 
introduced him to my hostler, the fellow that took 
care of the horses up there. I kept him on. I 
introduced him to Albert Seisen, that was my hostler. 
He was German. Sr. Murray took Albert away fromrjae, 
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and Albert went down to Palm Springs to be his 
stableman there. Palm Springs was about four miles 
away from the Southern Pacific Railroad. You know, 
there were sand dunes between Palm Springs and the 
railroad for four miles in there, and Dr. Murray 
used to send Albert up there to get the groceries. 
All of it come from Los Angeles, you know. 

He'd send Albert up there to get the groceries, 
and Albert used to say, "It took me all day to make 
the round trip—eight miles." He said it was hot 
and the sand would be blowing. Veil, he stayed down 
there for a year with Dr. Murray. 
That was in the early days when it first started. 
Yes, and when he got down there he was never so 
surprised in his life. Who happened to be the cook 
down there? One of our chambermaids from Arrowhead 
Hot Springs. She was an Irishwoman. She could 
read as good as anybody, but with us she couldn't 
sign her name to her checks. Anything going on in 
that hotel at night, why she knew it. She was a 
natural detective. She a nice woman, but she drank. 
When the guests would bring whiskey with them, you 
know, they would have it on the dressers. She had 
a bottle and she'd take about half of it and put it 
into her bottle. That's the way she got her booze 
all the time the hotel was going. She got her booze 
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from the guests. But when she'd get on the toot, 
why we'd take her over to the hunkhouse and lock 
her up. She was going to kill me because I took 
her over there one night when she got too boozy, and 
she didn't like it. She told everybody she was 
going to kill me and that Dr. Chapman was her lover. 
When she'd get to drinking, why she'd go and put 
her arms around his neck, you know. She just thought 
the world of Br. Chapman, but it was amusing. 



CHAPTER V 
RIVERSIDE COUNTY FORMED 

"When I first went out to San Bernardino County, 
we had no Riverside County. San Bernardino was one 
of the oldest cities we've got because the army was 
stationed out there, you know. Across from the 
river, that was the first place they came to where 
there was any trees or vegetation of any kind. It. 
was all desert to Yuma. That was all desert country. 

So, when I went out to San Bernardino County, 
it was beginning to build up. Riverside was just 
started. It was beginning to develop orange groves, 
you know, and they began to grow very rapidly. So 
the principal part of Riverside belongs to English 
people because an English colony come in. Yes, 
that was the first. Indians and English were the 
principal population in Riverside Hills there, the 
mountains. 

You see, the Santa Ana River comes down out of 
Santa Ana Canyon and circles around the San Bernardino. 
The oasis was there because natural water was coming 
out of the ground at that time. It was very, very 
swampy. That's why the Mormons settled there on 
account of the water and vegetation. You see, the 
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green grass and everything was very terrific there. 
They settled in there ahout the center of the oasis. 
There was a hot stream, very large stream, they 
called Warm Creek because the water was from the hot 
springs. That was the head where the hot water 
springs come up, and there was so much water, the 
stream was wide as from me to you and running quite 
swift. It was ahout a hundred and forty degrees. 
So, they called it Warm Creek. It came down to 
where the city was "built. That was on a kind of a 
little raise. It wasn't a mound or anything, but 
it was higher ground. So they was settled in there, 
and the water went by on down to Colton. It was 
just a stream about eight or ten feet wide and plenty 
of it. It was where they got their warm water for 
drinking. 

Well, that was before I knew anything about it, 
because when I went there, they was just rebuilding 
the town. They had laid out the town, and the main 
street through the town was Third Street. It was 
the highest and driest of it. That run directly 
east and west. When the town was laid out, why the 
streets were laid directly east and west, north and 
south, and the Base line was north of the town 
proper, just one mile from First Street. Therefore, 
it was a very neatly laid out city and it was settled 
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"by Mormons. 
The army base was there, but every person that 

come in were Mormons. The first ones that came was 
named Boren. He settled out where our Santa Ee depot 
is now, out on the west part of the town only about 
a half a mile out. Then, that was good dry ground. 
All the people that came in were Mormons, and they 
would choose their place to build houses. 

A little south of the place where the orange 
fiesta is held every year, the Orange Show, was 
another high mound. They started a brick kiln there. 
Every house had to have a fireplace, and some of 
them two and three, because they were Mormons, ana 
each of them had one, two and three wives. Each 
wife had to have a fireplace and a door to the outside 
of the house. There was no trouble amongst them. 
They were very sociahle, and very nice people—every 
one of them. 

So, I got acquainted with them when I went out. 
That was a good many years after the town had been 
built. 

But I will tell you this about the water 
proposition for the simple reason that was the thing 
that was needed. That was an oasis there, and they 
started in to develop it, and a little while after, 
they found out that one man was digging a well. The 
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wells were all dug down to about two or three feet 
and you could get plenty of water. That was their 
water supply. One fellow, Leslie L. Heap's father 
[Parley Whittaker Heap, Jr.], dug down on the north 
side. He dug down a little hit deeper than the 
rest and the water come out and flowed down and run 
a stream right down through the town. They all used 
that for drinking watero It was just the same as 
this spring out here at Baldwin's. It's running yet. 
You'll find that running, now, at the end of the 
old road. You go out to the old road out here which 
used to he Baldwin Avenue. You go down as far as 
you can go down, because there's a fence there at 
the lake. That supplies the lake that is there now— 
that running spring. Well, that was the same as the 
spring in San Bernardino. 

Well, when I went out to San Bernardino in 
'92, a building boom started out there. Ninety 
per cent of them were Mormons, and they started a 
building boom out there to create a larger city. 
When I went out there, there was twenty-seven hundred 
people living in the city. That was the city. That 
was supposed to be a good-sized city at that time, 
and it was. 

Well, the English people came in, and instead 
of settling in San Bernardino, they settled in 
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Riverside. They all wanted to put out orange groves. 
"Well, one of them, a man by the name of [Matthew] 
Gage, seemed to be their leader. To get water down 
there, he built a canal. At that time, there was a 
very large stream of water that wasn't used very 
much just east of Colt on. It was high enough to 
get the water to run, so he built a canal. Well, it 
was cement and about as wide as this room and about 
as deep. Well, they didn't have enough cement. It 
came in barrels then, very large barrels. It was 
imported. 

Well, some miner, a man named Wilbert, came 
along and got acquainted with Gage, and he said, "I 
see that you are short on cement here." 

He says, "Yes, we need a lot of cement. Can we 
get it?M 

He says, "Well, I'll tell you what we'll do. 
There's a mountain of limestone here. We'll build 
a lime kiln here, and burn lime. We'll have plenty 
of mortar for it." 

So, Wilbert went to the mountain and mined 
out a cave. He got very good limestone, and he 
started the Colton Lime Kiln. That was the start 
of that lime kiln in 1892, and it prospered very much. 
I guess it's still running, and is called the Colton 
Lime and Cement Company. That was the beginning of 
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getting the material for "building the Gage Canal. 
It was huilt from there clear down the entire length 
of Eiverside. That canal was for irrigating the town. 

Veil, the orange groves began to grow very 
rapidly and they were unusually good. So, in '94, 
Eiverside got more people than San Bernardino. They 
wanted to have the county seat down there, because 
they didn't want to come up to San Bernardino for 
their court processes, you know. So, they started 
to cause trouble among the Mormons up in San Bernardino 
and the other residents there about a county. They 
wanted a county of their own and a courthouse down 
there. 

San Bernardino, of course, fought it—wouldn't 
have anything to do with it. Then they started to 
circulate petitions around. Eedlands started it 
and the Eiverside people joined in. Eedlands didn't 
want to come to San Bernardino. They were interested 
in the orange industry, you know. So, they wanted 
to join with the Eiverside people, and they began 
to send petitions out for the division of the San 
Bernardino County. Veil, they wanted to take more 
of the county into Eiverside. People fought it, and 
I was with them. I was young then, and enthusiastic 
about keeping San Bernardino County as it was. So, 
they held elections there. 
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Then this fellow, Euique (he was living down at 
Rincon at the very extreme end of San Bernardino County) 
reported they didn't want to get out of San. Bernardino 
County. So he came up, and he was very hitter ahout 
Riverside people wanting to take it away from San 
Bernardino County. He made his headquarters up at 
Arrowhead Hot Springs. We invited people, and they 
came in from all over the desert, and they congregated. 
So we held our convention up in the Arrowhead Hot 
Springs, and that was the headquarters from the 
"beginning of the fight against the division of San 
Bernardino County. 

Well, late in November of '94, eight days before 
the election was held, they had people from Elsinore, 
Redlands, Mentone, and what they called South River-
side. They outnumbered us, so when the election was 
held, they beat us by fifty votes. 

Then the trouble was where they was going to 
establish the line. The county surveyor was appointed 
to draw up the line, and they agreed then that it 
would be the Santa Ana River. Well, that wouldn't 
do. It was so crooked, you know. Then it was 
decided the line would be from Chino to Rincon. The 
meaning of "rincon" is a "corner." Well, that took 
in this fellow Fuique. He was of French descent, but 
he was a red-hot Democrat, you know. 
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He stormed "back and forth, said he says, "You 
shall not cross that river down here." He says, 
"You shall not come across. I'll fight it." 

Veil, Chino was a river, and the first sugar-
beet factory in California was built at Chino. That 
run into the stream that come down from Baldy. San 
Antonio Canyon was the dividing line between Los 
Angeles County and San Bernardino County, and Chino 
was just inside the San Bernardino County line. 
Therefore, it remained in San Bernardino County. 

So, there's where the hook in the line is, 
because Puique says, "I won't get out of the San 
Bernardino County. " 

He had an olive orchard down in the hills. I 
guess it's there yet. I haven't been down for a 
good many years. Well, he had an olive orchard there 
and just around his olive orchard was the southwest 
corner. So, it still is the southwest corner of 
San Bernardino County. That makes the hook in the 
line. It comes into Colton, and that is the divid-
ing line between San Bernardino County and the Santa 
Ana Biver down to Rincon. Bincon is the end of 
the San Bernardino line. 

Then it straightened out, and this surveyor, 
unbeknownst to all of them, was a San Bernardino man. 
He taken the San Bernardino crew, his surveyors, and 
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they surveyed the line where the Southern Pacific 
Railroad come through the pass down, and he run it 
clear on down from Yucaipa on to Wilmont and Banning. 
So, that is the dividing line today between Riverside 
County and San Bernardino County. You can follow 
that on till you get down to the other side of 
Banning and Beaumont. At the end of the line, there 
is a little town that was incorporated a few years 
ago, I forget the name of it, hut there the line 
makes a kind of a turn. 

Well, at that turn, he surveyed off to the 
right which left San Bernardino County to go on down 
almost to the Palm Springs there. If you will notice, 
when you go down there, the Southern Pacific makes 
a turn before it goes in. Well, that's the dividing 
line. Well, it was that way until the Salton Sea 
began to rise, don't you see, and they made the 
Salton Sea the dividing line. That was the established 
line of San Bernardino. 

In '96, the Southern Pacific Railroad owned 
all of the Imperial Yalley. See, that was given to 
them to build a road, from the East to the West of 
the United States. The right-of-way, as far as they 
built their lines, was twenty-six miles on each 
side of the railroad track—every odd section of 
ground would belong to the railroad company. So you 
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see, the railroad company owned half of the country. 
When they got to Yuma, they run a line from the main 
track down to the Imperial Valley clear down to the 
Mexican line. Therefore, twenty-six miles on each 
side of the track, every odd section, was Southern 
Pacific property. 

So in '96 they started a "boom of cultivating 
the Imperial Valley. Meanwhile, the drought had 
come along and the Salt on Sea had sunk. The water 
had almost gone dry in the Salton Sea, you see. 
Therefore, they built that track right down to sea 
level and that changed the county line. Don't you 
see, that changed the county line. Those that had 
taken up and bought land from the Southern Pacific, 
sold it for five dollars an acre. They made millions 
of dollars out of it. 

So, they started the town called Imperial Valley, 
and then we had an earthquake here, a very severe 
earthquake. I don't remember just which time it was. 
Anyhow, the earthquake opened up the channel and the 
water begin to come into the Salton Sea again and it 
"began to raise very rapidly. As it raised, the 
railraad had to move its tracks. Well, that moved 
the county line again. You see, there was the trouble. 
It kept moving it. 

Then a very wet season came later on, and the 
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Colorado Elver overflowed. The Imperial Valley was 
so low, the river cut. through there and made a river 
down into the Imperial Valley, and the Sal ton Sea 
was the lowest place in the valley, so the water run 
into the Salton Sea and raised it again. It raised 
it up twenty or thirty feet. Well, that meant quite 
a good deal, you know. It moved the railroad track 
hack again. Well, hy that time, Imperial Valley 
had gained so much population they began to want a 
county of their own. 

Meanwhile Ralph E. Swing's brother, Fnil Swing 
[Philip David], was an attorney in San Bernardino. 
Ee was a young fellow then and just had become an 
attorney. So, he was very smart and very bright. 

Senator Swing said to Phil, "Now Phil," he says, 
"you go down to the Imperial Valley and establish 
yourself down there and you'll be the first attorney 
down there." 

So he did. When he got down there, he went 
around to all of the farmers which was coming in 
very fast, and he was elected District Attorney for 
down there. 

He said, "Now, we'll have a county. We'll sue 
for a county." 

So then they did, and held an election. They 
took it away from San Diego County that owned clear 
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on down to the Colorado River. So, that created 
the Imperial County and Phil Swing was elected to 
Congressman of the United States from that county. 
So, when he got hack to Washington, he went in with 
Senator [Hiram] Johnson from California. Phil wanted 
water out of the river, you know, and the Mexicans 
was fighting it very hard and Arizona was fighting 
it. (The railroad company had to "build a harrier to 
keep the river out of the Colorado River from coming 
into Imperial. So they aid. So Phil was very 
energetic. He and Johnson got up the hill to build 
the Boulder Dam and they worked in court and in 
Washington for four or five years. I guess more 
than that. 

Dixon: It was more than that. 
Butler: A good many years, you know, but still they fought 

it and won out. As soon as the bill passed, they 
started the Boulder Dam. Then Phil started to have 
the All-American Canal built, don't you see, and 
they built the canal to bring the water down for 
the Imperial Valley. Well, when they built the 
canal, got it finished, then more trouble commenced 
about where the line for the Imperial Valley should 
be—whether it should be the canal or the river. 
Finally, they settled it and it had to remain at the 
Colorado River. 
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After that, they had no more trouble with the 
lines except one thing. Out there at a place called 
Niland, on the Southern Pacific Railroad, ahout four 
or five miles south of where the Riverside line went, 
they established the line afterwards. That was a 
good many years later. They established the line, 
and they shot the Riverside line up to Blythe, where 
the bridge crosses the river. Blythe is the corner 
of the Imperial County, now, and that took off a part 
of San Bernardino County, don't you see. Well, 
after that, the line was established. 

A mile above the town of Needles, where the 
Mojave River runs into the Colorado River, is the 
boundary line of the Imperial County and San Bernardino 
County. They come together just at Needles. Now, 
San Bernardino County begins at Needles and goes 
on up about a mile and a half above Searchlight. 
There's a town in Nevada called Searchlight. Search-
light is about four miles from the Colorado River 
on a direct line. Well, four miles south of Search-
light, and four miles east of Searchlight, is the 
San Bernardino County line. That is where Nevada 
starts in. Then it follows the Nevada line over to 
the little town of Amboy, about four miles north of 
Amboy. Then the line goes north and San Bernardino 
County takes in Death Yalley. It goes from there on 
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up to the Inyo County line. There they come together 
and that is the boundary line of San Bernardino. 

Today you go down into San Bernardino County 
and talk ahout changing the line, and you've got a 
fight on your hands. The San Andreas fault is really 
the dividing line between Nevada and California, 
and that fault takes in all of Death Valley. That 
makes the dividing line. The east boundary line of 
Inyo County is the California line and you know that 
it goes up over the mountains toward Reno, Nevada. 
Reno, Nevada is further west than we are today. The 
majority of people wouldn't believe that Reno, Nevada 
is farther west than Pasadena and Los Angeles. 



CHAPE EE VI 
ARROWHEAD, AFTER THE HOTEL BURNED DOWN 

One time, after the hotel burned, I had an 
explorer down from Alaska staying out there at the 
Arrowhead Hot Springs. I gave him one of the 
cottages up there because he wanted to explore the 
Arrowhead property. While he was there, his brother 
from Eedlands come over to see him. I wish I could 
remember his name. Anyhow, his brother was afcting 
in the door of the little cottage and below there a 
fellow come up on a bicycle. His description fitted 
what the papers had published about a man who 
murdered a woman and a child up in San Jose. 

Well, this fellow saw it, and when I went down 
to San Bernardino that day to get mail, he come to 
me and he give me a note to give to the sheriff. 
I didn't look at the note to see what was in it and 
when I got down there I handed it to Sheriff Holcomb. 

Hoi comb opened it and he looked at me and said, 
"Say, did you see this fellow?" 

I said, "No. I only saw the fellow that give 
me the note to give to you. " 

"Well," he says, "that's the fellow that's 
wanted for murder up in San Jose." 
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I says, "Oh, it can't he. That can't he right. 
I know the fellow. He's been coming up there two 
or three days riding a bicycle." 

He says, "Well, I've got to go." 
So I says, "Well, I'll go with you." 
So, he and his deputy got in his buggy and 

followed me on up to Arrowhead Hot Springs. 
We got up there, and I said, "I know where the 

fellow has been staying nights, but I don't believe 
that he's there now." I says, "We can go down and 
see." 

So, he says, "Are you armed?" 
I says, "No, I'm not armed," and so he gave me 

a forty-five caliber revolver. 
He says, "Put that in your pocket. Use it if 

you have to." 
I says, "I don't think you'll have to." 
So, we went down to the house in the canyon 

where I had told the fellow he could stay. Well, 
nobody was there. His bicycle wasn't there and he 
wasn't there. So, we went back, and I said, "Well, 
now, we'll have lunch before we go back." 

I says, "Aimee, you got a couple of guests with 
us today." While we were eating our dinner, we got 
to talking about other things. 

Holcomb says, "Well, time for me to get on back. 
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I'll see you later. Come down tomorrow," he says, 
"and report." 

I says, "All right, I'll do so." 
So, the next day, when I went down. I hadn't 

seen the fellow. I never did see him any more. We 
found out that he was a writer and had written a good 
many pieces for places all over. That was a good 
thing because the statement in the papers was that 
he had been a writer, you see. 

Well, when I got down to San Bernardino, Holcomb 
says, "I'll go back up again." 

I says, "No, there's no need of you coming back 
up there." I says, "You deputize me, and I'll bring 
him down." 

Ee says, "All right, I will." So, he deputized 
me, and he says, "Here's a revolver, keep this." 
So he gave me the revolver. He says, "Bring him down." 
And he says, "You got handcuffs?" 

I says, "I don't need them." I says, "If I 
can't bring him down without handcuffs, I don't want to. 
I says, "I know I can bring him down if he's there." 

He says, "Oh, all right." 
So, I went back, but we never found any trace 

of him ever-afterwards. He'd gone. I really don't 
believe it was the right fellow, because he was down 
there too soon after the murder had been committed. 
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It was the next day, and you can't come from San 
Jose down there in one day. Tou can't do it. So, 
therefore, I was deputized, and I was deputy then 
for that part of the San Bernardino County. 

Palmer: Was Holcomb Valley named after Sheriff Holcomb? 
Butler: After Judge Holcomb, his father. He located with 

Vilson in H0lcomb Valley. 
I had a lot of friends in San Bernardino, and 

one of them was named Chapman, not any relation to 
the Chapman^ here. They was good friends of my 
wife Aimee. They was up on Sunday visiting, and 
they brought their baby boy up with them. He wanted 
to go swimming and he had his bathing suit, so Aimee 
told them to let him go and take a swim if he wanted 
to. I was up in the blacksmith shop about fifty feet 
away from him, and I looked out and I saw this little 
fellow in there trying to swim. He was only about 
six years old, I guess. I saw him there, and he 
got out further than he should have gotten out, and 
he become exhausted and he started to go down. Well, 
he had gone down once, and I ran and jumped in 
just as I was, clothes and all, just as I did before. 
But I jumped in, and I grabbed the little fellow 
and brought him out. 

"When I brought him out, why his mother and Aimee 
came out and saw it. His mother fell over—fainted. 

I 
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Well, I don't "blame her. If I hadn't seen him, why, 
he'd have drowned. 

So that's the last of the pond. I went to work, 
and I kept it drained after that, because I knew 
that if people kept coming up there and that pond 
was full, they'd go swimming. If it wasn't there, 
we'd have no more trouble, so I done away with the 
pond. I emptied it and we never filled it afterwards. 
That was the end of the reservoir at Arrowhead. 

Well, before our hotel was burned down, my 
brother, Louis, had charge of the bathhouse. He 
was up there for about two months before it burned 
down. Well, he was doing quite a good deal of 
mining in these earlier days, and when the hotel 
burned, he went back into the mines out on the 
deserts. Then, from there, he came back to Sierra 
Madre and got married. After he got married, he 
moved out to Colton. He had a position out there 
in the Colton Cement Factory, but he couldn't stand 
it very longc There was too much dust. After he 
quit there, he want over to Mentone to work in an 
ice factory. 

When the summer got very hot, he came up to the 
hotel. He had his wife with him, and said he was 
taking his vacation. He'd been working for quite 
awhile in the ice factory, and he came to the 
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mountains for vacation. After the vacation, (May Belle 
was ahout two years old then), he went hack to 
Mentone. We'd had a very hot summer, and May Belle 
and her mother had gone down to Lamanda Park on a 
visit to the folks. 

One noon, a fellow I had up there at Arrowhead 
with me, and myself were sitting down talking ahout 
different things that had happened up there. We 
were in the shade of a tree, and as we were talking, 
a voice said, "Hello Sam." Just like that. I 
looked around and I said to my friend, "I hear my 
brother somewhere." We got up and looked all around, 
and I says, "He's playing a joke on us." 

Well, we couldn't find him anywhere. We 
couldn't locate him anywhere. We went back and 
continued our conversation, and in just one hour,.my 
friend, Eddy, from San Bernardino drove up with his 
wife to bring a message. I got up, and went over 
to talk to Eddy. 

Eddy says, "Sam, you'd better get your team 
hooked up and drive over to Mentone." 

I says, "Why? What's the matter, Eddy?" 
He says, "Your brother is hurt." 

Would you rather talk about something else? 
Well, he says, "In fact," he says, "he's dead." 
He couldn't get over him being up there—coming up 
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there and calling him. 
Butler: Veil, anyhow I went over to do what I could. 
Balmer: Mama was already over here. They couldn't get over 

that that voice had come in up there. He's always 
talked ahout that before and never has become over-
come. It just hit him. 

Butler: Veil, I'll tell you something funny, that voice 
came to me. • . 

Balmer: Tell, some more about San Bernardino. That would 
be interesting for him to get on. 

Butler: Veil, from that time on, things began to change up 
there at Arrowhead very rapidly. You see, our family 
was very large—eleven children. That was the only 
death in the family before my father's and my mother's 
So, it went very hard on us. I'll never forget how 
we used to hunt and fish together, you know. 

Dixon: was he younger than you? 
Butler: Oh, yes. He was just a year old the day that we 

left Oxford, Mississippi. You see, my folks in 
Oxford, Mississippi, were just as the San Bernardino 
people were about that thing. My grandfather was 
named Branch Butler, and they were from Maryland 
and Virginia. Ee met my grandmother in Virginia. 
Tiny Morgan was her name.' So, when they got married, 
her brother persuaded her to go down into Mississippi 
and take charge of the holdings in Mississippi— 
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which, was where Oxford, Mississippi is now. L[ucius] 
QEuincy] C[ as si us] Lamar was a very prominent 
attorney down there. Ee was in the Madison family; 
James Madison was president of the United States 
later. Ee was related to the family. I hear his 
name. My middle name is from President Madison. So 
after they were established down there, they built 
the town. L. Q. C. Lamar built the State University 
there at Oxford, and then after the war was ended, 
why that was all confiscated—taken away from them. 
Everything. Lost it all. 

Well, as I said, everything started to change 
at Arrowhead. The government took in all the 
mountains in San Bernardino Eorest Eeserve, and they 
sent the rangers up to Arrowhead. Eive of them from 
San Bernardino came up, and I let them occupy the 
house down in the canyon. When they came up there, 
it was wintertime. They began to widen the trails; 
that was the first thing. They began to cut the 
brush and make all the trails that I had laid out 
a little bit wider. So, they worked all that winter. 
They made a trail off from the trail that went over 
to the Daley Eoad up to Squirrel Inn. It's a very 
nice trail. 

Well, there I got acquainted with the government 
people. Mark [Marcus] Eanna's brother was super-
intendent of that forest range there. So, he came 
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up to San Bernardino and he asked me if they could 
use the cahin for the rangers for the winter. I 
told them they were perfectly welcome to it. So, 
they established themselves up there and three of 
them were very good friends of my wife's. Two of 
them were very dear friends of hers. So, they and 
their wives was company for us all winter up there. 

There's where I let Eanna in. He thought that 
because it was inside of the forest reserve which 
was private property, he had charge of everything. 
So, he begin to tell me what to do up there. 

I says, "Mr. Eanna, I unlocked the gate up 
there." I put a gate across the road so people 
couldn't just come up there. That was for safety. 
I says, "Mr. Eanna, that's private.property up there. 
I says, "It's fenced off, and I gave you a key when 
you brought your men up there to go through. " I 
says, "Tou can't use that property as public property 
I says, "I have orders to keep everybody out except 
who I want up there." 

Ee says, "I'll tell you, if I go up there and 
the gate is locked, I'll chop the gate down." 

I says, "The very moment you chop that gate 
down, I'll chop you down." 

Ee says, "What?" 
And I says, "I mean it." 
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That all happened in the postoffice. Well, 
Boyd was the postmaster there, and my attorney, 
Ealph Swing (Senator Swing), was right in the same 
building there. Judge Benjamin B. Bledsoe was, too. 
By the way, I was the one that nominated Judge 
Bledsoe for the office in Eedlands. 

Anyhow, I says, "Hanna, come on up to my lawyer's 
office." 

Ee said, "Who is your lawyer?" 
I says, "Ealph Swing." 
Ee says, "Well, all right." 
So, we went up and I said, "Ealph, will you call 

in Ben?" Ben was over in the courthouse just across 
the street. So Ralph phoned over for Judge Bledsoe 
to come over and I says, "Judge, this is Mr. Hanna, 
Mark Hanna's brother." 

They shook hands, and Swing shook hands. 
Swing says, "Well, Judge, Mr. Hanna here has 

gotten into trouble with Sam." He says, "What are 
you going to do about it?" 

Judge says, "About what?" 
I says, "Well, Judge, you've been up there many 

times, and you know that I've got a gate across our 
property." 

And he says, "Sure, I know it." He says, "That's 
all legal." 
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"Hanna says it's not legal." 
He says, "I'm the boss of this section. I have 

full change of all this San Bernardino Reserve." 
Ralph Swing says to him, "Now look here, Mr. 

Hanna," he says, "don't you. know that there's 
private property up there! Even ex-Governor Waterman 
of the state has a hundred and sixty acres up there»" 
He says, "Sam Butler has charge of that Arrowhead 
property, which is private property, and they can 
fence it if they want to, and they can keep you out." 

He says, "That so?" 
He says, "That's it. That's the way it's going 

to be. If he says you don't go, you don't go unless 
you got a permit." 

That settled it with me and Mr. Hanna. Afterwards 
we became very good friends. I told Judge Bledsoe 
and Swing, I gave him privilege to come in there 
without rent. "Eis men are in there now," I says. 
"I can order them out, can't I?" 

They said, "lou certainly can." 
So Hanna says, "Don't do that. I'll apologize." 
I began to get interested in fishing and hunting, 

because that was a wonderful hunting and fishing 
ground. So, John Anderson, Judge Bledsoe, Ralph 
Swing, Bill Eddy, and Erank M„ Town, and me formed 
a fishing club. We used my place to go on the trail 
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to Deep Creek, and we would go over and camp at 
what was called Blue Jay Camp in Little Bear Valley. 
We'd all go over there, pack over, over one of 
these trails to the Arrowhead property. That was a 
very pretty flat, you know. 

At one time in the early days, the Mormons 
needed lumber, so they built a sawmill in the upper 
end of the Little Bear Valley. They cut all the 
area that's under water now. But it was in very 
large pine trees—sugar pines and yellow pines and 
knotty pines. That was thousands of acres of very 
large trees. So, they put in a sawmill up there, 
and to get the lumber down, they built a road on the 
east side of the Arrowhead property. 

A man by the name of [Edward] Daley built a 
road up there to bring the lumber out. The Daley 
Boad is there yet, and so we joined that road when 
we got to the top of the mountain. Brom Squirrel Inn, 
we went over to the Daley Boad to go down into 
Little Bear Valley. It was called Little Bear Valley 
then. Well, we'd go over there and camp. We'd take 
two or three days and camp and hunt and fish. We'd 
make our camp there, and then pack in on the mules 
to Deep Creek, eight miles further in. 

But in Little Bear Valley, when they built the 
sawmill there, they just let this sawdust run into 
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the stream. They didn't like the turpentine taste 
the sawdust gave to the water, so they had to drill 
a well. They got a flowing well in there, a beautiful 
flowing well; and it was ice-cold water. Nothing 
but melted snow, that's all it was, you know. 

So, therefore, they put men in there to clean 
out the debris and the old trees and the bark and 
the sawdust and everything. It took two years of 
cleaning, because they was going to build a dam and 
make a lake [now Lake Arrowhead] out of it. We'd 
go over there to see it, and we'd use that sawdust 
for a bed. We just put our blankets on that sawdust. 
That's why we would camp there, because it made it 
very comfortable. 

Then we'd go on from there, and pack over into 
Deep Creek. There was nothing but the natural trout, 
you know, and we would catch forty or fifty trout 
in little or no time. 

Therefore, I got so that I could establish many 
places for camps, and whenever the men got ready to 
go fishing, why they'd send a courier out for me to 
get ready and guide them in. A lot of people would 
come in, and lots of people from Eedlands who wanted 
to go fishing, and I would guide them in. So, I 
got acquainted with all of that mountain country 
up there, and I established a nice camp in there. 



184-

One summer, I think May Belle was two years old, 
I says, "We'll go for a month's vacation up in the 
mountains." 

So, I took my brother, Louis, who was then living 
in Colton, up there. We went over to Little Bear 
Yalley, and we built a good camp there. It was a 
very good camp, so we moved up there—my brother and 
his wife and me and Aimee and May Belle. Then we 
had some friends from Eiverside that joined us up 
there. We made it a point to be there just as the 
deer season was opening up. We went up to there, 
and we got established. we went up the day before 
the season opened. I had written to Erank Coulter 
and told him that we were going up for a camp in the 
mountains for a month and if his son wanted to come 
along, we'd be glad to have him come. Eis son was 
then about eighteen. That was Wright Coulter, and 
he brought his friend, Richard Montgomery, with him. 
The Montgomerys are jewelry people in Los Angeles. 
So they came up, and we had plenty of room for a 
camp there. Instead of using that other camp for 
our camp, why we cleaned out the mining people's 
cabin. It was a very long, narrow cabin, and we 
went in there and cleaned it out and used it for our 
camp. Then the others come. 

So, the very first day that we got up there was 
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the day before the season opened„ I took Wright 
Coulter over to Deep Creek to catch some fish which 
was eight miles away. We took our rifles along with 
us, and as we hadn't gotten more than halfway over 
there I saw a deer laying down on the side of 
the mountain. I shot it, and when I hit it, it 
jumped up. It was much larger than I thought. 

When it jumped up, Frank Coulter started to 
shoot, and I says, "Quit shooting; it won't go far. 
Don't shoot and get it to running," I says, "leave 
it alone." 

Well, just as I said the last word, the deer 
toppled over. So, then we had to carry that back into 
camp and dress it. My friend was the ranger there 
who was also camped in Big Bear. 

I says, "Tomorrow it'll be all right. Ee might 
come along, I says, if you make much noise about it." 

So, we be very careful and dressed i t and kept 
it out of sight until the next morning. Vhen the 
sun went down, I hung the antlers and the head of 
this deer up over the door of our camp there. We 
had hung the meat inside of the tunnel. There was 
a tunnel from Little Bear Lake over to W i l l o w Canyon 
and that's where our camp was—over in Willow Canyon, 
just across the ridge from Little Bear. Little 
Bear was still a valley. There was no buildings.>OT 
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no lake at that time. They was "building the dam, 
hut it wasn't finished. 

Well, when daylight come, I says, "Boys, -we'll 
go to Deep Creek today." 

We planned to get up very early and get over 
there before the sun come up so we'd catch our fish. 
Well, we got up and had breakfast and we pulled out. 
It was just about when the sun come up. Well, a 
deer hunter come along down the canyon. He was 
going down Willow Canyon, and he was going over 
hunting in the hills there all by himself. 

He turned around, and he saw the deer head up 
there, and he says, "You got that before it was right 
[laughter] 

Well, it was a fact; I had got it the day before 
Well, then about the same day, Mr. and Mrs. Swarthout 
(he was the ranger) come up to visit Mrs. Butler. 
She told him how it was, and she told him about the 
other fellow, and if he brought in a complaint, to 
tell him that it was all okay. You see, Mrs. 
Swarthout used to camp up there at Arrowhead Springs. 
We got very well acquainted with him. So I got out 
of that mess. That's the only time that I remember 
of ever shooting a deer out of season. But I got 
by with it all right. Well, we went on over to Deep 
Creek, and we got plenty of fish very quickly. 
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We got "back and we had a very nice time. So, 
we stayed the month oat up there and in San Bernardino 
and come on home back to Arrowhead. We got home and 
Mrs. Chapman (she was Mrs. Williams then) came up 
with a lady. That was the first time she'd ever 
been up to the Hot Springs—she and her little son, 
Earl, and this other lady. I forget her name. When 
she came up, she was driving her horse. He was a 
very, very fast horse. Really, he was a thorough-
bred horse for running, and he'd been trained to be 
driven. When she drove up, it was a hot day. I 
happened to be up at the barn when she drove up and 
her horse was sweating. He was nervous. He was one 
of those race horses—beautiful, but very nervous. 

.They both got out, and the boy got out and led 
the horse over to the trough to give him a drink of 
water. Well, when he got over there, he couldn't 
drink with the bit in his mouth. Many horses can. 

So, the lady was standing there, and I said to 
her, "Be very careful." I saw he was a nervous 
horse.' I says, "Be very careful with him." 

She says, "Oh, he's my pet." 
That wasn't Mrs. Williams. That was the other 

lady that was with her. She pulled the bridle off 
of the horse, and the moment she pulled the bridle 
off the horse why away he went. He ran down the 
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canyon to where the canyon house was. Well, he tore 
the buggy all to pieces. There Hrs. Williams was. 
She didn't have any money or anything, and she just 
had moved into San Bernardino. She had paid out 
all of her money for rent there for a room, and she 
didn't have any more. She broke down and cried. 

My wife's grandfather was up there (Schneider), 
and he says to her, "Take it easy. He'll take care 
of you." 

I got the rig up as best I could, but the shafts 
were broken off and one wheel was broken. Grandfather 
and myself got it up to the barn—"what was left of 
it. Then she didn't know what she was going to do. 
I hooked up my team, and took her and the hoy and 
the other lady down to San Bernardino. 

Mrs. Williams says to me, "How much do I owe you?" 
I said, "Just forget it. Tou have trouble enough." 
Then the other lady said, "I want to pay you 

for bringing us down." 
I says, "Uo, lady, I don't want your money. Tou 

had an accident and that's enough." 
Then Mrs. Williams says, "I don't know what I'm 

going to do. I haven't got any money. I paid out 
all my money for room rent here and my little boy. 
I have two little boys and one of them wanted to 
work out here at Highlands, and I'm waiting till his 
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payday comes. That'll "be the only money I've got." 
I said, "Well, Mrs. Williams, I'll tell you 

what you do. We've got a vacant room up there in the 
bunkhouse. I'm busy and I can't take the time to 
come down and get you, but if you get somebody to 
move you up there, you're welcome." 

So she said, "I'll do the best I can." 
So, there was an old man driving a wagon for to 

meet the trains, you know, to carry baggage and 
things. He was baggage master. 

I says, "If you can get in touch with he, and 
tell him who you are, and that I recommended you to 
he, he might bring you up there. He's got a good 
wagon, a good outfit, and he's reliable." 

So she did. The next day, sure enough, old 
man Hayes brought Mrs. Williams and the boy up to 
Arrowhead Hot Springs. So, she and Earl occupied 
one of the rooms up there in the bunkhouse. Then 
we found out that she was an artist. 

She says, "I'd like to do some painting for you." 
I said, "We don't need any painting done up here. 
"Oh," she says, "I don't mean that kind of 

painting." 
She had some paintings in the trunk that she 

had done, and they were very pretty. There were a 
bunch of little dogs and kittens. Three kittens 
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and five puppies. They were gust as natural as the 
real dogs. So she turns around and she says to Mrs. 
Butler, "These are yours." She gave Mrs. Butler 
the dogs and kittens. 

Palmer: Vhen did Mrs. Chapman take up painting pictures? 
Butler: I don't know, but she painted all these that we got 

in here. 
Dixon: Oh, they're lovely. 
Butler: She also painted these tapestries, you know, life-

size, Vhen she got her divorce from her husband, 
she paid the lawyer in San Bernardino with one of 
those pictures. It was valued at five hundred dollars. 
She gave him one of those pictures for getting her 
divorce. 

. So, then she began to paint. She was there 
about six months or more, and she'd been painting 
every day. Fellow by the name of Stanley Ross came 
up, and he saw her paintings, and he asked her if 
she'd teach him to paint. She said she'd be glad 
to. So she started. 

She was teaching him how to oil paint, and while 
they were doing that painting, why Dr. Chapman (he 
gust got back from San Francisco) and Lee Stevens 
came up to see us at Arrowhead Hot Springs. Whenever 
he'd get time to come, why he'd come up to see us 
at Arrowhead Hot Springs. I had gone down to the 
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station in San Bernardino to meet Dr. Chapman and 
Lee Stevens, and we got hack just about dinnertime. 
While the three of us were eating our lunch, Mrs. 
Williams came in. She was a handsome woman. When 
she came In, Dr. Chapman looked up, and so did Mr. 
Stevens. Well, Dr. Chapman stood up and I introduced 
them. That was the beginning of the courtship. Dr. 
Chapman fell in love at first sight with Mrs. 
Williams, and so did Lee Stevens. They both did. 

Well, Dr. Chapman stayed for two or three days 
and Dr. Chapman made every minute count. Wherever 
Mrs. Williams was, he was watching that painting. 

Finally she turned around to him ana she said, d ? 

"Dr. .Chapman, you know I can't paint very good when 
I have an audience." 

He got up and apologized and says, "Good day, 
Mrs. Williams," and walked out. 

He got Mr. Stevens, and that evening, they had 
me drive them down to San Bernardino to the train. 

A few days later, Mrs. Williams and ALmee 
wanted to go to Los Angeles to do some trading and 
to see my folks who lived down here on the boulevard. 
Dr. Chapman was practicing medicine in Los Angeles, 
down on Spring Street. Aimee and Mrs. Williams 
stopped at a hotel and were going over to Coulter's 
to do some trading. Coulter's store adjoined the 
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Laughlin Building. So, they were going to the Coulter1 

grocery store to do some trading, and Dr. Chapman 
came out and met them. He took charge right then, 
and he asked them where they were living. They told 
him.o He took them to the corner of Fifth and Hill 
to a five-story "building. Then upper stories were 
used as a hotel. 

He got two very nice rooms up there, and told 
Mrs. Butler and Mrs, "Williams, "This is your home as 
long as you want it." 

Well, they said it was very nice of him and a 
very nice place and everything, but Mrs. Williams 
says, "I don't believe I can afford this." 

Well, he says, "Forget all about that. It's 
yours now." 

Mrs. Butler stayed with her there two days and 
then she went out home to her folks. Mrs. Williams 
and Dr. Chapman got very well acquainted, and then 
they came back home. 

Mrs. Williams still kept up with her painting, 
and Dr. Chapman made it a point to be up every week. 
Finally, he took a week off and came up to Arrowhead 
Hot Springs. 

They become engaged to get married, and when 
they become engaged to get married, Dr. Chapman says, 
"I've got to go to Mexico to take charge of a mining 
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camp down there." 
So, Mrs. Butler and myself drove them clear down 

to Colton. 
He turned around to me, and he says, "Sam, I 

haven't got any cash on me. Can you give me some?" 
He was going to take the train, so I says, 

"How much money do you need, Doc?" 
He says, "Two hundred and fifty dollars." 
I said, "All right." 
I gave him the two hundred and fifty dollars, 

and we waited until the train come. They got on the 
train to go to the mine in Mexico. Veil, when they 
got to Tucson where they had to change trains, they 
got married. There's where they got married before 
they went into Mexico. They sent a telegram hack 
that they were married, and we sent them a letter of 
congratulations. The next letter I got from Dr. 
Chapman had the two hundred and fifty dollars in it. 
He sent it right hack soon as he got down into the 
mining town. Mining towns have got to have a 
physician too, so he took charge as the physician at 
this mining town. Veil, they paid him real well, and 
he got the money right away. He had plenty of 
money, hut he didn't have it with him. 

Ve never seen anything more of him until about 
eight months. Then one day we heard a tap, tap and 
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Aimee went to the hack door. There they stood. 
Well, friends met again. 

She said, "I coaldn't stand it any longer in 
Mexico. I gust couldn't stand the food." 

So, they stayed ahout a month. We played cards 
every evening. 

One night, Mrs. Chapman says, "We're going 
tomorrow." 

Dr. Chapman called her Dolly, and he says, "Well 
Dolly, where are we going?" 

"Spokane, Washington." 
He says, "Is that where you want to go?" 
And she says, "Yes, that's where I want to go." 
So, she turned around to me and says, "Will you 

take care of Earl?" That was her hoy, you know. 
I says, "Why, yes, certainly." 
So they went on to Spokane. Well, Earl stayed 

there ahout a month wTith us, and then he got foot 
weary.-

He says," I've got to get out and get something. 
I says, "You don't need anything and you know it 

I says, "Where do you want to go?" 
His brother had been up there a little while 

before, and he was a bellhop in los Angeles at the 
"Van Nuys Annex. 

He said, "I want to go down to be with Oliver." 
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So, the next morning I took him down to the 
station, and he went to stay with Oliver. Oliver 
got him a job right away, and he was "bellhop in the 
Van Nuys Annex. We had sent him down there, because 
it was too far to school, and he w^s just at that 
age he needed schoolingo He'd work daytimes as 
bellhop with his half-brother there at the Van Nuys 
Annex. 

One day, Aimee and I went down to the folks. 
I went in town to see Earl, and when I got into Los 
Angeles, I thought to go ana see Earl right away. 
So, I met Dr. Chapman's father on Eifth Street and 
got to talking. 

I says, "Mr. Chapman, I'm going over to see 
Earl Williams. Will you go with me?" 

He says, "Ho, I haven't got time, and I don't 
care to see him." 

So he went on. Then I went into the Van Nuys 
and saw Oliver. I said I was going to see Earl. 

He says, "You can't see him." 
I wanted to know why. 
"He isn't here." 
"Get fired?" 
"No," he says, "my little brother got killed 

this morning." 
I was thunderstruck. So, I went over to find 



196-

out what h a p p e n e d . I went over to the Van Huys, and 
sure enough, Earl was dead. Well, I blamed the 
manager of the hotel, because he put two bellboys at 
dusting the elevator. He put the oldest boy to run 
the elevator, and he put Earl up on top to dust the 
elevator shaft. I have an idea what happened, but 
I can't be sure. All the time, those two boys were 
playing tricks on one another, as boys do. Earl was 
twelve years old, and the other fellow was about 
thirteen. Well, they were teaching each other what 
they could in Spanish. The elevator was a couple of 
feet below the level of the floor. 

Well, a Mrs. Butler wanted to go up on the 
elevator. The elevator boy that was managing it, 
said something in Spanish, and Earl leaned over to 
answer him back in Spanish. When he did that, he 
scared the boy who was running it. That's my idea 
of it. So, he started the elevator quick, you know, 
and it jumped and caught Earl between the top of 
the door and the elevator. Well, he couldn't stop 
it in time and it just mashed him. Killed him. 
That's the way Mrs. Butler told it. She saw it. 
She was the only eyewitness to it except the boy 
that run the elevator. 

Well, when it come to suing for the damages in 
court, the attorneys got to this boy, and they told 
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him to say that he couldn't remember. The attorney 
was [Charles] Lance, Mrs. Chapman's "brother-in-law. 
Well, Mrs. Butler said she saw it, and I could know 
that that's the way it happened, hut they told this 
hoy not to remember anything. 

Well, whenever Lance or any of them would ask 
him anything, he'd say, "I don't remember." 

"Well, how did it happen? What did you do?" 
"I don't remember." 
Well, he couldn't get anything else out of him 

from beginning to end. He was the only witness, and 
they couldn't find Mrs. Butler because this was 
about six months afterwards. She had gone, and we 
never could locate her. It was decided that it 
was an accident, a pure accident, but it wasn't. It 
was cold-blooded murder, that's all there "was to it. 
But they never got a thing out of it. Well, from 
that time on, Mrs. Chapman was a different woman. 
She was heartbroke. So that was the end of 
Mrs. Chapman with us. 

Soon after Earl's funeral was over, a doctor 
from the State of Washington by the name of Tate, 
came down to San Bernardino and got to looking 
around for a place to establish himself. He said 
he and his partner couldn't agree, and he'd sold out 
up there. 
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Veil, the fact of the matter was, his partner 
up there booted him out. They couldn't get along, 
and he wasn't square, so he booted him out. He was 
Canadian, and he was quite a mixer. He got acquainted 
with several of the prominent people there in San 
Bernardino, and he went into the First National Bank: 
there to deposit his money. The president and the 
vice-president of the bank: were great friends of mine— 
that was the First National Bank. J. V. Roberts 
and his son, Edward [Davis] Roberts. J. V. was 
president and Ed was vice-president. He got to 
bragging about what a wonderful place he had up at 
Hot Springs, Washington, and everything. 

So Ed Roberts says to him, "You interested in 
Hot Springs?" 

And he says, "Why, yes," he says, "I had the 
Hot Springs Hotel up at Hot Springs, Washington, and 
I sold out up there. This money,11 he says, "is what 
I sold out for." 

So he made a deposit which was ten thousand dollars. 
Well, old man Roberts and Ed says to him, "Why, 

we've got hot springs down here. They're wonders." 
He says, "If you want to go up and see them, I'll 
give you a letter to Sam Butler up there." 

He says, "All right." So he did. 
Ed Roberts says, in the letter, "Newcomer here. 
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Treat him nice." 
So when he come up, he handed me the letter and 

introduced himself. He had his wife with him, and 
so we took him around. Mrs. Butler fixed lunch for 
them, and I showed him around and what I had done 
there in "building the hot springs up. Everything 
went along very nice, very nice. He appeared to he 
a fine fellow. 

He says, "This place for sale?" 
I says, "Sure is." 
"How much do you want for it?" 
I says, "Well, you'll have to "talk to Mr. 

Chapman and Mr. Coulter ahout that part of it." I 
says, "I couldn't tell you how much they want for 
it or anything ahout it, hut I do know that it's 
valuable property." 

Well, he says, "That's what I want. If I can 
get a hold of it, I'll buy it." Then I began to 
show him around, and he says, "What are you doing 
here?" 

I says, "Raising chickens." I showed him 
around, the chickens and everything. Mrs. Tate was 
following around, and I says, "Well, do you want 
to go down and see some of the property down in the 
canyon?" 

He says, "Yes, I'd like to see it all." 
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So, I took him down, and I showed him the house 
down in the canyon and the Register and everything. 
He looked the Register all over. He says, "I'm 
looking to see if there's anyone from Washington." 

I says, "There's lots of them from Washington." 
I showed him several of the places. 

He said, "I had friends that come down from 
Portland, Oregon, hy the name of Sechtem. They 
were restaurant people up there." 

I showed him, and he says, "I know [Pred] 
Sechtem." 

And I says, "Well, he's a nice fellow." 
He said, "He sure is. He' s a fine man." 
So, we got to talking. Ee stayed in there 

quite a while ana looked around and found the names 
of some other people, hut they couldn't find anybody 
else they knew. 

So, I says, "Would you like to see the cemetery? 
And he says, "Yes, I want to see that too." 
So, I took him up and showed him the cemetery. 

It was fenced around with a wire fence to keep the 
stock from going in on it. Then we went on hack. 
Mrs. Butler fixed some sandwiches for them and they 
sat dovm under the shade out there in front of the 
bathhouse. They ate their sandwiches, and we talked 
along for a couple hours. Then they went away In 
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their buggy. 
Aimee says, "Well, I think they're very nice 

people." 
I says, "Tes, they seem to be very nice people. 
So, the nest day Mr. Roberts come up to take 

his bath, the old man, J. W„ Roberts. We got to 
talking about Tate, and he says, "Why he went to 
Los Angeles to see the Coulters about it." 

I says, "Wellj I gave him the address and every-
thing. " 

"I did the same thing," he says. 
Well, two or three days after that, Tate come 

up again. Very nice about it. The next few days, 
he began to go around the valley. I had the place 
closed with a fence down below. I had told Ed 
Roberts where the key was when he come, and if he 
wanted to come up, why they could find the key to 
get in. Well, he told this fellow Tate where the 
key was. Ed Roberts was a very dear friend of mine, 
a very close friend of mine, and they were very 
anxious to get the Arrowhead Springs re-established 
with a new hotel. We had to work and be friendly 
with one another, had to. It was forced upon us. 
Well, he told Tate how to get in, so he came up. 

Tate had gone over to Redlands the day after 
he'd been up to the Springs to get acquainted with 
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everybody he c o u l d in the valley. Tou know, he was 
a mixer. He went to the livery stable man over there, 
and the livery stable man knew that the place was 
closed to the public because it was dangerous for 
them to come up there. So he had gone over there 
and had told the stable man he was going to buy 
Arrowhead Hot Springs. He says, nI want to take 
people up there to see it—take them up on a picnic. " 

He was encouraging him to get trade in. This 
fellow, had a very large tallyho. I happened to be 
in Los Angeles on the day that the tallyho man come 
up there. I'd gone down to see Mr. Chapman and Mr. 
Coulter ahout what Tate was doing. They said he had 
been in to see them, and they'd made him a price, 
don't you see. But he had gone over-and told these 
fellows he was going to buy the place and build a 
new hotel there, so they were perfectly willing to go 
up there, you know. So this fellow took this big 
tallyho of people (I guess there was probably 
twenty people on it), and they brought them up to 
the Arrowhead Hot Springs. 

Mrs. Butler was there, and she said, "How did 
you get in here?" 

They said, "Why, through the gate." 
She says, "It's locked." 
"Well, I got the key." 



She says, "That's strange." 
"Why, Mr. Tate told as to come ap here. He 

hoaght this place. He's coming ap here to "build, and 
he invited us up here." 

She said, "That is strange. We have no word 
that the place has been sold." 

They went on and had their picnic, and Mrs. 
Butler didn't say anything more to them, but when I 
come home that night, she told me about it. I didn't 
like it the least bit—the way they had treated her 
with perfect contempt, you know. I didn't like it 
at all. 

So, I waited a few days later and another 
tallyho come up. I met them on top of the hill there 
out of Huckleberry Canyon. I stopped them. 

I says, "How did you get in here? How did you 
get a key?" 

Then he told me they were the same people that 
had been there before. Mr. Tate had given them the 
privilege to come. 

Well, I says, "Mr. Tate doesn't own this property, 
and he has nothing to say about it." 

He said, "Is that so?" 
I said, "He's figuring on getting, but he 

hasn't got it. He doesn't own it." I said, "He's 
a fourflusher." 
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"Well," the man says, "Can we stay here for the 
day?" 

I said, "Yes, as long as you're up here, make 
yourself comfortable, hut don't go down into the canyon 
it's too dangerous to drive down there with this." 

He says, "I know that. I didn't drive down before 
They had their picnic there. 
Meanwhile, Tate's partner had come down and got 

into contact with Tate and they had formed a company 
in San Bernardino. All the principal people down 
there in San Bernardino took stock in the company. 
The Roberts and [S. P.] Zombro, the president of the 
Parmer's Exchange Bank there in San Bernardino. All 
the principal people there had bought stock. Tate 
put in his ten thousand, which was the smallest 
share of the whole bunch, but they put him in as 
the manager in the company, you know. So they had 
formed a company, and then it was going around all 
over the valley and down to Riverside«, They engaged 
the man that built the Riverside Hotel to build the 
new hotel. Mr. Chapman and Mr. Coulter hadn't said 
anything to me about it, so I went down to Los 
Angeles to find out about it. 

Meanwhile, Mr. Chapman had sent his oldest son, 
Scott Chapman, up to see me and tell me that it was 
in escrow, but that he still didn't have the papers. 
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When he got to San Bernardino, Tate met Scott 
Chapman at the depot. Scott Chapman told him that 
he was going up to see me at the Arrowhead Hot Springs 
and that he was the representative of his father and 
Mr. Coulter. 

He says, "Well, I'll take you up there." 
Scott said, "Very fine." 
Well, on the way up, Tate says to Mr. Chapman, 

"Say, you got any change with you?" 
Mr. Chapman says, "Tes, what do you want with it? 
Well, he said, "I love those two children that's 

up there very much. Will you loan me two dollars 
till I get hack?" 

Mr. Chapman gave him the two dollars. That was 
for tlay Belle and Lamar. When they got to the top 
of the hill, my wife and Lucy and May Belle was there. 

Scott Chapman jumped out and run over and he 
says, "Why, how do you do?" 

Tate was thunderstruck to see that Mr. Chapman 
was acquainted with them, you know. When I got 
hack into Los Angeles, Mr. Chapman told me that he'd 
sent'jScott up there, so I took the next train hack 
to San Bernardino. I got into San Bernardino very 
late, ahout five o'clock. When I got up to Arrow-
head, Mr. Chapman was there. Then he explained to 
me how it was. 
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I said, "That's all right. That explains 
everything. " 

So, the next day I took Mr. Chapman down to 
the depot. I got hack early. 

Then, Tate come up and he says, "Butler, I'll 
give you just twenty-four hours to get off this 
place." 

That's what he says. 
I turned around to him and I says, "Tou nor 

nobody else can order me off of this place." I 
says, "What right have you to do it?-' Tou don't own 
this property. Tou're only a stockholder." 
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CHAPTER 711 
LAMAHDA PARK 

Dixon: Then after 70a left Arrowhead you came to Lamanda 
Park? 

Butler: Yes, there was a new "beginning in Southern California 
in the early nineties, especially in Pasadena- It 
was changed entirely from what it was. A new class 
of people came into Southern California. C. P. 
Huntington that owned the Southern Pacific Railroad 
passed on, and he left all of his holdings and 
everything in charge of his nephew, HCenry] E. 
Huntington. He came into Southern California to 
investigate the system. The first thing he did was 
to come into Pasadena to the Raymond Hotel where his 
headquarters were, and he saw the benefit and the 
opportunities of multiplying and increasing his 
holdings. So, he immediately bought Oak Knoll and 
started a hotel, and he named it the Huntington Hotel„ 

Then, the first big deal he made was to buy 
out Shorb at San Bernardino. Then, he bought the 
Rose Ranch, the Sunny Slope Ranch, and he bought 
every piece of property that he could buy from Los 
Angeles to Sierra Hadre. "We had a streetcar in 
Pasadena that was drawn by mules, and he bought out 
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that system and established an electric system. 
The first route of the Pacific Electric Railroad 
was down Eair Oaks Avenue to South Pasadena and from 
there on over to Garvanza into Los Angeles. It was 
a single-track road, and it really followed the 
Santa Ee Railroad—paralleled it into Los Angeles. 
Well, it was a single track and the small cars ran 
in from Pasadena to Los Angeles. He huilt his line 
out to Lamanda Park here, and it ended between Rose 
Avenue, which is now San Gabriel Boulevard, and 
Sunny Slope Avenue. Daisy Avenue was the end of the 
electric railroad. 

Then he began to build a line to Sierra Kadre. 
Ee had to buy a right-of-way, and he bought a hundred 
and twenty feet right-of-way from Sierra Madre down 
to Huntington Drive. Then he made a double line of 
streetcars, electric line, into Oneida Park. He 
named that Oneida Park, on South Eair Oaks Avenue. 
There he joined the original electric line at Oneida 
Park and on from there to Deauville into Los Angeles. 
He made it a double track all the way down Eair Oaks 
Avenue and out Colorado Street at the same time. 

Then the war between Spain and Cuba broke out, 
and the United States took the part of the Cubans. 
All the young folks eligible for army duty had to go 
to war, and after the war was over, all those young 
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people came "back. When they returned, why they "began 
to come in "by the thousands from all over the United 
States. The Jordans and all those young fellows 
came out and settled here in Lamanda Park, you see. 

But Huntington, meanwhile, had employed a man 
by the name of Archie Smith—an old schoolmate of 
mine—to he his superintendent here. Then he went 
hack for his first trip to Boston. That was where 
Phillips came from. Well, he brought an army of 
these young soldiers from Boston, and they scattered 
around and many of them settled here in Pasadena 
and Alhambra ana around in this locality. 

Well, each of them had to have a home, you know. 
Then there was a selling spree started in. Pasadena 
then began to expand, and it more than doubled. 
Buildings began to start, and the church we had here 
moved out west. It still stands down here. All 
other buildings began to increase, and the majority 
of the people was strangers to us. 

Well, when I came in from Arrowhead Hot Springs, 
came down here and settled in Lamanda Park, the 
first thing I did after we got located in our home 
here on Colorado Boulevard, why I began to look for 
a place to make my home. So, I got a man by the 
name of Culver and his brother who ran a real estate 
office here in Lamanda Park. 
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He said, "Well, I've got several pieces of 
property. How much do you want?" 

I said, "Well, I can't tell you that, hut I can' 
have anything less than five acres." 

So he found out that Mrs. Stewart (her husband 
was the head of the Union Oil Company) lived on 
South Orange Grove Avenue, Pasadena. At that time 
when I came down, her husband came out and bought 
five acres of land on Rose Avenue, just below 
California Street. She sold her home over there on 
Orange Grove Avenue and moved here where they lived 
until they died. She and her husband are both gone 
now. That was just sixty years ago. Then he got 
in touch with Mrs. Stewart, and I went down to look 
at the place. I leased that five acres because she 
wouldn't sell it at that time. Then, they were 
still living over in Pasadena in her home on South 
Orange Grove Avenue. 

Well, I took a two-year lease on it. Meanwhile, 
I got in touch with Culver and his brother again. 
After I had leased this place, I asked him to locate 
five acres more here in Lamanda Park. So, he ran 
across Mr. £L. J.] Rose who owned twenty-eight 
hundred acres joining the Chapman Ranch. The east 
line was Lamanda Park on Blanche Street. So, he 
located that, and we went down and looked at it. I 



liked it very much because it was my old hunting 
ground when I was a boy. Quails and rabbits and 
things like that were in there. There were chaparral 
and sycamore trees in there because it was un-
developed . 

Eose had a friend, I never knew who it was, but 
he said to me, "If you want to, I can arrange to 
get this other ten acres." 

I said, "Well, all right. Do it." 
So, Eose goes to work and buys the ten acres, 

and then he comes back to the real estate agent and 
told him he was ready to sell the ten acres. So, I 
asked Culver what it was worth, and he and Eose got 
together and set a price on it. It was a hundred 
and twenty-five dollars an acre. So I closed the 
deal right away. I bought the fifteen acres and 
then started to develop it. I had to clean it off, 
clear it off. 

Meanwhile, things was beginning to develop 
around here very fast. The World's Eair was to be 
held in Portland, Oregon, and I was then a poultry 
judge. I got a notice from the Los Angeles Poultry 
Association, which I was connected with, that I 
was selected as one of the judges of the Portland, 
Oregon, show. 

Meanwhile, the head of the Union Pacific 
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Eailroad Company, a very shrewd young man, approached 
me at the poultry show in the "̂ os Angeles in the old 
Hippodrome Building. We had our show right across 
from what was then known as the Van Nuys Hotel on 
Fourth Street. The Hippodrome was on Fourth and 
Main right across from it. So, when I had my 
exhibit in there, I had a great many of my choice 
hirds on exhibit. I had one very nice hen, a barred 
Plymouth Rock, and it had won. I wTas one of the 
judges and I couldn't judge, of course, my own birds. 
Judge Tyler from Pasadena was the judge of the 
Plymouth Rock class, the American class, and I was 
the judge for the Asiatic class. I couldn't handle 
any of the barred White and Plymouth Rocks. So, I 
had won every prize of the barred Plymouth Rock 
and White Plymouth Rock in the show, which I had been 
doing all the time all over the country. 

When I won, the manager of the Union Pacific 
Railroad come up to me and says, "I admire those 
chickens very much." He says, "What will you take 
for that pen as it stands?" 

I says, "No tellin'c Do you want to buy it?" 
He says, "If it's for sale, I'll buy it." 
I says, "Well, I want five hundred dollars for it. 
He immediately bought it, and I says, "The way 

they're mated up isn't right. It won't do to use 
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them for breeding." 
He says, "How is that?" 
I said, "Tou see what I've got there won't 

reproduce." I ssys, "As long as you have bought 
them and paid for them, I'll make you a present of 
the male that goes with these pullets. " 

So, he got six chickens instead of five. I 
got to thinking about it and I says, "Now, by the 
way, this male bird you got in the pen, if you have 
no use for him, will you sell him back to me or do 
you want to keep him?" 

He says, "I want to keep that bird." He says, 
"That's the reason why I bought the pen." 

So I says, "Yery well, I'll make you a present 
of two hens." 

He was a young cockerel. I says, "I'll make 
you a present of two hens, so you'll have two 
breeding pens." 

So I made him a present, and he had seven 
chickens. Well, when the show was ended, he kept 
coming out to see us. Then he bought another pen 
of chickens to start breeding barred Plymouth Pocks. 

When he selected them, he says, "What do you 
want for them?" 

I said, "I'll tell you what I'll do. If you'll 
give me two passes from here to Portland, Oregon, 
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for myself and my wife, I'll let you take these 
chickens." 

He says, "That's okay." So he says, "Come 
into the office tomorrow." 

So, I went in the nest day, and he had got the 
two passes from Los Angeles to Portland, Oregon, 
and hack for my wife and myself. So, therefore, 
when the time come for the Portland show, which 
was called the Lewis and Clark Exposition, we had 
passes. That was my first trip out of the State of 
California since I had come into it. Then I asked 
Judge Tyler if he wanted to go up to San Erancisco. 
He'd never "been up to San Erancisco. I says, "If 
you want to go up to San Erancisco, you can go up 
on the same train as me and Mrs. Butler." 

I had relatives in San Erancisco, so he says, 
"Well, I'd be glad to do that." 

So, he joined us when we left Los Angeles and 
went to San Erancisco. We crossed the Bay from 
Oakland and I went to see my cousins. My wife and 
I were going to stay with my cousins out on Scott 
Street in San Erancisco, but when we got out there 
they were away on their vacation. He was the 
collector for the London and Paris branches of the 
American Bank of San Erancisco. Well, they were 
away on their vacation and there was nobody home, 



215-

so we went "back to the Mann Hotel, right across from 
the Palace Hotel. Ve stayed until the next morning 
and took the train for Portland, Oregon. 

There in Oakland I met my friend and his wife, 
and we went on to Portland, Oregon. When we got on 
the train there at Oakland our seats was in the same 
car with the friend Holherg. He and his wife was from 
Eedlands. So we had the company of our friends from 
Eedlands all the way to Portland. 

When we got to Portland, it was raining very 
hard. Some people by the name of Sechtem run a 
restaurant in Portland called the Quell—a German 
name which means "spring." They used to come to 
Arrowhead Hot Springs, so I took these friends of 
ours from Eedlands immediately over to the restaurant. 
We were looking for a place to stay and I found out 
where they were located. I made them acquainted 
"with Sechtem, and he was so surprised to see us. 
Eis wife and he had lived with us at Eot Springs 
when he was down on his vacation. She died and he 
had married again to another woman. We didn't know 
her, but he took us over and introduced us to his 
new wife. We were very much surprised to hear his 
first wife had died the year before. 

I said, "Sechtem, where can we get a good 
place to stay? We're going to be here until the 
show is over." 
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He says, "I'll tell you, I do not know." He 
says, "Everything is taken up." But he says, "I can 
take care of two of you, hut I can't take care of 
any more for one night." He says, "My nieces are 
out of town and won't he hack until tomorrow and you 
can occupy that room until they get hack." 

So, we looked around and looked around to find 
a place for my friends to stay. Finally, we located 
a place up in the attic of a private home. They 
had two rooms up in the attic that they would let 
us have, so instead of going hack to Sechtems, we 
took the two rooms and stayed there together all 
during the fair, which was ahout a week. 

Every day we was up there, it was raining. 
But Mrs. Butler had written a letter to Mrs. Chapman 
and Dr. Chapman who was then living in Spokane, 
Washington. She notified them that we would he in 
Portland, Oregon, during the fair. She hadn't seen 
them for two years, so we got a telegram from lies. 
Chapman that she would meet us in Portland, Oregon. 
So, we went down that night after we left the show 
and went to the station. It was crowded with 
people, you know, and Mrs. Chapman had got there 
ahout an hour before we got there. She was in this 
waiting room, and we were looking all around through 
the people to locate her. I went up to the station 
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agent and asked what time the Spokane train would 
get in. 

"Veil," he said, "it's been in an hour." 
Well, we began to looking around to see if we 

could find Etta. 
While we was looking around, why she got up off 

one of the seats and walked over to us and she said, 
"Have I changed?" I looked around and Aimee looked 
around and that was it. Veil, she really didn't 
look different to us. She had lost a son, you know, 
and that made the difference. Veil, then she 
wanted to know where she was going to stay and if 
I'd got her rooms for her. 

I said, "Yes, we have. We have rooms for you." 
So, we went back to this place wThere we were, 

and we arranged with the people to let Mrs. Chapman 
come in and occupy a room downstairs. So they made 
arrangements for her. 

Veil, my time was limited so my friends from 
Eedlands (his father was the president of the bank 
over there at that time) and Mrs. Chapman and Mrs. 
Butler, they just went off to themselves. I excused 
myself and told them I had to stay on account of 
being one of the judges of the show. The show 
lasted a week. Ve got through judging, and my 
obligations was finished. 
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The show was in the State Building, a very high 
building there. I think it was ahout a five-story 
building, kind of a big dome. All of the Oriental 
displays were below where we were at that time. We 
had gone to the top of the building where there was 
a veranda made around the dome so that we could look 
down at the exhibits below. One great big dome, you 
know. That was the State Building at the show. 
Down below, the exhibits of apples and fruits and 
vegetables and everything from Washington and Oregon 
ana all of the country were exhibited there at the 
Worlds Pair. Well, there was some apples there, big 
apples, that get as big as four and five pounds. 

Well, my friend's wife was taken with those 
apples, so I said "Would you like one?" 

She said, "Sure, I would like one to take home 
i; 

to my father.-
I said, "All right." 
I bought one for myself and one for she. 
She said, "What are we going to do with these 

apples?" 
I said, "Well, we'll have to keep them right 

along with us." 
So then, we worked our way around until we got 

to the top. When we got to the top there, we were 
looking down directly on the Japanese exhibit. JMy 
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friend was going to say something to his wife, and 
he turned around to her, and as he turned around, 
he dropped that apple. He let that apple go, and it 
went right down into the Japanese exhibit. [laughter] 
Of course, we had to go down and apologize and make 
friends with the Jap. He was mad ahout it. 

Well, anyhow, she was heartbroken. So, I goes 
over to the place where they'd bought the apples 
before and brought her another one. I brought it 
back, and meanwhile, this fellqw paid for the 
damage that he had dons by dropping the apple. Then 
we started back up the stairway to get up to the 
balcony, but she wouldn't go up, so we didn't go up 
again. 

Then, when we was looking around at other 
exhibits, Mrs. Chapman and Mmee came in, so we 
all got together again. Well, that night, my time 
had finished with the show. I had put out my ribbons 
and awards and everything, and turned it in to the 
secretary. 

I said, "Aimee, we must catch the night train." 
So, we left Mrs. Chapman and turned her over 

to my friends. We left there, and when we got down 
to San Francisco again, we stayed with my cousins 
because they were back from their vacation. Mrs. 
Butler had some friends living out close to Stockton 
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and she wanted to visit them. She hadn't seen 
them for s good many years. She lived with them 
down at Stanford University, and they were very good 
friends of Aimee's. We stayed in San Erancisco two 
days, I helieve, and I took Aimee over to the 
Oakland Knoll, and she got into the train and went 
on up to Stockton. I went hack to San Francisco and 
waited until afternoon, and I came on home. 

We'd sent the children hack to San Bernardino 
to stay with their grandmother and grandfather while 
we were away, so when I got hack home, Mable, my 
wife's sister, brought the children over home to me. 
Then, the next day. Mrs. Butler come hack home. 
That was the end of the trip up there. 

After we got through with this trip, the mayor 
of Monrovia, Arthur Little, came over to see me here 
in Lamanda Park. 

Ee said he'd heen to the show in Los Angeles, 
and he says, "I want to buy SOUBwhite Plymouth 
Eocks from you." 

I said, "Very well." 
I took him out and was looking them over, and 

I said, "Here is the champion of the shows in Oakland 
and Los Angeles and San Diego. She's the high-
scoring white Plymouth Eock in the state, and If you 
want she and her flock here, well, I'll let you 
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have them." 
So he looked them all over, and he says, "How 

much do you want for all your white Rocks?" He says, 
"If I'm going into the white Rock business I want 
all of them." 

So, I made him a price and he bought all the 
white Rocks I had. He moved them over to Monrovia, 
and then had me come over there and mate the pens 
up as they should be mated up. 

So, I went over, and while I was doing that, 
I met a young man that lived over there with him by 
the name of McCullough. His father was a seed 
merchant in Philadelphia. McCullough was beginning 
to get interested in chickens also. They kept coming 
over to see me quite often when I was living there 
at Lamanda Park. 

Meanwhile, I had cleared the property over and 
built a house to live in. We had moved from where 
we were in Lamanda Park over to our own property. 
I had no well yet, no wTater, but I'd built a house.. 
I'd moved my chickens over there because I had to 
get away from Lamanda Parke Mrs. Stewart had sold 
the property to Mr. and Mrs. Atkinson. She was a 
wonderful woman, and the old gentleman was a very 
nice man. He owned a lumberyard up in Montana, but 
he wasn't down here very long. Anyhow, I had moved 
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my chickens over and "built this house on our own 
property. We'd get water and haul it over in a 
wagon in barrels. 

Well, it went on for a year that way. I really 
didn't have any place to take care of my chickens 
proper. But they had another show the following 
year in Los Angeles. Again, this was down on South 
Broadway. While I was down there, Mc Cull o ugh, who 
had bought several chickens from me, entered them 
in the show. Anothe r friend of mine who bought a 
great many chicken eggs from me and had hatched 
chickens asked me to come down and select out his 
show birds. He lived down in what is now called 
El Segundo. 

I went down and selected out his birds, and I 
says, "Inow, I won't show this year. I've got to 
judge in the show, but I won't show any birds at 
all. You put in some birds and show, and I'll get 
KcCullough to show his best ones also. Little will 
be showing my strain of white Plymouth Eocks also, 
so I can't judge either the Plymouth Eocks, white 
or barred." 

When the show was over, Little and Charlie 
Smith, who lived down there had won the top awards 
in both the white Eocks and barred Eocks class— 
won the cups and the money. A friend of McCullough 
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come in, and lie won second or third for one of the 
male "birds. That's all he had. Smith had won five 
prizes in three classes—the old and the young classes, 
single and pens and so forth. He'd won the top ones 
of the class. Little won the top class, too. 

McCullough came to me, and he says, "Butler, 
I want you to tell me where I can get some chickens." 
He says, "I've got to have better chickens. I'm 
going to stay in the poultry business, and I've got 
to have better chickens." 

"Tou can't get any better," I says. "Tou only 
had one class in here and so did Smith. He had better 
chickens in here, but they're in the same class as 
yours." 

He says, "Well, where can I get better ones?" 
I says, "Tou can't get them anywhere that I 

know of in the United States. I don't believe there 
are any bettero" 

Ee says, "Well, I've got to look around." 
I said, "I'll tell you what I'll do with you. 

If you buy all I've got, I'll mate them up for you, 
and I'll go out of the poultry business and turn all 
my customers over to you." 

So, he turned around, and he says, "What'11 
you take for it?" 

I told him, and he wrote me out a check. So, 
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he bought me out entirely. 
That ended my poultry business altogether. I 

was glad to get out of it for this reason. There 
was so many people in the Los Angeles Poultry 
Association and they was so antagonistic against 
one another that every one of them; would come to me 
to mate up their chickens for them and select their 
best chickens. Well, I couldn't please all of them. 
I couldn't do it, so I just resigned from the 
poultry industry entirely. I recommended who they 
could go to, and I got out of it. 

I did some judging though. The next show was 
held at Eanford, California, up here in the San 
Joaquin Valley. The head of the poultry association 
up there in Hanford and another judge who lived up 
in Presno wrote down to me. I "was elected to be 
the judge of the American class of Plymouth PLOcks 
of the poultry in the Hanford show because I wasn't 
in the poultry breeding business any more. I got 
in touch -with McCullough and Little and Smith and 
some others and told them that there was a show up 
in Hanford. I told them to exhibit and they did. 

Well, when I got up there to judge the American 
class, Smith, McCullough and Little was represented 
there. I went through it, and they won the top awards. 
They had some very nice birds there. McCullough 
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again, come out second best against Smith. Smith 
had put in these wonderful birds, and they just 
couldn't be beaten in that class at all. Anyhow, 
I had to give McCullough second prize which he was 
entitled to. The other bird was only two points 
better, so I give Smith first on single birds except 
the one male. On the old birds, I gave McCullough 
first prize. Well, he was worth the award all right. 
When they got back home, they both came over and 
congratulated me for what I'd done. 

Then the magazine, of course, put pictures of 
all the birds and the judges and everything in it 
and so forth. I had quite a write-up in it. That was 
the last time I judged a show, because I run into 
too much with my friends." I couldn't please all of 
them for the simple reason that I did give the right 
bird an award. If I didn't, why this ore that had 
bought my birds began to say I was prejudiced against 
the other fellow. So, I quit the poultry business, 
ana I was entirely out of the poultry business, 

s. Palmer: Tell about Rose and the laying out. . . 
Butler: That's what I was going to come back to» Vhen I 

come back, Mrs. Atkinson had come in and bought this 
property. She was getting water from the city, so 
Mr. Atkinson asked me if I'd drill a well. 

I said, "I'm not in well drilling any more, Mr. 
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Atkinson, "but I can get you a man that can drill the 
well." 

He says, "All right." 
So, I went over to my brother, brought him down 

and introduced him to Mr. Atkinson, and he agreed 
to drill a well. So, Jack went to work the next 
morning. He put down a well there, and when he got 
the well put down, Mr. Atkinson came to me and 
asked if I could put in a pumping plant. At that 
time, all the wells had stopped _ flowing in the 
valley, except one. The water had receded down to 
about seventy or eighty feet, and they had to have 
these wells put down, so it was pumped by gasoline 
engines. I had put down my well and put in a 
gasoline engine to pump the water, and it was a 
wonderful well. 

So, when the Atkinson well was finished, I had 
to put in the pumping plant and the tank. I got a 
crew of men together and went io Los Angeles, got 
in touch with the man that had sold me my engine 
out there and contracted for an engine and a pumping 
plant, "we put it in for lies. Atkinson. She had to 
have water in the upper floor, because the bathroom 
was upstairs. So I built towers and tanks high 
enough to get the pressure. I had to build the tank 
and tank house. I put a five-thousand-gallon tank 
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forty feet up in the air. Well, it was a job. 
Meanwhile, a fellow from Arizona came in by the 

name of France. He saw me building the tank for 
Mrs. Atkinson and wanted me to put in one for him. 
He'd bought ten acres just south of Grant Street on 
San Pasqual Street. He says, "I want a well and a 
tank put up down there." So, I got my brother to go 
down and drill a well for him, and I took my crew 
and built him a tank exactly the same as Mrs. 
Atkinson's. Got that done and another man by the 
name of Sogers come in and bought out Wilkinson 
down on San Pasqual Street. Ee was a banker. 

So, he come to me and says, "Mr. Butler, I 
bought the Wilkinson property over here and the tank 
house is not where I want it." Ee said, "Can I get 
you to move it?" 

I went over and looked at it. Well, it was a 
five-thousand-gallon tank. It was up twenty-four 
feet. 

Ee says, "I've got to have a well because I 
want the well in a different place from where this 
one is." 

I looked it over and looked it over, and I 
says, "That'll be some job." 

"Well," he says, "I'll leave it up to you, but 
go ahead and move it." 
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So, I got my crew, and Jack and I jacked the tank 
house and tank up. I had to make a very high double 
derrick, twenty-four feet across. I had to build 
two derricks to raise this tank, because it weighed 
hbout four or five ton. With the two derricks and 
so forth, we worked ahout a week. linally, we got 
it raised up off its old foundation. I put it on 
rollers and moved that tank and house down to where 
he wanted it. I put it onto a new foundation and 
got that established. 

Then Jack went to work to drill the well. He 
drilled the well. Then Mr. Rogers wanted a pump put 
in, so, I went into Los Angeles. I saw Stern, the 
pump man, and he come out and got that all established. 
Mr. Rogers then paid the bill all the way around; it 
was quite a bill he paid. Ee thought it was cheap 
and that I hadn't charged him enough for it, but 
anyhow he paid off. 

Then that winter he come down to me and says, 
"Butler, my tank has sprung a leak." That was the 
old wooden tank that was up there."I want you to 
come up and see what it was." 

So, I went down and looked inside of it and 
come out and told Mr. Rogers, "I'm sorry to tell you, 
but the tank is gone. It won't hold. It can't be 
repaired." 
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"Well, what shall we do?" 
I said, "Well, you'll have to get a new tank." 
"What kind of a tank shall I put in?" 
I said, "Well, get a nice tank and then you 

won't have any more trouble." 
So, we went over here to Deauville to see the 

people over there. He had a new tank made, 
vrs. Palmer: Tell ahout Rose. 

Butler: He's the one that subdivided this property here in 
Lamanda Park. He laid out all of the streets. The 
first one, he called Rose Avenue. It went straight 
up to what was the Santa Pe Railroad Building. That 
was the end of Rose Avenue. Well, from Rose Avenue 
all streets went north. The first one was called 
Daisy Avenue which is there now. The next one was 
named Sunny Slope Avenue. That was put through on 
the west side of the Rose Avenue. It was all laid 
out in ten-acre blocks, and there were no streets 
south of Colorado Street. That run east and west 
of Rose Avenue at that time. 

On the corner of Colorado Street and Rose 
Avenue, there was a ten-acre block, and a man by 
the name of Ross came in and bought that from the 
Rose people and donated it to the county. The 
state designated that the ten acres should be for 
a school and it should always be for school purposes. 
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That was the first schoolhouse then in Lamanda Park 
of any consequence. It was huilt there where the 
shopping center is now, hut they had no right of 
changing it. It was known as the Ross School. 

The next street south was Branch Street. There 
was no street between Colorado Street and Branch 
Street at that time. The one below that was 
California Street, which was not laid through there 
at that time. The Stewarts had built their home 
down on Rose Avenue. I can't call the name of the 
street now, but later a man by the name of Butler, 
same as my name, came in and bought ten acres just 
north of Branch Street. It went up to the school 
property. Ee put a street through and called it 
Morningside. That's the first street below Colorado 
Street, and it still stands there now. Over on 
Colorado Street and Sierra Madre Street, Butler 
huilt a bowling alley, and that was a great building 
around Lamanda Park at that time. It was one of the 
largest buildings. 

Well, all these people in there that bought 
this property began to subdivide. I owned two lots 
and they reached clear through from Rose Avenue 
over to Daisy Avenue. They were very large lots, 
and I intended to build on it, but I didn't. Then 
all the big lots, five-acre and ten-acre lots were 
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"being subdivided right away and begin to fill up 
very fast. New people come in after the war and began 
to change the face of this property. 

Ers. Palmer: Tell her about Rose and how he named all the streets 
gfter the daughters. 

Butler: Well, he named the first street below the railroad, 
Railroad Street. Then, the next one after that he 
named after his oldest daughter, Nina. There was 
another one in there that they called Anna Street. 
They call it a different name now. West of Rose 
Avenue, the streets were all named after his daughters. 
He had four sons by the name of Harry, Lee, Guy, and 
Roy, but he never named any of the streets after his 
boys. Blanche Street was named after one of the 
girls. My property went down from Green Street to 
Blanche Street—fifteen and a quarter acres there on 
the west side. 

Then Mr. Rose built his home and sold the ranch 
to an English syndicate. He sold his ranch to an 
English syndicate for around a million five hundred 
thousand dollars. Well, that took all of Duarte 
Road south to the Southern Pacific Railroad. He 
had a vineyard in there that was just a mile square. 
There were two roads to Santa Anita. 

Later, I read in the paper about the old man. 
He'd lost everything he had. Ee was quite an old 
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man, and I guess he was close to ninety. He huilt 
a beautiful home in Los Angeles, and he'd gone to 
the bank after he'd built up Rosemead. Something 
happened that he had to get some more money, and he 
failed. He went to Hellman to get the money. Hell-
man refused the money, said he couldn't let him have 
any more. He'd borrowed and borrowed and borrowed 
till he was in debt to Hellman about two hundred 
and fifty thousand dollars. 

That night or a few nights afterward, he wrote 
a letter to his wife and says, "When you get this 
and read it, come out Into the back yard." 

She come into the room, saw the note on the 
table, read it and went out into the hack yard. When 
she went out, she run up against the old man's body. 
He'd killed himself. So that was the end of Rose. 

Lee Rose, one of the hoys, had gone away, but 
Harry Rose went to his mother and they both went 
down to see Hellman. They knew that he had a 
mortgage on the property. 

He said to Mrs. Rose, "It's heartbreaking to 
me. I'm very sorry about it." 

He says, "You come in to the bank tomorrow, 
and we'll settle up things." So, he told her about 
how Mr. Rose had come in to get more money, and he 
couldn't let him have it. He says, "How, Mrs. Rose, 



I'll square up with you.' He handed her a check for 
fifty thousand dollars. 

They'd foreclosed the mortgage, and Hellman 
had become owner of all Eosemead, which is several 
hundred acres of ground.. All that property changed 
hands from Hose's to Hellman's. 

That was the end of the Eose hoys, hut, in 
early days, the hoys were great sportmen and hunters. 
The dividing line between Chapman and Eose was the 
property father had leased. Father had put up a 
fence on the line because Eose had put in five acres 
(that was where Euntington Drive is now) for his 
Mexican settlement—his hands and his workers. There 
were about twenty different families there. Father 
had built this fence on the line to keep the Mexicans 
out from the nursery. 

Late one afternoon, Guy, Lee, and Earry were 
going hunting. They'd come over to get me and my 
brother to go hunting with them, and that was about 
four o'clock in the afternoon. We were going to 
hunt quail on the Chapman ranch, so they went to 
go through the fence. Earry was in the lead carrying 
his gun. Guy was back of him just a short distance. 
When he went to go through the fence, his gun hit 
the fence and discharged. A charge of shot hit Guy 
right in the face—right in the lower part of the 
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chin. It just "blew all that side of his face off. 
He was the same age as I was. Well, I saw what 
happened, and I run in and told my mother ahout it. 

She says, "Well, don't go over there, don't go 
over there." 

The two older hoys, Harry and Lee, picked up 
Guy to carry him home. They thought he was dead. 
When they got him home, Mr. and Mrs. Eose wasn't 
there. The closest doctor was in San Gahriel and 
they had to go for the doctor. When the doctor 
come hack, the hoy had come hack to life. The doctor 
went to work on the face and he saved the hoy's life— 
fixed him up and saved the hoy's life. 

Eor years afterwards, the shot was still work-
ing out of his neck, would come out on the side of 
his face. Well, he was a bright boy and an artist. 
When he graduated from school, he wanted to continue 
on his painting and so forth. So his father sent 
him to Paris, Erance. He went back to Paris, Erance, 
and studied under some famous artist hack there. 
While he was back there, he got married to a Erench 
woman. It was after I had gone to Arrowhead Eot 
Springs and come hack and had built my place here 
that he came back to Pasadena and started painting 
over here in Pasadena. I went over to see him one 
time, and then he introduced ns to his wife. He let 
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know, and he had a wonderful heard that come way 
down to his chest. He looked very good. 

Veil, sir, that poor fellow.' was so taken, so 
surprised to see me. Ee never expected any of us 
to come to see him, you know. It was Monday or 
Tuesday, and I went over to Pasadena out on Pair 
Oaks Avenue to his apartment there. Ee was so 
excited and so glad to see me that he just had a 
stroke. Ve went to call the doctor in, and we took 
care of him. Ee lived ahout a week. I met his 
wife afterwards, and she told me how he'd passed on. 
So that was the end of the artist Eose. 

Then Harry took charge of his mother's interests. 
She had several pieces of property besides what his 
father had mortgaged, and he settled it up. Then 
Earry went blind. Ee got married, and he went blind. 
They was living down in Alhambra, he and his wife. 
I think she started a drygoods store there on Main 
Street in Alhambra. She took care of Earry until he 
passed on. 

Palmer: You were going to tell about how they tried to 
change the name of lamanda Park. 

Sutler: Oh yes, the Aliens did that. That was the last I 
had the dealings with the Eoses. They were wonderful 
people. Ee had laid out this place and named it 
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Lamanda, after his wife. That was his wife's name, 
and that's how it was named Lamanda. Well, the Aliens 
came out here and bought out Dr. Edwards, those four 
hoys and two girls, the Englishman, and the others. 
The older hoys got interested in Los Angeles and 
the business, but the younger boy stayed with his 
mother. They wanted to change the name of Lamanda 
Park. When old man Allen died, they named Allen 
Avenue. It went straight north up to the Allen home. 
That's how Allen Avenue got started. 

Well, when the town began to grow and expand, 
Harm, an attorney, came out and bought twenty acres 
here above Villa Street. He was a very enthusiastic 
man, and we joined an association here to improve 
Lamanda Park. We had Hahn as chairman of the society. 
This young Allen got out a petition and went around 
to all the people from Hill Avenue out to Lamanda 
Park to sign this petition to change the name from 
Lamanda Park to Allen Park. They had named Allen 
Street and so forth and they wanted for the sake of 
their father to have Lamanda Park, a horrible name, 
changed to Allen Park, and they'd donate so much money. 

Well, that made me mad. So, we were holding a 
meeting in our church here in Lamanda Park at that 
time, and Hahn was chairman. This young Allen got 
up and read his petition. Then he began to read the 
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signatures that were on it to change it from Lamanda 
Park, a horrible name, to Allen Park. Well, when he 
got to reading it, I was sitting with several of my 
friends in the hack of the church. I got uj> and I 
told them what I thought of them in plain words and 
the meeting was adjourned. 

When he went out, he got up and he says, "We'll 
see ahout that. We'll see that this will he called 
East Pasadena." He says, "If it can't he named 
Allen Park, it'll he called East Pasadena." 

Well, Pasadena city limits then was Hill Avenue. 
So, we stopped the controversy over changing the 
name to Allen Park. On the corner of Hill Avenue 
and Colorado Street, there was twenty acres in there 
called Rose Farm. 

Well, they got into building a high school for 
Pasadena^ so Franz came to me and says, "Tou know all 
about this place. How would this Rose place be for 
a high school?" 

I says, "Very expensive piece of property, and 
if you can get it, it will be a good thing." 

So, they went to the man that owned it and 
found out how much he wanted for it. They went to 
the Board of Education and got permission to advance 
the money to buy the twenty acres for a high school. 
Franz, meanwhile, came to me and asked ue if I would 
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go around with him to the people in this vicinity 
with the petition to "build a high school there. So, 
I told him I couldn't get away to do it. 

He says, "This will he an election. Come up 
and vote anyway." 

So, he brought me and my crew of men that was 
working with me up to vote, and I said to him, "Now, 
suppose, Franz, we don't vote as you want it." 

He says, "You're going to vote the way that you 
think is right for the benefit of the public, aren't 
you?" 

I said, "Why, certainly, we're going to." 
The Hefflinger boys were with me, so we talked 

it over a little while. 
We went in and cast our vote, and Franz said, 

"How did you vote?" 
"Why," I sari, "We voted the right way. Of 

course, we did." 
He says, "Well, if you didn't, you can't ride 

back in my car." 
I said, "Well, take us back to where we're working. 
He brought us back. But that's how there 

started the Pasadena High School there at that place. 
Then things began to grow very fast. Lamanda 

Park did too, and the electric line that come in was 
extended. The end of it was first at Hill Avenue— 
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the end of Pasadena City limits. Then the line was 
continued out to Daisy Avenue. That was the end of 
the electric line. Pasadena was booming and Lamanda 
Park was booming and everything was going along very 
nicely. But then, when they began to move west, the 
next move was from Hill Avenue to Allen Avenue. That 
was Pasadena City limits then for quite awhile, and 
still they were fighting to get into Lamanda Park, 
you know. 

Finally, they did hold another election later 
and extended the city limits of Pasadena out to what 
was known then as Foothill Boulevard. What's the 
name of that street? Santa Anita Avenue? That was 
the end of Pasadena for several years. I don't 
know when they changed it later. East Pasadena goes 
clear on over to Arcadia. The old city limits of 
Pasadena was the arroyo down here—the Eaton Wash, 
it's called. When the Hastings Ranch was taken in, 
our city limits took in from Colorado Street down 
to the railroad at Kinneloa Avenue. Well, that's 
the way Pasadena has advanced from nothing to a 
city now of about a hundred and fifteen thousand people. 

"'ell, now when I had built a place over here 
on Blanche Street, the first house I built, a man 
by the name of Hefflinger came in. He bought five 
acres of my ground, and the house was on it. I 
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asked a certain price for it, and tie made me an 
offer for it. 

He said, "The "best I can do is a certain price. 
I says, "Well, I can't sell it for that with a 

house on it. I've got to have the price for that 
house." 

Finally he says, "Well, I don't want the house 
on it." 

I says, "Well, all right. I'll take your price 
less the house, hut you let the house stay for a 
year on it." 

He agreed. So during that time, I huilt a new 
house on the other ten acres. Then I went to 
He fx linger and asked him if he wanted to buy the 
house, and he made me an offer of it. 

I says, "That don't pay me for it." 
So, I made arrangements with some people to 

come and move the house off. They moved the house 
from the east part of the five acres to the very 
west side of my ten acres on Blanche Street. Then 
I huilt a new house on the east side of my ten acres. 

I put down the well and there was plenty of 
good water. Oh, it was a wonderful well I Then I 
set out the fruit trees and everything, and a man 
hy the name of Harrison come along. He was looking 
for property, and he got acquainted with Hefflinger. 
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Hefflinger "brought him out to show him our property-
out there. He brought this fellow Harrison out and 
Harrison got to looking the property over. 

He was interested, and he says, "How about the 
water on it?" 

I says, "Well, I'll show you what I can do." 
I took him up and put the pump to work and a 

nice big stream of water came out—a beautiful flow 
of water. He got interested then, and he want back 
to see his wife about it. 

She was a very enthusiastic -woman of Pasadena, 
and so in a couple of days he come out and he said, 
"Veil, I'll buy your five acres." 

So, I sold him the west five acres, and it had 
the. original house that I'd built on it. Mrs. 
Harrison wouldn't move out, but Mr. Harrison would 
come out every day, out on a bicycle. May Belle 
and Lamar was going to school then, but May Belle 
would tease Mr. Harrison about his purple whiskers. 

He said, "I didn't know I had purple whiskers." 
Veil, she told him they were pink whiskers. 
He said, "Well, we'll let it go at that." 
Before I'd moved the house out, Aimee's folks 

in San Bernardino lived in it. They sold their 
property out and they came over to where we were. 
They moved into the house before I had moved it off 
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of the Hefflinger property. Then when we got this 
new house huilt, Grandpa Schuster got a job down at 
the oil fields in Olinda. After Harrison took it, 
he kept renting the five acres to different people. 

Finally, Mr. Harrison got sick and he passed on. 
When he passed on, Mrs. Harrison rented the place 
to Mr. Palmer. I had got acquainted with him when 
I huilt my new house. He owned and operated the 
doors and windows place over here in Pasadena, down 
on Raymond Avenue. He had his establishment down 
there. 

Then a place above us was sold out to a fellow 
that wanted to go into the poultry business. Meyer 
was his name. He knew that I knew all about poultry, 
so he come down to get me to build him a house and 
a barn up there on North Colorado Street. So, I 
huilt a house there and he built a long poultry shed, 
a brooder house. 

Well, Mr. Palmer come out and leased the 
Harrison place. Carleton Palmer and his children 
all moved into that house. That's when May Belle 
and Carleton got good acquainted. That was the 
beginning of it. 

Then a friend of mine by the name of Bowers 
came out to see Scott Chapman. 

He had bought a ranch down in West Anaheim, and 
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lie come out to see Mr. Chapman and says to him, "I 
bought a ranch down there in Anaheim. I don't know 
a thing ahout ranching. Do you know of a man that 
I can get to go down and take care of that ranch 
down there?" 

Mr. Chapman says, "Why yes," so he sent him over 
to see me. 

Mr. Bowers came over to see me, and we talked 
for a few minutes and he says, "I've got a ranch— 
forty acres down in Anaheim. I don't know a thing 
ahout it, and I want somebody to go down and develop it. 

I said, "Let us go down and see it." 
So we went down to see it, and it was a wonderful 

piece of property. It was rough then. 
He says, "Why don't you- come down here and 

develop this?" 
I says, "Well, what do you want put on it?" 
He says, "What do you think is the best thing 

to put in here?" 
I says, "Well, I'll tell you. The way things 

look to me, it's about the "best farming land there 
is in the country ana you can grow anything that 
will grow under the sun. It's very valuable, but 
if you want to make money out of it in the future, 
put it into Valencia oranges." 

We looked it all over, and he says, "Well, will 
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you take charge of it?" 
I says, "Well, what will you give me for doing 

so?" 
So, he told me what he would give me, and I 

said, "It's a deal." 
So I come hack home and told Aimee ahout it. 

So, I had a nursery of several hundred Valencia 
trees, and I went down to Mr. Chapman, and he had 
a nursery down there of several hundred and asked 
him if he'd sell them. 

He says, "I won't sell them, hut I'll give them 
to you." 

I told him it would he a great thing, so I 
went down to look the place over. While we were 
down there, the fellow that sold him the property 
had leased the forty acres to a Jap for a garden. 
Yeah, they had moved into the house. 

When we got hack the second time, I said to 
the Jap, "What are you doing here?" 

"Oh," he said, "I've leased this property." 
I said, "Let me see your lease." 
Bowers, he was mad. And I looked at the lease, 

and the lease was drawn up proper and everything. 
He had leased it for five years. 

I says, "Well, Bowers, what are we going to do 
ahout it?" 
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He said, "I'm going to Anaheim, and I'm going 
to act proper." 

So, we went down to Anaheim to the man that 
Bowers had bought it from and asked him what he meant 
by doing such a thing. 

I said, "Pardon me, but this is a serious thing 
for you to do. " 

Bowers then says, "Well, I'll see my attorney 
about it." So, he want to see his attorney about it. 

We went along with him and the attorney told 
him, "Sir," he seys, "they can make it hot for you." 

So, I said to the attorney, "Give us papers to 
move the Jap off." I says, "I want him off of there 
right away," and so he did. 

Turned around to this other fellow, and he 
says, "You sign this, too." 

Ee signed the petition to get the Jap off. So 
we went back immediately and give the Jap his moving 
orders. The Jap says, "I can't move out. I've 
got all my stuff here and everything." 

I says, "Well, I'll tell you. I give you just 
six months to locate somewhere else." 

He says, "All right." 
Bowers turned around to him and says, "Can you 

get some place around here?" 
Ee says, "I'm going to have to look around and se 
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Well, lie did. He went down to see another 
party just ahout a half a mile helow us and leased 
twenty acres. He couldn't get out of the lease for 
three months, so he come hack and told us ahout it. 

I said, "Well, I'll tell you. We'll just start 
to improve it." I said to the Jap, "What are you 
going to do in this three months?" 

He says, "To look for work somewhere, until I 
can get on down there." 

I says, "All right, I'll give you work." 
"What doing?" 
And I says, "Leveling this place off." 
He had four horses and another Jap, his "brother-

in-law with him, and he had a family of three kids 
and his wife, and his wife was a worker. So they 
started in to leveling it, and they got a cement-pipe 
maker to come in and a surveyor to come in and 
survey the property to get the thing established 
proper and a pipeline laid out. They brought the 
cement man in there, and he manufactured the twelve-
inch pipe for the water system. He laid the pipe 
and everything right there in the yard. They got 
the pipe and everything laid in, and when the three 
months was out, why he was ready to go. 

During that time, that Jap woman had a little 
baby. She'd buckle it around her shoulders and 



247-

get out in the field there and help. Ve had ahout 
two acres in vineyard and fruit trees, and she kept 
that just like a yard. She wouldn't take a cent for 
it. But we paid the two men so much a day for 
grading. 

There were many pockets in that property there, 
and the north end of the property was exactly level 
with the southeast corner. The water wculd run from 
one end of the place to the other all over that forty 
acres. Didn't make any difference which way you 
wanted to run that water, it would run so slow that 
it wouldn't wash. Veil, hy plowing out = ditch, 
the water would run in every way that I wanted to 
irrigate that forty acres. I could do from one 
point. 

I'm not exaggerating to say that IT was the 
most productive forty acres I ever worked. I put 
out thirty acres in "Valencia oranges and lemons. 
The other ten acres represented a sand knoll— north-
west corner was nothing hut sand. Dig down two 
feet, and you got water. The water was within two 
feet of the surface all over it. Dig down two feet 
and you got into the blackest soil you ever looked at. 

Veil, I got my system in and got the place 
laid out. You could stand at one end, and any way 
you looked, you couldn't see one inch where the trees 
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were out of line. It took me about three weeks to 
ley out. Well, I had these four Japs and a little 
German fellow to help me go down there and plant out 
the orange orchard. I got it all planted out, and 
the three months was up, and the Japs moved out. 
Then I began to cultivate the property. 

Meanwhile, I went over into Anaheim and got my 
sister and her husband to come over and be my farm 
hands. Bo, they moved into the house. Therefore, 
I still lived up here at Lamanda Park. I went back 
and forth every day over the Pacific Electric down 
to that place, but I enjoyed it. 

After I got my orchard set out, I got to 
farming between the trees. I put out potatoes, 
sweet potatoes and vegetables. The trees were put 
out twenty-four feet apart—perfectly square, you 
know. I brought water from a neighbor across the 
street and attached to his water system. Ee had a 
wonderful well and plenty of water for my forty 
acres. On the front acre of the property, I had 
very fine tomato plants between the orange trees. 
Well, you know, those come up there and spread out 
so that you couldn't walk over the ground anywhere 
without stepping on those tomato plants. When you 
lifted them up, there would be nothing but a pile of 
tomatoes on those plants. Oh, you wouldn't believe 
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it unless you could see itl 
Meanwhile, I'd sent hack to Philadelphia to 

get some Irish Cohhler potatoes and "White Eose potato 
that would he pure certified. I brought them out, 
and I planted them. I am not exaggerating. "When 
those potatoes were ready, there was sacks of solid, 
sweet potatoes. Two rows of them together, and 
they'd he just heaped up. Tou wouldn't believe it 
until you'd see it. 



CHAPTER Till 
THE LAND BUSINESS, BUILDING AND 

OTHER ACTIVITIES 

Well, the family was very "busy one day just 
after we had eaten our lunch down here on the ranch, 
and Scott Chapman came up to see me. He brought 
a man with him named Murray. I had a nursery down 
on his ranch, where Rosemead is now. 

Mr. Chapman said, "Would you be interested in 
going up to Hanford, California?" 

I said, "Well, I'm very busy. I want to get 
things straightened out here." 

But I told him I'd be very glad to do it if it 
was any advantage of he. He said it was. Mr. 
Murray was the owner of the ice plant up in Hanford, 
and also Coalinga. Coalinga was the oil field. It 
was just then starting in west of Hanford. Their 
interest at that time was to start an orange grove 
over in the southwest corner of the county there at 
Coalinga. Well, it looked to Mr. Murray as though 
it would be a good place to start an orange orchard. 
At Lindsay they was just then beginning to develop 
good oranges, and they was so interested in raising 
oranges up in the valley that they wanted to get the 
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first start of it over in Coalinga. So that evening, 
Mr. Chapman came hack and asked me what would make 
it worth my while to go. 

1 said, "Well, just pay my expenses and I'll 
go for you." 

He gave m® forty dollars, two twenty-dollar 
gold pieees. I thought that would he sufficient, so 
that night I went down to Los Angeles and bought my 
tickets to Hanford, California. It was a night train 
that went on through to San Francisco called the Owl. 
Well, when we got to Bakersfield there was a train 
that went to Hanford. They wouldn't stop at Goshen 
to let me off, so they transferred me on a train 
that went • around through Lindsay and crossed the 
Southern Pacific over into Hanford. 

Well, I got into Hanford about midnight. Mr. 
Murray had a friend, a schoolteacher up there, who 
was partners with him, and he had phoned him to meet 
me there at Hanford. So, he did. I got established 
that night in the hotel. Then, next morning, Mr. 
Murray arrived. How he got there, I don't know, 
but he arrived and met me at the hotel. We had to 
drive from there out to Coalinga. He owned the ice 
plant there. 

It was summertime, and it was very hot when we 
got out to Coalinga. When we got there, I think in 
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every direction you could look, you'd see an oil 
derrick. They were putting up oil derricks everywhere. 
Everybody that could get out there to Coalinga was 
taking up an oil claim, you see. 

Well, I said to him, "Mr. Murray, it looks to 
me more like you wanted me in the oil business than 
in the nursery business." 

He said, "This isn't where we're going to stop." 
I said, "It isn't?" 
"Well, no," he said, "I've got about an hour's 

work here." 
He went around and finished his visit and came 

back to where I was waiting for him. We had to 
drive about four miles east of Coalinga to a little 
station on the railroad. There was a livery stable, 
and we got a livery rig. We went due south for twelve 
miles on the very rough road. 

By this time, it was beginning to get dark, and 
I said, "Well, Mr. Murray, what can we do here in 
the nighttime? n 

Well, he says, "We'll see if we can stay here 
all night. I've got a friend here." 

So, we drove around to a different place and 
finally stopped at a very old California house. 
It was a two-story plain building—narrow, but very 
high. It happened to he the father of this school-
teacher. He had a farm in there. 
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Mr. Murray drove up to him and said, "Can you 
put us up for the night?" 

Ee says, "I don't know if I can or not. It's 
rather crowded." 

Mr. Murray says, "Well, we'll make out the hest 
we can. " 

Einally he said, "Well, I'll take care of you." 
We had our dinner after we got there, and then 

I was tired and so was Mr. Murray, and so we went 
to hed. Next morning, very early, we got up and 
looked around. 

I says, "Is this the place where you're going 
to establish a nursery?" 

Ee says, "Yes, this is the place where we'd 
like to start it." 

I took it all in, and it was the worst place 
in the world for a nursery of any kind. It was at 
the upper end of Lake Tulare, just ahout a half a 
mile from Lake Tulare, and it was swampy all around. 
There were gasses, and the gas was even coming out 
of the ground, you know. Actually, if one would try 
to sleep there at night, they wouldn't he alive when 
morning come—too much natural gas. You can't smell 
natural gas, you know. 

I said to him, "Why, we can't do anything here. 
Even the trees won't grow." 
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It was nothing hut swampy land., you know, and 
gas. Later I found out why the buildings were built 
high. That was on account of that escaping gas. 

I said, "This isn't nursery land at all." 
We drove west about four miles, and there was 

a very beautiful tract of land in there. It had 
been occupied by a sheepherder, and he had drilled 
down and got a good water well. 

I said, "Now this would be a real good place 
to start your nursery, but not an orange nursery. 
You'll have to put it in vineyard or deciduous fruits. 

So, we worked around that for quite a little wh.il 
He says, "Well, I own the adjoining hundred and 

sixty acres to this." 
I said, "We'll go over and look it over." 
We went over, but it wasn't as good property 

as this place where the sheepherder had established 
his camp. 

I said, "Well, you can put in a nursery here." 
I says, "You can try it with the oranges, but it 
won't amount to anything because it isn't orange land. 

So we went back to where this sheepherder' s 
place was. I wanted to test the water. Ee had a 
hand pump in. Well, it was very good water—sweet, 
nice water. 

I says, "This is very good property." 
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He said, "You can't buy this property at any 
price. The man that was herding the sheep there 
had four or five thousand sheep in there." 

It was very broad country, and I said, "Well, 
I'd like to talk to him." 

So we drove out four miles from there toward 
Huron where he was herding his sheep, and I asked 
him if he would sell the property down there. Well, 
he said it was possible. He was an American citizen, 
but not an American person. He was a Basque. He 
said it was possible he would sell, hut he'd have 
to talK with his wife. So, I couldn't do anything more. 

We drove on back up to Huron, and then when we 
got back into Hanford? I stayed all night in 
Hanford, and then the next day I came on home by 
way of Visalia. When we got over to Lindsay, I 
asked the conductor if he'd give me a stopover so I 
could come on down on the train the next day. He 
said he would, so I got out and I talked with several 
of the people there growing oranges. I was really 
pleased with it. 

Then, that night, I went back to Yisalia and 
stayed there all night. The next morning I took 
the train on down to Bakersfield and got the train 
on home. I reported to Mr. Chapman that it wasn't 
satisfactory for oranges, but that they was starting 
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a new orange grove east of Bakersfield. What's the 
name of that little town in there? Kernville,, They 
called it Edison. It was up on the side of the hill, 
and it was very good. The train didn't go into 
Bakersfield. It went past Bakersfield, and Kernville 
was huilt hy the Southern Pacific because Bakersfield 
wouldn't donate anythiig to them for building a 
station there at that time. So they bypassed it 
and called it Kernville. That's the way it was. 
Well, anyhow, I came on back home, and I told Mr. 
Chapman that there was space up there at Edison If 
he wanted to go and get Mr. Murray and more people 
interested in it. I told him it would be a great 
place to start an orange orchard. 

Then, a friend, Mr. Little, came to see me. 
I had just finished putting in a pumping plant for 
him here in Pasadena, and something went wrong with 
it. He came over to see me about going over and 
correcting the pump. So, I went over and got that 
fixed. 

Meanwhile, I says, "Mr. Little, do you want to 
make some money?" 

He was a very wealthy man, and he said, "Well, 
I'd be interested." 

I told him then about this hundred and sixty 
acres that this fellow had below Coalinga, and he 
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thought it would he very good. So, I said nothing 
more ahout it, ana then I went on hack home. 

I was drilling a well for a man just above 
where we lived by the name of lindbloom, and I just 
had got to water (it was ahout a hundred and fifty 
feet) when I saw a man coming up toward me from my 
home. It was this schoolteacher from up at Hanford. 
He'd come down to see Mr. Chapman and to see me. 
This was on Saturday, and that evening he stayed 
with us. Ve were talking ahout the property and 
everything up there, and he had many of the sections 
there that he'd got an option on of these people 
that had put in their oil rigs. Each one was only 
allowed fifteen acres. That's all that you could 
take up under the Mineral Act. They built a false 
derrick on it, but that was just to hold it. The 
next day, Sunday, Mrs. Butler and the children and 
myself took this man over for a picnic at the Bush 
Gardens. That night, when we got home, he said he 
had to go. Ve took him up to the depot there in 
lamanda Park and he went on home. 

It wasn't very long until Mr. Murray came back 
again to see lie. Chapman and wanted to find out what 
my decision was. 

So he said, "I'd like for you to go back again." 
So I went back up there, and he decided to look 
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into something different. 
I said, "What is the prospect on those hills 

over there?" I was very interested in it then. 
He said, "Well, that's what they call Kettleman 

Hills." 
I said, "Why don't we go down and look it over?" 
When we got up on the hills there, I walked 

for ahout a half a mile south of the hills and went 
down into ravines there. 

I says, "This Is very interesting to me." 
Water had run down and fossils were in there, 

you know. I got out hear claws and clam shells— 
oh, an enormous lot of them. 

I says, "Mr. Murray, this is the best oil land 
in the country." I said, "Coalinga isn't anything 
worth what this is." 

Coalinga was, at that time, the principal oil 
property of California. 

He says, "Is that right?" 
I said, "It is." I says, "Get more oil here 

than you will anything else." I says, "This is the 
cause of all your gas over here around Tulare." 
Part of Mr. Murray's property run down to the edge 
of Kettleman Hills. I said, "If you put in a 
pipeline-over here, you'll get good water without 
any gas from the lake if you put in a pump." 
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So, they was thinking ahout that, and then 
another fellow drove up. He come in there and he 
was an oil man looking for oil leases. He and I got 
to' talking and got interested in it. So, we all drove 
hack here. Murray and myself and this schoolteacher. 
I can't rememher his name. Well, anyhow, we went 
to Huron and delivered our livery team and heat it 
hack to Hanford. Next day, we went into Vis alia and 
this man filed a claim on fifteen acres on one of 
those hills there in the Kettleman Hills. 

So, I came on home again, and I don't rememher 
just how it was; hut, anyhow, I got a letter from 
Mr. little in San Francisco. He asked me to go to 
Coalinga and look over that oil land again. I told 
him ahout it. In the meanwhile, he and his wife 
went up there to this hundred and sixty acres to "buy 
them a section of land in there. So, I went up to 
Hanford and got Murray again, and we went over to 
look at this piece of property he'd given me the 
description of. Well, when we got there, why it 
wasn't the property that I had described to him at 
all. It was another piece of property closer to the 
Coalinga part of it and it belonged to a bank in 
San Francisco. They had tried to sell it to Mr. 
little. They had taken a mortgage on it and they 
wanted to get rid of the mortgage. 
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Well, I went to San Francisco, and when I got 
to San Francisco, Mr. Little asked me what I thought 
of it. 

I said, "Well, the property that I wanted you 
to buy isn't this property at all. They misrepresented 
it to you. It's not worth anything at all unless 
you want to buy the drilling rights. You'd have to 
buy the drilling rights for oil on it." 

He says, "I don't want to get into that." 
So, anyhow, he went with me down to the bank to 

see the man that tried to sell him the land, and he 
talked about it. 

"Well, you know," he says, "there's enough other 
land to develop for fruits." So we didn't make a 
deal at all. 

Later, when I come back home, I got in touch 
with Murray and the schoolteacher. His father, who 
owned this place about a mile and a half from the 
land we wanted, knew the sheepherder very well. So, 
he told me that he'd seen him, and he said he would 
sell the property. So, I got in touch with Mr. Little 
again, and he came over to see me. 

He says, "What is that land worth?*1 

I said, "I'll have to find out, Mr. Little." 
I said, "Several people have tried to get the 
property around there for ten dollars an acre, but 
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I'm quite sure that you can't get that property for 
ten dollars an acre." 

He says, "All right, what do you think: it's 
worth?" 

I said I'd have to go and talk with the man that 
owned the property. 

He says, "Well, I'll tell you, I'll write you 
out a check for twenty-five hundred dollars. Tou 
take that along, and I'll give you a check for four 
hundred and fifty dollars for your expenses." 

So, he wrote me out the check for four hundred 
and fifty dollars for expenses. 

I says, "Mr. Little, I'll take this along, hut 
I don't want to carry a check for four hundred and 
fifty dollars for my expenses. Give me a hundred-
and-fifty-dollar check, and I think that will settle 
it. I'll he satisfied." 

So, when I got up there that night, I went up 
to Hanford again and got in touch with this school-
teacher and Murray. I told them I'd come to "buy 
that hundred and sixty acres from the sheepherder. 
Well, we drove down to Kings River (there's a little 
town there and it had a population of ahout five 
or six hundred) and went into the hank with him. 
That's where he wanted to go, and I went in and I 
deposited my checks in there except one. I cashed a 
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hundred-and-fifty-dollar check for my expenses, and 
the other two checks, I deposited in the hank. 

Then I started oat to investigate and see the 
man that owned the property. I found out he was in 
Stockton, California. His wife got him into the 
insane asylum. The hot sun and everything was too 
much for him, so he was in there temporarily, hut 
that's/where he was. Well, we went to where she 
lived, and I offered her fifteen dollars an acre 
for the property. She said she'd have to talk with 
her hushand. So, we laid . over at Stockton till 
she'd gone and talked with her attorney and her 
hushand and come hack here. He agreed to sell the 
property and her attorney fixed the papers up, hut 
she wouldn't take fifteen dollars an acre. So we 
argued with her and with her attorney. 

Finally I said, "It's the last offer I'll make. 
I'll huy for seventeen dollars and a half an acre 
in cash." 

They talked about an hour and finally they 
agreed. It amounted to twenty-five hundred dollars 
cash, so I turned over the cash. 

Then I went to San Francisco where Mr. and Mrs. 
Little were. They were at the Fairview Hotel. I 
took this schoolteacher with me. She says, "You 
told me you could get that land for ten dollars an 
acre." 
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The schoolteacher said to her, "Mrs. Little, 
I told you I could get plenty of land around there 
for ten dollars an acre hut not this. You couldn't 
go down there and buy that now for anything like 
what Mr. Butler here paid for it." 

She says, "Is that true?" 
Mr. Little says, "I think that's right." 

\ 

Ee was satisfied. So, at that time I came on 
hack home. I was home for three or four days when 
Mr. Little came over to see us. We were living on 
Blanche Street then, and he wanted to know how I 
made out and everything. I told him I'd bought the 
property and the deed would be sent to he. I handed 
him back a check for four hundred and fifty dollars 
he give me. 

Ee said, "You didn't cash that?" 
I said, "No, Mr. Little, I was satisfied with 

the hundred-and-fifty-dollar check. That's plenty." 
Ee said, "Well, I'm very glad about it." 
That settled that, and he and Mrs. Little went 

on home. Ee couldn't stand the heat very well, so 
he'd gone to San Diego to keep out of the hot sun. 
While he was down there, it was about a week after 
I got back, why I got a telephone call from Mr. 
Little in San Diego. 

He said, "Come down to San Diego." 
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I went down to San Diego to the Coronado Hotel 
where they were. 

Mr. Little said, "I'm interested in land on 
the hay here." He says, "I want you. to go and 
investigate it for me." 

Well, the Santa Be had huilt this Coronado 
Hotel, and it was then ahout ten years old. When 
the Santa Fe went in, they huilt a ferry across 
from San Diego proper over to Coronado to carry the 
people. Well, Little was interested in the land and 
he saw the future of San Diego was adjoining the 
ferry there. The Santa Fe people had bought that 
property and had a very large place there, really a 
Dig shed, hut it was empty at that time. It was 
made for a warehouse. That's what he was interested 
in. So I began to investigate for him. He said, 
"I want that property if you can get it." 

So, I went through and found out who owned the 
property. It belonged to the Santa ^e, and I went 
to the Santa Fe station there to see the station 
agent about it and to get information about who to 
get in touch with. 

So, he says, "There's no use for you to do that. 
He says, "They wouldn't sell it for anything." He 
says, "It's our storeroom, and it's not for sale." 

So, then I investigated the property adjacent 
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to it oil the east and of it, and it wasn't for sale. 
Couldn't get it at that time. Still there was no 
business going on. It was the depression and no 
business going on, but they wouldn't sell the 
property. So I went back and told Mr. Little about it. 

He says, "All right, I'm sorry." 
I came on back home. I was home for about a 

month, and I got another call from Mr. Little to 
come to Redondo Beach. I went down to Redondo Beach 
to see Mr. Little, and he said, "I want you to go 
up to Inglewood." He gave me the place where he 
wanted me to investigate. So, I went on up to 
Inglewood to see what it was, and it was good 
property. I went back and told Mr. Little what the 
price was and everything, so he closed the deal. 
He got that property, and so they was doing very well. 

Then he come to me one day, and he says, "I 
want you to go over and square up with the man that's 
taking care of my place over there. I'm not 
satisfied with him." 

So, I went over and talked to the man a little 
while. 

He said, it was too much for him to do. He 
was a fellow, about fifty-six, who took care of 
orange groves, you know. 

I said, "I'll get you a good man to take care 
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of it for you.." So, I went to my "brother-in-law, 
Joe Miles. He was in the second-hand, business on 
Colorado Street here in Pasadena with a friend. Joe 
wanted to get out of the second-hand business, so I 
took him down and introduced him to Mr. and Mrs. 
Little. He sold out his interest in the second-hand 
business and took charge of the ranch. Little had 
bought five acres more, so it went from Allen Avenue 
over to Hill Street on California and San Pasaual. 
So, we got he established in there. My brother-in-
law stayed there about a year, but he and his wife 
couldn't be satisfied anyway, so they went up to nor-
thern Pasadena and bought a little place up there. 
About a month after they had moved away, Mr. Little 
passed away. I didn't attend the funeral or anything, 
but I saw Mrs. Little just once after that. She 
told me that she was going to deed the property 
over to the Catholic Church, so I guess she did. I 
haven't seen her since that time, so that ended my 
land business with Littles. 

After I took charge of the ranch down in 
Anaheim for Harry Bowers, while I was down there 
developing that piece of property, I got acquainted 
with a fellow in Los Angeles that owned an island 
down below Mazatlan, Mexico. It was sixty-five miles 
south of Mazatlan. Villiam Bryan was his name, and 
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tie got me interested in it. Finally, I bought eight 
hundred acres of land from him down there. We held 
a great many meetings in Los Angeles and discussed 
developing the island by putting in a race track and 
building a town down there. 

Then Mrs. Butler's cousin, a fellow by the name 
of [William R.] Peeler^ came out to California. He 
was an insurance man, and I got him interested in 
going to Los Angeles to the meetings about this 
property in Mazatlan, Mexico. I had never gone down 
there to see the property; but, through me and Peeler 
many people in Los Angeles got interested and bought 
property same as I did, sight- unseen. 

Then Peeler went hack east. When he got back 
east, he sent a letter and asked me to go and look 
at a piece of property in Redlands—orange grove. 
We all went out to Redlands to investigate the 
property out there that he wanted to buy, hut it 
wasn't a very desirable piece of property. When I 
got back, I wrote and told him it wasn't a desirable 
piece of property for he, anyhow, because he knew 
nothing about orange groves or anything. It was on 
the hillside and the property wasn't up to what they 
really wanted. So I wrote and told him that it 
wasn't desirable. Later on, he came back out here. 

Meanwhile, I had sold the property in Mexico to 
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this fellow that I had bought the land in Mexico 
with. I had left Mr* Bower^ ranch temporarily and 
come up to drill a well for a fellow because he 
couldn't get anybody to drill it. Hartman, my 
sister's husband's father, Carleton, myself, and 
Lameta:, my son, set to drilling the well down there 
on the property. While we were drilling it, a 
fellow who had bought Fish Canyon out there at east 
side of Duarte kept coming by to see us. Ee got me 
to go out and drill a well for him out at the Eish 
Canyon because he needed water. 

After we finished this well for my brother-in-
law's father, we went out there to the Eish Canyon. 
There was a very large underground cavern dug out 
by some fellow, and they got their water from it. 
It was a dry season and the Eish Canyon stream dried 
up and they had to have water there, so he had a 
little gas engine and a little pump located down 
in that well. It was down about sixty feet or some-
thing like that. The room that was down in there 
was probably half as big as this house. When he'd 
run his pump for a few minutes, why it'd exhaust 
that spring that was down there. 

So, I went down and looked it over and saw it 
was nothing but seepage water, but there was two 
little streams that come into it. We pumped the 
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water out; then we went down in there to excavate. 
I followed in one of the streams—run a side tunnel 
into the north side where one of the streams came in. 
We run the tunnel in ahout six feet and got quite a 
little hit more water. Then we deepened it ahout 
ten feet, and made it a room. When we got through, 
it was ahout as large as this room is here and it 
gave him quite a good reservoir of water in there. 
Then, when we finished that, why he wanted me to dig 
a well for him out further east on the edge of the 
San Gabriel River. 

So, we went out there and went down ahout 
fifty-four feet in a six-by-eight shaft. We'd bring 
out big boulders that weighed a ton or more. Big ones. 

Finally, when we got down to fifty-four feet, 
I. think it was, the man came to us and says, "Well, 
I thought I'd get plenty of water here, but it 
doesn't look like it, so I guess we'll call it quits." 

So that was the end of our well drilling. We 
came on home, and I went on back to the ranch. 

So, I went to building then. I put up houses 
with a fellow by the name of Franklin. But, before 
I went to building myself, they was starting the 
Methodist Church on South Flower Street. Simpson 
had the contract for building that church. Simpson 
was connected with the fellow that built the Raymond 
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Hotel and Theater here in Pasadena. They were con-
nected together, and I was working for he and "building 
the theater building here in Pasadena. One day, 
just at one o'clock, I was up on the very top of the 
building putting in the framework for the chimney, 
when this earthquake come. The top of that building 
begin to sway hack and forth. "We got down off of 
there very, very quickly. That day, all the carpenters 
on the building went on a strike. 

I said, "I'm not going on this strike with you." 
They said, "If you don't want to go on this 

strike with us, you get out." 
I said, "That's just what I'm doing." 
So, when the fellow came in at noon, they wouldn't 

work. 
So I went over to him, and I said, "Well, I 

haven't joined this strike, and I'm not going to 
join this strike. I'm just asking for my time." 

So he said, "Well, I can't pay you till the 
man comes along." 

I can't remember his name, but it was the man 
that built that theater. Anyhow, he was associated 
with the Simpson Company in Los Angeles. So, when 
I quit there, I went to work for Simpson. 

He said, "I'm glad you come. I'm just starting 
to put in the foundation for the church over there." 
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So I went over there to work for them end I 
pat in the forms and the foundation for that church. 
I put in the stairway, and I worked six months there 
When tkat was completed, I got acquainted with this 
fellow, Charles Franklin. 

I said, "Suppose we go to buying lots and build 
ing houses here?" 

He says, "That's just what we will do." 
So, I says, "Better go out and see if you can 

find some lots, and we'll build and sell them." 
So, he went out and he got two lots below 

Hollywood. He found two lots there that these 
parties had let go back, so we got them for ahout 
half-price. We bought those two lots and we started 
to building. 

This fellow Franklin was an electrician, and 
he would do the wiring for the houses that we would 
build. We finished those two houses and sold them, 
and then he built a house for himself over on 
Silverlake Avenue. We finished his house and then 
we built another one and sold that. We took a 
Chevrolet car as part payment, and we used that 
•because we were living down in Los Angeles at an 
apartment house there. So we would go back and 
forth from Los Angeles out there with our Chevy. 
Every morning, when we'd go to go up the hill there 
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on Olive Street, it was so steep we couldn't get up 
the hill with the car. We'd hack down and then turn 
around, and the thing would go to leaping. We called 
it "leaping tuna." 

and when we sold that he got sick. Rheumatism struck 
him, so that he just couldn't work or do anything. 
I was working it alone, and Potter came up. Franklin 
had put a piece in the paper that the house was for 
sale. 

So, a fellow come up to me, and he says, "Is 
this place for sale?" 

I said, "Yes, it's for sale." 
He asked me what it was worth, snd I put my 

price on it. I said, "How, you'll have to go over 
and see Franklin." Franklin had half-interest with 
me. Well, Franklin hadn't said anything to me ahout 
it, hut the day before he had sold it, and took a 
down payment. This was the same house I'd sold to 
this other fellow, you see. Well, that was the 
funny part about it. This fellow that bought it 
from Franklin didn't show up again when the time come 
for to pay the second installment. He'd got sick. 
Well, I went on and finished the house and this 
fellow that bought it from me came back and paid up 
and everything was settled. Then the father of this 

, we got the second house built up there, 
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fellow that got sick come up to see the house. 
I said, "Why, I didn't know anything ahout that. 

I sold it to this man." 
Well, he says, "Franklin sold it to my son, and 

took down the deposit." 
They were going to bring suit against Franklin 

and demand to carry on their contract and, take the 
place over from this other fellow. Well, this other 
fellow started suit against the fellow that wanted 
to come in. Franklin goes to work and gives hack 
the money that the fellow had paid him, hut he 
wouldn't retract it, you see. 

Well, Franklin went down to the District Attorney, 
and the District Attorney said, "Tou've got yourself 
in had shape," he says. 

He'd taken ahout six hundred dollars down. Well, 
he didn't cash the check the fellow had given him 
and he wanted to return it. He'd left the check with 
a man that we had first bought the land from. It 
was a resale. So, Franklin takes the check and 
gives it to he, and told him when the fellow comes 
to give it back to him. He came to me and said to 
me, "I've got to get out of the country, for awhile 
anyhowo I don't want to be arrested." 

I says, "I'll tell you what I'll do, Franklin. 
I've got some land down in Mexico. Let's go down to 
Mexico c," 
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So we went to the depot and got our tickets and 
everything for Mazatlan, Mexico. The train pulled 
out at eight o'clock in the evening for Tucson—the 
Southern Pacific. Well, when we got on the train 
that night to go, Franklin was scared. He didn't 
wan-o to go to jail, and I didn't want to go to jail. 
So, we were sitting in the seat when the conductor 
come through to take my tickets. 

He looked at it, and he says, "Well," he says, 
"it's the second time I've come against you, Mr. 
Butler." Called me Mr. Butler. 

Franklin, he looks up, you know, and he says, 
"How did you know his name?" 

He says, "Well," he says, "I'm an old acquaintance 
of him." 

I said, "Ho, you're not, hut I remember you. 
You was the one that had chickens in the poultry show." 

He says, "Yes, you was the judge of the poultry 
show." 

So that eased it all. So, we went on that night, 
and the next morning, we got out to Tucson. We had 
to transfer there to go to Hogales, Mexico. 

After we got out of California, Franklin says, 
"Whew, thank God we're out of California." 

So, we were four days getting down to Mazatlan, 
Mexico. When we got down to Mazatlan, Mexico, Villa 
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was causing all the trouble. A lot of people were 
on the same train that we were on that had never been 
to Mexico before. I got to talking with them, and 
one of them happened to be the wife of Mr. Chapman's 
cousin that I went to school with. Veil, there were 
four of them and there was two of us, so we had 
company all the way down to Mazatlan, Mexico. Vhen 
we got down there we didn't know anybody, of course. 
First time I'd ever been down to Mexico that far and 
we got in about ten o'clock at night. 

Ve was driven over to the 3radbury Hotel in 
Mazatlan. It was the only American hotel down there, 
and so we went over to the Bradbury Hotel and that's 
right on the gulf. 

Anyhow, one of these ladies that went down with 
us had a little fox terrier—a little white one. 
Tou know what they are—a very valuable dog I guess. 
Anyhow, it was their pet. The next morning when 
we went for breakfast, one of the waitresses was a 
Mexican girl. I could speak Spanish and they couldn't 
She asked me if we wanted to see the big snake. 

I said, "Si, gracias. Si, senorita." 
She told us where to see it. After we'd 

finished our breakfast, why she showed us the way 
to the conservatory they had there, you know. It 
was a long building connected to the kitchen departmen 
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of the hotel. It was ahout sixty or seventy feet 
long, and ahout thirty feet wide. There were flowers 
and things in there and a little fountain. When we 
went in there, I saw a log laying there ahout ten 
or twelve inches thick—great hig log laying there. 
I walKed along to the side of it down to the fountain, 
and when I got down to the fountain, why I saw it 
wasn't a log at all. It was the head on that snake. 
He just lay there. Boa constrictor. Thirty-some feet 
long. Oh, he was a monstrous hig thing. 

So the lady and the dog come along, you know, 
and she was standing there admiring the flowers. The 
dog smelled the snake and harked once, and the snake 
just raised its head up like that and just swished 
over, and he swallowed that dog so quick. And the 
woman fainted. She fainted. Anyhow, her hushand 
and her sister, Mrs. Chapman, carried her into the 
hotel. Franklin and I heat it out of there. We got 
out of the place. Didn't want to see any more of 
that snake. 

Well, we went on then, and left the hotel. I 
went over ana made arrangements to go down to the 
island to see the property, and the first fellow I 
met when I went over there was Bryan—th.e fellow I'd 
bought the property from. He told me where he was 
living and so we went to the same hotel he was living 
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in. We stayed there the rest of the time we was 
down there. 

Meanwhile, the revolution was going on against 
Villa. The federal troops of Mexico had captured 
two of Villa's men down there at Lurango and brought 
them over there for the execution, you know. Being 
that we were Americans down there and not citizens, 
we had to go and visit the shooting. So, Bryan and 
my friend and myself went over there. 

I said, "I'm not going to see them shoot those 
fellows down." 

"Well, they say you have to. " 
So I says, "Is there any place where I can see 

it without standing right there and watching?" 
And, he says, "Yes, up on that building." 
The building was about three stories high. So, 

I went up on top of that building to look down at 
them. When I was up there, they took pictures of 
those things, you know, down there. There they 
had these two fellowrs with blindfolds standing up 
against the wall, and they shot them. I was up there 
looking at it. Then, when they come down, a fellow 
handed me a check. 

I took the check, and he says, "You come back 
tomorrow." 

We had to do it, you know. They were army 

•3& ' 
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officers and, mind 70a, the army officers down there 
were barefooted I They had no uniform on. They had 
a great hig hat and everything and carried a great 
hig out-of-date musket. So, the nexrfc morning, at 
ten o'clock, I and Charles Franklin took our checks 

/ and went over and presented them. Then they brought 
out a photograph of us. 

Then, the nest day, we walked around and looked 
at that place where they were shot. Well, by that 
time, they had killed about fifty men there—shot 
them. I asked them -what it was done for. In every 
part of the country, they had to take a picture, and 
"they wanted us to see wThat they were going to do to 
people that was against the government. Then we 
went over to a. gallery there, and we paid three cents 
apiece for pictures of everyone that had been shot. 
There were pictures of Tilla and all those, so I 
kept them with me. I brought them home, and when I 
brought them home, I showed them to my mother. 

She said, "Oh, what a horrible thing that was." 
Well, it was a horrible thing. 

Then, the nest day after that, we went sixty-
five miles down to another little town at the lower 
end. It was the first town below Mazatlan. We had 
to go by automobile twenty-four miles over to the 
island, so we went over to the island. When we got 
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over to the island, why we had to stay at the hacienda, 
and I got sick. Oh, oh, hat I got sick. 

Dixon: Did yoa have the Mexican complaint? 
Butler: Yes, and we were staying at the hacienda, and I had 

to stay there three or four days. People from 
Washington had "bought property down there and were 
running the hacienda. His wife was very, very good, 
and Franklin was very good to me. They thought I was 
going to die. Well, I didn't care whether I died or 
not. 

Anyhow, I got well, and we took two or three 
days going around and visiting all the people that 
were beginning to farm down there. When I come back 
up, I was very favorably impressed. While I was 
down there, I'd gotten ahold of some of the natives 
to put out coconut trees and plant them around. My 
place was in the lowTlands. Tery rich soil. I bought 
about four hundred trees or something like that for 
two cents apiece, and I had them put out. I think 
they were glad to get our money, you know. I gave 
them ten dollars for putting out the trees. Well, 
that ten dollars was worth a hundred dollars to them 
down there. When they turn it into Mexican money, 
they had about a hundred dollars out of it. They 
were happy. 

Then I went over to another place. Mrs. Harper 
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had "bought a hig piece of property down there with 
Bryan, and her son-in-law was down there. He was 
living at the hacienda also, hut her son-in-law had 
divorced his wife and had married a Mexican girl 
that lived down there on the adjoining property to 
the hacienda. They wanted me and Franklin to stay 
with them. Their hacienda, I should judge, was about 
two blocks away from the main hacienda. They were 
running cattle, so we went over and looked it over. 

He said, "I own so much of this property on 
the island here (I guess he owned about a thousand 
acres), I would like to sell it to you, hut you've 
got to take my cattle." 

I said, "I don't want your cattle, but my friend 
here may buy it." 

So they talked it over for awhile, hut it was 
too much money for him, and he wouldn't buy it. Xou 
see, a thousand dollars down there would make about 
five or six to them cash pay. So, he didn't buy it, 
because he seen me so sick that he was afraid he 
would get sick too. 

So, we hired the fellow to take us over to the 
station. Fnen we got over to the station, I run 
into some more American people that Ilknew up here in 
Pasadena that run the produce department. They were 
canning tomatoes down there. This was in February, 
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now, mind you. The watermelons were ripe and the 
tomatoes were ripe and it was in February—their 
summertime. Down there, February is the end of 
their summer. Watermelons and tomatoes and every-
thing was ripe down there and they were packing the 
tomatoes. So, then, we agreed to come on home. 

We'd been down there just about a month. But 
when we was down there, one of the Taft brothers that 
was in the real estate business here in Hollywood 
was at the hotel. Old man Iaft was in the hotel 
down there and Bryan and Taft and myself got to talk-
ing about developing the island. They were going 
to put in a race track down there bn the island. One 
of the fellows wTith Taft knew Franklin, my partner, 
and they got to talking. 

Franklin said, "Say, I believe that fellow is 
going to send them word 'where I am„" He says, "I 
believe he's going to do it«" 

We got to talking about it, but he didn't know 
that that's why I had taken Franklin down there to 
keep him away. He got to talking about people, and 
he knew people that Franklin knew up in Los Angeles. 
But there was no warrant out for Franklin at all. 
Franklin said, "I've got to get out of here." 

I said, "Well, I'm going too." 
So we came hack to Tucson. When we got inside 
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I said, "So do I. I don't like it down there." 
Villa, you know, was causing a whole lot of 

trouble. If we'd got caught hy Villa's men, why he 
would have forced us into his army, you know0 We 
couldn't help ourselves. So, we took the first train 
hack to Los Angeles. 

When we got hack to Los Angeles, I says, "We'll 
go into the building again." So, I went over to see 
the fellow that had sold us the property before, 
the real estate agent, and I said to him, "Have you 
got any lots that you want to sell?" 

He was glad to see me, and he said, "Yes, I've 
got some out east of Los Angeles here in Hontebello."" 

I looked through it, and I asked the price of it. 
Ee said, "By the way, what become of Eranklin?" 
I says, "Why, he's with me." 
Ee says, "I had his check here, and I had to 

hold it here for over two weeks before I persuaded 
that fellow to take it hack." He says, "Finally 
he did take it back, but I would like to see Franklin 
and talk with him about it." 

I says, "Well, I'll see that you see Franklin." 
So, I agreed to take two lots out there. We 

went out, and we started to build. We had the 
frame of the building up and advertised it for sale. 
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the lots to us. He talked to Franklin and made it 
all right with him ahout taking over. 

Franklin says, "What do I owe you for making 
that change?" 

He says, "Just forget it," he says, "hut don't 
get into a scrape like that again." So, we didn't, 
hut then we built four or five houses over there and 
then. . o 

Dixon: Did you have contractor's licenses, or didn't you 
need them? 

Butler: Not in those days. 
*rs. Palmer: In those days, real estate agents just had to put a 

sign up. That's all they had to do. 
Dixon: Oh, for heaven's sake I You didn't have to have a 

license or a. . . 
Butler: No license to do building or anything of that kind. 

It's changed noŵ . Then I found out that Lamar and 
Carleton had a ranch up in the San Joaquin Valley. 
Part of it was put out into vineyard. I went up 
there to take care of that vineyard, and after I 
was up there a year, I come hack. When I come back, 
somebody had put an advertisement in the paper to 
sell a poultry farm. It was in San Fernando. I 
went out to see him, and I looked it over. His name 
was Thomas Earls. He just had bought the property 

4 
J " 



284-

and lie wanted it developed. It was a poultry farm, 
but he wanted it developed. He'd started a gas 
station on Ventura Boulevard. 

He asked me several questions. 
I said, "All right, I'll take ahold of it here 

for you for so much." 
He changed his system altogether for brooding 

chickens and so forth, and I said, "You get the best 
thing of all if you can get gas here and put in a 
brooding system. We'll do well." 

He says, "The gas is already in." 
So I went up to the plumbing shop in Van Huys 

and explained to the plumber what I wanted. I 
wanted little covers about two and a half feet in 
diameter, a circle, and a gas burner put in that 
could be adjustable. I asked if he could make such 
a thing and fix it for gas. He took the description 
of what I told him, and he studied it a little -while. 
He says, "I think I can fix it." So he fixed it, 
and he says, "How many of these to you want?" 

I says, "Make me four of them." 
So he did. Then he come down, and we installed 

them in my brooder. They were so far apart and in 
four sections. We lit them' up, and it proved to be 
perfect. That was the start of gas brooders. I 
didn't take out a patent on the thing. I don't know 
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why I didn't; hut, anyhow, it got started. 
The first order was for a thousand Leghorn 

chickens. I bought a thousand Leghorn chickens and 
I put them in the brooder. I raised up those thousand 
chickens to maturity without losing a chick. I 
didn't lose a chick. 

Meanwhile, the Earls sold the property out to 
a fellow by the name of Paul Weber of the Weber 
Manufacturing Company. He'd sold the property out 
to Paul Weber for a nursery, and then I said to Paul, 
"We'd better have a thousand Leghorn eggs, ana a 
thousand white Plymouth Eock eggs." 

So, we sent back east to ELsher, U. E. Fisher, 
for a thousand eggs of white Socks. They came in, 
but the white Eocks were very poor. All I had was 
four hundred out of the thousand. But, they were 
wonderful chickens. The other thousand, every chick 
come. 'We bought those a day old, those chicks. 
They come, and I put them on the brooder. I never 
lost a chick from either the barred Eocks or the 
white Eocks. I rased them up to maturity, and they 
got to laying. 
In 1917, we thought we would take a trip. Just 
after May Belle and Carleton were was married, why 
we thought we would take a trip down into Imperial 
Valley. We had never been down there and neither 
had Mrs. Butler, so we started out early in the 
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morning. Ve had some friends living down at Banning. 
Veil, we got down there to Banning, and the almonds 
were all in hlossom. B07, it was a beautiful sight. 
Ve made our first stop there, and had lunch with 
the people. 

I had an uncle living down at Calipatria in 
Imperial "Valley and we'd never been down there, so 
after we'd had our lunch (it was about trwo o'clock), 
we started from Banning and went through Cabazon 
which was just a little side station there at that 
time. Then we went on to Indio, and when we got to 
Indio, why we had to turn to the south and go down 
into the Imperial Valley to Brawley. On the way 
down to Brawley, they were building a cement road. 
It was just wide enough to take one car. They were 
building it from El Centro on down to Brawley, but 
they didn't get it through to Brawley. Veil, when 
we got off of that cement strip, why the car would 
go right down to the axle in the sand. Once we had 
to get off when we met somebody. Tou had to get 
off or they get off, so we backed off of the cement 
and got into the' sand and let the other party go on 
by. Then we had one heck of a time getting back 
onto the cement. Veil, we finally got back on and 
went on down. We come to the place where they was 
building the cement road, and they was using the 
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convicts to "build this road. 
Well, when we got down there, it was after 

working time and the convicts were up in the cages. 
It was a sight to see them as we went on through. 

Dixon: Whey were in cages? 
Butler: In cages. They were up in cages on a flatcar built 

on automobile trucks. At night each man had to be 
locked in, but they were In there when we went by. 

We got to Brawley about six o'clock in the 
evening, and when we got to Brawley, we asked them 
the way to Calipatria. Well, they were just grading 
the roads up to Calipatria. The streets were so 
level down there, you know, that when they got the 
street graded, why they'd flood it with the water. 
Well, we had one heck of a time getting from Brawley 
up to Calipatria over that new road. But we got 
up to Calipatria. 

It was beginning to get dark, but we got up 
there all right, and we found out where my uncle 
lived. He lived two miles out west of Calipatria, 
hut we got over to where he lived. We got there 
late at night and got our dinner and everything, 
and then we repaired for the night. We were on a 
hunting expedition, and down there, the people were 
having other people come in and shoot the ducks and 
geese off of their farms. The geese would eat the 
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on the next night, why we went duck hunting. 

Ur. Palmer: ¥e hunted hy moonlight, because there were so many 
ducks. When the ducks fly through the moonlight 
why then you shoot them. 

Butler: Veil, that was the first day I went with my uncle 
around different places where he had charge of the 
farms around there, and Carleton and Lamar hunted 
around in there, but waited for night for the real 
hunts. So the first night out, why we had some luck. 
Lamar got his first duck, and wTe got enough duck 
that night, anyhow. 

Dixon: They didn't have any limit on them then. 
Butler: Well, we enjoyed it and we stayed for three or four 

days down there with them and hunted every day out 
in the suburbs where they grew this kafir corn, you 
know. There were thousands and thousands of acres 
of alfalfa and kafir corn, and the quail were in 
there. We'd go in there and hunt for these quail 
and get them. We got quite a mess of quail, 

fe. Palmer: Quail, dove, rabbits, and everything. 

3utler: Then we decided to come on home by way of San Diego. 
Two of my cousins and my aunt were going to school 
in San Diego. My uncle and his son-in-law and 
daughter lived with him there in the Imperial Yalley. 
So, we started out very early in the morning. We 

\ 
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had to go on down to El Centro to strike the road 
to San Diego. When we got out of the Imperial Valle 
it was ahout ten o'clock. We started to climh 
through the mountains and that was a long tedious 
drive from the Imperial Valley over the mountains. 
The road wasn't any too good, hut it was passable. 
It's a good road now, hut, on the way over, we didn' 
go into Tijuana. We bypassed it, but we got over 
close to Tijuana. 

Well, we had tire trouble. We had to get out 
and change tires and everything, and when we got 
through, we got everything back into the car but the 
jack. Well, we went on and finally, we got into 
San Diego about nine o'clock that evening. We final 
located my cousins and my aunt. I don't know, but 
I guess we got to bed about two o'clock. Well, we 
stayed that night, and the next day, we made our 
trip from San Diego back home. That was our first 
real trip after May Belle and Carleton were married. 
Then, when we got back home, I had to go hack to 
the ranch and Carleton kept on with his bus business 



CHAPTER IX 
PASADENA, LOS ANGELES, BASEBALL, 

CATA1INA ISLAND 

Dixon: You never did finish telling ahout the cycle-way 
from Los Angeles to Pasadena. Your brother hid on 
the painting of it. 

Butler: Well, my brother got the contract to paint it. It 
ended over at Garvanza. That cycle-way lasted 
about a year. It was never completed clear into Los 
Angeles. It was about four miles in length, and 
the company that built it went bankrupt on it. 
There wasn't enough bicycles to pay the running 
expense so they had to demolish it. That must have 
been in 1906 or '07 along in there. Well, it crossed 
Arroyo Seco halfway between where the Southern 
Pacific Railroad crosses it and the Union Pacific 
crosses it. There used to be an ostrich farm in 
there. They thought that so many people would be 
going down to see the ostriches that it would he a 
paying industry, but it never was. 

Dixon: Was it built up on trestles? 
Butler: Yes, yes, it was elevated about twenty feet. It 

was about twelve feet wide, and it was quite a 
substantial structure. It was never a paying 
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proposition, so they got rid of that. 
Hi-. Palmer: It "began on South Parkway or South Raymond just ahout 

where the old Lowe Opera House was. Did you ever 
hear of the Lowe Opera House? My mother took me 
there when I was ahout six or seven years old, so 
that would he ahout 1903 or four. The cycle—way 
was just a little "below that. The play that was 
on there, I remember, was Topsy and Eva. 

Butler: Yes, that Opera House was huilt by the Ward Brothers. 
It was the first opera house built outside of Los 
Angeles. That stood for many, many years. A fellow 
by the name of Lowe came in, end bought the opera 
house. 

Well, now I think we'd better continue on our 
talk about how California was building up. Well, 
so many people began to come into California that, 
overnight, why, you'd meet a stranger wherever you 
went. Then the automobile began to come in Cali-
fornia, and everybody that could, of course, would 
get an automobile. It usually would be a little 
Eord. Well, they were coming very fast and the 
country was building up fast and the vineyards were 
all destroyed—subdivided. The orange orchards were 
being divided, and walnut orchards were being 
destroyed. Pasadena was taking on a new life. 

Hew buildings was started, and the Pacific 
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Electric started tributary lines from the main 
building in Los Angeles in every direction. Santa 
Monica and Yenice had to have a new line, and the 
headquarters for the new line was on Hill Street 
and Fifth Street. The Terminal Building was built 
there, and that was the main line clear to the ocean 
from Los Angeles—a double line. The line was put 
in from Los Angeles to Santa Ana, and then the next 
one was connected on out to San Bernardino. Well, 
that made quite a railway system. 

Then, in 1916, Pasadena took: on a building boom. 
The Green Hotel was built at that time, and it was 
the first real nice hotel in Pasadena; after the 
Raymond Hotel on Raymond Hill between Pasadena and 
South Pasadena. Colorado Street was beginning to 
develop with new buildings all along. Then, on the 
north side, between Paso Robles and Garfield Avenue 
a hotel was built. They called it the Maryland. It 
was a beautiful hotel, and that was the first real, 
first-class hotel outside of the Green, which was a 
small building at the time it was built. 

Then the bank bought out the church, and built 
a very large building. It's standing there now. 
Hot the first, but the new First National Bank of 
Pasadena. The church was moved over four or five 
blocks on Colorado Street. Well, then the new Green 



Hotel was "built on. the west side of Raymond Avenue 
and there was a ladder huilt over the street to 
connect the two hotels. It stood that way for many 
years. 

The things "began to develop so fast that the 
streetcar system was huilt out to Daisy Avenue and 
Colorado Street. Well, the streetcars couldn't 
take care of the traffic, so two men started a little 
gas station on the corner of Colorado and Eloise 
Avenue. That was the first gas station huilt out 
on the east part of Pasadena. That was huilt "by 
Bert Palmer and John Engle. We got gas from them. 

Well, then the streetcars couldn't accommodate 
the people, so people started buying these Model T 
Eords and starting a jitney bus ride. Well, it 
developed into quite a business, and for several 
years, it was a thorn to the streetcars. Well, any-
how, the gas business developed very much faster 
and the jitney bus business grew too. Einally, 
Mr. Palmer, here, got into the jitney bus business. 
He went to buying buses, Model T Eords, ana there 
were only two seats, but they would extend it and 
make three seats. It developed into quite a system. 
Pasadena then not only had the streetcars, but 
they had the jitney buses. It got so there was a 
dozen different buses running on Colorado Street 
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"because that was the principal line. 
Dixon: Did they run all the way into Los Angeles? 

Butler: No, only in Pasadena. It went along for several 
years until it got to be that the railroad couldn't 
make expenses. The railroad people got tired of 
losing money, so they went to work and bought out 
the jitney buses—the entire system. Well, the 
jitney bus people, at that time, got together and 
got Mr. Palmer here to represent them. So, he got 
together with the Pacific Electric Railroad people, 
and he made a deal with them. 

So, when Mr. Palmer sold out his interest, 
and all the rest of them sold out their interest, 
then Mr. Palmer goes to work and rebuilds the station 
out here on Colorado ana Eloise. They made it over 
from a small little station to a super station. It 
stands there now. That is the history of the jitney 
buses and the oil stations in East Pasadena. 

Dixon: D 0 you remember when they put the first electric 
light in Los Angeles? 

3utler: Yes, I remember the first electricity, and Los 
Angeles, at that time, started to rebuild again. 
A building boom struck when the Pacific Electric 
built these lines out to different parts of the 
country, and the hotels began to build up. Hollywood 
began to develop there at the same time. The 



Ambassador was built, and while it was being built, 

why the Biltmore was being built. Then, the Clark 

Hotel was built right across from the Terminal 

Building. Pershing Square Building was the first 

real tall building in Los Angeles. The streets were 

so jammed by so many streetcars, that they Degan to 

develop a system to get rid of some of them, so they 

put the subway through from Central Station out to 

Echo Park. When they did that, they had to then do 

away with the drilling of oil wells in the city proner. 

They had to bury those under the ground—those that 

were already built or operating. 

When Olson was nominated for governor of 

California, Lamar, my son, was very interested in 

politics at that time. His office was up in the 

Pershing Square Building. 

Dixon: What business was he in? 

Butler: He was an attorney. So, he was very enthusiastic, 

and he was working very hard for Olson. Ee took a 

very prominent part in the Olson election, and his 

office was headquarters for the Democratic people of 

Los Angeles. So, while the campaign was going on, 

he was very hot, you know. There was another 

fellow wanted to run for attorney general of the 

state. Eis name was [Carl] Eegley. He was a very 

good friend of Lamar's, so Lamar took charge of his 
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campaign. But, when the nomination came up, Kegley 
was not nominated on the ticket. 

Veil, anyhow, Lamar got permission to get him 
on the ticket on a write-in. Veil, Kegley was a 
very ahle man. One night we were to go to San Diego— 
Lamar and myself and this friend of Lamar's, and 
George Sunday. Lamar went down to deliver a campaign 
speech down there. Veil, it was in the auditorium 
down there, and when we got down, it was real late. 
The "building was packed solid. Of all the campaign 
speeches that I ever heard made, Lamar made it. 

He was interrupted several times, and they says, 
"Vhy wasn't you on the ticket to run? Vhy wasn't 
you on the ticket instead of Kegley?" 

Veil, each of us took down a keg, and "when he 
got through delivering his speech, which was a 
wonderful speech, George Sunday and this other 
fellow and I took a keg and went down the aisles 
to collect donations. Veil, when we got unrougn, 
it was about one o'clock. When we got through with 
our campaign and collection, we started home. Ve 
got back home early, early in the morning. 

Veil, we went with our kegs out to Mrs. Sunday's 
place out on Silverlake Avenue where her home was, 
and we started to count the donations. Veil, 
anyhow, we had a little over twelve hundred dollars, 
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all in silver. That was awfully heavy, you know. 
Well, it took Mrs. Sunday and her mother and myself 
and Lamar (there was seven of us counting money) two 
hours to separate it. I think that was the "best 
donation made in the campaign, hut as it turned out 
Kegley wasn't elected. He run a very close campaign 
against his opponent, hut that was my last experience 
in campaigning for politics. 

Dixon: That was a hot election. 
Butler: It certainly was. Olson was elected and Kegley was 

heat, hut the other part on the ticket was really a 
success, 

Dixon: Warren won that election as attorney general, didn't 
he? 

Butler: Yes, that's when Warren was elected. But it was 
very close. He was elected for four years, and Warren 
made a real good governor later, hut I think the 
other fellow would have made a better attorney general. 

We've had many changes in our political parties 
since. California has kept developing so fast, 
that today there's a thousand people a day coming 
into California—north and south. Many things have 
changed. They're modernizing everything—our build-
ings and our way of life. Everything is changing 
all the time. It's got so, now, our grocery stores 
and things are different. There are no more small 

XafL -• ^ . - i j i — _ . • , u.' . . . . J ; 
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grocery stores. They can't compete with the monopolies. 
But today, even though you can get most everything 
you want in there, you pay a bigger price for it 
than it's actually worth. But you've got to pay it 
to get it. Therefore our local produce is gone. 
There's no local production whatsoever in anything. 
Tell me one thing that's produced that you can go 
into a store and huy. You can't do it. It's gone. 
Therefore I look at it this way. It is one continu-
ous city from San Bernardino to Los Angeles. 

Now you can imagine why it'd take me all day 
to get down here from Arrowhead. There wTas only 
one stop that you could get anything to eat and 
that was out in Pomona. Then, the next place was 
Glendora. San Limas was oeginning, Out you travelled 
ail day between here and San Bernardino through 
nothing but sagebrush, cactus, and coyotes and jack 
rabbits. 

I'll tell you another thing. Out in the Pomona 
Valley, one of the largest vineyards in the world 
was established there. It was one vineyard from 
the mountains clear down to Eincon. Miles and miles 
of vineyard. Nothing but vineyard. The sandstorms 
would come up and there was nothing to protect you. 
I've seen it out there between Cucamonga and San 
Bernardino when it would take the paint off your car. 
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The sand would he so had, you couldn't drive. It 
would turn the cars over and eat all the paint off 
of them. It was terrible 1 Now the trees and the 
vegetation and the buildings and everything have 
covered the ground. Where the sand could be picked 
up nowadays, I don't know. 

Dixon: You were going to tell something ahout Los Angeles, too. 
Butler: I was going to say when Huntington came in and put 

in the electric system, he took the streetcars off 
of Los Angeles Street and put in electric cars. 
That was the beginning of the electric cars in Los 
Angeles. Huntington then built the end of the 
Pacific Electric Railroad down on Main Street and 
Sixth Street. He built that building, started it 
as a hotel. Then after they got the foundation all 
in, they changed it into the Pacific Electric depot. 

Well, after that, it hegan to grow so fast that 
the single line they run through there with single 
cars, very small red cars, weren't enough. So then 
they had to make these very large cars and there was 
no room for them. They couldn't go down Los Angeles 
Street or Main Street. They had to go back and 
forth on Main Street, hut the traffic was so great 
that they couldn't operate on Main Street up to 
First Street, so they turned over on to Los Angeles 
to Aliso Street out to Mission Road. That was the 
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line of the Pacific Electric. 
So, they changed the route at Eose Hill to go 

down the canyon and down below Aliso Street. They 
built a viaduct over there over the river to Aliso 
Street. Then they turned down Aliso Street at 
Alameda for a block and then over to San Pedro down 
to Los Angeles Street and then down to Sixth Street. 
It run that way for severalyears, and they built a 
viaduct over Los Angeles Street, between Sixth and 
Seventh. They built that station for the switch 
yards up there over San Pedro. Part of the electric 
lines went on down to Seventh Street. 

Dixon: They used to go to about Ninth Street and around. 
Butler: Was it Ninth Street that they made the turn over to 

Alameda again? Well, that's the way it was, and then 
"che bigger cars went into operation there. Erom 
there on, they built the line down to Santa Ana. 
After they got that viaduct built over the Los Angeles 
Street they continued the electric line on then down 
to Santa Ana. 

Dixon: That used to be quite a scenic tour to go out to 
Santa Ana on the Eed Cars. 

Butl er: Alameda Street was one of the principal streets In 
Los Angeles at that time, you know. The center of 
the Mexican settlement was a little plaza where the 
church is now, on North Main Street. All around, it 



301-

was built with nothing but little adobe houses. 
Olvera Street went off from it, and it was the main 
attractive street above Main Street. Buildings 
were built from there on up to where Alameda Street 
went into the mountains. That was really the end 
of Los Angeles at that time. 

The first high school was built where the fort 
was. That was the head of Fort Street, you know. 
The fort and the cannons were up on the hill there, 
and then little adobe buildings were built all around 
it. No system to it whatsoever. Wherever a Mexican 
wanted to build his adobe house, he built it. 

Later on, Pico come in and built his house up 
on North Main Street. Then, a man by the name of 
Temple came in and built a building on North Main 
Street wThere Commercial Street comes in. Commercial 
Street ended right at Port Street. 

Then Temple built the first two-story building 
in the Los Angeles area at that time. Ee built it 
between his first building and Commercial Street. 
They called it Temple Block. Temple Street started 
from that and went over the mountain. It was 
called Temple Street, because he'd built his building 
there. 

At the south end on Main Street, they wanted a 
substantial building there, and they built a two-story 
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adobe building. It went from Main Street over to 
Spring Street. Spring Street ran between Port Street 
and Main Street then., Then on that place between 
Temple Street and the Courthouse, they began to build 
what was called "modern" buildings. 

Then Louis Mesmer came in on the corner of 
Commercial Street, and he built a two-story-and-a-
half hotel0 They called it the United States Hotel. 
Across from that, Hellman came in, and built a banko 
That was the first bank built in there, and they 
called it the Farmers and Merchants Commercial Bank. 

Then after that was built, they wanted a house 
of amusement here, and they built the theater. The 
troupes would come from San Francisco ana they'd stay 
for a month, you know. The same play would run 
almost continuously night and day. 

After that building was built, a man by the 
name of Maddox came in, and he built down on the 
corner of First Street and Main Street. It was a 
two-story building, the largest building in Los 
Angeles at that time. He called it the Maddox House. 
That was a hotel. 

After that, a man by the name of Chilas came 
in and built a new opera house on the south side of 
Main Street. It was called the Childs Opera House, 
and that stood for years there. 
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Then A. C. Harper came in. On the north side 
of ELrst Street, he huilt the first hardware store 
we had in Los Angeles. It was only a one-story 
"building, hut it went clear through to Los Angeles 
Street. Los Angeles Street had been laid out, and 
it joined from Aliso Street. 

At Aliso and Los Angeles, the Boys came in and 
they started a saddle shop. That run up to Commercial 
Street and Los Angeles Street. Samuel Boy had his 
saddlery in there, and he did well in making harness. 
They were the only people that could handle leather 
very well, hut he made harness and saddles—anything 
needed in the saddle business. Well, there on Los 
Angeles Street, he first built his home and he 
raised his family. That's where Hary Eoy was born— 
between that and the Pico House. 

Well, Harper began to do very well, and another 
man, a German, came in by the name of Ducommun. Ee 
was on the north part, above the Temple Block. That 
was more of a hill, you know. Eort Eill was there. 

They called it the Eort Eill, and the Stearns 
and Eose people built the firwt livery stable in 
there. That was just below the Catholic church about 
a block. The Catholic church was very small to start 
in with, but it was established there quite a long 
while before Pico House was built. 
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Well, people "began to come in so fast, that, 
from that point on, the town began to grow west 
instead of east, you know. But before the town 
building started, Griffith and Lynch came in. 
Between Los Angeles Street and Alameda Street, they 
established a lumberyard. There's where the first 
lumberyard was established. They took about two 
blocks in their lumberyard. The lumber had to come 
in by ship to Wilmington. 

To get the lumber in from Wilmington, they built 
a narrowgauge railroad. They had the engine and the 
rails shipped around the Horn. They got the Banning 
brothers to do the freighting. They started the 
railroad down at Wilmington because they had to 
unload it on a barge there for to get it out. As 
fast as they would unload it, they put Indians ana 
Mexicans and everybody they could get ahold of to 
building the road up to Alameda Street in Los Angeles. 
Well, I don't know how long it was; but, anyway, 
when we got here, it had just been finished up to 
Aliso Street. The first railroad depot in Los Angeles 
was built by Griffith and Lynch that had the lumberyard. 

Well, then, of course, it took about four hours 
to make the trip. It was slow. They only had two 
locomotives, and they used a combination train—a 
freight train and one passenger coach. That took care 
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of everything at that time. It was a wonderful 
Improvement, and everybody would go, just on Sundays, 
especialy, on a trip down to Wilmington. 

Then Banning established their stage line, and 
that and the railroad was the transportation from 
the ocean. San Pedro had started and began to build 
up, and between San Pedro, Wilmington, and Los Angeles 
the traffic was about evenly divided between the 
railroad and Banning. Banning would make as good 
time -with his stage as the train did. About half-way 
between, he had a station built for change of his 
horses. Therefore, he would go up Alameda Street, 
where Dominguez is now. 

Dominguez was owned by a big, very wealthy 
Spanish family. They built their home there, and 
the Dominguez boys were real Castilian Spanish. They 
were attorneys, and they established their home down 
there. When the town was beginning to grow, why they 
had an office up in Los Angeles, adjoining O'Helveny's 
There was three law firms formed in Los Angeles at 
that time. Chapman, Glassell, Smith, and the Domingue 
brothers. Old man Scott was the first white man in 
Los Angeles that had a law office before Chapman 
and Glassell come in. Old man Scott lived down 
about what is now Third Street. Chapman and Glassell 
and Smith were on Second Street. Chapman was on the 
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corner of Main &nd Second Street. That's where he 
"built his home. Glassell "built his over on Port 
Street. That was the residential section at that 
time. They were quite private. 

A fellow by the name of Yorba was a Spaniard. 
He was appointed sheriff of the county. It was Los 
Angeles County then, and formed a supervisorial 
district. They elected Yorba as the first sheriff 
of Los Angeles at that time. They say Vilson 
appointed Yorba as sheriff. They had no elections 
at that time. They were appointed. But Pico 
appointed Vilson his Mayordomo. Veil, Vilson had 
charge of all of it. Then, he appointed Yorba 
sheriff. His office was established-. Yorba sheriff. 
His office was established on Alameda Street .iust 
north of Aliso Street in there where the station is 
now. That was settled with all Chinese and Mexicans. 
It was not laid out. There VvTas just a winding road 
in thereo 

Then, after Yorba got to be sheriff, a man by 
the name of [John Cline came in. He started a 
building there on Aliso Street close to the river. 
It was very hard to cross the river, you know. There 
was a good deal of quicksand in there. Then there 
was four men that was called supervisors. Vilson 
was the head of the supervisorial district, and he 
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appointed Cline1 s "brother [William EL], road 
overseer. Road overseer was appointed then, not 
elected. They wanted to "build a bridge across the 
river, so they could get in and out in the wet weather. 

So, he had Griffith and Lynch bring in the 
timbers, and they built a bridge across. It was 
about twentgr-seven feet wide, and It was a hundred 
feet across the river. They built it that long 
because they thought that was the only way to keep 
it from falling in. Then they built a big dome to 
cover it. So there was a big covered bridge across 
the river. When the Indians and the Mexicans began 
to come into Los Angeles over that new bridge, why 
they would wonder at it. In wet weather, it would 
be awful hard to get through, because they'd go and 
camp there in that bridge, especially when it was 
raining. Finally Cline went down and rousted them 
out.. Of course, they moved out. 

Then Torba wes elected sheriff. Ee was first 
appointed, and then he was elected. The courthouse 
had been established up on Fort Street and Main 
Street. Then they built the jail adjoining the 
courthouse. It was over on Spring Street. The jail 
was first built there on Spring Street between Temple 
and First. It ended on Commercial Street. 

Then, after Haddock built his hotel, new people 
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"began to come in very rapidly. Abbot Kinney COUE 

in and "bought his place. He was a very prominent 
man. He named Spring Street, because it was in a 
kind of like a spring of a wagon, you know. Ee 
called it Spring Street. They began to build up 
Spring Street very fast. Eirst Street was built 
through to Eort Street. 

At the end of Eort Street and Eirst Street, 
Earrison Gray Otis came in and established the Times. 

Then Hadeau quit his freighting ana built the 
first real good hotel on the corner of Spring Street 
and Fourth Street. It was a three-story building, 
the first three-story building in Los Angeles at 
that time. Well, Eadeau and Otis couldn't get along 
very well. They couldn't get along at all. You 
know, Otis wanted to take over. 

They didn't get along very well so Eadeau says, 
"We don't want to have this street called Fort 
Street." He got out a petition and they held a big 
election and the supervisors changed the name from 
Fort Street to Broadway. 

Then, at Second Street, they built up real nice 
homes clear on through to the what was then called 
City Park. They took two blocks and made a city-
park in there. 

[Henry T.] Hazard, who was later elected mayor. 
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"built on the north side of Second Street. Ee built 
the largest building then in Los Angeles. They 
called it the Eazard Pavilion. 

Then a man by the name of Stearns established 
a livery stable up on north Main Street with a man,, 
name of Eose,, and they began to buy up different parts 
of South Broadway. The older people wanted to make 
a manufacturing area of it. They got B. F. Coulter 
(he was a minister) interested, and at the west end 
of Third Street, he established a woolen mill. So 
the woolen mills and the factory were out there and 
so was an ice plant. That was our first ice plant. 

Miller and Lux, very wealthy Forty-niners, had 
come down to Los Angeles in the early days to see 
what the opportunity was for advancement. They got 
interested in taking care of the leather industry, 
so they established the tannery in there. There was 
nothing but Mexican cattle, very long-horned cattle, 
in here at that time. So they began to look around 
for buying cattle. They worked down south and 
finally they got into Mexico to buy the cattle to 
bring in for the tannery. They'd bring four and five 
hundred head of cattle at a time. At the end of a 
day's drive with their cattle, they would establish 
a camp and build corrals. 

Well, that established their route from Mexico. 
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They'd come through San Diego on up the coast. 
Los Eietos was their first camp south of Los Angeles. 
There were no corrals, hut their cowhoys took care 
of the cattle. Then they came hack and arranged with 
the sheriff and the City Council to drive through 
the city. SJhey had to drive up the river "bed, you 
see. It was the only way. It was very hilly and 
that was the only real channel. They went on up 
to what is now Glendale^ 

Then they'd go from Glendale over into San 
Fernando Valley and they got as far up as Bur "bank. 
Then, on Baaeau's Boad through uhe hills up to 
i! evil all there just outside of the valley, they 
established their second camp. They called it 
Uewhall. Then they really developed Newhall and 
Saugus, and that was the second camping ground. 
Brom Los Nietos to Newhall was a day's cattle drive. 

There, they established a slaughter house. They' 
do slaughtering for food for the Indians ana the 
people, and supply the tannery with leather. That's 
where Boy got his leather. Then, every day's drive 
from there on towards San Brancisco, why Miller and 
Lux would establish a camp. It went that way till 
they got to Alameda. Alameda was the end of the 
beef drive. Bvery year, as long as I can remember, 
we'd make that a holiday to go see Miller and Lux 
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"bring their herd of cattle through Los Angeles. It 
was quite a sight. 

Carrillo was only a little fellow hut his father 
was quite a prominent Mexican, you know. They 
owned all the land from Aliso Street up where 
Griffith Park is now and clear over to Hollywood. 
Veil, not quite Hollywood. They called it Colegrove. 
Veil, Griffith saw the opportunity, and he bought 
the Griffith Park area. I think he got it for ahout 
twenty-five cents an acre—that whole thing. That's 
all he had to pay for it! 

After Lynch died, then Griffith sold his 
interest in the lumberyard. Then Griffith took a 
trip up to San Francisco, and when he came back, he 
married old man Mesmer's daughter, Louisa Hesmer. 
Ee married she, and then they moved out to Santa 
Monica and made their home out in Santa Monica. 

Griffith was a very jealous man. They got into 
trouble some way, and he shot her. Ee shot her, but 
it didn't kill her. It put her one eye out, and "they 
then had to send Griffith to the state penitentiary. 
He went up to San Quentin for twenty years, I thinko 
But, then, when Governor Stoneman was governor, he 
investigated everything and found out what the 
trouble was, and he pardoned Griffith. Be turned 
him over to Cline, who was sheriff at that time. 
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Cline acted as Griffith's guardian, you know. Five 
years later, Griffith, turned around, and, to make 
himself a real citizen again, he gave the City of 
Los Angeles all of what is Griffith Park. 

Prom that time on, why so many different 
people come in. A fellow huilt a foundry on North 
Spring. The town was growing very rapidly, and a 
man hy the name of Higgins came in from San Bernardino 
and huilt a very large building on Third and Main— 
The Higgins Building, I think they called it. Across 
from it, why Miller ana Lux built a very large 
building there, and they called it the San Fernando 
Building. I believe it's still standing. 

The Hippodrome was built in there later. Then 
the Hart boys come in and bought out the Hadeau 
Hotel and started a restaurant. They called it the 
Palace Restaurant. It had a big dining room, and 
everybody in the country would go to the Haaeau House 
to get meals. It was only twenty-five cents for a 
meal, and it was always crowded. Well, they began 
to expand, and on the corner of Fifth and Main Street, 
they bought a little two-story building ana built 
the Bosslyn Hotel. They started the Bosslyn Hotel, 
and they still only charged twenty-five cents a meal. 

Well, then Berckhoff came in, and down on Sixth 
Street, they built the next very large building— 
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the Kerckhoff Terminal [Guzman] Building. It's 
still standing there. They were lumber people, 
and they built lumberyards in Los Angeles, They're 
the ones that bought out Griffith and Lynch. They 
built lumberyards in Pasadena, Lamanda Park, ana 
when the Santa Pe come, they would build a lumberyard 
at every station. 

Then on the other side of Kerckhoff-Guzman 
Building, Mrs. Severance ouiit a building. She was 
very wealthy. She was an heiress from one of the 
foundries in Pittsburgh, and when her father died, 
he left her very, very wealthy. She married a man 
by the name of Severance and they built a very nice 
home out on South Pigueroa Street. Then later on, 
±ie built the Severance Building on the corner of 
Main and Sixth Street. 

Hellman built the other one across the street 
and started a bank in there. That was Hellman's 
second bank. Then after they built that, Hellman 
built the first real big building in Los Angeles 
on Third Street and Spring Street. That building 
is there now. Hellman's first bank was on the 
corner of Fourth and Main. Van Nuys came in and 
built the Van Nuys Hotel, and the Farmers and 
Merchants Building. It's now been sold out to the 
First National Bank of Los Angeles. 

> 
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Los Angeles lias now become, I guess, the third 
or fourth largest city in the United States. 

Dixon: Do you remember when they built the Downey Block? 
It was on Main Street someplace. A man wanted me 
to ask you about it because he was interested in the 
photographers who used to be there. 

Butler: My friend, 0. E. Tyler, was the operator for this 
photographer, but I don't know what the photographer's 
name was. 

Dixon: I have some other names here that he wanted me to 
ask you about. One is Frank Parker. Then William 
Godfrey and Henry Paine. 

Butler: I knew Godfrey very well, but I don't remember the 

others. They were not the main photographers though. 
There was another fellow located on Spring Street 
between First and Second on the east side of the 
street. There's where all of us would go to get our 
photographs taken. 

Dixon: Did you have to make an appointment? 
Butler: We didn't have to make an appointment. We'd go in, 

and he had a very large reception room. We'd wait 
till it come our time, and we never had to make an 
appointment with him. Of course, we had to travel 
in from everywhere, you know, and there was no 
public telegraphs then. The only telegraph come in 
when the Southern Pacific Eailroad came through. 



Even for hotel reservations, we made no appointments. 
We'd come in, and if they didn't have room for us, 
they would rent rooms outside for us. 

Holbrook was one of the main manufacturing 
people in Los Angeles at that time. Hazard started 
to "build up on Broadway after they changed the name 
from Eort Street to Broadway. Then a fellow "by the 
name of Jacoby, a Jew, came in. He was very wealthy, 
and he got in with Hellman. They began to build 
banks on every prominent corner. They'd build a 
hank or a drugstore. They were Jews, but they were 
unusually wealthy. They'd build up a building and 
lease it out. 

Then Otis's enemies came in. Everybody was his 
enemy, but a newspaperman came in down on Fourth 
Street and Spring Street and built another printing 
shop. They called it the Express. The Express 
newspaper started and then a war between the Express 
and the Times started. Otis got very, very serious, 
ana they got to fighting one another through their 
papers. 

Then Hearst, from San Francisco, came down and 
started the Examiner over in the Laughlin Building 
on Broadway. That made the third paper to come into 
Los Angeles. Then he joined with the Express people, 
and, in fact, he finally bought the Express paper out. 
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After he bought that paper out, his circulation 
began to increase, so he went down way out of town 
to Eleventh Street and bought the whole block. Ee 
bought the whole block in there, and he built the 
Examiner Building in there. 

Then Doheny began to buy up property, and he 
built his home out there on Washington Boulevard, 
west of the park. 

Then, after a while, the show people come in. 
Sell Brothers and Barnum and those would come in and 
they bought in the block between Broadway ana Eill 
Street. Ee bought the whole block down to Washington. 
There's where he would establish the show people when 
they would come in. Eor years, that stood vacant 
only for show purpose. Then the wealthy people 
began to settle in that section all from Main Street 
clear on west out on Washington Street and Eigueroa 
Street. Washington and Eigueroa Street out to 
"Vermont Avenue was all very high-class residences. 

Dixon: Do you remember when the first electricity came to 
Los Angeles? 

Butler: Yes, when that first electricity came, the first 
electric building in Los Angeles for the generating 
electricity, they started in a cable line out to 
Westlake Park. That was our first park in Los Angeles. 
Erom over on Temple Street, they run the cable line 
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out to Vermont and down Vermont to Vestlake Park. 
That was a place for picnics, and there was a lake 
in there, and it developed very rapidly. From 
there on, the cahle car went to where the Coliseum 
is now. That was our race track. That was our 
race track. Ve used to go to the cahle car on 
Temple Street, and we'd go out to Vestlake Park and 
then from Vestlake Park we would either get a taxi 
or walk down to the Pair Grounds. That was our Pair 
Grounds ana race track. It was called the County 
Agricultural Park. 

Vhen Kinney come in, he built the Einrey-
Abbottsford Hotel, and he got the City Council to 
give him a right to build a viaduct from East los 
Angeles over the river and over the railroad tracks. 
The end of the viaduct was at Aliso Street and los 
Angeles Street. All the trains from Pasadena and 
the east had to go into the city over the river 
over that viaduct. That stood until Huntington put 
in the Pacific Electric, and then they done away 
with that viaduct. 

But the funny thing was, there was a great many 
Chinese here at that time, and when we would go 
into los Angeles, we'd go in over North Main Street 
and come in by the viaduct. Then we'd get onto 
the cable car on the east side of Los Angeles on 
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North Main Street. It was quite a wonderful ride, 
you know, and excitement. The Chinese especially 
would get out there and they'd all wait to get in 
front to watch that cable car pulling the cars over 
the viaduct and on over to Temple Street out to 
Westlake Park. That was the end of the Temple Street 
Railroad at that time, and the Chinese would have a 
string of cars hooked together to go over that cable. 

They couldn't understand why that cable car 
pulled that car both back and forth. There "was a 
double track put in, and they'd get over this viaduct 
you know, but they couldn't understand that car. 
Anyhow, the front car was loaded with Chinese, and 
they had the aisle. The conductor had to go in the 
center sideways. The little car, you know, would tak 
care of about twenty people. Not all of us, but the 
Chinese especially, would get on that bumper to 
watch that cable car go over. 

Something happened once, you know, the clutch 
gave way off of the cable, and this Chinaman was 
watching it. He went right out in front. 

He jumped up and he said, "What's a mall a 
[matter]? Him stling bloke? [his string broke?]." 
He called the cable a string, you know. He went 
right out over. Then he got back, and they got a 
grip, took ahold of it again and pulled it on. 
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But that was the "beginning of the change from 
streetcars to cable cars in Los Angeles. For years, 
we had the cable cars in Los Angeles up all the 
streets. They run down through the city, you know, 
and clamped on. Then when Huntington came out, he 
built the electric system. The cable cars was all 
done away with. It was quite a system. You could 
go to all the beaches, and that lasted until Huntington 
died. After Huntington died, the Southern Pacific 
bought out the Pacific Electric. Then, when the 
Southern Pacific bought it out, it was run by the 
Southern Pacific for about eight years. Then the 
buses began to come in, and they finally done away 
with the streetcars entirely. 

Dixon: How did you meet Wrigley? 
Butler: Well, when I was about sixteen, from sixteen to 

eighteen years, I got very interested in baseball. 
Very. At that time, the baseball people was beginning 
to form their clubs in the United States. To begin 
with they formed the National League, and there was 
only eight of them, only eight teams in the world 
at that time. So they started in and they called 
themselves the National League. The Giants was 
the first team that started. 

At that time teams had very, very few players, 
and nine men was all that was supposed to he on the 
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team, you see. But when they got the teams organized 
and started, they found they needed more men and they 
added the tenth man. They had then ten men, that 
was all that the team was allowed—there was eight 
teams and so there was only eighty men. But finally 
they had to have somebody that would judge the plays, 
you know. They called them umpires and started to 
teach the hest of the players on every team. There's 
a reason why they had the tenth man, don't you see. 
Whenever they had nine men playing, then they had 
to have somebody to umpire the team, so each team 
had ten men. Then, for instance, when New York 
played Philadelphia or Boston, wrhy their tenth man 
was the umpire against the Giants of New York, and 
the tenth man of the New York team was the 'umpire 
to represent them against the Boston team. Therefore, 
the umpire from Boston stood back of the catcher, 
and the tenth man of the New York team, stood behind 
the pitcher out in the centerfield. So that's the 
way it started and that was the system, and there 
was ten of them. It was supposed to be that each 
man had an inning and that's how it turned out that 
nine innings was a game, don't you see. They had 
to play nine innings so each man would be represented 
as a playing unit of the team. 

That way there was a hundred men in the National 
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League, and it stood that way for many years, for, 
say, four years, before they hegan to find out that 
ten men wasn't enough for each team. Each team sent 
men out as a representative, and they elected a 
general, well, a commissioner, of baseball, and then 
he began to increase the size of the team. Einally 
they got it up (at the time when I was able to play 
baseball) to where each team had twenty-eight men 
or twenty-nine men. Three teams in one, actually. 
But they couldn't have that many when the season 
started—that was in training. They were allowed 
twenty-nine men, but when the season got started 
they had to cut down to twenty-two for the playing 
season. Therefore each and every state began to 
have an organization of baseball. Ana each town in 
every state, you know, had a baseball team, and they 
were called minor players. California was one of 
the best states in the United States, really, for 
baseball. Therefore, they organized a Coast League, 
a Pacific Coast League, don't you see. Veil, there 
was only four cities at that time that amounted to 
very much. There were very few. Los Angeles only 
had about thirty thousand people when they organized 
the baseball team of Los Angeles. San Francisco 
had sixty thousand people and it had two teams 
because Oakland was growing very fast. San Francisco 
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two teams. And Los Angeles had one team; that made 
three teams. So then they had the three teams, 
which didn't operate very good, so they got in 
another team, I think it was Portland, Oregon. 
Portland, Oregon, came in to make the fourth team 
on the Pacific Coast League. 

Well, I was very active at that time in "baseball 
I don't know why, hut I seemed to take more interest 
in our schools. Every school in Southern California 
here organized a baseball team. I was appointed by 
the rest of the boys as the manager of this team 
in Pasadena. Pasadena represented all of the area 
from Duarte to Arroyo Seco. Ily team was caEed the 
Lamanda Park team. Duarte had a team, El Monte had 
a team, Alhambra had a team, and Los Angeles had a 
team. We had to play among ourselves all the time, 
you see; every Saturday and Sunday was the only time. 
Sundays we had one or two games at each place. We 
had to play three games, that was the series, you see 
one on Saturday and two on Sunday. But in Los Angele 
we thought it was not right to have only three games 
for a series; we had to play seven games there for 
a series. All the other teams around, from Pomona 
to Los Angeles, on Saturdays and Sundays we had to 
play three games regardless of anything else, but 
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it wasn't called a series until we had played seven 
games. On one Sunday we'd play three games in Los 
Angeles. Then they'd come out to Lamanda Park 
the next Sunday and play three games, and the seventh 
game would he played on another field. For instance, 
we'd go to El Monte or Alhamhra to play the odd game, 
the seventh game. Whoever won four out of those 
seven games was the dictator of what the others 
should do. 

It went that way for quite a while. We had 
organised that way and we were not able to belong 
to the Coast League because that was the A-class 
players. The basebe.ll commissioner of the state 
would have a representative at each game of the 
minor leagues. We was to play those seven games, 
and the one that won the four out of the seven games 
was appointed the captain of the team. That man 
was appointed captain of the team. Every month we 
had to report to the commissioner, who at that time 
was in San Francisco because Oakland and San Francisco 
was so close and they had two teams. When they 
would play their series out, each of them would 
come to Los Angeles. They had a class-A team. San 
Francisco and Oakland had class-A teams and Portland, 
Oregon, had the other one. Each of them was allowed 
twenty-nine men, don't you see. Well, at that time 
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there was started an organization to develop umpires 
don't you see. When they started that, the people 
that was selected for this umpiring, that was our 
tenth man. He was appointed to become an umpire. 

The rules and regulations of baseball players 
was originated in Hew Tork, and they had a com-
missioner there at that time. I think the first 
real commissioner was [Eenesaw Mountain] Landis. 
Judge Landis then was king of the baseball system. 
He was a judge of the Superior Court and meanwhile 
he was also a judge of the poultry industry, but he 
was a very wise and a good man, and square. Each 
team had their meetings regularly, you know, and 
they drew up the rules in which baseball was to be 
played and Judge Landis supervised all of it—he was 
chief of everything and he was supreme ruler of 
baseball. All the minor leagues, for instance, the 
Coast League and the Eastern League, and then the 
Middlewestern states and Texas, all different ones, 
you know, didn't belong to the National League, you 
see, but they had representatives and when the 
season ended, why then they had their meetings and 
originated the rules, the laws of baseball. They 
keep changing. So when the National League became 
supreme in the rulings of baseball why, for instance 
Chicago had only one team at that time and New York 
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had one, Boston had one, and Philadelphia, Pennsylvani 
had one. I don't know whether it was Pennsylvania 
or Ohio had the other. There was only eight teams, 
yes, eight National League teams in the world. 

So we a minor league out here, you see. At that 
time I didn't belong to the Coast League. I was a 
minor league fellow, wasn't yet noted or rated as a 
class-A player, don't you see. The White Sox came 
out to California to winter and they located their 
headquarters up at Paso Ro'bles in California here. 
Well, when they located there, I was the head of the 
minor league here in Los Angeles. To start in with, 
I not being what they would call a top player, I 
wasn't even a representative of it\ I don't rememher 
who it was that was at the head of the Los Angeles 
team that was organized. I don't remember who it 
was at first. Anyhow, Los Angeles became one of 
the best of the California state league, you see— 
they called it the Pacific Coast League. Well, 
anyhow, they got it organized, and the White Sox 
came out to winter. 

Now there was a very large hotel on the hill 
over here. Raymond came out and built a hotel on 
Mount Raymond over here, out in Pasadena, between 
South Pasadena and Pasadena. Well, it was a very 
large hotel, and the majority of the teams sent their 
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at the Raymond Hotel. "When they held their con-
vention for the National league (Major league it was 
called then, the Major League players) it was at the 
Raymond Hotel. All of us leaders for the minor 
league were invited to attend that convention, and 
therefore I got acquainted with the managers of the 
eight National League teams of the United States. 
I can't rememher, I know who he was hut I can't 
remember, he then signed me as his representative 
of the White Sox out here on the Coast League to 
select players for him, for his White Sox National 
League team of Chicago, and that's how I got 
acquainted with the top players of the National League 
Ee asked me to recommend players from our minor 
league here in Southern California. 

Luring my experience and practicing and 
pitching I was acquainted with all the players from 
San Bernardino to los Angeles, and therefore I come 
in contact wTith this Chief Myers—he was an Indian. 
They had a team in Riverside but they played at Colton 
California. That's where their baseball team was. 
Well, I took my team out to Colton to play the Colton 
team. Well, it happened to be the Indians. I was 
pitching for my team and Chief Myers was pitching 
for his team, and I noticed that he was very strong 
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four to three in the game, the nine innings. I asked 
him after the game if he would catch me, I'd pitch 
to him, ana he said he'd he glad to. Well, I pitched 
to him for quite awhile. I was very speedy and hard-
throwing; at that time we didn't have any masks or 
any gloves. When he was standing up he was as tall 
as I was. Each of us was six-foot-two inches tall, 
hut he was much heavier than I was and he was very 
strong, and he could throw that hall .just as hard as 
I could. 

Then when they held their convention out here 
at the Raymond Hotel, why [John Joseph] McGraw of 
the Giants, he asked me if I could recommend a good 
catcher for him, so I immediately told him, yes, 
and I recommended Chief Myers. He said, "Where can 
I get a hold of him?" And I told him, so he went 
out to Eiverside to "ohe school there and got in 
contact with Chief Myers and he signed him on for 
his catcher and he made the rest of his career as 
a hasehall catcher. He was really a top player; he 
was very good. He got acquainted with another 
Indian hy the name of [Charles Albert] Bender, a 
pitcher, and in the wintertime why this pitcher 
Bender he came out with Chief Myers to winter out 
here. The White Sox began to come to do their 
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training up here at Paso Robles, and then the 
majority of us would go up to Paso Robles, Curing 
the winter season we had our exhibition games. I 
took my team up there, the Los Angeles minors. Rube 
Ellis was my chief outfielder and Prank Dillon was 
my first baseman and Sam Crawford, and all three of 
them,finally five of them it was, were signed over 
by the National League teams. They took, I think, 
sixteen from California with them when they went 
back for their opening games. In those days when 
they were signed over those fellows couldn't play 
against us minor league fellows at all. Not at all. 
They were professionals, don't you see. And if they 
were caught doing so why the game wasn't acknowledged, 
wouldn't be put on record. It was not a played 
game, and that fellow then was suspended for a length 
of time and fined for breaking the rules. 

Later on (I think it was about the third 
season, when I was eighteen, nineteen, I guess) a 
game from the Coast League had been organized. (It 
belonged to Meyers, the breweryman over here in 
Los Angeles. They owned the Coast League then, Los 
Angeles territory.) Meyers came to me and asked 
me if I would join his team, and I told him that it 
would be impossible for me to join his team. 

"Well," he says, "will you take care of the 
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"boys when they come out this winter?" 
I said, "Yes, I'll play with them this winter." 

You see, then it wasn't the playing season. That 
was out of season, training season. 

Therefore, we was having a game in Los Angeles, 
and Chief Myers was catching for the Riverside team 
and I was pitching for the Los Angeles team. While 
we were playing, Chief Myers was at hat, and when I 
pitched to him, a very swift sinker hall, why he 
hit it solidly and it come right hack at me, and I 
threw my hand up to protect myself and that was the 
end of my playing baseball. It broke all my fingers. 
Well, my hand has never been so I could close it 
since, so I couldn't: pitch baseball any mere. That 
was in '88. Therefore, I still managed the minor 
leagues here until t92. In '92, I quit baseball 
entirely. I could have been one of the White Sox 
players. 

During that time I had come in contact "with 
all the players of the Coast League here, the best 
players in the League, as I was required to represent 
them when they held the conventions here in the 
Raymond Hotel. I told the manager of the Cincinnati 
team about Hal Chase. There's a first baseman! I 
recommended him. There was no man living that could 
play ball as good as that fellow could. Ee was a 
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first baseman. He was very tall and weighed a 
hundred and ninety-five pounds. And they couldn't 
throw a hall at first base that could get by him. 
It was impossible to beat that fellow in playing 
baseball. 

Dixon: Was he a left-hander? 
Sutler: He was right-handed. He was a right-handed thrower 

and first baseman, and say—that fellow could throw 
a ball like nobody else. Ana he was accurate. In 
a game he started at the batter, and 'whenever that 
batter hit a ball that was in the infield, he'd be 
in front of that ball even if it was almost over to 
third base. He was a wonder. He went back to the 
NEW York team and then the White 3DX got him back 
in a trade, and they won the League—but I'm-getting 
too far ahead of my time now. But he got back into 
the White Sox and he was quite awhile with them. 

By this time, there were so many real good men 
developed that eight teams was not sufficient to 
take care of the rising generation of baseball players, 
so they organized another eight teams and they called 
it the American League, you see. Therefore the 
rules and everything had to be changed. Landis 
called a meeting between all of them, and they 
organized the two Leagues and instead of being four 
teams here in California, the Coast League could 
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to an American League team, a National League team 
couldn't use me, and the American League players 
couldn't play for the National League without the 
decision of Landis. 

Therefore, really the American League and the 
National League became supreme in baseball. Through 
the decisions of Landis, the rules were made or 
changed every year. For instance, if one of those 
boys come out here and played with a minor league 
team and it was reported to them, why they were fined 
and put out of organized baseball, don't you see. 
The rules were so strict. It was the right thing 
to do, but. . o Then they established it that each 
team could sign up as many players as they could. 
Before that time they wouldn't sign up anybody that 
was signed up to one of the minor leagues (and rhat's 
what we were all playing for, to get into that 
National League team) until they would consult with 
all of the heads of the minor league teams, you know. 
They would send scouts around and recommend each and 
every good player, don't you see. I recommended 
Hal Chase, Chief Myers, and Prank Dillon, and I had 
about a dozen different ones that I had recommended. 
If I had known, what I should have done was demanded 
a certain amount of money for it, but I didn't. In 
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And therefore, when I signed up with the White Sox, 
why I didn't demand anything. They didn't pay me 
anything. They just "beat me out of ahout fifteen 
or twenty thousand dollars. "Well, I was happy. I 
was in touch with the major leagues, don't you see. 

But then when '92 come, (I had been drilling 
wells and was establishing myself as a businessman 
here in Southern California) I resigned from baseball. 
Just quit. And therefore that was my experience 
with baseball„ But during that time I got 
acquainted with all these good National League 
players. On my team here in Los Angeles I played 
until '88—that was my last game when I got hurt;. 
But I knew Sam Crawford, and Rube Ellis, Erank Dillon, 
and oh, a fellow I sent from the coast down there. 
Oh, he was a wonderful player—but none of them like 
Erank Chance. Well, I think that's ahout twenty men 
that I recommended to the different managers, that 
I was responsible for. 

While I got through with all my baseball I got 
acquainted with Johnson. Walter Johnson. He was a 
young fellow. After I had my hand broken, I could 
grasp the ball hut I couldn't get any good grip on 
my fingers to give it the drop or the slide, the 
floater, or any of those things. I couldn't control it. 
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Well, lie said to me, he said, "Why, you can 
throw a hall the hardest of any man I ever played 
hall with." 

"Well," I says, "I'm not equal to you." 
And he says, "We'll try it." 
We put up some hoards, some one-by-twelve-inch 

hoards, you know, for a backstop, and we got to 
throwing the ball at that backstop. Well, he actually 
cracked some of those inch-thick boards. He was 
the hardest-throwing man I ever saw outside of this 
Hal Chase. 

Chase and he were about the same. When the 
American League teams was organized in the United 
States, he was sold back to the White Sox and they 
won the pennant. They won the pennant, and he was 
not guilty, Hal Chase was not guilty of what they 
accused him of, but when they won the pennant of the 
American League teams there was two or three on the 
team that were bought off when they come to play 
against the National League for the pennant for the 
World Championship. Three of those players on the 
Black Sox team sold themselves out to the sporting 
people to throw the series, don't you see. They 
would have won the World Series, all right, but 
these three that were bought off, the crooks on the 
team, whjj they lost the pennant to the World Series. 
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Therefore they were ostracized and put out of "baseball, 
banned for life. The whole team. There was about 
twenty-two players who actually were innocent with 
only three that was guilty, but Landis ruled the 
whole team was out, and they were out of baseball 
forever. 

Frank: Chance was one fellow I recommended for 
t h e . . . . 

Dixon: Oh, the Tinkers to Evers to Chance on the double play? 
Butler: Yes, Evers, Tinkers, and Chance, I knew them well. 

Erank Chance died out here at his ranch in Glendora. 
Now I recommended Erank Chance to [William] Wrigley, 
[Jr.]. Wrigley bought the Cubs, and therefore, 
that's how I got to know Wrigley first, through my 
baseball. When Wrigley came out to California here, 
I was carpentering over in Pasadena for Simpson, the 
builders, and I met Wrigley again—he had bought 
his home here on Orange Grove Avenue. Do K. Henton 
was the man that I was working for, building the 
hotel there which is a government place now, just 
south of Colorado 3oulevard and Orange Grove. 
What's the name of that big building in there? The 
hotel that used to be the Leonard's Hotel? Well, 
Rent on was the contractor and I was working there 
when Wrigley bought his place on Orange Grove Avenue. 
The man that was landscape gardner there introduced 
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D. M. Eenton to Wrigley and therefore that's really-
icy first experience with Wrigley. 

When Wrigley bought Catalina Island, he immediately 
assigned D. M. Eenton as his manager, and Eenton went 
over to Catalina Island in 1919 with Wrigley and 
started huilding Avalon. Well, I went to building 
in different parts of Los Angeles and East Los 
Angeles, out on Whittier Boulevard. At that time 
Montebello was just developing. Well, anyhow, I 
went on until '22. 

In 1922, why I met D. M. Eenton in Los Angeles 
again at the. . .oh, what's ohe name of that hote}. 
on the corner of Main and Eifth Street? 

Dixon: The Eosslyn? 
Butler: The Ecsslyn-Hotel. And Eenton says to me, "Butler, 

I want you to come on over to Catalina Island." I 
says, "What?" Ee says, "Yes, I'm building it up for 
Wrigley." 

So I went over then to Catalina Island and 
I worked two years building over there for Wrigley. 
I got very, very well acquainted with Wrigley and 
[his son] Phil Wrigley then. Phil was only a little 
fellow—well, I call him little, but he was about 
twenty years old I 

Then when the building started, why we started 
to build little individual buildings all over the 
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valley, Aval on, and we "built fourteen hundred of 
them. When Wrigley and Mrs. Wrigley cane out for 
the winter, he called it his fourteen-hundred-room 
hotel. We had fourteen hundred of them, you know, 
and every one of them was occupied. Mrs. Wrigley, 
she asked me to come up and do some changing in their 
house up there on the hill, and I went up and I got 
very well acquainted with her. She was a wonderful 
woman, a wonderful woman. 

Most all the buildings on Crescent Avenue I 
built. In fact, I was put in charge by Eenton with 
a man by the name of Charlie Crow that I used to 
work with with. Eenton over in Pasadena. When they 
was building the country club building up on the 
hill, they had a bunch of boys that worked for 
Wrigley at that time, or for Eenton rather—Eenton 
was in charge of everything, everything wTas Eenton 
then for Wrigley. And I wTas working there and I 
smelt smoke and wondered what it was, and all at 
once I looked up and the little building "where these 
boys—there was five of them that "were living, 
sleeping up there rather, the timekeeper and office 
hoys. That's when radio first was started. Well, 
one of these boys had bought a little radio, it was 
in a little cigar box. 

Dixon: Oh, a crystal set? 
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Butler: Well, very primitive. All of them would listen to 
the news at night, and I listened several evenings 
with them there. But this time when I was up there 
why I smelt the smoke, and this fellow, one of the 
hoys, had been listening to his little radio; the 
mail come in at ahout ten o'clock, so he, instead 
of cutting the current off from his radio, he left 
it on. Well, it heated up and caught on fire, and 
that set the building on fire. 

When we got the fire out, this young fellow 
come running in and said, "Oh, my radio, my radio, 
where is it?" And I said, ""well, it's burned up." 

Ee began to cry, and while he was a-crying over 
his radio (well, it was very expensive in those days, 
you know, and a wonderful thing) Wrigley rode up on 
his horse and saw the boy crying. Ee asked him what 
he was crying about. Wrigley says to me, "Sam, what's 
the boy crying about?" 

I says, "He lost his radio." 
Wrigley put his hand in his pocket and pulled 

out a twenty-dollar gold piece and threw it to the 
"hoy. He says, "Here's something to help you out 
on another one." Turned around and rode away on his 
horse. 

Then that evening Mrs. Wrigley, she came down 
for to get the mail (she had to come down in a 
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carriage) and she asked me ahout the hoy that lost 
his radio, and she gave me another twenty dollars. 
She says, "Give this to him." So he got forty dollars 
out of it. 

M 

Well, you see they were very generous. They 
had a yacht there, the Descanso, that was their 
private yacht. One time Mrs. Wrigley said, "We're 
going to have a party up to the isthmus tonight." 
She says, "Will you join us?" Ana I thanked her 
very much and told her I'd he glad to go. 

So we went up to the isthmus and they had what 
they called a "weinie hake." We had quite a time, 
and when we got hack ahout eleven o'clock, why I 
was ready to go to hed! But they were the most 
generous people I ever saw. 

Then Wrigley come to me, and he said, "I want 
you to go down there and fix up a hall park for me, 

Snd direct it." So I went down, measured where we 
wanted, how much I thought we'd need, and I "built 
a grandstand and a big park, and his hoys, his team, 
used to come out there every winter and train. The 
ball park is there yet. 

About four years later I came back over to Los 
Angeles. Then I didn't go back to Avalon until 
'39 and I've been there ever since—it's been my home. 

Dixon: It's a beautiful place over there. 
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Butler: What I like about it—it is a "beautiful place—but 
what I like about it is the climate. It is exactly 
the same' climate as they have down Mazatlan, Mexico. 
It is identical, you couldn't make any two places as 
much alike in climate as those two places. It is 
perfect. 

In '39 I went back over to Catalina Island to 
work in the bird park, to train birds over there. 
I had some wonderful training birds. (Just last 
week in one of these magazines, I seen a picture of 
one of the old birds, Charlie, over there.) But 
they had one bird over there that was a magpie. I 
taught her to do many, many things. For instance, 
she could carry on a conversation with you just as 
you and me are doing at the present time. She was 
very, very good. 

One time I had Mrs. Palmer, my daughter, over 
there with Mrs. Church, her friend, and we was up 
there and they were interested in Maggie, her name 
was Maggie. When Mrs. Church went up to talk to 
her she looked up at Mrs. Church and she said, "You 
are lousy." [laughter] 

She said, "I am not either." 
"Well," Maggie says,' "examine yourself." 
Well, see, she carried on a conversation there, 

right along—she was intelligent and she really was 
good. 
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One day a Catholic priest came up and he brough 
three of the Sisters with him. He wanted them to 
see the hirds in the hird park. They had many birds 
there that could talk, many, but he wanted them to 
see and talk to Maggie. So he took them up there, 
went up to Maggie and commenced to talk to her. 
Maggie was up on her perch and she just looked at 
him. She wouldn't say a word. He couldn't get her 
to say a word. lor five minutes he and the Sisters 
teased Maggie, and finally he turned around and he 
says, "Well, I don't know what's the matter with her 
she won't talk today. " So he turned around, he was 
going over to talk to Charlie. Well, just as he got 
about six or eight feet away, Maggie says, "You go 
to hell." [laughter] He turned around and says, 
"Oh!" but when he come back she shut up. She 
wouldn't say anything more. 

After a while I went over and I says, "Maggie, 
why didn't you talk to the fellow?" 

She looks up at me and she says, "You know why.' 
And I says, "Well, why?" 
"Well, I don't like him," she says. "I don't 

like him," she says. We had some others—the 
myna birds, they are good, they are good. We've got 
about twenty over there now. Those myna birds, they 
are intelligent. But they had many birds over there 
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that were intelligent. Had some cranes, Japanese 
cranes. I'd teach them different things. The man 
that was the head of the "bird park department over 
there was a wonder with birds. 

After ahout two years I had taken my vacation 
and went up to Spokane , Washington, all around up 
into Canada, making a wonderful trip over the west 
here. When I got hack to Catalina (I was gone just 
thirty days) I found they didn't feed Maggie right, 
didn't feed her as I had heen feeding her. She got 
sick, and they took her and put her in a little 
birdcage, you know, took her up to the office where 
they'd keep her warm. 

I went up to her and I says, "Maggie, what's 
the matter?" 

She just looked at me very steady and she said, 
"You know," she says, "you know." 

I says, "No, I don't." I says, "Do you need 
some help?" I says to Maggie. 

She says, "You know." That's all there was. 
That night Maggie was dead. She knew she 

was dying. So that's the way it went with Maggie. 
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Sunday, George 296-297 
Sunnysiope Ranch, San Gabriel, Calif. 48, 207 
Swarthout, Mr. & Mrs. 186 
Swing, Philip David 167-168 
Swing, Ralph S. 167 , l80-l3l 
Taft brothers 281 
Tate, Dr. 197-206 
Temple, Francis P. F. 301 
Temple Block, Los Angeles, Calif. 301, 303 
Terminal Building, Los Angeles, Calif. 295 
Thayer, Mr. 64 
Tibbets, Mrs. 36 



Titus, L. H. 
Towne, Prank M 
Tusch, Mr. 
Tyler, 0. T. 
Tyler, Judge 
Tyler, Mr. 
U.S. Civil War, in Mississippi 
United States Hotel, Los Angeles, 

California 
University of Mississippi 
Unruh, Dave 
Unruh, H. A. 

47-48, 62 
108, lSl 
93 
314 
212, 214 
149, 154 
3-8 
302 
178 
78 
28, 
8l 

68, 70, 76-79 passim, 

Valencia Ranch, California 
Van Nuys, I. N. 
Van Nuys Ann; Los Angeles, Calif. 

Calif. Van Nuys Hotel, Los Angeles. 
Vasquez, Tiburcio 
Venice, California 

development of 
Verdugo, California 
Verdugo family 
Villa, Pancho 
Virginia City, Nevada 

Wallace, Charlie 
Ward brothers-
Ward Building, Pasadena, Calif. 
Ward, Denny 
Warm Creek, San Bernardino Count; 

California 
Warren, Earl 
Waterman, Robert W. 
Waterman Canyon, California 
Weber, Paul 
Weil, Alexander-
Well drilling 

in Southern California 

Westlake Park, Los Angeles, Calif. 
White, Russell 
White, Mrs. Russell 
Wllbert, Mr. 

136-137 
-3 313 

194, 195 
212, P 1 3 

39-43 
34-88 
42 
42-43 
274-275, 
64 
26 
291 
96 
96 
158 
297 1 ̂ p, 

I, ;7P, 262 

181 
138, l4o, 149 
285 
59 
23, 31-35, 47-50, 75, 97-
106, 159-160, 225-229, 247, 
268-269 
316-317 
1, 2, 6, 7, 10-12, 18, 19 
23, 25, 31, 39, 57, 71 
1, 2 
161 
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•Wilkinson, Mr. 
Williams, Earl 
Williams, Oliver-
Willow Canyon, California 
Wilmont, California 

/Wilson, Benjamin Davis 

Wilson, Mrs. Benjamin Davis 
Wilson Canyon, California 
Wilson Ranch, San Gabriel Valley, 

California 
Wilson Trail, California 
Wine making 

in Southern California 
Winston, Colonel 
Wolfskill, William 
Woodbury, George 
Woodbury, Mrs. 
Woods, Colonel 
Workman-Bowland Party 
World's Fair, Portland, Oregon 
Wrigley, William, Jr. 
Wrigley, Mrs. William 
Yorba, 

Angeles 
Yucaipa, Call 
Yuma, Arizona 

(Sheriff of Lo; 
County, Calif.) 

227 
187, 194-197 
194-195 
185, 186 
165 
1 , 2-3, 10-11 , 17, 23, 29, 
30, "61, 89-96, l4l. 146, 
174; 306, 307 
1, 2-3 
93 
43 
50, 52 

36-37, 72 
47, 39 
94-95 
69 
69 i 00 -j-
6ln. 
212. 218-219 
334-338 
336, 337-338 

or*. 
43, 300, 307 
165 
166 
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