QUR HOBBY HORSE WAS A STUFFED WILD CAT

The stuffed wild cats stood near a window in the parler. Tannie had
shot them, tanned the skins and stuffed them. I'm sure we were not supposed
to ride them as hobby horses, nor were we supposed to wander [reely through
the parleor, the Little Sitting Room was the place for everyday activities,

But to three- and four-year olds those wild cats were irresistable, ina
room filled with all kinds of things calculated to tempt small hands. As
soon as we were old enough to stand on tiptoe and turn a door handle one of
our first adventures when we went to our grandmother’s mill was to visit
the Parlor. And those fascinating wild cats! We rode them until their
knees buckled and had to be stuffed tight with cotton again. We pulled at

their button eyes until they came off in our hands.

We were long past the riding stage when Tannie took the frayed, and
perhaps moth-eaten, cats to the furnace under the mill and burned them,

We were too old to fuss about it but —- what an unhappy ending!

ALt e

; S :The wild cats in the woods, of course, were very different in our minds
from those soft playthings in the parlor. My firsthand acquaintance with the
ungtuffed ones was limited to a single adventure of which only two scenes
remain in my memory, One was of waking at night to find my mother Rad
lighted the kerosene lamp and was dressing hurriedly. She told me the dogs
had been hunting and one had come back and barked under Tannie's window,
This meant they had some animal up a tree; one had remained to see that it
stayed there, the other had come back to alert the house. Mother said she
was going with Tannie and I insisted on being dressed and going, too.

End of Ecene One,

I remember nothing of the walk up through the woods, though it must

have been faster than was gquite comfortable for my short legs. It may be
g

I was carried for part of the titne. I do not remember whether it was

Towser or Dandy who guided us, nothing of Tannie's shooting the wild cat,
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But I do remember vividly the terror-stricken walk home. It was a very
black night under the trees. Mother went first, carrying t];te lantern and
the front legs of the cat. Tannie came behind, carrying the hind legs and
the gun. And I? I stumbled along, terrified by the dark, terrified by the
wild cat, terrified by the gun. No beginning of the walk, no end. Justa

vivid, emotion-filled picture.

But back to the parlor, with sunlight shining through the lace curtains
at the windows. Horsehair-covered furniture in my earliest days, black,
slippery, impossible to sit on without squirming -- and when you squirmed

you slid off.

Across the room from the lounge stood the piano. This was a beautiful
square grand, made by Antisell, inlaid above the keyboard with tortoise shell
in an intricate pattern, strung with two wires for each note instead of three
as are modern pianos, Grandmother had bought the pianc in the early 1580's,
for 5350 according to the sale bill which I have, As I grew up I spent many
hours practising on it and more hours playing the music stored near by,
songs and dances of the '80s and '90s. I dusted it, too, and my fingers can

still feel the curves in the legs.

In a corner was the what-not, full of fascinating things, each with its
own story,. On the top shelf stood a vase full of peacock feathers from the
manager's home in Duncan Mills, and a blue-eyed, flaxen-haired china doll
head. The latter had been bought in New Ycrkﬁ in 1884 when the family was
on its way home from England and was inte nde‘.d for Lola Keniston, who had
been born at the mill. But when they reached home they found that another

baby girl had arrived. Two little girls, one doll head. So it came to rest

an the what-not,

There were Indian arrow heads on a lower shelf, reminders of the
timme when Indians camped in our woods., A tiny plaster-of-Paris model of
a lion lay on one shelf, to be recalled with surprise half a century later, in
front of Thorwaldsen's marble lion asleep in his cave by the Lake of Lucerne.

There was a china hen on a nest, not to be touched, except -- some morning
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you would be told, "Look under the china hen,'"' and surprise! surprise!

here were real little eggs, pullet eggs we learned in later years,

A dozen or so tiny silk flags, American and English, stood inan
old majolica vase; (after we were grown a mouse made a colorful nest of
these -- in an empty tea kettle), There were sea shells you could held to

your ear and 'hear the seal.

On the bottom shelf was a stereoptican and a set of cards with pictures
on them. I don't remember what the pictures represented, I do remember
the thrill of moving the cards back and forth and seeing the picture "come
alive" in three dimensions. Three huge pine cones, huge as compared
with redwood cones, Uncle James had brought from the Sierra gold mines
in the 1860's. In college days I learned that they were monticula cones,
And there was my father's school slate -- but I can't take space to name all

the fascinating things in that what-not.

Not everything dated from generations past -- a well-worn baby shoe
of mine, gilded and stuifed with cotton with top and hole in the toes covered
with blue velvet; a pair of soft little shoes belonging to Joy, almost unworn;

a more sturdy pair of Burle's; and, from the next generation, one of Bob's,

The small room beyond the parlor was at various times a bedroom,
an office and a library -- or, what Tannie called it, a "litterary". There
were two walls filled with books. Cousin Alice's first husband had been a
Methodist rminister and for forgotten reasons many of his books had strayed
there. These I rarely dipped into. Winston Churchill's ""The Inside of the
Cup'', however, though not properly classified as theology, together with
Carlyle's '"Heroes and Hero Worship' did much toward shaping my thinking.
"WMrs, Caudles' Curtain Lectures' I remember as monologues by a very
unpleasant woman directed at her hen-pecked husband. Cld 3rd and 5th
Grade Readers (McGuffey?) introduced me to Lamb's "Tales from
Shakespeare' ahd to "The Tempest" itself but the one-volume Shakespeare

had too fine print to make attractive reading. '"Zigzag Travels Through
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Foreign Lands' I still treasure, and a bound volume of Household Words
published by Charles Dickens in 1855 A book about the children in
Dickens' stories made me eager to read more about them. I remember
"Sir Roger de Coverley' for its pleasant English country setting and for
Sir Roger's decision to buy his vicar a barrel of sermons by the very best
preachers since these would be better than any the Vicar could, or would
have time to, write. 'Isaac Walton' I skipped until I was older, then
surprisingly found it most delightful. A Family Bible, published tn 1508,
was of interest chiefly because of the first entry, Seth Joy, born at Leeds,
1808 I often wondered what had happened to Baby Seth. In recent years

I have found some of his letters and decided he was not altogether a pleasant
character. Uncle Ben's desk sometimes stood in the library, net much used
for business but remembered for the fact that there were always hazel nuts

to be found in the drawers,

The dining room was long, with a table large enough to accomiodate
the men who worked at the mill during the summer. In winter the family
ate at one end of the table. The room was uncarpeted and a splendid place
for play. We learned to skate there, on skates with wooden wheels. Round
and round we would go, clinging to the table at first, with the table always
within arm's reach in case of emergency. When sufficiently skillful we

would skate on the dance floor down at the Picnic Grounds,

At Christmas time the tree, lit with real candles, stood in one
corner of the dining room. For the rest of the year the family spent the
evenings in the Little Sitting Room but Christmas was an exception. And it
was in the Christmas tree corner that [ remember the marvelous shadow
pictures the adults made on the walls -- and my pitiful attempts to imitate

them,

The dining room was a utilitarian room with little decoration. A
plate rail at one end held blue china plates brought from England. Many of
these were broken in the 1906 earthquake. Tannie's organ stood in one

corner, a marble-topped sideboard on one wall. The windows looked



directly into a steep hillside largely covered with bracken. A fascinating
pass cupboard stood between dining room and kitchenps an object of mystery
to the very young., Ina little cupboard under the stairs were stored jellies

and jams and other goodies.

Bevond the dining room was the kitchen, the busiest room in the
house. Here the children had breakfast, and often other meals when the
rnill was in operation. Frankie Collins presided in the kitchen and the
center of things was the big black wood-burning stove. The kitchen was
warm and roomy and something was always going on there. It was built
into the hillside and with a little assistance from an adult you could climb
out of a high window and find yourself on the hill behind the house. Dogs
and cats and chickens knew that window and would wait there expectantly for

handouts.

The fire was lighted in the stove at some unknown hour in the morning
and never completely went out until after supper in the evening, after the
bread for next day had been kneaded into loaves and left to rise. All the
cooking utensils were of iron, heavy and awkward -- skillets of various
sizes, tall pots on legs, pans, tea kettle. On the back of the stove always
stood a pot of tea for my grandmother who, we said, 'never drank water'.
The end of the stove contained a ''reservoir' of water, an ingenious device
we thought for keeping a supply of hot water. Larger amounts, as for

washing and bathing, were heated in metal tubs on top of the stove.

The sink in one corner was made of wood, and seemed enormous to
childish eyes. Water flowed continuously from a faucet at one end. The
water came from a spring up the hill, flowed into the sink, then out along
the side of the house to the front garden. Whenever the water stopped run-
ning it meant trouble of some sort and an expedition consisting of one adult
and any children who were handy was immediately dispatched to do some-
thing about it. Perhaps a salamander had crept into the pipe, perhaps cne

of the cows, which should not have been there, had kicked a segment of
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pipe and disconnected it. Problem found! Mission successful!

By modern standards everything in the kitchen was done the hard way
-- but some of the results were delicious. Home-made bread, freshly churned
butter! Ewven the yeast in the bread was "home-made’., When the yeast
supply ran out or went sour it meant a trip to a huge hop vine at the 'top of

the hill' to get some leaves for a new ''starter'.

A big box stood in the shed just outside the kitchen door and someone
always seemed to be carrying wood to the stove and a man seemed always at
work outside, sawing oak logs into proper lengths and chopping them to a

size to fit the stove, splitting pieces of redwood into kindling.

An iron coffee mill hung high on the wall, out of reach except when a
kindly prownup held you on his shoulder. Coffee, of course, was bought as
beans, roasted in the oven, a delectably odorous business, and freshly

ground for each rneal

In the evenings the adults liked a guiet time in the Little Sitting Room
but usually the children preferred not being quiet. In winter that meant the
kitchen, It was warm and cozy, dimly lit by one lamp, and would have been
scary had not Frankie or Tannie been there. It was there we learned "'Little
Orphan Annie's come to our house to stay, To wash the plates and saucers
and put the cups away...'" with impressive emphasis on "And the goblins

'11 get you if you don't wateh out",

The house and mill, with their auxiliary lumber yard, blacksmith
shop, sheds, cabins, barns for horses and oxen, chicken yard, gardens,
stoed in an irregular clearing with redwood trees all about. A creek,
crossed by three bridges, wound through the clearing. On summer evenings
we played outdoors until bedtime, which seems always to have been eight
o'clock. Dark came early between the hills and none of us cared to play
"hide and seek' too far in the shadows of the trees and dark buildings,
There were owls &with frightening voices and in spite of adults' denials

there just might be bears. After all there were scratches left by bears an
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a tree just a little way up the gulch, And Tannie told of seeing one in a wild
blackberry patch when she was a little girl. Tannie was still here; why not

the bear?

In the daytime we spent a good deal of time "hanging around"”. We
watched the logs go through the mill, we "tagged along" in the lumber yard.
We stood at the side of the blacksmith shop and sometimes were allowed to
"pump the bellows'. We rode in the "big wagon' when it went up into the
woads for another load of logs, we watched the oxen skidding the logs down
the hills. We watched the men laboriously cutting through the trunks of the
big trees, one man at either end of a long saw, and, from a safe distance
and under supervision, we saw the trees topple to the ground. What im-
pressed me more than the noise was the sudden appearance of a patch of

blue sky where just before was a tree.

At long intervals when we came down stairs for breakfast we were
told that we must not go where the men were working that day, they were
going to fell a "bee tree'. That meant honey, honey in huge guantities,
buckets and tubs full. The best was put into jars, but there were always

wash tubs filled with brown honey which was ours for the taking.

The log pond was always tempting. When it was full of logs we were
not allowed in or on it but we stood on the bank and admired the skill of the
men who jumped from one log to ancther, balancing precariously. When
it was empty or when only a few logs were safely corralled at one end we
had the use of two small row boats. Sometimes we just rowed around,
avoiding the deep lower end where Tannie swam. Sometimes the boats
plied busily between '"Hong Kong' and "New York' and various other points

located on the shores.

There was a rule that we could "go swimming' only on Sunday, that
being a day wnen adults were free to get us into dry clothing. But --such
an important ""bht"-- if we "fell in" on a week day we need not get out

immediately. Surely the adults understood the vagueness of that rule!
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We rarely took advantapge of it but -- another 'but' -- four youngsters standing
upright in a small row boat and swaying.from side to side in unison inevitably
resulted in an overturned boat and four dripping children whose excuse was

"fell in when the boat tipped over'.

Sometimes we were handed empty lard pails and sent out to pick
berries; huckleberries or wild blackberries. Huckleberries are tiny little
things but the bushes have no "stickers'. Wild blackberries fill a pail more
gquickly but the scratches stay with you for days. Quarts and quarts and
guarts of berries were put up in glass jars every year and stored in the
"cellar', a dark cool place dug into the hill, along with jars of apples,

peaches, pears, pickles, jams and jellies.

As children we played checkers and chess indoors and lafter a word
game called Logomachy was a favorite with Tannie and the rest of us. Qut
doors we batted balls around but there was little room or time for organized
games when the mill was running. We had a croquet set left over from the
eighties and sometimes set it up in the wide roadway between the house and
the mill, Later we had a tennis net there, We sometimes shot at tin cans,
always under supervision. There were always guns in the house, standing
in corners behind doors, some loaded, but guns were serious business,
never playthings. One of the few compliments I remember from my brother

was, ''She shoots pretty well - for a girl "

We took walks and brought back triliums and azaleas and wild orchids
and rattlesnaka.e grass., We chewed oxalis for its spicy taste and ate wild
strawberries. We waded in the creek and caught frogs and salamanders and
"skippers'. We raided Tannie's garden for all the sweet-smelling things
that grew there. We watched birds build nests and we kept a respectiul

distance from the eagles sometimes kept on the porch

Sometimes we went to Bodega Bay and the ocean, These trips seem
in retrospect to have been of two kinds. One was a picnic but also a special
L
!

kind of fishing trip. It occurred when the surf fish were ''running’, hundreds,

thousands of them in every wave. The men used round nets, about four feet
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in diameter as I remember them, though a childish memory can be mislead-
ing. A three or four foot handle extended from one side, a short pointed
piece of iron from the other. The men would brace the nets in the sand just
where a wave would break over them, then run up the beach above the water's
edge and dump the fish caught in the nets. The women and children then were
supposed to pick up the fish before they slithered back into the ocean. Such
agile little creatures they were, so smooth and slippery. I'm afraid I
salvaged very few but I worked at it. We had fried surf fish for supper and
breakfast, delicious morsels when you have learned how to extract and dis-
card the backbone and ribs, Some of us wished Luther Burbank would devote
himself to developing boneless fish instead of wasting time getting the

thorns off cactus.

Qur other trips had no motivation other than pleasure. We might
catch fish but that was purely incidental. Tannie drove us in a "spring
wagon'', that service vehicle in between a surrey and a big work wagon, In
the back was a pot of baked beans and when we asked how long we could
stay the answer was, ''Until all the beans are gone", We stayed with
Captain and Mrs. Hart, in their little house on the landside of what seemed
a long long pier. I remember nothing of the inside of the house but outside
-- Captain Hart had row boats and, I think, a small motor boat and we
explored the Bay. Once I remember getting stuck when the tide was going out
and having to wade ignominiously to shore. Back of the house a huge
sand hill separated the Bay from the ocean, a sand hill you could plod slowly
up, then run down until you fell and rolled over and over, emerging with
yvour clothing full of sand. We waded in the ocean and collected sand dollars
and shells and jelly fish and sea weed and scraps of wave-worn wood. Once
I remember the whole Bay seemed {full of lusciously-blue Portuguese men-
of-war (physalia). I puta few in a bottle with some sea water but, alas,
the color faded, almost while I looked at it. I don't remember how many
days we stayed gr whether the consumption of beans had anything to do with

it == I doubt it now -- buat finally, sunburned and grimy and tired we and all
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our treasurers were loaded into the spring wagon, and Tannie drove us back

to the mill

One of the big, perhaps the biggest, celebration of the year was on the
Fourth of July. The weather as I remember it was always perfect. The
"picnic ground’ just below the lumberyard in a beautiful grove of redwood
trees belonged to Mr. Gallagher. The program did not begin until after-
noon but the excitement rose to a high pitch when we woke in the morning
and stayed until we dropped into bed at night. We may have had a few fire
crackers which we set off in the bare roadway but fireworks have no place
in a dry forest. We dressed in our best and as soon after mid-day dinner

as we could persuade the adults to leave we walked down to the "party'.

A log across the creek, some six or eight feet above the water, brought us
immediately to the center of activity, a big, or what seemed a big, platform
decorated today with flags and bunting. Everybody from miles around was
there. Some had brought lunches; we always envied them. There were a
few booths where you could buy ice cream cones and such goodies. Men
looked after their horses and walked about. Women sat on the board seats

around the dance floor and talked. Children ran about, played games,

chased each other, and dashed for seats when the program began

The program opened with a sudden silence and a short prayer, and if
ever there was a communion of spirit it was there, friends and neighbors
gathered together, sunlight filtering through the tall trees, guiet enhanced
by a movement of the nearby horses or a bird's call. Perhaps then we all
sang the national anthem which was then "America' or perhaps that came
at the end, before the benediction Sometime during the program someone
sang ''The Star Spangled Banner'; perhaps a guartette sang a number of
patriotic songs. There was always a speaker, perhaps from Santa Rosa,
perhaps even from San Francisco, who spoke forcefully and elegantly of the
United States of ftmc rica, its promises and our responsibilities. I remember
none of the noble sentiments uttered and I do remember getting tired and a

little bored but I can still remember the feeling of being lifted above the
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petty details of daily life and looking out over a broader, brighter world,
Then the benediction, the bustle of clearing away chairs, the fiddlers tuning
their instruments, and the dancing; waltzes, two steps, the lancers, per-
haps the Virginia reel. Children and adults, On the ground around the
platform, games of horseshoes, much wandering about, talking, eating ice

cream and candy, and drinking lemonade and root beer.

As little children we stayed as late as possible at the picnic grounds,
until most of the people who lived at a distance had gone, then trudged
home, tired and excited and uninterested in supper. In our teens we came
back earlier so as to get ready for the "Fourth of July Ball'. Tannie
chaperoned us and Uncle Ben drove us to town in the evening but said he
wasn't foolish enough to keep his horses up all night. The ball was held
on the second floor of the school house and we danced until sunrise. Then
—- it was a long two miles home. The boys gallantly raced ahead and were

probably sound asleep when the rest of us arrived.

The mill, the blacksmith shop, the cabins and barns and lumber yard

are gone, the house is changed, the mill pond is only a trickle.

Times have changed, we hope for the better. Perhaps it is only my
age that makes me think a thousand acres of redwoods make a delightful

playground
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LAMBS BUT NO RABBITS

Robin introduced the next generation, partly because he was the oldest
(by all of four years), partly because he actually lived at the Mill House.
The family arrived there from Arbuckle one hot summer day, Daddy driving
the car, Mommie, Robin and the cat sound asleep, hees humming madly in

their closed hive on the trailer.

It was a quiet place then, only Grandpa Laton there, no one else in the
big house, the mill, the cabins. But the creek was as full of beguiling, and
elusive, creatures as it was a generation earlier — minnows, skippers,
polywogs, salamanders. Robin chased them assiduous ly, and left on the
w.s.rhat—nc-t a pair of sturdy, well-worn shoes — with the toes cut out, ideal

eguipment for wading.

It was at the Mill House I remember his conversational development,
He would talk with you so confidentially, expecting an interested and intelli-
gent response which too often you were unable to give — to your great em-
barrassment. One day I asked him what happened at Sunday School and was
told with all seriousness, '"They talked about God and there were lambs but
there weren't any rabbits,” His mother saved that situation. After Sunday
School in Santa Rosa a lady had taken Robin and her daughter out into the
country to get a rabbit. On the way they stopped to watch some lambs playing

in a field. And when they reached the ranch the farmer had no rabbits,
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SKUNK LOGS AND ANCIENT ECGS

When we were little Dad sometimes read aloud to us from "Household
Book of Poetry'. Always our favorite was " The Wandering Jew'!, '"Piye
hundred years rolled by and then -- - -"  And we would chorus "I travelled
the self-same road again'. But it took less than fifty years for a new young

generation to appear - and fird a new world in the same old Joy Woods.

First of all, there had come a need for place names. ""The Mill House'
was 4 ‘natural'. There the mill, barns and a cabin or two recalled the past
but electricity, and plumbing, and the blacksmith shop turned into a garage,
placed it all firmly in the 20th century. '"'The School House', desertad for
many years, had become a dwelling, its one room divided into kitchen, living
room, dining room, plus bedrooms above: big enough for the family of twelve
who occupied it briefly. '"The Gate House'' at the gate on the county road, an
old house that finally succumbed to dge and disappeared ""The Calf Barn"
on top of the hill succeeded the Mill House as the family center. This was a
Cottage that was old at the turn of the century, had been used to house the
calves for a dairy, and now embarked on a new life with cernent blocks under
it, a sheathing of wood around it, a new roof, partitions removed, porches,
windows and glass doors added, plus a bathroem. "The Goat Shed'' was just
that, a shed where Uncle Ben had housed goats in had weather, but it gave
shelter to the young Latons on trips to the Woods for several years. Then
a new house for them, down where the '"pld house' and mill had stood near
Thurston Creek. What to call it? "Dog House' was proposed matching Calf
Barn and Goat Shed but rejected as beneath its dignity. "Canine Castle' it

became. Salamander Creek flowed past the Canine Castle.

The trip from Berkeley to the Calf Barn, sixty miles or so, could be
tedious (even more so from Sacramento or Fresnol. City streets — Richmond

bridge - highway - firally good country roads. Marrtie's proclamatian,
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"Bodega coming up ina rowboat' at the tog of a hill was most welcome.
Bodega from a distance is rather a E.tr:-r;.-j book town —- big white church and
school house overshadowing a cluster of little houses  Then a turn off on

Joy Roatand "A'" and "T" bridges to be noted -- a mystery to adults but
clear as crystal to the young. Up on a hillside "'Anitale's hole', peopled by
dwarves and elves, filled with little tables and cupboards, center for all kinds
af other-worldly doings. Until one day Anitalee herself climbed the hill -- to
find it was just a nole in the grol;md,_ probably left by an old slide. Ralph,
recovering from an appendectomy so left in the car while she climbed, looked
a little glum at the news. Then Szalamander Creek pnear the Canine Castle, and
finally into the woods. Up the hill, then left through a gate not far from the
School House. If you came through Occidental you came up the hill in the
oppusite direction, past the telephone poles that amused "Pampla' Miller.
Young redwood trees they were, most of their branches lopped off biut with

enterprising young shoots growing bravely all up and down the trunks.

The Gate House had stood at the battered gate leading off Joy Road and
there were still old apple trees courageously bearing fruit round about. In the
summer we picked apples, Grandmums insisting that the fallen ones, pecked

by birds, perhaps carrying ants and bees, would be the sweetest and juiciest.

The osprey's nest was high in an old dead tree half way in from the gate
to the Calfbarn, In the spring you could see the parent birds bringing fish to
the voung: with binoculars you could see the fuzzy heads over the sides of the
nest. And down at the Bay you could see adult ospreys, surely our birds,

catching fish for "our'" young birds.

Not far from the osprey's nest was an Indian kitchen midden. The
Indians enjoyed our woods, too, and brought shell fish from the ocean to cat
under the trees, away from the wind. Bob I think had some of the shells in
his '"'museum', The place was easily identified by the multitude of shell
fragments but alas! the roads are so changed now that I coulda't find it for

the most recent generation of adventurers,
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Another gate near the Goat Shed, and you are almaost there A ‘redwood
ring' stands to one side of the gate, the original parent completely gone, the
children and grandchildren now great trees in their own right. Ilere someone
had partially buried a cluster of small wooden stakes, testing wood preserva-

tives of various kinds.

Through a field, past the windmill, under a great oak tree, thena
towering isolated redwood tree, and in its shadow the Calfbarn  Paths led
from the parking place to the front porch and to the back door but somewsy

you always went in the back door, Straight into the kitchen.

The kitchen was a compromise between the old and the new. The big
wood stove served, as all old wood stoves did, as a cooking center and a
heating center. But the hot water tank was modern, Burle had filled the
fire box so full of water pipes we sometimes thought there was too little space
for wood. But what a joy that big tank of hot water was! Then for guick
cooking there was a gas stove, supplied from containers of gas outdoors.
And, still more modern, a refrigerator also fed by gas. A sink with running
hot and cold water. Dish cupboards, tables, shelves, a boat model in a

glassed-in case. And, coeval with the refrigerator, a telephone.
i W pe—

Cut of the kitchen the bedroom, and attached to the bedracm that
modern marvel, a bathroom, My grandmother's wardrobe stood against one
wall of the bedroom. And there was an old hand-made wash-hand gtand, a
bureau, and on the wall a framed motto "Leaves Have Their Time to Fall!

{rom Uncle Ben's bedroom at the Mill House,

Over the wardrobe an opening led to the attic. I do not remember when
Martin and Ralph first explored the attic., But Melissa's first, and last,
adventure there was the occasion for one of the world's great statements on
the human condition. She had clambered up, pushed and pulled by her two
brothers. But coming down was another matter. She sat beside the opening
crying bitter tears of terror and frustration, "I wanted to come up here, and

L

I came up here, and now I'm afraid to come down'. Could Aristotls or

Socrates have phrased it better?
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Then her father arrived and rescued her.

he living room led, also, from the kitchen. It looked very little like
anything in the earlier incarnation of the Calf Barn, with new windows and
glass doors, a fireplace in one carner, a couple of beds that did duty as
lounges, Uncle Ben's desk, books, pictures from the Mill House, the marble-
topped sideboard. And the what-not, as fascinating as ever. The bricks in
front of the fireplace were old ones from the fireplace at the first mill house,

down on Thurston (Salamander) Creek where Burle built the Canine Castle

The front porch looked over an open field, rolling hills, clusters of
redwood trees, and, three or four miles away, the Pacific Ocean. Always
if you stopped to listen you could hear the murmur of the waves. On clear
days you could see Mount Tamalpais, Point Reyes, and Mount Diable, both
of the latter geographical points of reference, When the nights were warm
enough the porch would accommodate two or three cots and the sleeping was
marvellous. Opening off the porch was the store room, filled with junk or
treasures, according to your interest of the moment. In the yard two or
three logs from the will served as seats or tables as needed. Mid-day meals

were usually eaten on the porch.

Birds found the porch a quiet sheltered spot for building rests and we
managed when we were there not to disturb them to the point of deserting egpgs
or young. One year 2 mother bird even sat nervously through our guietly

singing "Happy Birthday'' to Burle on the 17th of June.

The ocean and the Bay were as enjoyable as they had been "when we
were young'. I remember Bob walking straight out into the water and only
turning back at the last minuate before I rushed out, shoes and all, to grab
him back. And there was a picnic with Martin and Steven when the wind
blew sand into everything and even a bonfire did not keep us warm. But the
boys marched round and round the fire, stirring up as much sand as did the
wind, dropping their sandwiches and eating them sand and all. (The two

adults in the party saved their picnic lunch to eat later in front of the fire-
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place at the Calfbarn) And at the Bay there was that fascinating woman,

Mrs. Gaffney, with her fabulous collection of Indian artifacts.

Think of any room at the Calfbarn and pictures come to mind,
"Curtsey to the Queen!" Ralph and Melissa both little tykes so this must
have been an early visit. It is evening, the youngsters are tucked away in
cots. There is a cozy fire in the fireplace, either their grandmother or Dia
is reading aloud by the light of a kerosene lamp. The book '"The Two Little
Princesses" or some such title. Sleep not far off. Until -- one youngster
suggests they practice curtseying. Which they do, their shadows dancing

with them aroand the walls,

Again the living room. A ''willage' spread out on the floor. Started
with a tin Log Cabin syrup can, composed mostly of milk cartons cut and
decorated to make houses. Anitalee and Ralph absorbed. Then Anitalee's
mother arrives to take Anitalee home to Fresno. Protests close to tears at
leaving the 'village'. 'No! Can't make one at home'. So -- all the cartons
available packed into the car for the poor child whose family buys their milk

in bottles,

Memory keeps no calendar, Don't ask whether Martie climbed the red-
wood tree before or after he sat on a nail. But there he was at the top of the
tall tree by the Calfbarn, cheerily calling for Grandmums and Dia, much
amused at their efforts to find him, around corners, under the sorch, behind
the wood shed. We couldn't climb that tree and had no thought that he could;
the trunk was bare of branches too far above our heads. The little "monkey!
had caught the tip of a downward sweeping branch, clambered along it to
the trunk, then climbed stairstep fashion to the top. We breathed more easily
when he stood on solid ground again, Perhaps he did, too; I don't remember

his attempting the climb a second time.
The nail episode occurred when a new roof was being put on the Cali-

barn ard the old shingles, complete with nails, lay in heaps on the ground,
£

‘out of bounds ' we thought for the small boy, But he came in to announce,



"I sat on a nail. I don't think it went all the way through'. It hadn't. And we

gave silent thanks for tetanus immunization,

The "skunk log', an old rotten log, lay beside the path between Goat
Shed and Calf Barn. How the tale arose that it housed skunks we adults never
knew. The true believer, however, held his nose and ran past the spot, with
repeated admonitions to his companions that it would be well if they did like -
wise. Twenty years later Anitalee, an ardent believer, reported that the log

was still there, I didn't ask about the skunks,

"Ancient eggs?' Found by Martin and Ralph in a crock inan old
chicken house. "Put down" in "water glass" probably, by some forgotten
{and forgetful) housewife, An adult finding such a treasure would have
quickly dug a hole at a distance from the Calfbarn, gingerly deposited crock
and eggs, and covered them over carefully with dirt and rocks. The young
have better ideas. How much more entertaining to shy them, one by one at

a post! And after they were gone, and only then, to report the find.

We shared the Calfbarn and its environs with a varie ty of living things.
Blue birds on the telephone wires, swallows on the porch, gophers who would
poke their heads out of the ground and devour crumbs, blue jays and wood-
peckers wno through the walnut season dropped nuts noisily on the roof, -
lizards, squirrels, a skunk or two, deer, mice. Mice call to mind the red,
white, blue, and yellow nest made of bits of silk flags from the what-not,
plus paper napkins. Where? In the tea kettle! The nest was guite untouched.
Did Mother Mouse grow too large to go down the tea kettle spout? And trade
rats! Noisy little beasts who rolled walnuts around in the attic at night.
They build elaborate nests -- of twigs, post cards, paper, eggs -- one might
almost say '"Name it! They had it!" One night when Burle was staying with
us one especially noisy little rat seemed to be tearing the kitchen apart. We
hid our ears under the pillows. Till Burle who was sleeping in the living
room valiantly threw off his bed covers with a sleepy ""Might as well be now"
and moved into ;umbat. Whether the rat perished in the fray or escaped to

the great outdoors I do not know, but the rest of the night was peaceful
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Then there was Melissa's Japanese lantern Highly inflammable, only
to have a lighted randle in it when she and it were under close supervision
But one day her parents arrived unexpectedly and she ran out through the dry

grass waving the lantern wildly, Dia in hot, and successiul, pUrs ULl

And the scenario Martie wrote, directed, and acted in  Was it a
cornet he had? Some kind of horn he blew loudly outdoors. And Melissa
indignantly ran out to show him the glass the sound was supposed to have

shattered.

No account of the Calfbarn would be complete without a mention,
probably a chapter, on Forts, These were mostly a closed book to adults
but very real to the young Martin and Melissa once builf one (or more?)
in a plantation of Douglas firs that Stewart had started down the hill They
~told such glowing tales of the fort that when Anitalee and Ralph came they
were bitterly disappointed not to be able to find it. Finall y they made one

of their own, the most marvellous, magnificent fort that had ever heen

I wonder, could they find those forts now? Are the trade rats per-

haps living in them?
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AND NOW --- THE NEXT GENERATION!

Keith, Karen and Cheryl
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In tracing the ownership of this property now knowE as Joy Weods
and in ordert to give a proper background to the stary i is necessary
to go back to the time when it was first claimed by the white man LO9

years ago., It forms an interesting tale and could easily be developed

into 2 volume, but I will only gibe you the highlights,

Juan Francisco Cebrillo, a Portuguese navigator in the employ of
the king of JSpain, touched upper Colifornia shoras in the year 1542,
He named Cape Mendocino in honor of Signior Antonio de Mendoza, who ]
as Viceroy of the Spanish province of Mexico, sponsored the expeditlon. g
He turned south for the winter and spent it on the Island of San Migue} A
off the southern coast of Californis and, while exploring it, suffered .
aa broken crm which eventually caused his dezth, =0

Beforc that occurred he instructed his szcond in command, Licuten-
ant Ferellio, to carry on the exploration as fur north as possible,
and the latter reached a point on the Oregon cecast that is now marked
by a_monument which was erccted a fews years o, On this expedition

Epaﬁﬁ based_her claim to this territory. Joy lioods ineliifed.

Thirty six yecrs possed before the next act in the California
dgama ::gi ci :tagg. Before that, rumors had rezched Eurcpe that thert
was something cooking ip the Pacific., England had begun to flex her
muscles as a maritime nztion and her ambitious young queen, Elizabeth
wis anxious to get a slice of the cake that wos being cut up so rapidl;
by the Spunish monarch whe, at that period zlrewdy governed thée rich-
est ard most powerful nation in the world,

As a result, an English expedition was fitted out and dfpﬂtched;
under the command of Admirzl Francis Drake, to add some of this new
world to the crown of England. Up to the time that Drake passed

through ghe’stroits of Mpgellan and” entered the Western Pacific, Spain,
ad baen’in undisputed possession of all the lzand touched by its water:

At every point he contacted he found a "no vacancy” sign posted, But
he also found no locks on the doors noer any adeguaté guards over th%;;
Property, J T

+« Détermined not to return home emoty~honded and in spite of the fact
that the two countries werc nominally at pcace, he changed his role of
friendly explorer into thut of a benign pirate, Truz, he did not kill
anyons in his new character, He did not fiave to, Hesistence would hawe
been usecless against his overpowering force, So he procoeded merrily
on his way, sacking defenscless towns on the cocst of Chili and B 30
stripping and sinking unormed ships, after scnding their crews as ore,
and carefully stowing aw:y their voluables., A

Of coursc he knew thot when this became known to the central

Spanish authorities thera would be trouble and if he rcturned on the
course he was following thoy would be in wait for him; so he decided *
to return to England by ¢ differant route, Meanwhilo, his starti
fleet of 5 vessels had, for one cause

or another, been reduced to a
single ship and, in order to refit and replenish it, he landed at

what i3 now czlled Drakec's Bay.on the Marin coast, Thers he tarried s
for some six weeks while the work was being done, but in the meantime” 3
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. he Was not idle, He mode friends with the Indizan natives who mgrvelled

in awe at the white men wio carried thunder and lightning in theip
hands, and at their grist shins, At last he found = goodly land with
no Spaniards around; so he scized the oppertunity, while the Indian
owners were still in a doze, to put over the slickest real estate deal
in history. With a few trinkets added he induced the simple créztures
Lo acknowledge the sovereigpnty of Sucen Bess znd claimed their land for
England, including Joy Woods.

To confirm the sclc he had 2 record made on a brass plate and
fastened it to a post. Ve can be sure that this part of the story was
true, as the plate was found o few yeors ago and is I understand, at
the University of Celifernia in Berkeley now,

. Evidently Drake did rnot know or did not czre about the previous
claims of the Spanish, In cny case, he left it to his government to
argue the case if it ever como to trial, Then, refitted and rofreshed,
he reloaded his loot cnd stores and, without nishap, recturned to Eng-
land by the Cape of Good Hope, Thus his wos the first English vessel
to circumnavigote the corth., There weas great rojoicing in Londen when
hec unleaded his $2,000,000 cargoecnd presented it to his Quecn,

Strangely enough, in spitc of 2ll this, no real controversy ever
arase over Spain's cloim to Californiz, though for the next 200 ycars
she made no attemnt to colonize it, In the ricantime, the other ambitiou
nations, and England 2lso, had taken other now lands from their native

owners elsewhere on the globe and werc very busy consclidating their
gains. For a long time there was respact for each othorsydiscoveries.,
You might call it a sort of "honor among thieves" attitude, But along
about 1770 some of then again went on the prowl and Californiz wazs tempt-
ing mcat, Warnings of impending trouble cousod Spain teo turn her
attentions northword., She too had been busy with her southern colonies
and hed injected her brand of ecivilization i-nto various vital parts
of South and Central Americs cond ¢spceially dMoxico.,

Finally, in 1768, z nixed exvedition of soldiers, civilians and
rnissionaries strrted north, from Lower Coliforpin and established the
first settlement and mission/San Diego, Others followed until, in the

next LL yecurs, there wes 2 chain of each reaching north along the
cozzt 2s far as Sonoma.,

During this process Svoin hod lost by rcvelts all her American
cnd Mexican territory, Tiis involved Californiz, and Mexican governor
took over the hecad of government here. Joy ¥oods again changed masters.

But while the Spanish were still in possession, there was one
nation thot did nct respect her claim on California, In view of world
affairs thday ycou con ensily guess which ene--fussia, :

The Muscovites had founded a colony in rlaskz and it was not doing

50 well. A sterdy diet of fish and sezl mert was not to their liking
and there was great difficulty and expenss cttached to getting ship-
ments from home, which at timos eaused eruat hardsnips. They were
primarily in the*fur-hunting business and waen their expeditions for
sca oiter, besver and scals along these coasts disclosed the foot that
here loy rich formine lands nroctically unguzrded, a careful investi-
gition wis made, with t he result that in 1811 a strong forre  of
Russian mschanies and Jlcutian hunters, under the command of Alexander



T e e o L

T T u—

e

3
Kuskoff, wos landed ot Bodepa Boy gully cquipped to found and raine-
thin a colony . Once morc Jov Woolds had o now claimant.
and
They cstablisned o depet ot Bodega Bay/a settlement and farm

inland crlled Kuskoff nor the pruosent site of Bodsga, They also
formed around Bodegs Bzy, and their hunters stripped the streams and

cosst of furbearing znimals, The following y.or they founded what is
ngw known as Fort Ross, and it became their principal settlement,
Everything that theyv gathercd above their needs from soll or seaz was
shipped to Alaska, and no tarezt or order from either the Spanish or
Mexican governors sufficed to moke then lecve,

Under the latter, however, the or.ssure on thc Russions inereased,

In 1835 the office of Commondontc of the Northern Fronticr was crocted
and-Genural Maricno Gusdslupe Vallejo placed in charge, He was young,

ambitious and rescurceful and immedictely went to work, _The town of

Sonoma was laid out, 2 prosidéo built and 2o small body of trocps

cssembled.  As he did nct have sufficient force to atbock the Russinns,
- to whom he was now o« noor neighbor, he again warned them to vicate,

They did not riove but continuedtheir fuvorite sport of negotizting.,

So Vallejo tried another plen,

oone 5 years beforw, a Yankee Captain, John P, Cooper, had
arrived in California on a trading venture., He become enamoured
with the country and slsc with o black-eyed sencrita who was a sister-
tin-law of General Valleje and a rriber of the Carrillo fzmily, He for-
sook the sca, took out Mexicon citizenship papers, obtzcined the El Mol-
inz land grant of 17,892,42 acres and married the gazl. He soon became
a trussed friend of Vallejo, and the young genesral often turned to him
for advice,

50, when the latter detorained to try his new plan, he enlisted
Cooper's counsel. This slan was thc erection of 2 ministure iron
curtain across the edge of the territory occupied by thc Russians. to
prevent thelir futher expansion te the south, To corry it out success-
fully he needed nen of more conbative dispositions than that shown by
the native Californians, énd, on Coopsr's rcccumendstion, ue selected
thrce of ths menbirs of Cooper's former stip's craw. They were Jomes

Black, James Dawson zné Ton. 1d Manucl McIntosh, Shortly theresfter
McIntosh was grinted 8,8L9.15 zcres of lind wiose western boundry ran
withis 2 zun saot of th: Qussian scttloment ot Bodezi. This was called:.
The Hancic Estero Amoric no, ond in the northwestarn corner of it 11 es
Lais timber lond that is now kiown as Jo «00ds, whith nowy for the
first time, pzssed into_privite ands, %He other two mon clso re-
CulvedMgrants latzr but, Lor t.o time 2ing, taey worksc torether

in wn%%géuwin¢ lumber and in e - cting builci.zs nesr the orosont

town ol Frocsteone &8 a base of operatien, Tacy wure the first
Couccsians to settle in Sonoma County.

m

bl

The excected friction witl the nussizns did develop, flthough
ne setual fishtine occurrcd, Villejo's men nover foiled to ecll toe
Russian bluffs, and eventually made things se unplcasant for the
Muscovites thete they abopdon . ticip squetter coldings at Kuskoff
:nd witicrew to Ross. Here is on incicd.et t o some of our present

ey stetesmen would do well te berr din mind,

bl
o

Velntos:: o=eritec Lis rancas for about > yuirs, He thén de-
clced to sell nis weldings ond join nais old saipncte, Blaelk, who
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had acquired the Nicesio Rancho in «16 Meantine, He mede a dezl with
Jasper O'Farrell forthe propo-ty, O'Farrell was 2 young Irish enginecr
who nad been ungaged in surveving lond for the Fexiesn Government and
privrte parties in Californis, He it was who concuived and cairried out,
cgainst the stifif oprosition af the proporty owners, the demorcaticn of
Mzrket Strect in San Framcisco, O'Fors.l1 5t. was named after Him.

recording to the terus of the scle, MeIntosh wos to receive $300
& yorr for 1ife for the nroperty., Disagreement arose sbout tnis deal
end the cose was taoken to court., & final settleaent was mads on o cash
basis and O'Farrell paid him  $5,000 for tae Rencho, includin: sowme 1500
head of ccttle and 150 hesd of horses thot he .cod cccumubted wailes
operating it, Tais ariounted to zbout 60 cents per acre, znd inecluded
Joy Woods. O'Farrell and taken o lot of 4is surveying fees in langd
and, due to tic influx of immigrants, it .z besup to increase inyelue
He concluded to s:ll sone of his heldings for cosh. He disposed od
sone of the rinche to individual settl.rs, but tae bulk ©f it was hmsht
by & San Francisco benker, Benjamin Belloc, for sneculstive purposes,
Bellac,+;he_n£§t owuzr of Joy Woods, hod the timber lond plotted
into 51 tracts, ecch of which contzined approximately 20 =zcres.
several of thesc were scld to ranciaers who nzeded wood and fencing
materizl to vnclose the lond they had bougat, which, until then, had
been oven r.nge. They bousht lumber for tueir buil dings from £ nill
that been uvrBcted on the oroperty in 1855 by three Thurston brothers,
who, under an agreement with O'Farrell, cperited on a stunpage besks,
The trensfor to Belloc was effccted in 1861,

Shortly before this tronsfur a young Englishman who, with his
wife, had settlec at Bodega Bay in the carly 50's, bought the Thurston
nill and took dver its opurction, On Moy 2, 1865 he bought the
L tracts of land thzt surrounced the rnill, = natter of 8%.25 zcres,
His nanme was Benjanin Joy and his wife's was Elizabeth., On Octcber
11, 1871 he nmurchased an additicnsl 37 tracts containing 740 acres,
all of these tricts being obtained from Belloc ot o cost of $5,340.25

Thereafter, 2s pppecrtunity ¢ffered, Joy re-purchased two tracts
that had been sold by Belloc;#37 from John MeCrea in 1868 and;39 fronm
James W, Watson in 1871 at o cost of $600 and $1000 respectively,
Seven others 6f the Belloe tr-cts were in other hands when Joy was
called to England on business matters in 1876, He beczme 111 there
and died shortly =fterwards.

Those 7 tracts were owned as follows: i#1,i#2 and #3 by R, W.
Acker, #43 and #LL by Jas W, Clark, #12 by James Waddell and #36 by
fatrick Quinlan., In 1877 Waddell sold troet #12 to Samuel McCready,
At McCready's death his son Thomas came into possession and later sold
this tract together witi 137 acrss of adjoining brush and pasture
land to the Joy faridly, In 1875 R. W. ickor sold his three lots to
E. H., Cheney who, in 1880, "sold then to James Billett and the Billett
heirs sold them to the pressnt owner sngelo Pozzi, Tracts L3 and L4
were bougzht by Patrick Carroll fP%m the Clark heirs in 1534, On
Carroll's death in 1919 taie property pissed to his children 2nd in
1923 thev sold %t to Frank 5ilv:, the present cwner. The ownership
of #36 still remzins in the Quinicn family. The Joy heirs continued
milling cperzctions on the erginal site until the late 1880's. Dur-
ing this neri d much wfthe tirber 4n the easturn gdge of the property
was cut and seme of land wes disposed of, In 1884 Chas. Collins
bought tracts 47, L9, 50 znd 51 -nd portions of 45 ond LA, LAfter



- @511in's death his wldow sold this acreage in 1936 to Frank Silva to
whom the Joys had in 1922 already sold portions of lots 45 and 46, In
1903 Rudolph Feige purchased lots Ll end 42 and this property is now
swned by his daughtsr snd son-in-lew Mr. and Mrs, Bert Ellict. Ths
only other sale was made to Williem Kingwell. It was tract #22 and lies
on the northern edge next toc the Fozzl property. Kingwell scld to the
present owner John Gennella.

S0 having followed the shifting titles of this noted acreage in
and out of the Joy ownership throughout the past century 1t now appears
that its present status is fixed for the foreseeable future. Its cer-
tification as a tree farm by the Lumbermen's Redwood Assoclatlon begins
g new era in 1ts anclent and honorable exiastence. By thls act geners-
tiona yst unborn may be assursd that they too will be privilegsd to come
here and marvel at its beauty, enjoy 1ts inspiration and, out of 1lts
perpe tual atore,; continue to recelve the practlcal sasistence which
enabled our forbears to convert a wilderness into productive, civilized
communities,

5
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Now a few linea about the Joy family and thelr dsscendantas:

As Benjamin Joy had left America before I was born, I have no
prerasonal knowledge of him, Howsver, the evlidsnce shows that he muat
have been an exXcellent businessman. He and his wife, Elizabsth, whose
maiden nsme was Machsll, wers born in England, he in Lesds on Jan, l,
1821 and she in Brentford, May 28, 1824, They arrived In America
about 1845 and 1lived for a short time in Wisconain, but not long thers-
after they became 1lnfected with the California fever that was sweeping
the country, s0ld their holdings in Wisconsin and came to this atate in
tha esrly 50!'s.

Thelr first home here was at Bodega Bay, which was at that tims
a lively shipping point. The rscord shows that in 1857 Joy bought =
house and lot there from Donald McDonald, and it was there that the
son, Thomas BenJamin was born in 1855, and the slder daughter, Ann
Maris, in 1860.

In 185l he bought the Thurston Bros. mill and moved to ths red-
wood tract on which it was located. This mill cperatsd an "
gaw and had a capaclty of 3000 ft, per day., The following ysar he
bought the L tracts of land adjacent to 1t and thus began to accumulsate
the timbered property that now 1s known as Joy Woods. It was here that
hisz third and last child, Minerva, was born, in 186l.

1m ond Asuee
wn RS QOWN

For the next 12 yeara Joy oparated the Thurston mill, until in
1876 he went on the journey to England that ended in his death. At
that time young Thomas Benjemin was 18, Annie 16 and Minnis 12 ysars
of age, and on the widowed mother now devolved the management cf the
property in addition to the care and training of her young and growlng
family. &

ghe, in true ploneer fashion, rose to meset the crisis in thelr
affalra., Fortunately she was a woman of sound judgment and pcsssased
of executive abllity, and both reaponsibilities were dlscharged with
marked succeas,
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) In order to increase the mill's output she acted on the advice

of her brother-in-law, James Swan, and sent to England for a circular
szw which was installed under his direction. Mr. Swan, grandfather

of Mrs. William Kingwell of zcbastopol,,was a steam engineer who came
to $his country from England in 1855, By this move the mill's capacity
was dncreused to 12,000 ft,

After the most accessible timber on the eastern side of the prop-
erty had been cut, the family decided to move to = new location, but
before this was done the mother and her two doughters made a trip to
England, where they visited with relatives and friends for several
months. The son, Benjamin, now a vigorous young man of 26, remained
at home in charge of the proaerty.

. ALfter the family rcturned, a new site was sclected on the western
edge of the tract on Tennery Crecsk, where thc contour of the land made
ecsier logging on:r.tions possible, and in 1885 a new home, nill build-
ing,cabins for the help, barn, shop, and other bulldings were erected,
roads built, ncw muchinerv installed and milling operations started the
following verr with a ca»acity of 20,000 ft.per day. Long before this
ycung Ben had becoie a comnetent woodsnan and will operator, and for
the next 40 yesrs, through good times and bod, successfully conducted
thie business., In this e wns cbly assisted by the rest ol the family
under tﬁ; watchful eves of the mother until ner death in 1512 at the
age of B8,

From that time on, Ben, Annie and their uncle, James Swan, who
came to live with then after the death of his wife, formed a sord of
triumvirate in the operctiecn of the business, and a very successful one
it was.

In the = .antime, tag younzer sister, Minnie, asd fitted herself
for tanc teceiing profussion, obtrined a certificcte and found enployment
in vorious sc-ools in the country. I had thc lienor and privilege of
being one of Lier pupils., In 1393 she marriecd £lfred Laton and changed
her vocation, He wos a member of a pionecr family and for riost of his
zetive life was engased in the lunmber business in various capacities,
much of that time being s-ent in the emnloy cof the Joy family. HE
l.erned it in wany of its phases, as a faller, a woods boss, a nill
onerator and & lumber dczler,

He was in the cuploy of the Duncan Land and Lumber Co. when their
first c2ild was born, hencc icr name,. Anita Duncrn Laton.

Later he conductecd a lumber yard in Sebastopol and for some time
he served as mayur of the city. It was there thzt thelr two sons were
born, Joy who is now a mill operator himself at Cazadero, and Burle,
whe lias been an engineer in the employ of the Central Valley Project
for several yszrs, Burle has a son and daughter and they represent
the fourth generation.

tnnie Joy never narried, ror did her brother Ben, A1l their active
lives they worked together,znd until deati: they were practically in-
separzble. L remarkable thing about this fpmily is that each of the
tiree chilérzn lived to the cgc of 80, Thub®¥ssed out of t.is life
in the s=me¢ order in which trey entered it, Td%Jind tiaey were all
exceotional neonle, From thc mother's tcaching and examnle ticy asquir
tie virtuss of nerality, industry, and sterling integrity, and toe re-
gults were reflectzd in their ovm lives.



7

Today the management of this properyy is once mepe in the hands
of 2 woman, one whosc success in the teaciiing orofesdicn I have followed
for many veors with deen intcrest, Fow thai the mantle of responsibility
for the administroti n of it, once worn by her forbearers, has fallen
on her shoulders, lot us hene thct she ooy wear it as long ang¢ succcss-
fully as did her pieonecr grand parcnt.

Howard C. McCaughey
Sﬂpﬂ. 1951

(Givén at the dedication of Jcy Woeds as
' a Tree Farm,)
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My grandmother, at sevanty, :

5at, straight-backed, in her chair,
Kindly,

Remote,

As 1f she breathed
aAn 'other-worldly' alr,
Our lives acarce over-lapped, I was 80 young
And she so old,

And seventy was far away,
Unreal a thousand fold.

My mother I'd known half her life

Yihen she reached three-score ten,

And all of unine;
The age atill seemed

Beyond all human ken,

Far-ofl,

Alone,
A misty landmark in a land unknown.

Mother and grandmother are gone,
And novw for me
Tnat fabled year rolla by - -

I wonder -

Could it be that they
Were Just as young as 17

Jorn in the Lasti CJantury

Not long ago & young thing surprisingly and irrelevantly
burst forth with, "Why, you must have been born in the last
century!"” And set me wondering - -

Do=2e 1t mean anyihinzg special to be & member o two
centuries? Ars we a little better acqu*inted with iz
universe than those whose lives are plgeon-holéd withia, for
axamole, ths ninsteen hundredsg®

young thing who started oy query will pro:toily oos the
tury dawn, still young einough to thrill &t dropring the
has for so long baen the corner stone of our dcies

A millennium bezinning wlth a "2". iHow wil. she use
111 she wrlte a chack? make a note in a dlars?
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Tor many yeara my aunt wrote the Tirst lettar of tha
faw year to me, usually just after mldnight. ©But not thz letter
bezioning Jan. 1, 1900 (I wonder who recsived that) Tor I
was not quite flve on that New Year. And sound asl:cp upstairsa
wiille the adults In the family celebrated the end of one century,
Lha bezlinning of another, wishfully to be a hundred timas
nappler, better, more exciting, more humane than any other year.
For ihis was to be the 20th century! No year like it for a thousand
years past, a thousand yearas to come.
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I do not know how the famlly celebrated that night but
rnmowlng them as well as T have, I can plecture wnat 1t was liks

with truth even when my facts may be In error.

Tha“a were alx gathered in the Little Sitting Roox at
what we now call the MLIll House, in Joy Woods. Gutaids the
hills and redwood treez siocod close around a 1ittle clearing wher:
a creck ran past the saw mlll, the house, a few cablna, with hores
barn, ox barn, and carriags housze at the upper end, lumber vard,
office and bark shed below the mill. ©Only a few stars could tae
seen Detween the hills, and the dark preased close againat the
windows. Even with the shades drawn you could almost feel ths
blackness of ihe night. Darkneas and sgilence outside, ailence
made more complete Dy an occcaslional startled bird chirplng or a
dog on the poren stirring sleepily. The dark can ba fsaracwme,
but not the dark around the Little Sittlng Room when the famll; 1ia
there.

Usually we did not zpend NewYeer's Eve at the ¥ill but this
year waa special. Although Unels James had explained thaet the
real beglnning of the neWw century would ba Jan. 1, 15901, ik
others agreed wlth Annie that the important date was Lhe day you
changed from 1899 to 1900. So my father, Alfred, had brought
Minnle, nis wife, almosti-Tlve Apita and almost-three Joy
Sebastopol that afternoon. We came the twelve miles in a buggy,
drawn by Jchﬂnlu, our heorse, who, with Zrownle, ny doz was o real
numLor of the family Dad crove, Mother held Joy, and I sat on a

ittle wooden salt bax in frontl of the dashboard witih Brownle
baﬂlda ma.

Put now 1t ls almost wmidnisght, the children are asleep,
the grown-ups are talking in the Little s5ittiing Room.

The qulet center of everythlag ls my grandmother, a little
old lady, 77 at the time, dresssd in a high-necked, long-alesved
dark dress, a gold brooch pinniug s little lscs collar a har
throat, a woolen shawl about haer EﬁULLdE 8. E“a a‘va Ve

in 2 low rocking chalr, probably the one Mrsa. Lain
3tephen Smith's wldow, had given her. =®ven tc oy chllih od eyas
she sesmed tiluy, and fragile, kindly but in a world oven mara
rezote than that of crdinary grown-upa: Sno was T2 wnen I was Surm
50 I knew her only during the last two decades of her life How,

with 70 waiting for me round the nsxt cornaer, I wonder what shs
wag really like. Y wonder what she was thinking on that evening
wiiile they walted for 1900 to arrive.

Bopn 1a 1823 on May 28 (as
w0 zoms degree, my grandmotiher nerself w
birth aday was *k’a_y 24) she grew up in the
eddington I think I have baor wold, at any
balls” which she szald made her a cockuey.
wnat 1lfe and London were liks in thoze
Her famlly was in bualness, dbuying caf o1 Tud
ng and selling through their own shop. 8ho wWon ong of six
dll apparently with a ysarning for travel an
When Tlizabeth, Betsey she was called, was
ahe came %o Amerlce, not really intending
she might see her brother who had come sarliaer.
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She left England, probably in 1B47. The sailing vessel was becalmed =0
that the trip was a long one, 77 days I have been told. On the same boat were
two brothers, Benjamin and Thomas Joy from the vicinity of Leeds. Betsey
joined the emigrant party of which the Joys were a part, and some time later,
in what is now Wisconain, she and Benjamin Joy were married.

I'll try later to gather together the tales and remembrances | have of
my grandmother. Now, on Dec. 31, 1899, she sat in a little room six thousand
miles, half around the world, from England, the place she still sometimes
referred to as ""home'. She had worked in the farthest frontier of America for
almost half a century, had been a widow for half that time, had run a saw mill
successfully, and sat tonight in the redwood country with her three middle-aged
children about her, the center of a home and a life largely of her own making,

In point of years Uncle James Swan shared seniority that New Year's
Eve with my grandmother. He was the husband of her long-dead sister
Charlotte, her only link with her childhood home and family. Uncle James
must have been white-haired and white-bearded even then, I cannot remember
him otherwise. A quiet, slow-speaking, slow-moving, scholarly man, he
always seemed a little out of place in the “'wilds" of a sawmill community.
lkkept the books and I remember him working at the forge in the blacksmith shop,
helping unlead logs at the mill, directing slabs through the trimmer, in general
filling in wherever a man was needed. His only child, Alice, lived not many
miles away. Ido not remember when I learned of the tragedy of his early life.
To me then it seemed as far off and forgotten as the events we read about in
history books. Now I know how short forty-five years can be.

He

On this eve of 1900 I am sure Uncle James and my grandmother did not
talk of the past, they never did, though they may have said something about
what the folks "at home'" would he doing, or may have commented on news in
recent letters.

Of the four "children"” Ben was the oldest, 42 in 1900, Not yet 30 when
his father died he had worked hard all of his life, wordlessly devoted to his
mother and sisters. He carrisd a heavy share of responsibility for the busi-
ness though all the details were discussed with his mother and Annie, and I
never knew him to act contrary to my grandmother's judgment, Born at
Bodega Bay he had come to Joy Woods when he was three and had rarely been
away from them. As children we marvelled at the way he could lead us
through the woods on the darkest night and tell us where familiar but unseen
landmarks stood,

Annie, 40 in 1900, had been born at Bodega Bay but could remember
almost nothing of life away from the Woods. Slender, energetic, hard working,
she managed the household, kept in touch with all the happenings in the woods
and the mill, In fact I can remember times in later years when she and Uncle
Ben and Uncle James '"'got steam up" in the mill and "ran out" an order all
by themselves, she as active and knowledgeable as the two men.
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She possessed a zest for living and made a 1life rich in friendship
and activity in what many peovle would think a limitad environment.
One friend summed her up, "Annle 1la a good woman,"

Minnie, 36, was the "baby" of the famlly. She had been
born in th# 0ld Houss in the Woods (now the glte of the canine
Castle), the only onme borm in the Woods. She was quiet and shy,
dominated by her older elster and brother but never intimidated.
People, decelived by what they thought a meek expression, were
sometimes unprepared for the strength she showed. She wag
hacoy In her famlly as she grew up but later saild she did not 1ika
redwood trees, was sorry to have two of them in front of our house
in Sebastopol. This was a happy New Year for her, her husband
home, her two bables asleep upstalrs.

Al, too, was 40. e had firat come to work for ay
grandmother and live in the family when he was 15. He sometimes
laughed about "marrying the Boss's daughter" but that did not
happen untll some yeara after he had gome to work for ths
Duncan Company and had risen to the rank of "woods bosa", He waa
short and stocky, strong and adventurous. ILike the Joys he had a
keen sense of responsibility for himself and for others.

Rut back to New Year's wmve, 1899,

Tne roowm.ls 1it by thrae kerosene lamps, Usually there
would be one or at most two lamps in a room but Al 1lked rooms to
be well lighted and when he came %y grandmother always asked
Annle to light three lamps. One hangs on the wall, with a concave
reflector behind it throwlng brighter light on sewing or nevs-
papers or account books. One has a tall stand of blue glass,
another is of clear glass. An unlighted "bedroom" lamp stands on
a corner table near the door.

4 Bmall iron stove stands out from one carnear, &a
cheerful wood fire crackling and pooplng within it., 1(pstalrs the
cnimney of that stove went through my grandmother's bedroosm,
to our childish minds a most ingenlous arrangement for warming the
room.

A comfortable, lived-in room, the only touch of formality
a large framed plcture of Minnle as a young woman] A cdlendar i
tacked up by the door; Annie has pinned notes and newspanar
clippings and pictures here and thers as reminders. 4 table and
a seving machlne hold plles of mending, recent newspapers, and
magazlnes. Cream colored lace curtains hang over the dark blinds
at the two windows. 7Tonight Annie and Minnie hold pleces of hand
sewlng, Pen puts wood in the fire perlodlically, the others eit
comfortably about the stove.

The talk ls desultory, that of people with yaars of
cloae assoclation behind them, %alk of the weather, of the roads,
the doings of people in town and in Sebastopol and Santa Rosa,
T frlends recently seen, of business, of politics, of Al's trip
to the Xlondyke last year.
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Al and Annie glance at thelr watches from tlme to time as
midnight draws near. Annle says she thinke the cnhildren should be
brought downstairs, that "there will be nothlng llke this In
thelr lifetims again'" but oy grandmother says quletly that they
would not understand and would bes frightened to be suddenly
awakened. Al produces a bottle of port he has brougnt for my
grandmother and fills glasases for her, Uncle Jamesa and hlmself,
remarking that it is 'medlcinal'® and will 'lmprove thelr health'
in the new year. Annle retortas that pure water 1is healthler and
brings some from the always-dripping tep in the dark kitchen for
Ben and Minnie and herself. They had jolned the Good Templars
in thelr teens and remalnsd trus to its principles of abstalining
from alcohol throughout thelr lives. (But thirty years or o
later we watched with gentle amusement thelr solemnly takling a
tablespoon of local red wine each night as 'medicine'.) Then as
the clock strikes twelve they toast the New Year and each other,
annie sings softly "sShould auld acquaintance be forgot" and
Minnie takes the alto part as she has done so many, many timas,
while Al hums an accompaniment almost below his breath, and
probably slightly out of tune.

Someone llghts the bedroon lamp and my grandmother carrles
1t up the steep stalras to her bedroom. (Many yeare later my
father strung a heavy rooe along those stalrs in llsu of a
railing but there was none there in 1899.) Minnie goea up %0 =see
that all 1s well with the children. Uncle James goes to hia cabln
across the yard, probably to read for an hour or so befdrs golng
to bed. Ben closes the stove, then goes out to take a last look
around the mill and the house. Annle with Al's help carries glacses
to the kitchen, puts out lights, and sees that everytalng in the
kitchen 1s ready for morning.

The 20th century has arrived. A century of wars cn a
larger and larger scale, of discoverles and inventlons, of
explorations even to the moon, of lncreasling, sometlmes
frustrating, concern for human belngs and the planet on whlch we
make our home. A century which will see three generations depart
end the arrival of as many othere to take thelr placea.

Ave atgue vale! Welcome and farevell!



