Alva McCARTY

Margo McCarty Payne--granddaughter

 

          Like many of the early inhabitants of Corona , I was not born here; my parents, Cornelius and Anna McCarty, who were both originally from Ohio , later moved to Mason City .  I was born there on January 16, 1858.  I was one of 10 children as large families were very typical in those days.

          When the wanderlust again took hold of my father, we trekked to Texas , but the far west beckoned him further because we traveled to Los Angeles , then a town of 10,000, when I was eight years old.  

          At first my father rented a cottage for us on North Broadway while he looked over nearby property to determine where he would like to purchase land.  He bought a farm near Compton , ten miles away from Los Angeles , but because it was too damp for him there, he went to Temescal, where he bought a mountain home.  In the meantime, my brothers Jim, Isaac and I worked the farm in Compton .

          The McCarty family history in the Prado Basin began when my father bought a farm on the Rincon Ranch, about 15 miles from Temescal.  He put me and Isaac to run this farm; it was a hog and grain farm.  We would raise the hogs on this farm and then drive them to the Compton farm where we would fatten them before selling them.  It took five days to drive them the 50 miles from the Rincon Ranch to the farm.

          For a few years, somehow we worked all three properties, but 12 years after we settled in California , father died at his home in Temescal, of what they called "tuberculosis of the throat".  My mother, on the other hand, lived to the ripe old age of 73 and died at her home in Temescal in 1912.

          Brother Isaac and I kept both the Compton farm and the Rincon hog farm going for about two years.  By the way, don't think that we worked all the time and didn't have any fun.  A group of us guys from the Rincon district used to gather at a saloon about two miles from where our family lived, at the Slaughter winery.  We took a "wee drap" but usually knew when to stop.  Gambling went on there, too, but we were no match for the "tin horn" gamblers and soon lost the little money we had.

          Near the saloon there was a dance hall.  Soon a rivalry developed between the native California miners and cowboys and us "newcomers."  One of them challenged my brother to a duel.  The gag met at our house, but since the gun we had was unloaded, no one was hurt.

          The Rincon ranch came under my care entirely when brother Isaac returned to Texas to pursue a medical degree at Addran Christian College .  A year after I took over the farm, I married Maggie, as she was called, Walkinshaw, whose family lived very close to ours in the Rincon area.  Unlike me, she was originally from the area.  I built a two room house for us where we lived for many years.  Maggie was very enterprising because she papered the walls with newspaper to insulate the interior against wind, rain, and the cold.

          Shortly after our marriage, we received an official Homestead certificate signed by President Grover Cleveland.  Later when I built us a bigger house, our 'homestead' two room house became a bunk house for the men who helped to work the farm.

          Maggie and I had four children:  three boys, Clarence, William, and Jesse, and a daughter, Ona, who died a few months before her fourth birthday in 1888.  She is buried here at Sunnyslope.

          

          Alva:  I would like my granddaughter, Margo McCarty Payne, to tell you about her life.  Her father was my son, Clarence.

          

          Margo:  I was born on December 6, 1915 a year after my parents were married.  We lived in a rented ranch for a few years until a new house was built on the McCarty ranch.  The house was built for my mother, but she began remodeling it as soon as she moved in.  Whenever they had the money, Mom added rooms.

          Mom was a teacher and decided that she could teach me at home, so I didn't go to school until eighth grade.  She was a great believer in music, and she made sure that I had violin lessons, and I continued them even into high school and was good enough to play first violin in the school orchestra.

          My grandmother, Maggie, said that farmer's wives were responsible for 'setting the table'.  That means that they had to provide the food for the table which was not grown on the farm.  She kept chickens and then sold the eggs to provide money to 'set the table'.  I remember the first batch of chickens she got; she put them in the incubator but didn't think that they were warm enough, so she put a kerosene lamp in the building with them.  When she went in the next morning, she found that many of them had died because of the fumes.  She never made that mistake again.

          I went into Corona for eighth grade, and since I was behind the other students, our teacher put a few of us into a special group.  Thank heavens for her because she really helped me make the adjustment.  When it came time for high school, I went to the school on West Sixth Street ; we had great time there, and I loved being in the school orchestra.

          My mother loved having company, and on Sundays she would invite all kinds of people over, and we would play music in the house; she on the piano, and I on my violin.  Then she would make ice cream and all kinds of cakes.  She even arranged dances for us.  We always had a great time.  

          Grandpa McCarty died in 1934 just a few days after Grandma, and we all moved into the Big House.  Uncle Jesse and his wife, Ethylene also lived there until they moved to Corona .  Grandpa McCarty died before ever meeting my husband, Clyde.  I met Clyde through his brother who worked on our farm in the summers.  Clyde was a teacher from Missouri ; he was really smart and at the age of 22 was a superintendent of a school system back there.  In the summers, he and his buddies drove to California to attend University of Southern California. and he received a master's degree.  Although we knew each other for a long time, we didn't marry until almost 10 years after we met.  He was engaged to someone else, and I was married.  My marriage lasted only a year, and then our parents got us together again.  We married in 1942.  For a while he kept up his teaching, but after a few years, he realized that he couldn't do a good job running the farm and teaching at the same time, so he quit teaching and farmed full time.  To make money we even had a garbage hauling contract from Riverside county and used some of the stuff to feed our hogs.  Believe it or not, we found some stuff in the garbage that we could actually use, like a clock that was still working.

          We had a good life on the farm.  We had one of the largest dairy farms around and had about 200 acres.  One time Mr. Kellogg, the one who makes the cereals, came to visit us when he first moved out here, to learn about raising cattle.  You know, he is the one who gave his land for Cal Poly in Pomona ?

