DICK FREY SPEECH —TO BE GIVEN BY HIS FRIEND LYDE WEST

Dick Frey’s place was part of old Prado. It’s not a place anymore, can’t find it these days.

Dick came with the first wave of ranchers to these parts, and quickly began working for our biggest man around here, the gentleman rancher and Los Angeles department chain magnate, J. R Newberry. Newberry was the founder of the nearby-town of Rincon.

Dick Frey got here in time to own land, and be part of the plan to develop the town of Prado. Now, that was a great thing, to grab opportunity. He owned several plots of downtown Prado, and for an African American gent of the 1890s, Dick would have made out all right.

He was one of the few landowners — like Mr. Newberry — who stayed to reside on their Prado properties. Unlike most, Dick Frey didn’t have a lot of land for ranching, orchards, or dairy but he had land.

My name is Lyde West. We were both bachelors in the early 1900s in Prado, and we were buddies. After a long day’s work, we’d pursue other interests. Dick was a fine bass viol player — what today you call the stand-up acoustic bass. He played most nights, and helped supply the music for many a local event. When nothing was planned, we’d travel to friends’ homes searching for an audience.

I remember many a night we’d hitch up my fast pacer and load up Dick’s bass violand phonograph. We always had music on our minds.

Which is probably why Dick was one of the first to purchase a phonograph — one of Thomas Edison’s’ early “talking machines.’ Dick’s first phonograph played cylindrical records, the horn was the biggest you could find, on account of Dick wanting to have a loud machine.

Those early recordings did leave a little to be desired. We listened to the comical monologues of ‘Uncle Josh’ which made the people laugh.
Dick Frey loved entertainment. He even bought himself a way to bring moving picture shows to Prado. On Mondays, he would treat us to a moving picture show, and we all attended. We didn’t have much in the way of entertainment back then, but Dick made sure we had something. He was interested in these inventions, I think.

That Dick, he liked to share good things; Music and laughter. We all thought well of him.

Some thirty years after he first arrived, Dick’s heart gave out while he rested on a bag of warehoused grain. The day before Dick took Mr. Newberry to Riverside by auto. He told some of us at the Aldrich Store when he returned that he did not feel very well. He went to rest, and that was that. His heart failed, they said.

We buried him in a grave plot here at Sunny slope September 13, 1914. We had no headstone for him. Many people showed up at Prado school for his memorial Dick Frey was well-liked and one of Prado’s real pioneers.

