“Captain” Ethan P. Kidder Biographical Sketch
 
Highlights:
Born: January 1st, 1844 in Reading, MI.
Died: August 21st, 1938 in Corona, CA at age of 94
Son of Michigan farmer.
 
I left home at 18 and worked as a house painter in Illinois before attending a “War Meeting”.  Most attendees of such meetings donated money or food, having none I enlisted in May 1864 as a Union Soldier in the 133rd Illinois Regiment and served through October of that year.
 
My detachment was sent to Peoria, Illinois where the lack of sanitation caused many soldiers to die of dysentery.  I was one of the few survivors due I'm convinced to my following the orders of our camp surgeon to drink only bottled beer with pepper from the local saloons.  I drank only the beer with pepper for my entire stay in that place.
 
I didn’t always follow doctor’s orders though; when I fell ill with sunstroke, I was told to take quinine- but I secretly refused and recovered on my own strength.  Awful tasting stuff quinine.
 
As a member of the provost guard or military police, my main duty was to capture deserters who often tried to bribe me to let them go.  I never did take the bribes and only once felt sorry about carrying out my orders.  The occasion was a young soldier I'd captured who was put in stocks after I'd returned him to camp.  He'd confided to me on the way back to camp, that he'd deserted because of a family member had taken very ill and was near death.  I felt bad for him. 
 
I also once arrested a saloon keeper for selling illegal intoxicants to soldiers. The saloon keeper gave me the “damming of my life” until I challenged him to a shoot out; he wisely declined. 
 
After the war, my brothers and I bought a 40-acre farm near our home town but my love of adventure called again so I sold my share of the farm and went to work for the government in Kentucky tracking down and apprehending smugglers.  It was dangerous work and many of my fellows were killed, but I dare say I distinguished myself.
 
I then headed further West to a Kansas frontier town where I opened my first general store, but marauding Indians looted and burned it to the ground, and I escaped by the skin of my teeth.
 
I returned to Paw Paw, Michigan where I met and married my wife - Helen Amanda Saxton in 1869.  We had no children but  later adopted an orphan girl named Marie Louise. 
 
Some years later in 1883, our family left Michigan and headed west to Los Angeles, California where I bought half interest in a drug store and Helen worked as a seamstress.
 
Not long after, I sold out and went to work packing fruit but within a week was promoted to salesman.  I seemed to have a knack for that and after saving up, we returned briefly to Reading, Michigan where I opened and ran a local grocery store for a few years. 
 
We returned to Corona, California in 1904 and settled down for the remainder of our lives at 723 Ramona Avenue.
 
You may remember my store - Kidder’s Market - located north of the old post office, but I also sold life insurance for the  Corona branch of the Travelers Insurance Company. Travelers Insurance paid out the largest single indemnity in those days - $120,000 - to the family of a passenger on the unfortunate Titanic.
 
My 3rd job was as the “collecting agent” for other Corona merchants whose customers had not paid their bills.  I think my reputation for dealings with deserters and smugglers must have preceded me, for people always seemed to find the money to pay their bills when they saw me coming to visit.
 
In September 1908 – twelve years before Nationwide Prohibition – the City of Corona elected to become a dry town and all of Corona's Saloons were closed.  I was made City Trustee to enforce this new policy and by mid-October had made my first arrest -  one Antone Simontacchi – an Italian proprietor of a rooming house near the Corona depot.   He was found guilty and fined $200. 
 
 
 
In 1916 after Marie Louise had finished attending school in Corona, my wife Helen announced our daughter’s engagement during a “thimble party” at our home.  Soon after, Helen decorated the house with red hearts and asparagus plumosis – and Marie Louise married my new son-in-law, Forrest Robert Menzie.
 
In 1924, on my 80th birthday, also I celebrated my 50th anniversary as a Mason and was awarded a 50-year pin and $80 dollars by my local lodge.  I used the money to paint our house.
 
In 1925 after suffering poor health for some years, my dear wife Helen took ill and passed away before me.
 
In 1934 I turned 90 and was proud to be known as Corona’s oldest voter.   I had cast my first vote for Ulysses S Grant back in 1868 and had voted a strict Republican ticket my entire life thereafter.  My Masonic Lodge awarded me $90 this time and I used the money as before – to paint my house again. 
 
Although I was only a private when I served in a 100-Days unit during the war, because of my service as local chairman of Grand Army of the Republic (G.A.R.) - an association of Union Army War veterans - I was given the honorary title of Captain. 
 
On August 8, 1934, the local paper printed a story about me that read, “Captain Kidder suffers from a broken arm, but he still directs his campaign from a chair on his front porch”.   Referring to my duties during the war the paper read. “It is hoped by local Republicans that he will again enter the field to capture all deserters from the GOP ranks”.
 
The last 4 years of my life I was a proud member of the Carleton Post, No. 168, G.A.R.  and the last remaining blue uniform representing the Union Army in Corona's Decoration Services and Memorial Day parades.
 
I was looking forward to the Masons repainting my house again on my 100th birthday, but I died August 21st, 1938 at the age of 94. 
