Mabel BERNER
Let me introduce myself. I am Mabel Berner, born in 1893 and died in 1968. I am on you tour today because I was co-founder of the Mava Ice Cream Company here in Corona. Not to mention owner of two flower shops. There were not many women who owned businesses back in those days, so I am rather proud of my accomplishments. Though I suppose it was not really the business end of it I loved as much as the creative part.

Do you remember as a child ever scooping some ice cream into your bowl and then stirring it around into a delicious goop, adding whatever you found in the kitchen that looked interesting? Well, that is more or less what I got a chance to do! And I got to do it as an adult! I do not know why more people do not follow up on the things that made them happy as children, do you?

My son, Dale’s favorite milk shake was strawberry banana-nut. First you take a couple big scoops of banana nut ice cream, and then you add a heap of real strawberries…still sounds good, doesn’t it? Bet you can not find a milk shake like that in Corona any more! Maybe not in the whole country!

We had customers who traveled a fair distance for a Mava milk shake, ice cream cone, or banana split, I can tell you that! Back in those days, a lot of people drove out to Lake Elsinore for a holiday, and you will not believe how many never made the trip without a stop at our store! Even today, people talk about how they miss it, though there has not been any Mava ice cream since the 1970’s. That tells you something, doesn’t it?

But I should not be taking all the credit. Three other people had at least as big a part in Mava as I did.

The first was my husband, George. Let me tell you a little about him. George was raised in Portland, Oregon. His folks were Berman immigrants and he learned carpentry from his dad before striking out on his own here in southern California. I met him when my father hired him to do some construction work on our ranch. Yes, that is right. I grew up on a 20 acre cattle ranch right here in Corona! (Sniff air) Not too many cattle around here today are there? Our ranch overlooked the Santa Ana River up off River Road.

I was 21 when I married George in 1915, and he was 26. We had the wedding at the ranch. I wore a tailor-made suit of bottle green—such a pretty color don’t you think? Reminds me of gardens. It set off my bouquet of violets and ferns wonderfully. Back in those days, everyone was to so set on these long white gowns that look like they are from 200 years ago. Who ever thought of that? When I was young, it seemed like every place you went in California was growing and changing and we were all a bit more adventurous and forward-looking, I think than these young people today. Did you wear one of those long white dresses? 

But let us talk about me again, shall we? Or rather, my husband, George. We tried living in Glendale for a few months, but soon returned to live with my parents and younger sister. If you had a choice between Glendale and Corona, which would you choose? No disloyalty now! That is right; Corona is much lovelier than Glendale and you well know it. 

Our only child, Dale, was born about a year after we married. What a winter that was! We had terrific storms, flooding parts of the town and the road to Los Angeles. Schools were closed because the electricity was down. (Yes, we did have electric power back then—I’m not as old as the rest of these geezers!)

But I was going to tell you how my husband helped get Mava started, wasn’t I? Well, he became quite successful here in town, building many fine homes, the Daily Independent, a couple high schools and that gym back behind City Hall. He bought a quarter block on the north west corner of Lincoln and Crawford. You know—where the Walgreen’s and Wells Fargo Bank are? But back then we had a couple rental properties on it and a grocery store. It was in that grocery store that the first Mava Ice Cream Parlor opened. So my husband contributed the space.

But there are two others important to this story. The next person, who was just as important as me, was my best friend and cousin, Ava. She grew up here in Corona, but moved to Santa Ana where her husband owned a milk processing plant. So maybe I should include him, too, since it was his business that gave us the basic supplies for ice cream.

Can anyone guess how we came up with the name for our ice cream shop? Here’s a hint. What is my name? What is my cousin’s name? Didn’t know there would be a test, huh? Mabel-Ave. MAVA

Now I should probably tell you about the third person involved with Mava; the main reason why people still know the name today. That would be Frank Morrell, who worked in our store from the time it opened, when he was just 18, and then brought it from us four years later with the help of his father and brother, in 1934.

When we entered the Second World War, Frank’s Mava ice cream shop looked like it was going to go bust. Not only was it hard to find workers, but sugar and butterfat—important ingredients in ice cream—were rationed. But then the US Navy Hospital opened in Norco. How much ice cream do you think those people up at the hospital ate in a month? Can anybody guess? How about 9,000 gallons! I guess those soldiers had been really missing their banana splits!

Frank went on to add four more Mava ice cream stores—one was in Elsinore and another in Pomona—plus a small factory here in Corona with a long window across the front so you could watch the cream becoming pasteurized and changing into ice cream. Kind of like those donut shops today—what are they called? Krispy Kreme. Mava was ahead of its time. It was also the first business in Corona to have a neon sign.

Did you know that the Del Taco franchise on Main Street was the first Del Taco? That Del Taco used Mava’s malt and shake mix for their milkshakes. And every new De Taco did the same. Maybe it was our milkshakes that have made them so popular. Or maybe if, along with out ice cream, we had sold tacos instead of sandwiches, we would have been able to move in one of those fancy houses on Grand Street (Boulevard). Heavens, maybe we would have bought all of Grand Street! Or maybe Frank would have, since Mava was his store by then. 

But all of that was not to be. George died of cancer in 1937, and my son, Dale, gave up his senior year at Occidental College to come back and finish up the building projects his dad had been working on. A young Lorin Farmer sang at my husband’s funeral; what a beautiful voice.

Our son, Dale, continued in the construction business. I decided I wanted to live in one of our rental houses in town. Our country house would fetch a better price in town, so Dale cut it right in half so he could move it, in two pieces. I’m pretty proud of Dale. He still holds the Tri-County League record for low hurdles and is in Corona High’s Hall of Fame.

He married Joy Krick, who he knew all his life, but never dated until after high school. Joy was one of Mava’s first customers. She came on opening day for one of our free ice cream lollipops, when we dipped ice cream on a stick into chocolate. She was a great daughter-in-law and still lives here in Corona today. She did the accounting when I later opened my two flower shops, and provided me with four grandchildren to pamper. They lived in the house next door, and Joy because a real friend. If you ask her, she will tell you what a great cook I was. Maybe you thought ice cream was the only thing I like to experiment with. But Joy will tell you I made the absolute best salads. I always did like greenery. And you know this is the part of the world where most great salads have come from. The Cobb Salad came from Los Angeles in the 1930’s, and the Caesar Salad from Tijuana on the 4th of July in 1924. So maybe if I would have opened another restaurant, there would be a Mabel Berner salad you would all have heard about! But restaurants—even ice cream parlors—are hard work. I like the pace of the flower shops more. I was fun arranging flowers for proms and weddings—even for a new car dealership—before these car dealerships all go covered in balloons!

Even after I retired, I had not quite gotten flowers out of my system. I painted a whole china set, each with a different flower, for Dan and Joy. I also spent my time at our local chapter of the Rebekah’s Lodge here in Corona, and babysitting my grandchildren—Dale Jr., David, Linda and Joan. And, of course, I indulged, from time to time, in one of those special strawberry banana-nut shakes that I knew how to make so well.

