Mary Gard JAMESON

I am not a natural born Jameson, but married into the family.  I am in good company with the rest of the Jameson women.  Don’t get me wrong, the men in the Jameson family were solid, upright citizens, leaders in Corona’s history; they get streets named after them.


But it is us women who were really interesting.


Take my husband’s cousin, Carol Jameson, or ‘Dr.Carol’, as she was called.  After getting her degree, she became a medical missionary in India.  Then there was my husband’s oldest sister, Eloise.  She got a doctorate in biochemistry and worked on improving orange juice.  And Henry had another sister, Dr. Bernice Todd, who worked at the Mayo Clinic and in Corona schools.


So the first thing you need to know about me is—I am not a doctor.  But I am still interesting.


When my husband, Henry, died, we were both 39 years old, and I took over our citrus ranch and raised our three kids on my own.


But that is not what makes me interesting.


I think what makes me interesting is all the different sides of my personality.


First off, I was what you call an ultra-conservative Republican.  I served on the Riverside Republican Central Committee, and I was one of the people running the GOP Headquarters here in Corona.


But I was not exactly a traditional Republican, I would have to say.


I don’t think most Republicans in the 1950’s practiced much yoga, do you?  Each day, I used to stand on my head and recite The Lord’s Prayer.  Those were the good old days.


In 1955, I had a little controversy with Corona’s Building Department when I built my Great Wall of China.  At least, that is what some people said it looked like.  I hauled stone from my own quarry, east of town, to my home on Olive Street to build my beautiful wall.  And that Building Inspector had the nerve to tell me I built it higher than the city code permitted.


Now I ask you, what would you rather see when you are driving down Olive Street—a nice tall Great Wall of China, or a naked old lady swimming in her pool?


So the way I see it, I was doing a public service.


And I guess the Building Department finally agreed.  A city official came by and made a nice little mound of dirt on the ground and then measured the wall from there.  Turned out it was not too tall after all!


But I did not spend all my time scaring building inspectors here in Corona.  


I did a lot of traveling.  I have been around the world 16 times.  I have got two stories I would like to share with you.  One is about a hat, and one is about the famous humanitarian, Dr. Albert Schweitzer.

Here is the one about the hat.


When I was in my sixties, just back from my third trip to Africa, my daughter, Evelyn, greeted me at the Corona Airport with the words, “Mother, when are you going to give up that horrible hat?”  Now this was my lovely, floppy red hat with the bobbing flowers on it that I had worn for all of my trips to Africa.  So I told Evelyn, “Darling, I would not think of parting with this hat.  All the natives in Africa just love this hat.  They point at it and laugh, and I laugh right back and we have a perfectly gorgeous time.”  So you know what I think that makes me?  The original Red Hat lady!


Here is my story about Dr. Schweitzer.


As you know, Dr. Schweitzer ran a hospital in Africa.  I contributed to it after watching him work there; he’s the greatest man alive today.  Well, yesterday.  So on my second visit there, Albert and I had a nice long chat about a lot of things.  I told him about my wall.  He was fascinated.  And you know what?  He wants me to come back and build one like it for him!  I guess even great humanitarians can use a little privacy, if you know what I mean.  


Thanks for coming to see me today as I do not get out and around much any more these days.

