May GROW STOBBS



My name is May Grow Stobbs, and my parents brought me to Corona when I was a baby.  We moved from Iowa to Corona in 1891 to plant citrus on 10 acres at Olive and Buena Vista streets.

          Dad built the house I grew up in, and my mother planted a small camphor tree which wouldn’t be cut down until it became a huge Corona landmark.  My house no longer stands and neither does my Mother’s tree.

          My older brothers and sister and I went to Victoria Street School .  Part of the old school remains at Victoria Park.

          I was familiar with, and knew, many of the people who shaped this city.  You could say I grew up right along with Corona , which was a colony when my family arrived and didn’t become an incorporated city until 1896.

          After graduating from high school in 1908, I was not interested in getting married right away.  I was more career minded and went to San Bernardino Business College .  Then I came home and began looking for a job.

          At age 28, I was appointed deputy city treasurer.  Four months later, in April 1918, Corona held it’s first election for city officials, and I ran for office!  With all votes counted, 607 Corona men and women supported me.  My win made history, and I became the first woman tax collector and city treasurer to be elected in the state of California .

          Public service became my life.  True, I did marry Corona ’s Mayor E. A. Stobbs in 1921.  And in 1923, we left Corona and our city positions to work our farm in Riverside .  But I have always had in my mind the idea of serving others.

          While farming and those were the hardest years, I helped form Jurupa’s Friendship Circle Women’s Organization.  We quilted, canned, and made hospital blankets for those less fortunate and enjoyed supporting our new community.

          And then, both my husband and I were pulled back into public service.  In 1929, Edward became Jurupa’s Justice of the Peace, and I served as his court clerk for 20 years until his death.

          I was appointed to replace him as judge, and I worked as Justice of the Peace for 10 years, marrying some 500 people.  I stopped working as a judge in 1959, with a keen feeling of regret.  In that office, I had found much happiness.

          A tree and bell were named in my honor at the Jurupa Mountains Cultural Center , and I attended each honoring.  I lived to be 91, and though well traveled, there was no place in the world for me like Riverside County .

