Nicholas “Nick” CORSELLI

Buona Sera; Good evening.  I am very happy to be able to share some details about me, my family and what it was like to live in Corona during the early part of the century.

          My given name is Nicholas Corselli, but I was called Nick throughout my life.  I was born on March 28th of 1868 in the beautiful town of Palermo , Italy which lies on the north coast of the island of Sicily.

          I remained in Palermo until I was 38 year old when I met an Englishman who recruited me to come to America .  This English fellow represented the ‘Prenda Lemon Packing House’ in the Casa Blanca area of Riverside .  In Italy, I was considered to be quite good at packing lemons, so I was asked to come to America to teach imported Chinese workers, known as coolies, how to pack lemons in the field.

          In 1901 I arrived in America along with my wife, Josie and our two sons, Mimi and Tony.  We first settled in Riverside as I worked in the Prenda Packing House.  Josie’s brother was Pasquale de George, a fellow Italian who also eventually settled in Corona to work in the citrus business.

          Riverside did not remain our home for long though for we soon moved to Corona .  My memory is not quite what it used to be, but our arrival in Corona was around 1903-1904.  Our home was located at 123 Northwest Grand Boulevard .  It no longer stands, but was located just north of where the freeway is today.

          Throughout my life I was know as a trailblazer of sorts as I enjoyed the distinction of being the first of ten Italian men to come to Corona to work and to settle down with my family.  In Corona I worked for many years in the packing house of the Jameson Company and taught others the skill of lemon packing.

          In 1908, my dear wife, Josie returned to our hometown of Palermo, Italy where she died after a very long bout with a disease that was often fatal at that time, tuberculosis.  In those days we just did not have the medical treatments that you all have today.  I missed Josie terribly, and I never remarried but continued to raise my sons, Mimi and Tony, alone.  They both worked in the citrus business as well.

          My height of six feet was something that certainly set me apart.  I was considered to be rather charming and colorful, but I was especially known for my hot temper.  You know how hot-blooded we Sicilians can be.

          In fact, my hot temper got me into considerable trouble in my later years.  For many years, even before we came to America , there was what you might call “bad blood” between Frank Danieri’s family and mine.

          In 1926, on Thursday, June the 17th, my son, Tony and Frank Danieri got into a terrible quarrel at the packing plant where Tony was working as the foreman.  Late that night, Frank came to our house to continue the argument and created quite a scene as he threatened to kill both Tony and me!

          We were both awakened by the commotion and were very angry.  Frank brought his revolver, so I grabbed my revolver, and we rushed outside to “fight it out.”  Several shots were fired, and Frank lay wounded on the ground.  My son, Tony carried Frank into the house and tried to revive him, but he was dead.  The "bad blood” between us had resulted in a duel, as it was called in the local newspaper.

          Both Tony and I were arrested at first, but the charges against Tony were soon dropped.  I was 63 at the time, and my stay in jail during the hot, muggy summer months was almost unbearable.  My case went to trial, and I was acquitted just two months later in August because Frank Danieri had been the aggressor.  It was ruled that I acted in self defense, and I was set free.

          I eventually quit the citrus business to deliver fish door to door.  I had a friend who owned an automobile who drove me as far as San Diego where I bought fresh fish.  After I bought the fish, I iced them and then returned to Corona to clean them.  After the fish were prepared, I packed up my horse drawn fish wagon, and I went up and down the streets of our fair town selling my wares.

          During my waning years, my daughter in law Rose Corselli, who was a daughter of James Palliretto, and I enjoyed visiting and sharing stories many evenings after my son retired to bed.  We would talk sometime until midnight; she ironed her family’s clothes while I kept her company.  My family was always very important to me.

          We did not “retire” in those days as you do now.  Several years before my health failed, when I was in my eighties, I worked in the Seventh Street Market in Los Angeles,  I was very ill for about a year before I died in March of 1950 at the age of 87.

