Herbert M. KEY

I am Laura Margaret Vedder Key.  But you can call me Lola.  I am here today because my husband, Herbert MacLellan Key, was a trustee of this cemetery.  He and the other trustees would meet regularly to make sure that everything was going smoothly—doing things like buying more property, putting up fences, hiring and firing, and even advertising in the paper.


Herbert was always very responsible about his duties.  His duties to support his family he fulfilled in the insurance business—Herbert M. Key & Sons Insurance and Accounting.  His charitable duties he fulfilled through the Rotary Club—he was president of the club in 1932, and this will tell you something about him:  he had a perfect attendance record for 36 years.  Maybe that is why they made him club secretary for 20 of those years—because he was so responsible and reliable.  As member of the Rotary Club, Herbert worked on a committee that established a rehabilitation program in the Children’s section of the Riverside Community Hospital.  That was before we had a hospital of our own here in Corona.


Herbert also fulfilled his civic duties in Corona’s city council.  He served on the council from 1920 to 1946, give or take a year.  In 1922 and again in 1930 he served as Corona’s mayor.  Not too many people have that kind of sense of responsibility.  Corona was lucky to have him.


But it is not so surprising that Herbert showed that sense of duty to country.  I think it was in his genes.  Can anyone think of someone else by the name of Key who showed some pride in his country?  Here is a hint:  ‘rockets red glare and ‘bombs bursting in air’ and ‘Oh, say, can you see’.  Well, Francis Scott Key, the man who wrote the poem, “The Star-Spangled Banner”, was the brother of his several times great-grandfather.  And another of Herbert’s ancestors, William Key, was married to the sister of the girl who was Queen of England in 1553, Elizabeth I.  So you might say the Key family has always taken its civic responsibilities very seriously.

Now how does running a cemetery come into it?  It is not like your usual business enterprise.  Business enterprises are not run by trustees normally, are they?  No, that is reserved for groups that have some mighty purpose in mind, like a college or a hospital…or a cemetery.  Every community needs to be responsible for the care of its dead.


I can not say I am surprised that I would have a husband who cared for the dead and their families.  We all have encounters with death through our lives, but you might say I had two rather unusual encounters with the concept as a child.

The first one is actually kind of funny.  When I was a kid in Galveston, Texas, my father owned a bank. When a local stable could not afford to go on, its assets went to my dad.  This included several horses, a pony, a mule, a carriage, several carts and a hearse.  
My brother, sister and I were the envy of all the other neighborhood kids as we hitched the pony up to the hearse and played the game of ‘funeral’.  


My second encounter with funerals and death was not funny in the least.  On September 8, 1900 a hurricane and tidal wave struck Galveston, Texas.  By the time it was over, more than 6,000 people would be dead.  We had only been living in our new suburban house for eight months when the storm came.  We lived five blocks from the beach.  On the ground floor the water rose over four feet.  Neighbors who had lost their houses took shelter with us, plus 50 soldiers from nearby Fort Crockett.  Daddy nailed a couple of doors across our front door, and then leaned out the transom to push away big pieces of timber that acted like battering rams against our front door.  These timbers were 12 x 12 beams, 20 feet long that had been lying nearby ready to build the soldier’s new barracks.  He bore the scars on his hands for the rest of his life.  I spent the night in the bathroom with about 14 other people.  It was about the only dry room in the house since the roof had blown off two of the bedrooms.  My mama crawled through the pitch dark house for dry woolen garments to wrap around a baby whose mother thought the child was dead.  Mama also brought back a blackberry cordial to drip into the baby’s mouth, and before you know it he was awake and crying out for food.


That baby survived.  Others were not so lucky.  When the storm was over we set out on a five hour hike to the downtown area where my grandparents lived.  Only three houses in our division were left standing.  There was a dead man sitting straight up on a bicycle caught in the mud, a cigar still in his mouth.  I also saw a nun with several children tied to her body.  Mama had brought along a purse with her jewelry in it, but she slipped, and it fell down in the mud.  To help herself back up, Mama clutched at something.  And then she saw that what she had grabbed was a dead child.  She just started to sob.


We were all feeling pretty overwhelmed when we sat in Grandma’s parlor.  But I made everybody laugh when I held up my wet hanky with 35 cents tied in one corner.  Sometimes, it is the little, silly things that help you get on with life.


Herbert and I have been pretty lucky in the main.  We did lose our beautiful 18 month old daughter, Anna, to meningitis.  But our sons, Charles and Lawrence, grew up strong and made us proud.  Though we did worry about Lawrence when he up and volunteered for overseas duty in World War II.  But duty runs in the family, doesn’t it?  This is some of what he wrote to us explaining his decision:  



As I do love you all so very much and feel that I have more 



in this country to fight for than anyone else, I have always 



thought that I should do my all to show my gratitude to you 



all.  It may be a funny way of showing it, for it just is not the 



thing to volunteer for, foreign duty, but anyway that is me and 


nothing can change me.  Please do not worry, for I will be 


perfectly all right, and anyway I will likely not be in any 



danger, and it will not do any good to make it harder on me 



by being upset.  Forget about the cookies and candy for 



awhile, Mom.

He did not know where he would be posted, so I did forget about the cookies for awhile.  But only for awhile.  Because baking cookies and candy was one of my duties, the way I saw it.  And we Keys take our duties very seriously.

