Ida Belle HUMBLE BAINBRIDGE FRAISER

I was born in Illinois and came to Riverside in 1886 at the age of 19, with my husband John Bainbridge and our two year old son, Arvil.  The following year, we decided to move to the new town site called South Riverside, later known as Corona .  We brought a wagon full of lumber to build our new house.

          Main, Sixth and the Grand Circle were being plowed for grading.  The mesa was brown and bare without a house in sight.  In the middle was an office of the land company with the only well for drinking water.  Water for washing and bathing had to be hauled from the Santa Ana River .  On a lot on Sheridan between Ninth and Tenth, John, Arvil and myself slept under boards leaned against the wagon while we built our house.  When it was finished, it measured just 12 feet by 14 feet with no floor or other conveniences.  Many nights we had to hold the coyotes at bay, and I even shot one myself.  One morning when the bedding was taken up, we found a rattlesnake had been sharing our comforts.   Everywhere you walked there was ankle deep dust or mud when it rained.

          In March of the following year our second son, Cecil, was born.  Two weeks later John, despite the efforts of the local physician and the doctor brought from Riverside to relieve his suffering or save him, died in agony of acute appendicitis.  Though misery was common, so was kindness.  Widowed and penniless, I was comforted by Mrs. W. H. Jameson who pressed a $20 gold piece into my hand.  The merchant who was owed $50 on our wagon cleared my debt, by handing me a receipt showing “paid in full”.  

          Mr. O. A. Smith, owner of the grand Temescal Hotel had a problem at the hotel.  Since the dining rooms were not completed, he needed a place to feed the single bachelors of the town.  They did not fit in with the ‘roughnecks’ working on the waterlines and the streets, or the more refined prosperous guests of the hotel.  Through the help of Mr. Smith, I was able to secure quarters large enough to permit me to board these six men.  I collected $5 a week from each man which helped me support myself and my two young sons.

          In the spring of 1887, the railroad was being extended from Riverside to Orange .  I was given the job of baking the bread for the work crews.  Protected from the hot sun with gunny sacking stretched on poles and using two wood burning cook stoves, I was able to bake one hundred loaves of bread a day.  At 10 cents a loaf this produced what seemed like a fabulous income.  But, when I look back over the years, the beginning of prosperity was with the grasshopper invasion of 1888-1889.  These voracious insects coming by the millions threatened the newly planted citrus groves.  Men and boys worked around the clock to save the little trees.  Flocks of ducks and turkeys were herded through the groves but to no avail.  Finally someone thought to cover the trees with cloth.  Cheese cloth was purchased by the bolt and ton.  Every woman who had a sewing machine set to work making sacks of the cloth.  One of my boarders, Tom Hamner, helped procure a sewing machine for me.  I made $1 per sack, and this added greatly to my meager savings. 

          After many hard and lonely years, I met William Henry Frazier, and we wed on May 28, 1892 at my home.  We took up residence on Henry’s ranch across the river from Auburndale.  About three years later, we moved to Newport Beach where we ran our business which was connected with the post office.  Our son, Raymond, was born there in 1896.  But, we later returned to Corona to run the Crown City lodging house, and later I was asked by the Corona City ‘Fathers’ to build a hotel. The grand Temescal Hotel had burned down and left the city in need of a hotel.  I was advanced the money, and I drew up the plans.  On March 15, 1904, the Hotel Del Rey opened just in time to board the arriving telephone crews.  It was in my hotel that the first phone in the city was installed.  (This hotel is now being preserved by the Corona Historical Society and will be ‘reconstructed’ at the Heritage Park in Corona soon.)

          In 1917, Henry and I traded part of our Riverdale ranch for 120 acres in the Julian apple district near San Diego .  We raised apples there for the next 30 years.  In 1933 my Henry died and was followed the next year by my son, Arvil, when an apple press fell over on him.  Then in 1939, I lost my second son, Cecil.  My son, Raymond moved to Oregon with his family of four children.  I moved back and lived on here in Corona until September 1959 when I died at the age of 91.  My sister, Mary Tucker and my brother, Arthur Humbel, have also been long time residents and were very active in the community.

          “I never thought I was doing anything unusual, but folks seem to think I was a pioneer and a leader in Corona .

