Janet WILLIAMS GOULD


My name is Janet Williams Gould, although most Coronans referred to me as ‘The Duchess’.  I was born in 1878 on a plantation near Fayette, Missouri, where I lived the gay life of a southern belle and daughter of the state treasurer.  It was not all gaiety however; I graduated from a Midwestern college after majoring in English and history.

          As Mrs. Walter Dean I came to Corona in 1910 with our two children;* my son, Manley and daughter, Elise.  My husband passed away here in 1918.  Then in 1923, I married a widower; Mr. Chester Gould and acquired a lovely step daughter, Miss Suzanne Gould.  Mr. Gould had graduated from Harvard University with a Bachelor of Science degree in Science and Engineering and had been a mining and construction engineer in New York City before moving to Corona .

          Our white house on South Main Street was set down in the midst of a lemon grove and beautiful gardens.  We grew citrus on our acreage and my husband served on many agriculture boards.  Corona was a delightful and wholesome place to live.

          In 1924, I was asked to prepare information on preserving the rock of El Temescal; from that time on my family and I enjoyed numerous trips into the nearby canyons to study landmarks.  

          My love of Corona ’s early history blossomed, and soon I was involved in researching from the time of the Luiseno Indians to the present.

          As Chairman of the History and Landmarks section of the Woman’s Improvement Club; I was instrumental in obtaining State Landmark Status for numerous sites in and near Corona .  These landmarks were honored with bronze plaques and included the Butterfield State Station and the Serrano Tanning Vats.

          The bronze plaques were quite expensive, over $25 in 1927.  But they were worth every cent the Woman’s Club raised; for you see they are still standing.  Yes, vandals have unsuccessfully tried to pry off the plaques and desecrated the monuments, but they still stand to remind you of the past.

          Throughout my life, I tried to make history interesting to other people, particularly to students.  My pageant “The Golden Circle: was written for Corona ’s Jubilee in 1936.  400 of Corona ’s school children acted in the play as Indians, Spanish Dons, gold seekers, even citrus tree pests.  My 10 episode play was held on the high school football field (now the site of the Civic Center field).

          Many years of researching Spanish land grants at the Los Angeles County Courthouse lead up to my lectures on Corona ’s history.  Dressed in authentic Spanish clothing, I would lecture and recite my poetry to many different organizations.

 *Corrected information: Janet came to Corona about 1910 and her two children were born here. (from Kathleen Dever, researcher)
The Old Trail

 

Still are the feet of the Indian hunter,

Still are the hoofs of the deer,

Gone is the smoke of the smouldering campfire

Ashes for many a year.

Gone are the dancing feet of the Spaniard,

The thud of his horse’s tread.

Gone are the Vaqueros, gone the wild cattle;

Gone like the campfire-dead.

Gone are the prints of marching soldiers,

Yellow their guns with rust.

Over their dreams and their epaulets,

Time has scattered-dust.

Where is the dashing Murietta?

Where are their bags of gold?

Where are those who rode in the covered wagons?

The tale of these days is told.

 

          In the 1950’s I was busy reading about the Sputnik and the onslaught of the age of science.  At the same time I recalled my mammy holding me up to watch my grandfather’s slaves lighting the streetlamps.

 

          “During my life I felt as if I had lived a thousand years; there had been so much progress in my time. The past never weighed on my shoulders.  My life was full.  I lived in the present and found it fascinating.”

 

          Before I died in 1964, I willed my research to the Library’s Heritage Room along with a rare Luiseno Indian Jar which is currently on display.

