John Loren Taber

I am John Loren Taber.  I was born in Montville, Maine on 21 April 1841 to John Hussey Taber and Lorinda Hopkins.  My parents, too, were born in Maine.  My childhood was spent there. At the age of 19 I was already a farmer. When the census taker came in 1861, I told him my land was worth $1000 and my personal property $365.
When I was 21 years old I served my county in the War Between the States. I enrolled on the Sept 10, 1862. I served in the 26th   Maine infantry. Fever and hardship while in the South undermined my health and I was never as strong as I was before the war.  But there were so many things I still wanted to do so I kept pushing on.

A few years after returning from the war I married Francesca Shepard on February 14, 1869 at Lincolnshire, ME.  We began our family of three children. First to be born was Grace, then Arthur, then Mabel.  Grace was not well so my wife and I thought that a milder climate might suit her.  We decided to move westward.

It was difficult to make the decision, Maine is so beautiful and our family had lived there since late 1700.

I left in May of 1887 to settle us into South Riverside.  At first I was a blacksmith and worked in a granite rock quarry in Casa Blanca near Riverside.  I purchased a lot at 802 W. 6th but could not get water to it. I was very anxious to bring Mother and the children to Corona.  When Clay Kellogg, the surveyor for the new community was moving back to Anaheim in 1887, I decided to buy the Kellogg house.  It was then that I sent for the family and they arrived by train in Oct 1887.  I was so glad to see them again.

It was said that I was good man, and some say handsome too.(said modestly)  I was about 5 foot 7 inches, had blue eyes and black hair.  I considered myself a very religious man and tried hard to maintain a reputation of honesty, hard work and love for family and church.  My immagrint family came to America from Essex England to Plymouth, Mass in 1630 aboard the ship “John and Mary”.  So you see we are a very old American family, no wonder I was so proud to have served in the War.

I must say something about my family, my wife was Francelia, she was a very hard working woman.  My daughter, Grace became the first librarian in town.  She died in 1919.  My son Arthur, known as A.L. lived in Corona for 62 years.  He built the Mission Garage on the spot where our family home was and moved the house to Sheriden Street. He died in 1949.

My daughter, Mabel, married Albert John Farmer who lived in Corona too.  They gave us three grandchildren, all sons, Loren, Paul and Albert.

I was always busy in spite of my infirmities.  I tried to be ambitious and industrious. In June of 1901 I went out to the desert for some work. While in the Imperial Valley at a town called Cameron Lake I became very sick.  At first I did not notified the family for fear of their worry.  Finally, Mr. Masten who was caring for me sent a telegram to Arthur notifying him that I was sick, then two hours later another telegram came saying that I had died.

Doctor Gleason left on the first train to pick up my body, which had been transported by wagon to Flowing Wells, where the doctor picked it up.

My funeral services were at the Congregational church in Corona.  Pastor Burr preached a lovely sermon and many people attended.  My family received many letters of sorrow. I am glad that my life had touched so many.

