Letha RANEY



I was born in Albany, Oregon in 1894.  My family moved to Corona in 1899.  We came in a covered wagon, my parents, four older brothers and one older sister.  Corona was a different town then.  I remember my first day of school in Corona .  The century had just started.  “I was escorted to school by two older brothers and told to stand at the foot of the steps until the bell rang and the teacher came for me; six other little girls who stood there also were later graduated with me from Corona High.”  I attended Los Angeles Normal College for two years.  It was a teacher training college.  After that I attended University of Southern California (USC).

          I started teaching in 1912 at Rugby School in Temescal Canyon .  Two years later I began teaching at the old Washington School in Corona .  In 1916, I became the principal of Washington School .  It was a lot of responsibility.  In 1922, the principal of Lincoln School and I were sent to teach at Corona Junior High.  The superintendent came over to my house on a Sunday and said the students were too noisy.  We needed to quiet things down.  Two teachers had been sick and were not coming back for sometime.  We got everything straightened out.  The next year, the superintendent made me the principal of Corona Junior High.  I stayed there until I retired in 1952.

          In 1918, Corona was hit with an influenza epidemic.  Many people were very sick.  I volunteered at our emergency hospital.  A number of people died.  It was a sad time.  Corona grew and grew.  I never married.  I enjoyed working with all the thousands of children over my career.  I just devoted myself to education.    Another interesting thing was the big earthquake in 1930.  I was just walking home after a meeting, and as I came into the house, my cook started screaming.  The house really shook.  After I calmed her down, I turned right around and went back to school to check for damage.  The head custodian and I checked every room.  Everything looked pretty good.  What we didn’t realize is the oil pipe under the school had broken.  By the morning several inches of oil filled the basement.

          In 1966, a highlight for me was when the school district opened Letha Raney Junior High School in my honor.  I was so pleased at attend the dedication ceremony.  It certainly meant a lot to me.

          I died in 1983.  I had attended the First Congregational Church, was a member of the Soroptomist Club and the Retired Teachers Association.

 

