PETER PROVENSAL

Good afternoon ladies, gentlemen, and youngsters. I am so glad that you could join me on such a lovely day.

My name is Peter Provensal but all my friends here in Corona know me as Pete.
I was one of the earliest pioneers of South Riverside (Corona) having been part of this community since it’s founding in 1876. In fact I can remember roaming this mesa long before anyone thought of having a town here.
I was born in northern France on Nov. 11, 1855. I lived there the first twenty years of my life, acquiring my education and learning the baker’s trade under my father. I can never thank him enough for all his guidance. Without his persistence, I never would have become the businessman I became here in America
.

At the age of 20, I immigrated to the United States, ending up in Los Angeles where I followed my trade as a baker. Later the bakery business would take me to San Bernardino and Riverside. I can still see Riverside as I first saw it with nothing more than a store and a post office. In 1891 I married my first wife, Viola who was from Riverside. We had two sons, John and Adolph.
Since moving to Corona, I have had my hands in a number of businesses. At one time I was even in the sheep business. I also was able to acquire a number of lots within the city circle. One of these lots, I sold for $500 to the city for the new city ball located on the corner of east Eighth and south Main streets across from the Carnegie Library; today, neither one of these structures remains.

In 1909, I purchased the Corona Home Laundry from F. T. Vail.  It was on the corner of east Second and south Main Streets. As the business thrived, I enlarged the small frame building adding a handsome brick addition 15’ X 60’ to install all the latest machinery. So that there was always pure water, I also sunk a well. The laundry turned from a labor intense business with a primitive washtub to a modern laundry with electricity and the largest mangle in Riverside County.

1914 became a year of change. I married my second wife, Mary Cannes of Corona, sold the laundry business, and started a French American restaurant at our home at 508 Main Street. It soon became one of the most patronized establishments of the kind in the city. One of the saddest days of my life came in December 1918 when I learned that my son, John, had died at Camp Meade, Maryland of influenza. Before leaving for training only a few months ago, he had operated the oil station on the corner of Fifth and Main Streets. I can still remember the day he was buried here at Sunnyslope. At the government’s request, the Corona high school cadets, with bugler, acted as guard of honor.

I later married for the third time to my present wife, Marie. She was with me at my death on Nov. 22, 1932, having just turned 77. I had been ill for several months and passed away in our home of carcinoma of the throat. I was survived by my wife, my son Adolph who lived in Los Angeles with his family, four grandchildren and stepsons, and stepdaughters. My wife Marie died on May 28, 1947 and is buried next to me. I hope in some small way that I aided in the growth of Corona, living to see it as the flourishing community it is today.

