Phoebe and W. C. BARTH

My wife and I came to Corona in 1893.  I was 39 years old.  I immediately opened a hardware store with my partner, E. A. MacGillvary.  Our first home was at 818 Howard across from the old Lincoln School which is now Victoria Park.  Our little old house still stands there just as pretty as ever.

          Our hardware store, ‘Barth and MacGillvary’ stood on the corner of 7th and Main Street .  In later years the city hall stood there, and now it is an office building.   

          We carried a wide variety of merchandise, plumbing goods, sheet metal work, tin ware, cutlery, stoves and ranges, paint and oils, farm implements, wagons, buggies and carriages.  Our stock was valued at $25,000 in 1909.  We eventually carried all the gas stoves and fixtures that had been handled by the Corona Gas and Electric Company.  We were the only firm in the city to carry these supplies, so for your gas needs, you came to us.  We also had a carriage annex on Sixth Street and two very large warehouses.  Our policy was to carry ‘nothing but the very best’.

          In 1896 I was elected to the Corona City Council, same year McKinley was elected President of the United States .  I served until April of 1900.  During my time on the City Council, I became a charter member of the First Congregational Church where Phoebe and I worked many hours with church related activities.  In 1909 I helped organize and serve as a board member on the first ‘Board of Trade’ which became the Corona Chamber of Commerce.

          When I arrived in Corona , I also purchased 10 acres in Orange Heights near the top of Mangular.  Lemons looked good to me, so I planted the 10 acres in Europas and Villa Franks, but until the Dingle Bill passed my lemon grove was just that ‘a lemon’.  After that I added 15 more acres.  My ideas I used to grow lemons were so successful I agreed to publish my methods.  I took great delight in making two lemons grow where only one grew before.  In one year, 1907 to 1908, I produced 374,945 pounds of lemons.

          In 1913 we built ourselves a new home on the S. E. corner of Garretson and the Boulevard. Shortly afterwards we took a five week vacation to the ‘old home state’ of Iowa .  We left immediately after the a big race in September 1913 to Salt Lake City, Colorado Springs and Denver .  We hiked Pikes Peak in a snow storm and ‘thought that was great’.  We continued to Meritown, Minnesota to see my mother and sister, and then we stayed a week at our old home in Iowa .  On our way home we saw Omaha and the Grand Canyon.  We decided afterward that Corona was for us.  To our great surprise our friend and neighbors, 185 of them, planned a welcome home party.  They all gathered at the church and walked over to the new house.  They brought punch and wafers, and many of them took advantage of looking over our new home.  We had many special features like hardwood floors upstairs and down.  Every room on the second floor had a screened porch each connecting giving plenty of fresh air.  Some of the modern innovations were disappearing beds, piped vacuum cleaning, and an ice cooler with an outside entrance door.

          By 1915 Phoebe and I owned quite a bit of property.  On some of it we developed the Phoebe A. Barth and MacGillvary subdivision of homes.  Other properties included the whole block of 6th to 7th streets on Main Street and 11 other properties in and around the circle.

          After many years of public service, business and lemon production, my wife, Phoebe and I moved to Long Beach in hopes that a change in altitude would be beneficial to her health.  She had been active in our land development, the church and the community.  Phoebe died a few minutes after 12:00 noon on August 10, 1928 of stomach cancer; she was 74 years old.  I returned to Corona to join Phoebe here at Sunnyslope on February 20, 1933.  Phoebe had a private service at the home of E. E. Irwin on Park Avenue.  The papers called my services ‘Impressive Rites for Corona Pioneer”.  Many of my old friends, lodge members and church friends participated.  My Mason Fraternity was in charge of graveside services.  Phoebe and I left our grandson Earnest. A. Barth and our great grandson Richard, who later received honors for his outstanding bravery and courage as a Private in 22 missions over Korea .

          You may have noticed we have no grave stones.  Did we request none?  Many do.  Were there no monies left?  Or no one to care?  The answers may never be known.

On July 16, 2010, The Corona Genealogical Society received the following email update from Karen George:

I have some information about the family of Phoebe and W.C. Barth. Their adopted daughter Bethel (born in 1887) was one of my grandmother’s Ella Irwin’s (born in 1888) dearest friends. Ella took snapshots of Bethel around the time they graduated from high school; I have several of them, and Bethel was clearly a darling girl. Minnie Fink (later Cunningham) was another friend of theirs.

Ella and her brother, E.E. (Emmet Ernest) Irwin (born in 1886) had been adopted by the Clark Fanton family, who, like the Barths, also raised lemons in the Corona area. At some point Ella and E.E. became estranged from the Fantons; Ernest stopped using Fanton and began going by Irwin. However, he was still using Fanton when he and Bethel were married in 1910.

In 1911, E.E. and Bethel had a son they named William Clark Fanton, known to all the family as Bill. Sadly, Bethel died during the Spanish flu epidemic in 1919 when Bill was still a young boy. I don’t know if she is buried as Bethel Irwin or Bethel Fanton. After Bethel died, Bill lived with his Barth grandparents until E.E. remarried in 1923. According to the 1920 census, by that time Bill was going by the name William Barth Irwin. Also according to the 1920 census, E.E. Irwin lived 
right around the corner from the Barths.)

From all reports, Bill was a happy good natured boy doted on by his parents (including his stepmother) and grandparents. All his cousins adored him too. When he grew up, Bill became a long distance truck driver. Sadly, he was killed in a crash on old highway 99 in the 1930s.

My mother has told me that E.E., Bethel and Bill are all buried near one another in the Corona cemetery, along with E.E.’s second wife, Meg. 



Karen George
