How do you do. I’m Ralph William Stanfield, born in Alton, Kansas on December 4, 1880, and finished up here in Corona on January 20, 1955. But you could see that for yourself from my marker. You’re here to find out what I did with the dash, the part in between.

In 1887, my parents moved to Whittier, CA, where I grew up. I first moved to Corona in 1900, to work as a telegrapher for the Santa Fe railroad. I worked my way up to being the station agent for Hemet. In 1902, I married the lovely Harriet Maude Billings, daughter of Corona pioneers. Maude and I moved to Pomona, but came back to Corona to help in the family drug store when her father, Rufus Billings, died in 1908. Our son, Ralph Edmund, came with us; Clyde was born several years later. 

I worked with Maude’s brother in their family store, became a registered pharmacist, and in time owned several drug stores, including one in Riverside. I also went into the real estate business, both as a realtor and an investor. I picked up rental properties, and we built a vacation cottage in Newport Beach. I even owned a bakery for about ten years.
You’d think, with a young family and a few thriving businesses, that I had more than enough to keep me busy. But I found time to serve on the school board from 1911 to 1914, was a charter member and first president of the Corona Lions club in 1923, and served on the Riverside County Board of Supervisors from 1932 to 1944, including six years as chairman. I also was the first president of the Supervisor’s Association of Southern California, a director for the Supervisor’s Association of California, and president of the Imperial Highway Association in 1940. What else? Oh, yes, I served on the Corona City Planning Commission, represented Riverside County on the “Roads to Romance” committee on historical markings, was back on the school board in 1940, and was a founding member and first president of the Corona Realty Board, later called the Corona Board of Realtors, in 1947. 
Why, you might ask, did I choose to be so busy? Money? I was paid a little in the County Supervisor’s position, but certainly made more in my businesses. I could have kicked back, spent more time with the family or just relaxing.

Power? Prestige? Not really.  

In my first stint on the school board, we were setting up the new grammar school and high school,  dealing with issues from hiring teachers and insurance to window screens, furnishings, electric bells, and basic supplies such as towels, ink, and toilet paper. Purchasing decisions included clocks, paint, stepladders and janitorial tools. We even chose to eschew feather dusters, directing the janitorial staff to dust with cloths instead. Every little purchase required discussion, and frequently obtaining bids for pricing. No one who hasn’t served on a similar board can imagine the detail work and countless decisions, all in the name of providing the best facilities for the students while maintaining a budget. The other boards and organizations required similar hard work.
So what was it all about?

I was raised a Quaker. Maude’s family were Episcopalian, but we shared common ideals. “Everyone to whom much was given, of him much will be required.” (Luke 12:48) Life’s all about giving others a helping hand, giving back to the community. Maude had her Rebekah Lodge, I had my Lions. We wanted to see this community thrive. We wanted the best educational opportunities not just for our children, but for everyone’s children. The days when one could manage, as I did, with a few years of high school and on-the-job training, were fast disappearing. And for the community at large, it was important that this wonderful, vibrant growing community have some direction for its growth, rather than becoming a formless sprawl. Roads were needed to bring in new business, to provide jobs. We believed in this town, this county, and its potential growth. And so we served.
And now, as my time grows short, let me offer you a challenge. What about you? What are you doing to make your community and your world a better place? Think about it.
