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Preface 
by Peter Brueggeman 
 
Robert Haley Asher, born in 1868, first visited Palomar Mountain in 1901, later settling in 1903. 
Asher lived in the Pauma Creek / State Park area on Palomar Mountain until 1946, moving then to 
his sister's house in El Cajon, where he slept in a tent in her backyard. He continued to visit Palomar 
Mountain until 1951, and passed away in 1953 at age 85.  In his immediate family, he was survived 
by his sister Mrs. Josephine A. Vacher of El Cajon, a sister Mrs. Dorcas Drown of Spring Valley, 
and a brother Josephus Asher of Mission Beach. The Bailey family was responsible for his interest 
in Palomar Mountain as he met Olie Bailey while in school in San Diego, and later in 1901, Theo 
Bailey brought him up on his first visit.  Asher stayed with the Bailey's, and then camped at Iron 
Springs. Earlier Asher's father, Josephus, the County Assessor, had appointed Theo a deputy 
assessor. Asher homesteaded, and ultimately had 160 acres. He donated land to the Baptist Church in 
1933, more land came along later from Asher, and this was the beginning of the present day Palomar 
Christian Conference Center. 
 
Asher’s typescript about Palomar Mountain history and his experiences are entitled, "My Palomar" 
or "My Palomar Days," and copies have been around Palomar Mountain for some years, along with 
some of his photos. Asher dates his writing in very few places, notably January 1938 (Mack Place) 
and July 1939 (Iron Springs); he mentions a fact in the Mendenhall chapter which dates its writing  
before 1935. Other photos by Asher have appeared in print in the locally published "Palomar 
Mountain Views" as well as Catherine M. Wood’s book "Palomar, from Tepee to Telescope".  A 
few of Asher's chapters have two versions in the typescript I received. One version has only the 
chapter titles and may be longer in places.  The other version has the chapter titles and his address 
"Robert H. Asher, Route 1, Box 710, El Cajon, California" captioned in the upper left-hand corner.  
This addressed version is more heavily edited by comparison; it is probably Asher's later version for 
those few chapters with alternate versions, and is the basis for this publication.   
 
I edited Asher’s writing in various places, incorporated some interesting material from his earlier 
version in a few places, made corrections, and inserted editorial explanations noted by PB.   
 
History is a tapestry of experiences, memories, and voices, not all in harmony. One can assume that 
Asher has some facts askew due to the vagaries of his memory or memories of others, relying on 
hearsay, etc.  In that respect, his history would be no different than other Palomar Mountain 
histories. With time, one hopes that more histories will emerge. In particular, Palomar Mountain's 
rich story would be well served by a thoroughly researched and referenced history.   
 
Please let me know about corrections needed, as well as details in Asher’s text that would be better 
understood by the modern reader with additional explanation. The reader will see that I added 
comments to increase modern understanding. My favorite explains George Doane telling the Hay 
Hanthem story. Asher assumed the reader knew this old funny story well, enjoying a mental picture 
of George Doane telling it and singing it. Times have passed, and modern readers would not. With 
the explanation added, George Doane’s colorful character comes alive. 
 
Peter Brueggeman 
  
pbrueggeman@ucsd.edu 
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Acknowledgements 
by Bonnie Phelps 
 
In the late 1990's I met the most charming man, Walt Fleisher. He gave a historical presentation at 
the Christian Conference Center telling about Robert Asher, who was the benefactor of their land. 
Mr. Asher homesteaded the property in the early 1900's. During that time, Mr. Fleisher's father, Bob 
Fleisher, was a Scout Master and would camp with his troops at Iron Springs on Palomar. The scouts 
would hike on an overnight trip to Asher's place through what is now the State Park. That is how 
Robert Asher and Bob Fleisher met. They became very close friends and corresponded back and 
forth. Twice a year, Mr. Fleisher would make the trip in his Studebaker to Palomar from his home in 
San Diego to pick up Mr. Asher. He would take him to and from Santa Ysabel where he spent the 
winters in a warmer climate. 
 
After Walt's presentation that evening, I told him that I had been collecting historical information on 
the mountain with the hopes of having another book published. He said he had something for me and 
asked for my address. A few weeks later he stopped by with an old, musty, cardboard box. He 
explained that Mr. Asher had interviewed and written about different families that lived on Palomar 
during the 1920's and 1930's. After Mr. Asher died, this box of his typed and hand-edited 
manuscripts, and glass plates of his photography, came into his father’s possession. I was thrilled 
and asked if I could copy them and return them to him. Instead he responded, "This is for you." 
 
That night I was up until two o'clock in the morning reading through the chapters. I had been given 
copies of a few chapters, but others were new to me. Then I came to the bottom of the box and found 
the "Table on Contents" and an "Introduction." Robert Asher had intended to this to be a book nearly 
eighty years ago! My heart raced as I cross-checked and confirmed that it was complete with all 
seventeen chapters. 
 
We owe a debt of gratitude to weekender Frank Spencer for scanning Asher's typescript. A big 
thanks to Brad Bailey for having the slides printed and made available to use for the book, and for 
sharing his keen enthusiasm for Palomar Mountain history with Peter Brueggeman, a former cabin 
owner on Palomar and a librarian with UCSD. Thank you to Peter for donating his expertise and 
taking this project to the next level to prepare for publishing. Thanks also to former resident Susan 
Humason for arranging printing through her company. 
 
We dedicate this book to Mr. Walt Fleisher. I appreciate so much him keeping this "treasure" of 
Robert Asher's these many decades, and giving it to the people of Palomar to bring Asher's work to a 
wider audience. 
 
To all the folks now, and for generations to come, intrigued by history of our favorite Mountain, 
"This is for you." 
 
~Bonnie Phelps 
 
Palomar resident, editor of the Palomar Mountain News, www.PalomarMountainNews.com, and 
always looking for historical information for another book! 
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Jack Roberts was a nephew of Lloyd George, later war-time Premier of England. Jack and Elsie 
named their new resort Planwydd, in honor of Lloyd George's country seat in Wales, if I am not 
mistaken. Jack Roberts was generally a likeable sort of a person, if he liked you, and also at times a 
bit impulsive. He early acquired an automobile, but he was a hard driver and after awhile the car 
began to give trouble and in the most inconvenient places. Finally, the car ran off the west end grade 
and rolled down into the bottom of a deep canyon. Jack, unhurt except in his feelings, crawled out of 
the wreck and up to the road and so home, quite disgusted with automobiles in general and one 
automobile in particular. When asked if he wasn't going to try to get it out, he declared that he was 
through with it forever. It could rot there in the canyon for all he cared. So it lay for some time, then 
the young helper at Pala garage made a cash offer of a small amount. Jack took the cash and let the 
auto go. The young man who had bought the car managed to get it out of the canyon and down to 
Pala where he tinkered with it for awhile and then sold it for the reported sum of seventy-five 
dollars, which represented a very neat profit on the time and money invested. 
 
Elsie was a good cook and withal a good-looking and pleasant-mannered hostess and the young 
couple seemed to be making a go of the resort venture. Aunt Mamie was with them a good part of 
the time and there was also little Katherine, Katherine Roberts. I remember one holiday -- I think it 
was Christmas -- when the Roberts invited some of the mountain forlornites to a Christmas 
celebration and dinner. I happened to be one of the "forlornites". Bill Beach was another. Bill's 
father, the late Dr. Beach, had bought the Charnock Place away over near the Peak Hipoint and Bill 
had come up to live there and raise hogs. Bill was quite a character and I was to see much of him in 
the years that were to come.  
 
But to get back to that dinner, little Katherine was the whole show. That isn't saying that the dinner 
wasn't a bang-up affair, too. It was, and if the two bachelor forlornites were able to walk home, it 
was because they were naturally lean and always hungry and it would have taken more than one big 
dinner to hold them down. 
 
There is always plenty to do about any ranch and when one adds the cares of running a resort such as 
Planwydd, well, Jack needed help and he employed outside help from time to time. His first helper 
was a slightly-built but muscular ex-sailor named Ray McClard. Ray proved to be a very good 
worker -- willing, intelligent, ambitious -- possibly a bit too ambitious for Jack's continued 
satisfaction with Ray as his first choice. It was not many months before we heard that Ray's folks 
were coming up to the mountain, supposedly for a short visit. Then one day, as I was on my way to 
the post office, I noticed that the Smith-Douglass Hotel building seemed to be occupied. At 
Planwydd I saw Ray. He invited me to call on his folks. They were his father, mother, Olin (Ray's 
brother) and sister, Goldie. Then it was rumored that the supposedly penniless ex-sailor had bought 
the Hargrave place on the north side of the mountain, and such proved to be the case. The family 
moved over to their new home and after awhile Ray was not a helper on the Roberts place. The next 
helper to come to Jack's rescue was Charlie Stoessel, a relative of the famous German General of 
that name. I think Charlie lasted longer than Ray as Planwydd man-of-all-work, but he finally 
dropped out of sight and clear off the mountain. 
 
The next helper was a native son of old Helvetia, named Gustav Weber (only one "b") -- Gus, for 
short. Gus stuck. He outlasted Jack and Elsie. In fact, Gus and his missus, a lady of Welch descent, 
are still with us but on the north side of the mountain beyond and adjoining the Hargrave place. But 
more of that elsewhere. 
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But all is not gold that glitters. Sad to relate, the combined apple orchard and resort proposition went 
into the hole and into hock to the bank. Jack made desperate efforts to bring in fresh capital and he 
eventually interested a country club promoter named Allen. Allen had architects draw up plans for a 
country club for Palomar and had about half an acre of the old apple orchard above the house 
grubbed out. But he had started too late to get the building ready for use that summer, so he decided 
to open and run the resort for the one season as a public resort a good deal as the Roberts had been 
running it, but hiring all help. Gus was to stay and a man from Los Angeles, with his wife, was 
brought up to do the cooking. 
 
About this time the foot and mouth disease hit Los Angeles County and Mr. Allen's two country club 
properties were quarantined, causing heavy losses to Mr. Allen and the abandonment of the proposed 
improvements on Palomar. The property here was leased to a man and his wife and they attempted to 
make a go of it on their own, but they, too, also ran into the red and had to let go. All this time, 
during the three regimes -- Roberts, Allen and the cook -- Gus had continued faithfully carrying on 
his duties as man-of-all-work. When the final blow-up came, somebody (one or two or all three) was 
owing him a little matter of some $1500.00 as unpaid wages. 
 
Gus had married Mrs. Jackson, or rather Lawler, and the two of them held down the ranch and 
possession of personal property for some time after the departure of Roberts, Allen and the cook. 
They tried to collect, but each debtor smoothly passed the "buck" to the other and nobody paid 
anything on the Weber Claim. The case was taken to the Labor Commissioner in San Diego. The 
property had gone back to the bank, but they were not responsible. Jack seemingly was not to be 
held. It was up to Allen and the cook. Allen made a cash payment of a hundred or two dollars and 
the cook turned over title to all the personal property. It now became a question of what was 
personal property. Allen had put in bath tubs and toilet fixtures. Were they personal properties or 
part of the buildings? The Webers removed them and took the chances, and, also, there was a cow. 
She was surely personal property. So they took the cow. And thereby hangs a tale, for it seems that, 
although a bargain had been made to buy the cow from Jack Adams' dad for $100.00, no money had 
ever been paid Adams on her account. But Jack Adams had patronized the resort at various times 
and had it charged to the account of the cow. The Webers bought a place on the north side of the 
mountain and moved over there, taking bath tubs, stoves, tents, etc.; also the cow and her calf. 
 
Ernest A. Oliver and his wife lived in the Hayes log cabin for awhile, but Oliver built himself a 
house of his own on the Todd place and moved down. Planwydd was then unoccupied save by apple 
pickers for some time. Fred Wyss, who had built a summer cottage on a part of the old Cleaver 
Place, became interested and was thinking seriously of taking the Planwydd property off the bank's 
hands. But Fred did not care to bother with the apple orchard part, so he suggested that I go in with 
him on the deal. I had had previous dealing with apples and was afraid of burning my fingers again, 
so the matter was dropped. 
 
Since then there has been no permanent occupants. The bank, however, long ago sold out to a little 
company or syndicate of officers or employees of the San Diego Gas and Electric Company. The 
1938 apple crop was gathered and marketed by a Mrs. White of San Ysidro, and that brings us up to 
date of January 1st, 1938. 
 
THE BAILEY PLACE 
 
The Bailey Place is located in a beautiful little round valley just beneath the north side of the South 
Ridge, Palomar Mountain, and about the center of the length of the mountain as a whole, the 
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Palomar Range running from Warner's Ranch (to the southeast) to Temecula (to the northwest), a 
distance of some thirty-five miles more or less. Uncle Nate, the "first white man" to settle on the 
mountain, once encountered a big grizzly bear in this very same little valley long before the coming 
of T. O. Bailey and the other early settlers. The story is told in Nate's own words, in another chapter 
of this book. Judging from the remains of various bear traps around the mountain, there must have 
been quite a number of the "varmints" around at even a later date. And as recently as the summer of 
1939, tracks of a big old boy were seen at various points in the French Valley and Morgan hill 
country. 
 
The first dwelling place on the Bailey homestead may have been the old log cabin on the east side of 
the flat. The sawed plank lean-to was a later addition. When I came up in May, 1903, to stay for 
good, I occupied the lean-to for several weeks prior to my settlement in the canyon below Doane 
Valley. Even at that time the log part of the cabin was showing signs of age. The big "dobe" house 
still standing near the post office and store building must have been put up some time after the 
original homestead settlement in 1886. Previous to the establishment of the Striplin & Wilhite 
sawmill on the mountain, much of the planking used for building cabins was "whip-sawed" in 
"sawpits". During the years while the Striplin sawmill was in operation, the sawpit idea was out of 
favor. But, in the course of time, the sawmill was abandoned and several more recently-constructed 
cabins were built with whip-sawed lumber. Mr. and Mrs. Stanley Davis whip-sawed many of the 
planks used in the construction of their cabin on the Iron Spring property. The Bill Beach residence, 
now owned by Caltech, contains many planks whip-sawed by Bill and Maryann Beach. 
 

 
The Bailey Place 
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Coming back to the Bailey Ranch and the "dobe" residence, the original dobe was reconstructed by 
Theodore Bailey himself some time after I came to the mountain. Milton Bailey added the building 
now used for kitchen and dining room purposes. He also built the dance hall annex to the store 
building. The heavy snows of one sorrowful winter came near wrecking the annex and Milton let it 
stand "as is" for a long while, but finally got up the courage to reconstruct the wreck. 
 
Milton's professional work as a popular dentist in San Diego brought him a very good income, which 
could not be said of the Palomar Mountain Resort, and Doctor Milton was often worried about 
money matters. Once he confided to me that he had recently gone over the accounts of his dental 
business, and had found that his income from this source added up to over one hundred thousand 
dollars: "And now I am practically broke!" 
 
Theodore Bailey was a native of Kentucky, attended a Theological Seminary, where he first met the 
lady he married. The family came to San Diego in 1881 and took up their residence at Mesa Grande. 
The year 1885 found the family in desperate straits, larder empty and no money on hand or in sight. 
 
"Then," in Mr. Bailey's own words, "like a bolt out of the blue, came an appointment as a Deputy 
County Assessor under the then County Assessor Josephus M. Asher." Mr. Bailey said that the 
appointment came as a complete surprise and that he had never been able to account for it. As a 
matter of fact, he first met my father when he went down to San Diego to be sworn in for active 
duty. 
 
The field deputies of the County Assessor's begin assessing on the first Monday of March and are 
supposed to be through by the first of July each year. It is likely that T. O. Bailey first put foot on top 
of Palomar Mountain sometime in May or June in the year 1885. It was the time of the "Big Boom" 
and many, many people were looking for lands to take up under homestead or other land-entry acts. 
Mr. Bailey evidently had kept his eyes open for a possible location when on his first assessing trip to 
the mountain, for he did find the location and later filed on it, probably in December of that same 
year. He came over from Mesa Grande to establish residence on the place on the 5th day of June, 
1886, at the age of about 42 years. This is calculated from data given in the Great Register of San 
Diego County for 1894. On September 10th he had put his age at 49 years. I was up to the post 
office on his 60th birthday. He was bubbling over with glee. 
 
"Hullo, Robert," he called out as I was going up the steps of the store. "Guess what day this is? Give 
it up? It's my sixtieth birthday, and now they can't get me for military duty!" From which we may 
surmise that Brother Bailey was a confirmed pacifist long time prior to his sixtieth birthday. 
 
Mr. Bailey had picked up a practical knowledge of land surveying, and after his settlement on the 
mountain, "located" a good many people on Government lands. His standard charge was $100.00 per 
entry, with all necessary surveying thrown in free gratis for nothing.  
 
Upon my arrival for the first time in 1901, T. O. Bailey was Postmaster, Deputy County Clerk, 
Superintendent of the Sunday School, Village Blacksmith and Practical Joker Supreme. He was a 
great practical joker, but his jokes never took an ugly turn. Indeed, it was worthwhile being 
victimized just to hear his joyous chuckling-like laugh, "Ha! Ha! Ha!" 
 
T. O. Bailey probably did more than any other man to have the name of the post office changed over 
from "Nellie" to Palomar Mountain. He was working for the change many years before it was finally 
made, and so, when the post office was moved to the Robert's Place and Jack Roberts attempted to 
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have "Planwydd" substituted for Nellie, Palomar Mountain was the new name chosen by your Uncle 
Samuel. 
 
Mr. Bailey was a loyal and ardent Baptist and had much to do with the building of the first church 
edifice on the mountain. This building was erected on a spot about a quarter of a mile west of the 
Striplin sawmill, under the auspices of the Baptist denomination. I was present at a picnic outing 
about 1901 near the site of the church, but the building was not then in evidence, having been burned 
to the ground some time previously. 
 
There is a grassy little flat and cienaga below the Bailey Place on the divide between the Doane and 
Mendenhall Valleys. This location is known as Sunday School Flat and was so named because 
Sunday School meetings used to be held each Sunday under the spreading limbs of a large oak tree. 
This particular oak tree was still alive and apparently healthy in 1901, but it later sickened and died. 
The leafless skeleton stood erect for many years but is now prone and fast returning to the elements 
from which it came. 
 

 
Mail carrier Mr. Jolly demonstrates how he holds onto the mail horse’s tail to be pulled along 
while walking up the South slide trail 
 
During my early days on the mountain, during the summer months there were "camp fires", 
sometimes in one place and sometimes in another: Bailey’s, Cleaver's, the Iron Spring camps, the 
Restarick Camp (between Iron Springs and Mendenhall Valley), the Smith and Douglass Hotel or 
Lower Doane Valley. Games like drop-the handkerchief, etc., charades and tall stories all were in 
order at these jolly campfires, and I am sure were greatly enjoyed by all, old and young alike. Chief 
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among the story tellers were those old standbys, George Doane, Clark Cleaver and Theo. Bailey, and 
one or the other of them would be sure to come through with something startling. 
 
T. O. was very proud of his one-acre "barb" patch. The Baileys used to pile up the barb stalks from 
that patch like cordwood, they were so large; also of superior quality, as the writer can testify from 
personal experience beginning in 1901, and Bailey's rhubarb was in fine favor with San Diego 
housewives. 
 
There were a good many animals on the Bailey ranch in those days and practically all the manure 
from the corrals and barn was hauled out and dumped on that one small acre of naturally rich and 
subirrigated ground. The picking, hauling and most of the packing were done by members of the 
family. Once in awhile your writer helped in the packing for a pay of one dollar per day and board. 
 
Mrs. Bailey was a very good cook, and I was always an appreciative boarder and quite ready by 
mealtime to stow away my share of the provender. In contrast with her husband, Mrs. Bailey was a 
very quiet and generally unsmiling sort of a person, not at all given to practical joking. One evening 
she passed me a platter piled high with tiny little nicely-browned muffins. I took one and was about 
to pass the platter along when she smilingly said, "Don't be so bashful, Robert. Better take some," 
Which same I did, three or four. 
 

 
Bailey Barn 
 
Soon the platter was around again. Again Mrs. Bailey begged me to have some more. Robert did 
have more. In the meantime, Mr. Bailey had become involved in a very lively argument with the 
boys and mere eating became with me a more or less involuntary process due to my interest in the 
discussion. Maybe the platter did come around several times. I was dead to mathematics, though not 
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to muffins. Suddenly there came a silence. All eyes seemed to be focused toward the foot of the table 
-- Mrs. Bailey's end. I at once turned my head that way. She was shaking her finger at me. 
 
"Robert," she began, "I am pleased and delighted that you like the muffins so much." At this moment 
a suppressed giggle ran around the table. "Yes, Robert," she continued solemnly, "I've been keeping 
count and with the two on your plate, the tally is exactly twenty-eight!" 
 
Feeling somewhat sheepish, I glanced hastily down to my plate. Sure enough, there were the two 
muffins as big as life. "Oh, come on now, Mother," chirped one of the boys. "Twenty-eight ain't 
nothing. You know very well that it takes at least six to make a decent mouthful." However, I never 
could remember having taken more than sixteen. Mrs. Bailey had not intended any discourtesy. She 
was simply having her little joke and I had inadvertently played right into her hands. She had told 
me in the beginning that she was going to treat me just like one of her own boys. 
 
While I was staying in the old log cabin in May 1903, I managed to acquire a bad case of poison 
oak, and although I tried out all suggested remedies, the eruption persisted. Finally Mrs. Bailey took 
notice of my condition, declaring that if I didn't do something about it right away, it would turn into 
blood poisoning. I told her that I already had been doing everything I could think or hear of. She 
wanted to know just what, I told her. 
 
"Now Robert," she said, "you do exactly as I tell you and I think you will get well." 
 
"All right," I said, "I'll agree to that." 
 
"I thought you would," she nodded. "You know that elderberry tree done by the gate?" 
 
"Yes." 
 
"Well, you go get me some of the bark." 
 
When she got the bark, she stewed it for some time in a pan of sour milk. When it was done to her 
liking, she made some poultices of the resulting mess and tied them on all over my face, back of my 
neck, hands and arms. 
 
"Now you leave them on all night when you go to bed. I'll take them off for you in the morning and 
put on more, if necessary." She renewed the poultices a time or two and discharged her patient as 
cured. 
 
In the course of time, Mr. and Mrs. Bailey retired from the actual management of the Bailey Resort 
and the ranch and the two boys, Milton and Clinton, took it over. In addition to running a second 
resort at the Smith & Douglass Place, the two went into a farming proposition at the foot of the 
mountain on the Pauma Grant. This partnership arrangement did not last very long, Clinton quitting 
the mountain entirely and leaving Milton to carry on alone. 
 
Milton managed to take a course in dentistry and went into a sort of partnership with two other 
dentists, with offices in San Diego. He was successful from the start and later had dental parlors of 
his own. He and his family had a home residence in San Diego as well as on Palomar. His week-end 
trips to the mountain were a good thing for him in one way, as a chance to get needed exercise in the 
pure air of the higher elevation, but he rather overdid the exercise part. There was always so much 
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work to be done. Too much like burning the candle at both ends. He was still comparatively young at 
the time of his passing in the late fall of 1938. Milton was the youngest son; Clinton the oldest. 
 
Theodore Bailey's second son, Orlando, or Olie, as he was familiarly known, was attending High 
School in San Diego when I first became acquainted with him about 1900. We were quite chummy 
and he invited me to his rooms to look over his collection of Palomar Mountain arrow points. Ivan 
Thompson was Olie's roommate at the time and, between the two of them, both boosting Palomar, 
yours truly caught the Palomar fever, with temperature still running high forty years later. 
 
Olie graduated from San Diego High, worked around for a year and then entered Stanford 
University, where I think he majored in Civil Engineering. After awhile, he came back to the 
mountain and went into a dairying project with Louis Salmons in Dyche Valley. The dairying 
proposition did not prove to be very profitable, so Olie withdrew and betook himself with his family 
to a place near Medford, Oregon. The last I heard, he was back in California near San Francisco. 
 

 
Palomar Stage at Asher’s Lone Fir Trail 
 
The girls of the Theo. Bailey family all grew up on Palomar. Nannie had married Roy Johnston 
before my first arrival on the mountain [PB: Roderick Henry Johnston]. The Johnstons had a 
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homestead entry and another place in Lower French Valley. They had one son that I know of, but the 
family did not stay very long on Palomar after my settlement here. 
 
Hodgie Bailey was quite a big girl at the time the large dobe house was built, and thereby hangs a 
tale. As the story goes, it seems that a sockdolager of a snowstorm hit the mountain and the Bailey 
Ranch during one of Theo. Bailey's absences. [PB: Sockdolager, meaning exceptional in some 
respect, is 1800's American slang, along with other contemporary slang as hornswoggle and 
skedaddle.] It must have been the quiet sort of snowstorm we sometimes have, hardly a breath of air 
stirring, and the snowflakes slowly settled down and stayed put just where they fell on hill and dale 
and -- the recently-finished roof of the new Bailey home. And the snowflakes kept coming and 
coming until the roof began to sag. And the snowflakes kept coming and coming until the underside 
of the roof looked like it couldn't give any more without breaking clean busted and letting in the 
snow on the piano and things which, of course, would never do. So big Sister Hodgie organized a 
shovel brigade, consisting of herself and younger brothers, climbed up to the roof in the snowstorm 
and shoveled and pushed snow overboard. But the snow kept coming and -- and pretty soon Hodgie 
and her little army of snow shovelers had to do it all over again. 
 
Hodgie was much in evidence around the Bailey diggings for a number of years, but she finally got 
herself a job as gem cutter with the San Diego jewelry firm of Joseph Jessop & Sons. She remained 
as a valued employee with the Jessops for a number of years, then married Louis Salmons and came 
back to the mountain and has remained here ever since. 
 
Elizabeth, the youngest daughter, is a librarian and has lived away from the mountain for many 
years. 
 
LOUIS SALMONS 
 
Born in Georgia, Louis has been operating near Palomar longer than I, but his first coming to the top 
of the mountain as a resident occurred about the time of the Huntington boom in 1905. Louis' 
brother Frank [PB: Frank A. Salmons, who established the Frank A. Salmons Store in Pala in 1895, 
selling general merchandise; his wife was Hazel] and Colonel Ed Fletcher were the agents of the Los 
Angeles syndicate in the purchase of lands in San Diego County. The syndicate acquired large 
holdings along the coast from Del Mar north, some in the San Luis Rey Valley, including the large 
Pauma Grant at the foot of Palomar Mountain east of Pala, and well over a thousand acres on 
Palomar Mountain proper. One of the tracts purchased was the George Doane property of 640 acres; 
however, Doane had stipulated that the purchasers of the land must also take his cattle. Since the 
Huntington syndicate was not interested in cattle, didn't want 'em and wouldn't have 'em, Frank 
Salmons bought them from Doane in his own account. But Frank was quite too busy to look after the 
cattle himself, so be took brother Louis into the deal. 
 
Louis thereupon moved up onto the mountain with his wife and four young daughters and for awhile 
lived in the house on the Adams place. I do not know how long he had the Doane Valley under lease, 
but he finally bought the Cook property in the south part of Dyche Valley and for a number of years 
he and his family lived in the old Cook residence. He farmed, raised hogs, then went into the dairy 
business on a fairly large scale erecting a silo, etc. His first wife having died, he married Miss 
Hodgie Bailey, daughter of T. O. Bailey, and they took a homestead on government land south of the 
Cook place. Here they built a house and barn, etc., which is still home for Louis and Hodgie. The 
four girls have grown up, -- one married George Mendenhall [PB: Emma Louise Salmons]. 
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After Louis moved into the homestead, he took Olie Bailey into partnership in the dairy proposition 
and Olie and his wife moved into the Cook house. The dairy proposition, not panning out very well, 
Olie withdrew and I think Louis let the cream-producing part of the farm slide. He was always a 
great worker and at times had considerable acreage under cultivation, but he never seemed to take 
any interest in fruit raising and so the beautiful apple and pear trees which had been George Cook's 
pride were suffered to go back and finally die. The orchard was in a bad way even in the fall of 1913 
when Louis and I were dickering over possible sale to me of the apple crop. Louis wanted $200.00 
for the crop "as was" on the trees, but I couldn't see it that way. 
 
THE IRON SPRING AND ED DAVIS 
 
"Mesa G. July 21, '39 
Dear Bob: I bot Iron Spgs. from Henry Ilderton, an Englishman, then living in S.F., in 1905. Before 
him a fellow named Sembler, I think, had it. Before him, I do not know. I was glad to see you. 
(Signed) Ed H. Davis" 
 
My first trip to the top of Palomar Mountain was in the summer of 1901. I had come from San Diego 
with T. O. Bailey and he had stopped at the butcher store in Escondido to get some fresh meat. Since 
I was figuring on camping out and doing my own cooking, Mr. Bailey had suggested that I go into 
the shop with him to get some meat. There we met Col. T. J. Bryan, whom I had known for a long 
time, and Samuel Gordon Ingle, of whom I had heard much but had never met. Col. Bryan was very 
cordial and introduced me to Mr. Ingle. Then the two of them extended a joint invitation for me to 
make my camp with their families at the Iron Spring, which invitation I was very glad to accept. 
 

 
Old Schoolhouse 
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The Bryans and Ingles were camped on the Iron Spring property, while across the fence to the south 
Mr. John C. Dickson and his family was camping on Mendenhall land. I put up a little brush-covered 
hut a short distance from the Bryan tent and spent a very enjoyable four weeks thereabouts, living 
mostly on rolled wheat and rhubarb stew -- the rhubarb for the stew contributed by Friend Bailey. I 
make haste to add that I often ate at other tables than my own, where the menus were more extended. 
This to clear the record. 
 
I do not know who owned the Iron Spring property at that time and there were no buildings of any 
sort in evidence. At the time of the so-called Huntington boom (about 1905), Mr. Edward Davis of 
Mesa Grande bought the place from the then owner who was in San Francisco. Later his son Stanley 
was running cattle in Doane Valley and also was in charge at the Bailey's Palomar Lodge for a 
winter or two. Then Stanley and his wife decided to build them a home of their own, and they picked 
out a forested, secluded spot some distance northwest from the Iron Spring for the site of their house. 
I think the two of them did all the carpentry and masonry as well as whip-sawing out much, if not 
all, of the planks used in construction of the building. They lived there for some years. Then Stanley 
took over the care of his father's place at Mesa Grande, and the Palomar house stood untenanted for 
awhile. Then Charlie Price, who had built and sold a house at Bailey's camp, rented the place and 
established a summer school for children there. Mr. Ed Davis still is owner of the place 18th July 
1939. 
 
Mr. Dickson, or Uncle John, as he was more familiarly called, leased the schoolhouse property from 
the Mendenhall Cattle Company after it had reverted to the Mendenhalls because of non-use for 
school purposes. After Uncle John's passing, the Dickson family has continued in the use of the old 
schoolhouse and grounds as a summer retreat. 
 
Frye Flat is about one-half or three-quarters of a mile north of the Iron Spring. A Mr. and Mrs. Frye 
settled here at an early date and built a log cabin which is still standing. I never saw either of them 
but Jeff Frye, a son, was around for some years after I settled in the canyon. As I heard it, Jeff lost 
his arm in a gunshot accident. Erosion is taking its toll of Frye Flat, as of other once beautiful 
mountain valleys. An arm of a deep gulley is working around close to the west of the cabin, and it 
may fall almost any winter. 
 
There is an old Indian Camp ground some distance up the valley to the west, and I have found 
dozens of perfect arrowheads there. Most of the points were about the same as those found 
elsewhere on Palomar, but there was one kind that I never found elsewhere. The rock was a milky 
semi-translucent quartz and the points -- of which I have found perhaps a dozen in the course of 
years -- were of the shape of an equilateral triangle one-half or five-eighths of an inch wide, very 
thick, coarse, but perfectly spaced chippings from the sides, and points slightly blunt. 
 
Frye Flat, even in 1901, belonged to the Mendenhalls. Some of the boys from the Iron Spring camps 
took a notion to build a dam across the creek at the lower end of the valley, hoping the water would 
back up for a swimming pool. I had heard about the enterprise, but didn't get around until just after 
the boys had had a visit from Sylvester Mendenhall himself. Mendenhall had ridden up quietly and 
caught them in the act.  No one had thought to obtain permission beforehand to build the dam. 
 
"What do you boys think you're doing?" Mendenhall demanded. 
 
One of the boys -- it may have been Tommy Jackson -- came up, smiling, "Building a dam for a 
swimming pool." 
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"That's no way to build a dam," declared the horseman. "That thing you've got there will wash out 
overnight." 
 
And then, wonder of wonders, Mendenhall slid off his pony and proceeded to demonstrate just how 
a dam should be built. The boys, working under his direction, built a dam that held. The younger 
generation pretty near lived there, lolling in the sandy flat or luxuriating in the warm water or 
roasting weiners over the evening bonfire. Swimming suits were not as abbreviated in those days as 
they are now, but most of the girls and boys acquired lovely sunburns. 
 
FINK’S 
 
"Little Fink" was a fixture on the mountain when I first arrived. His place was on the extreme 
easterly end of the mountain, a short distance from Will Cook Valley. He had a several-roomed 
cabin and a good sized barn. Winbert Fink was a Pennsylvania Dutchman, but he had lost his health 
and reports had it that he was just about on his last legs when he landed on Palomar and took up his 
homestead [PB: Winbert C. Fink]. However that may be, Fink was with us for many years and was 
able to accomplish much more than most of the men who took up lands on Palomar about that time. 
He had a fair-sized apple orchard and raised a few berry plants and some garden sass. [PB: Garden 
sass are garden vegetables, especially greens.] Then, too, he built a fairly good road all the way up 
from Warner’s Ranch all by himself. Anyone having knowledge of the cost of the county-built road 
up from Henshaw Dam would know that this one thing would mark Fink as a remarkable man. 
 
For a long, long time Fink was always a member of the election board in the Palomar voting 
precinct. At first, I think he rather deferred to Clark Cleaver and Theo. Bailey, since they were older 
and more experienced men than he. But after awhile one, and then the other, dropped out and Fink 
became the Dean of the Board and whatever he said went with the new members. I had been a 
member of the Board from almost my first voting on the mountain, but after a couple of decades I 
dropped out myself for awhile. Then I was again appointed as Inspector. The voting place was at 
Bailey's, and although it was such a long ways from my cabin, I was there on time, but there was no 
one else. After awhile two other members turned up. They were new to the job. Knowing that I had 
been on the Board before, they seemed to depend upon my knowledge of the proper way to proceed. 
I, for my part, had been out for so long that I had forgotten much, so I suggested that since there 
were no voters impatient to vote and get away present, that we wait for Brother Fink. Time passed 
and no Fink. Then came Ralph Tillinghast [PB: Ralph W. Tillinghast]. Tilly declared that he was in 
an awful hurry, -- had a job he had to get back to. "Against the law not to open the polls at sunrise. 
Sun high up already. Board better get busy or take the consequences." 
 
I admitted the correctness of some of his allegations and suggested that we wait for Fink no longer 
and I offered to go see if Mrs. Milton Bailey would serve in Fink's place. She would, and we swore 
her in. Tilly got his ballots (primary election and road bond), marked them in the booth, we voted 
him into the ballot box -- the ballots, not the man, -- and Tilly was off, triumphant and happy. As for 
the Board, we came near to shaking hands all around. But our compliance soon changed to dismay 
when Fink came along and found that he was no longer a member of the Board. He demanded his 
rightful place on the Board; Mrs. Bailey hadn't been properly appointed, etc. I had to dig up a bit of 
law and read it to him before he would admit anything at all. Then suddenly he changed face and 
meekly enough asked for a ballot. The Clerk handed him a road bond ballot and a non-partisan 
ballot. Fink promptly blew straight up into the air again. 
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"What's this you've given me?" he demanded. "I want the Republican ballot." 
 
"Oh, but I can't do that," remonstrated the Clerk. "You registered 'No party'." 
 
Fink proceeded to argue the point and I again had to fall back on the law. 
 
"Oh well, have your way," rasped Fink, and he grabbed off a Republican ballot and went back into a 
booth. When he came back, he proffered the marked ballot to the Clerk and she handed it to me. 
 
"I am not going to put this ballot into the box, Mr. Fink. It's a spoiled ballot and we will put it with 
the spoiled ballots when we count up the votes tonight." 
 
Fink attempted no further argument and very soon was riding up the road. You may be sure that the 
three ladies had plenty to talk about for awhile and they were not so sure that we had taken the right 
course. I told them that the law was plain enough and that I was sorry to have such a thing happen, 
but that we had to abide by the law. Just about then the Clerk who had handed the road bond ballot 
to Fink suddenly remembered that Fink hadn't handed it back to the Board. Since the Board had to 
turn back every ballot to the County Clerk, we were at once in something of a box. 
 
Telling the others of the Board to hold the fort, I hunted up Milton Bailey and told him that Fink had 
run off with one of the ballots. Milton immediately offered to give chase in his machine. We both 
piled in and caught up with Fink about a mile away. Fink shame-facedly pulled the ballot from his 
pocket and handed it to me. So far as I know, Winbert Fink never again voted in the Palomar 
Precinct. I don't think he continued to harbor any ill feelings toward me, personally, for he afterward 
wrote me a very cordial letter from Pacific Beach, inviting me to call on him and adding that there 
were so few people with our outlook on life and things in general. Those were not his exact words, 
but that was the gist of it. 
 
To go back a bit, after having obtained permission from Charlie Mendenhall to gather bark on their 
lands, I located supplies of bark in both Dyche Valley and on the slopes facing Warner’s Ranch 
southeast of Finks. At that time of the year there was still the possibility of coast storms to consider. 
So I asked Mr. Fink for permission to make camp near his barn, making my bed in the barn. 
 
"No," said Fink, "you come into the house. There's a bed and mattress in the back room and you can 
cook on the stove in the front room." 
 
So that's what I did. Fink cooked his meals whenever he got ready, and I cooked my meals when I 
got ready. Sometimes we ate together. I took my lunches with me to work and in the evenings we 
read and talked. 
 
One day I ran across some rocks piled up like a wall on top of a little rocky hill just east of the site of 
the old Long Smith house in Dyche Valley. Fink had been telling me stories of the old horse rustler 
days and I wondered whether the little fort-like enclosure had been thrown up by Smith or some 
other early settler. Fink knew nothing of any fort, but he did have something new about the small 
fortune reputedly hidden somewhere in that locality by Smith, just before his murder by the sailor. 
 
Smith had driven a large flock of sheep below and had returned with the money. He had befriended a 
sailor a short time before he had gone down with the sheep. Shortly after his return up the mountain, 
the major domo of the Warner Ranch property decided to ride up to see Smith. Part way up he met 
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the sailor coming down with two horses. The major domo recognized the horses as belonging to 
Smith. Knowing that Smith was particular as to who should ride his horses, he asked the sailor a 
pertinent question or two. The fellow gave an evasive and unsatisfactory answer. The Warner Ranch 
man decided, after further questioning, that something was wrong. So he ordered the other man to 
head around and to return up back the way he had come. When they arrived at Smith's, the major 
domo found Smith dead. Apparently murdered, the evidence seemingly pointed straight to the ex-
sailor as the murderer. Ordering the man to keep ahead of him again on the down trip, they arrived at 
the old ranch house near the south side of the valley. Summoning a posse, they took the sailor and 
strung him up to the limb of the sycamore tree a short distance northwest of the ranch house. A 
search had disclosed no sign of the reported fortune on the person of the sailor. Back at the Smith 
house on the mountain, further investigation disclosed not one clue as to the whereabouts of the 
sheep money. Then it was figured out that Smith had somehow become suspicious of the avowed 
good intentions of his new-made sailor friend and had carefully hidden the money somewhere just 
out of sight of his house before showing his face there. That was the story as per Fink. 
 
When I asked if he, Fink, had ever hunted for the money, he suddenly shut up like a clam. "Ah Ha," 
I thought, "Seems like we're on a warm scent. I'll have to look around a bit myself," and I did look 
around, and much more than a bit. Each night I'd figure out some theory as to what I'd have done 
with the money if I had been in Smith's place, and each following day I'd explore the theory. After 
the third or four a day, I fancy that Fink got an inkling of what I'd been up to, and he sprung another 
story on me. 
 
It seems that two men had come into Fink's place afoot a short time before my arrival. They had 
come up from below, and after staying overnight, they headed northwest. Fink had given them 
supper and breakfast as well as providing them with a bed for the night. They returned late in the 
day, apparently in a great hurry, but not in too great a hurry to tell Fink their little story. They had 
been told by an Indian who had been a friend of the murdered man Smith that he, the Indian, had 
been with Smith when the latter buried the money. The old Indian had told the two men just where to 
dig for the money. The two, after leaving Fink that morning, had gone up to a point northeast of the 
Dyche house out of sight of the house. They had dug a hole about two feet deep and had just 
uncovered the top of a box or chest when they saw two horsemen at a distance, coming their way. 
Hastily decamping, they had hidden for several hours. Then they returned to the scene of their 
excavating operations only to find a gaping square hole below the level of their own diggins. The 
hole was, of course, quite empty. The two men, Fink told me, seemed to be feeling very much 
chagrined over the loss of the supposed fortune so nearly within their grasp. However, knowing of 
Fink's interest in such things, they had came Fink's way to tell him all they knew, as a mark of 
appreciation of what he had done for them. I asked Fink if he had any idea as to the identity of the 
two riders. He shook his head, and that seemed to be the end of the story as far as he was concerned. 
 
While at Fink's, I made very good progress in gathering the bark, having found some very ancient 
and almost dying bushes (or almost trees) with very thick bark. I have always made a practice of 
drying the bark in an airy place in the shade, and the thicker the bark, the slower it dries. So, after 
having taken off more than enough bark to fill my order, I had quite a little time left on my hands, 
off and on, during the last week or two. I hunted treasure as I have already intimated until that 
petered out, then hunted arrowpoints until I could find no more. 
 
Fink was working his road, so I went down with him one morning. He had an enormous horse and 
was working him single that morning with a slush or shovel scraper. The sight of little man, big 
horse and cantankerous scraper caused me to offer my help. This offer was refused at first, but after 
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a second misdumping of the scraper, Fink admitted that I might be of assistance if I would lead the 
horse where he should go at the outer edge of the fill. I held the bridle firmly, close up to the 
creature's mouth. Fink said, "Giddap," and we were off. But ole hoss had his own ideas about where 
to go, and in spite of all my tugging and pulling at his jaws, he went that way and not anywhere near 
the edge of the dump. Fink threw over the scraper with its load and we tried again, with the same 
results. 
 
"Why don't you lead him nearer the edge?" rasped Fink. 
 
"Can't," I said. "He's too much for me! I pulled just as hard as I could." 
 
"Here," ordered Fink, "you take the scraper and I'll attend to guiding him." So, resigning as 
commander of cavalry, I went over to the scraper. "Hold up the handles a little until you get a load," 
ordered my friend. "Then press down and don't dump until I give the word." 
 
We started off fine and dandy. I got the load on the scraper and pressed down. Just then the front 
edge of the scraper caught on a snag and the handles jerked upward, nearly throwing me off my feet. 
Regaining my equilibrium, I struggled desperately to hold down. 
 
"Whoa! Whoa!" shouted Fink at the horse. "Don't dump it yet," he shouted at me. 
 
But old horse kept on going. Over went the scraper, dumping itself, with me still struggling 
desperately to hold it back. At that moment my heart jumped, then went off on a fluttering spell. I 
managed to stagger to the bank and sank down, heart still aflutter. It kept on fluttering so long that I 
began to wonder if it ever would settle down again. Fink left the horse and rushed over to me. I 
guess he was more scared than I was, however, friend heart quit acting up and I was soon all right. 
But Fink said, "Never again! You go back up to the house and lie down." 
 
Next morning he invited me to ride along with him in the wagon to Warner's Hot Springs, as he had 
finished the fill on the new road and thought we could make it down to the ranch. It was a pleasant 
drive and I was especially struck with the beauty of a number of big live oak trees at the foot of the 
mountain in a place Fink called "The Rincon". A day or so later, I returned on foot and made some 
pencil sketches. It was soon after this that I arranged with Maurice Braun to join his class in oil 
painting at Mesa Grande, the bark paying my way -- tuition and other expenses. 
 
I hired Mr. Fink to haul my bark to a post office and we went to Witch Creek where I forwarded the 
whole lot by parcel post, much to the postmaster's amazement. 
 
THE FRENCH VALLEYS 
 
A short distance southeasterly from the Braun orchard may still be seen the remains of one of the 
three ancient bear traps which the writer happens to know about. It is on the slope north of the old 
road but just below the recently built Forest Ranger Road. However, I have been told that a 
Frenchman -- not a Foussat -- had had a claim near the spring at the fork of the Morgan-Hill and 
Hipoint Roads. If such were the case, this Frenchman may have been the would-be trapper. 
 
Mr. Hubert Foussat and his brother settled near the upper, or east end, of Lower French Valley. 
Their log cabin was located a few feet south of the present road. The Foussats had left the mountain 
at the time I first reached the top of the Palomar Range, but Hubert Foussat and seven others once 
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called on me at the Spruce Hill Camp. [PB: Asher’s manuscript refers to Albert Foussett, which is 
changed to Hubert Foussat. U.S. General Land Office records for Palomar Mountain homesteaders 
show Hubert Foussat 1845-1933, and Jean B. Foussat 1827 – 1896.] 
 
The Foussats left a very well-done carved cedar wood bedstead in their log cabin. It has since fallen 
to pieces. Some of the parts are still there although nearly everything else is gone. Bill Beach took 
the cabin apart and used the logs and other timbers to build a bridge across the creek just above. But 
a big flood came shortly after and the logs went roaring down toward the Pacific Ocean. I found one 
of the hewed logs on my place -- miles and miles away from where poor Bill had so confidingly 
built a bridge that would last forever and ever -- or something to that effect. At that time the road 
crossed the creek to the south, turned east up over the hill after a quarter of a mile along the edge of 
the meadow, crossing the creek again and to the north, near the Ranger pasture in the Upper Valley. 
The present Ranger Road lies entirely on the north side of the creek, as did an older road antedating 
Bill Beach's road. 
 
Roy Johnston (T. O. Bailey's son-in-law) had a claim south of Foussat’s and in the extreme southeast 
corner of Lower French Valley mountain [PB: Roy Johnston married Nanny Bailey]. Johnston had 
another claim between Mendenhall Valley and the Pedley or Striplin saw mill valley. 
 
Getting a bit nearer to the Observatory, we find the so-called Ranger pasture. This was a forty-acre 
bit of Government land, with a spring and some grass, evidently overlooked by the early settlers 
whose claims completely surrounded this forty-acre island. When this part of San Diego County was 
put into the Cleveland National Forest, the forest officials soon discovered the forty, promptly had it 
withdrawn from homestead entry and set it aside for Forest Service uses -- mainly as a pasture for 
Forest Service pack animals -- horses and mules. Of late years, since the motorization of fire-
fighting equipment and the building of fire-protection roads up the north side of the mountain, the 
grazing lot was no longer needed by the Service. So the grazing privilege has been granted to a 
private person. 
 
Southeasterly from the Ranger forty, and at the extreme head of Upper French Valley, once stood the 
Cochran cabin [PB: Mitton A. Cochran]. The sides, as well as the roof of the cabin, were covered 
with split white fir shakes. It was said that Cochran had taken some 30,000 shakes from one tree. 
The side-wall shakes weathered to a very lovely silvery gray. It stood but a short distance west of the 
present Highway to the Stars and undoubtedly would have been of interest to many of our later-day 
Visitors. But alas and alack, the cabin is no longer there. Hunters and campers had found it too much 
of an attraction. Hunters and campers, if afoot, scare cattle, and a wildly-running steer loses weight -
- say 15 pounds per scare. Fifteen pounds at 8 cents per, means quite a bit of any man's money, 
Multiply 120 by 200 -- two hundred and forty-four dollars! 
 
Across the saddle from the Cochran cabin once stood another of the old log-constructed bear traps 
referred to a bit back. I hunted faithfully for its remains, but could find no sign whatever of its one-
time existence. It may be that the new highway cuts through the precise spot. Mrs. Mason owned 
acreage both north and south of the French Valleys. Sadie Gum had a property westerly from the 
Ranger pasture. Frank Salmons just east of the pasture. Practically all of the valley land is owned by 
the Mendenhall Cattle Co. Travelers afoot may be warned very vigorously to "get out and keep out!" 
 
 
 



 96 

THE WEBER RANCH 
 
Gus Weber came from Switzerland while Mrs. Weber's folks came from Wales [PB: The first name 
of Mrs. Weber was Marian]. Gus was working at the Planwydd Resort for various people before he 
married and they took up their abode on what is now known as the Weber Ranch. They bought 320 
acres, lying mostly along the slope north of the Clark-Braun place. At first they lived in a big tent, 
but later built a cabin of their own design. The dimension timbers used in the cabin were peeled 
poles and logs of white fir and cedar. There was a good deal of very massive masonry construction -- 
that for the fireplace alone was quite a huge affair.  
 

 
The Webers 
 
Edward Lyns was with them for a number of years, studying, writing and lending a hand on the 
regular ranch work and the building of the cabin. Later, Eddie became a captain in the U. S. Army, 
then a college professor, and still later the writer of two or more very distinctive novels.  
 
For quite a number of years Gus Weber was working for the Federal Government as a worker on 
trail-building and as a boss fighting fires. During later years he has been with the Palomar 
Observatory, serving in various capacities. Mrs. Weber was a very well-educated person -- a college 
and post-college graduate; also a capable and energetic worker about the ranch, caring for the 
chickens and several cows. They did have in mind a cheese-making project -- Gus having had 
experience in that line in the old country -- but they never did get around to the cheese making. 
During the earlier years the Webers entertained a good many visitors, but with work piling up on 
them, they just couldn't have visitors. The Webers were very active in all West-End Palomar 
Mountain doings and Gus got the writer up and down the mountain for several seasons, sharing this 
chore with Milton Bailey, Bob Fleisher and others. 
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The Webers were still living in the big tent, before beginning work on the new house, when a fire 
broke out on Beauty Mountain in Riverside County northeast of the Weber Rauch. For some days 
and nights it pursued a very erratic course, with many fire fighters endeavoring to control it, but not 
threatening Palomar Mountain. My place below Doane Valley is a sort of a hole in the ground, but 
one morning the smoke clouds were boiling up in a most alarming fashion toward the east. I went up 
to the post office, but was told that the fire was not on the mountain. At daylight next morning, 
however, there were great bellows of smoke going up toward French Valley and the Weber Ranch, 
so up to French Valley I went. Solid pall of smoke, so I went on down to the Weber's. Mrs. Weber 
reported "no fire on the mountain yet." But I was not satisfied, so I went on down to "The Lookout 
Point." Arrived there, I found that I could see out under the shifting smoke cloud to the road between 
Oak Grove and Aguanga. There was no evidence of fire on the Palomar side of the road, but the hills 
beyond were still sending up spirals of smoke here and there. The fire fighters had evidently 
backfired from the road. Satisfied that all was well for the time being, I started for home but Mrs. 
Weber stopped me just below the tent and we sat down on a log while she started to tell me all about 
it. But soon the phone bell rang up in the tent. Mrs. Weber returned in a minute or two. "It was Gus," 
she explained. "He says for me to keep you here until he phones again." 
 
It was not long until he did phone again, this time with the news that the fire had jumped the road at 
Dead Man's Hole east end and was now on Palomar and driving toward the northwest where it 
would soon be threatening the Weber Ranch. Further, that the Missus and Bob were to begin 
immediately digging a pit ready to bury the tent, etc., if the fire should come our way. So we went to 
work. Some time later, Judge W. P. Cary showed up, then Don Gordon. Don reported a fire-fighters' 
camp in French Valley; that he had offered his services, but that the boss hadn't been at all nice to 
him. So here he was -- and ready to help Bob with the digging. At supper time, the fire which had 
been burning down the mountainside below the Weber Ranch about a mile to the northwest suddenly 
changed its course and began burning toward the Beach Ranch. So we ate our suppers quite 
leisurely. I finished first and was busily digging when Mrs. Cary came down from the tent, and 
picking up Don's shovel, went to work. Then Don showed up, but Mrs. Cary refused to give up the 
shovel. Don called for Mrs. Weber to come help him get his shovel, but Mrs. Cary wasn't quitting. 
Mrs. Weber finally convinced the lady that she was really delaying the work; also that the immediate 
danger from the fire had passed. It was going the other way -- which it was, toward the Beach 
Ranch. Don got his shovel and we went on with our digging. 
 
Some time later I heard a strange roar which seemed to be easing from the east. Straightening up, an 
amazing sight greeted my eyes. A tall, dead, big cone spruce tree just below the Beach Ranch was 
ablaze from bottom to top, with the flames reaching upward for a hundred or two feet. Above that 
went a column of smoke. The smoke went up and up for about two miles when it spread out and 
raced toward the southwest. That the up-draft must have been something tremendous may be judged 
from the fact that it carried along many fragments of charred bark for as much as eight or ten miles. I 
found numerous pieces in Lower Doane Valley and on my own place. Most of the fragments were 
only an inch or two long, but some of them were three or four inches long and three-quarters of an 
inch thick. The fire crossed the ridge east of the Beach Ranch and did not again come near the 
Weber's. 
 
In the morning some fears were expressed as to the fate of the Beach buildings, but I did not need to 
go all the way to assure myself that the buildings were standing. However, beyond the Beach Ranch, 
great masses of thunderhead-like clouds were building up. But they were smoke clouds, not 
thunderheads. I had come quite a way back toward the Weber Ranch when I suddenly became aware 
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that something new and strange was creeping over the landscape. Everything was turning to an ash 
grey -- a pearly grey I had never before seen except in some dream. There were no more greens or 
browns and the sun was a strange sun, surrounded by wide zones of faint rainbow colors. And 
beyond Barker Valley, the clouds had risen and mushroomed out with a sheer circular wall below, 
maybe five or six thousand feet in height and a half mile across. As I watched, a little plane came 
around from the south about halfway up the wall and so near to it that I began to shiver for fear a 
wing tip might touch the wall and so send the plane to earth. A few minutes later the same plane 
appeared, but flying higher and much further from the wall. 
 
I learned later that the fire fighters, under Mendenhall directions, had backfired from a fire guard 
along the north side of Barker Valley creek clear to Warner's Ranch at the foot of the mountain. The 
strange appearance of the sun and the other weird effects may have been due to polarized light. 
Anyhow, it was something wonderful and, perhaps, indescribable, although I have made an honest 
attempt to give my readers some idea of the splendor of it all. 
 

 
Cedar Shack near Asher’s Spruce Hill Camp 
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Asher’s Spruce Hill Camp (top photo in 1904) 
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Robert Asher 
 

 
Palomar Stage 


