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Our Mission

The Sutter County Museum shares local stories to
strengthen community bonds, to inspire celebration of
our diverse cultural heritage, and to demonstrate how
understanding the past prepares us for the future.

About the Bulletin

The Bulletin is published quarterly by the Community
Memorial Museum Association. This fiscal year, the
Association is publishing three editions due to the
financial ramifications of the pandemic. Editors are
Sharyl Simmons and Phyllis Smith. Renewal of annual
membership provides you with a subscription to the
Bulletin.

Museum Association

The Association is a 501 (c) (3) organization that
fundraises and supports the operation of the Museum.

Applications to join are always accepted (available
on the Museum’s website). If you are interested in
history and want to do something meaningful for our
community, please consider applying! New applicants
to the Association are approved by a vote of the full
Association. Members serve for 4 year terms.

Current Association Members:
Phyllis Smith, President

Margit Sands, Vice President

Debbie Reid, Secretary

Amber Milner, Treasurer

Tara Art Scott Hankins
Carol Bordeaux Wade Kirchner
Manny Cardoza Tony Kurlan
Babs Cotter Sukh Sidhu
Eric Gruenthal Chuck Smith

Barbara Hankins



From the Director

Hello, everyone!

I hope that you have been having a wonderful start to summer! If it ever gets too hot, please
remember that the Museum is air conditioned for the best preservation of our collection (and our
guests). We have returned to our regular hours of 9am-5pm Tuesday through Friday and 12-4pm
Saturday and Sunday. Thank you to the Museum’s volunteers and supporters for helping return us

to our full hours of operation!

In May, we opened The Newest Americans, our latest
temporary exhibit. The Newest Americans, an exhibition

T h ere |S d |Ot tO be from Sam Comen (photography) and Michael Estrin

(reporting), is produced in partnership with The

eXCIte d d b ou t W h en It California Museum and traveled by Exhibit Envoy. It
comes to t h e S U tte r features 29 portraits and interviews that capture the

experiences of immigrants from 23 countries of origin
CO U nty M useum. and promote discussion on America’s legacy as a nation
of immigrants. We are also excited to showcase original
naturalization documents from Sutter County Elections
dating to the early 20th century, which share local stories of Sutter County residents applying for
citizenship. You can also find information in the exhibit about U.S. Citizenship Preparation classes

and English classes for adults run by Sutter County Library Literacy Services.

The 2023 Sutter Buttes Calendar Exhibit from the Sutter Buttes Regional Land Trust will be on
display from September 9th through 30th. From October to November 20th, the Sutter County
Museum will host Beauty and the Beast: California Wildflowers and Climate Change. This exhibition
by Rob Badger and Nita Winter originated at the San Francisco Public Library and is traveled by
Exhibit Envoy.

This summer, we are excited to begin offering more public programs and events at the Museum,

as well as exclusive events for members based on our various membership levels (from the Basic
#35 level to the Harter Circle at $1000 annually). From movie nights for kids to book talks,

there is something for everyone! To learn more about upcoming events, visit our website at
suttercountymuseum.org, join our email list by scrolling to the bottom of our website’s homepage,

or follow us on Facebook and Instagram. For members, keep an eye out for our mailed postcards.

Thank you, and I look forward to seeing you at the Museum!

Wiotey’ Bewom/

Molly Bloom

Sutter County Museum Director and Curator
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Crowhurst Memorial Scholarship

Historical Buildings in Sutter County: The Stories They Tell

The Crowhurst Memorial Scholarship Award was established in
1979 in memory of Estelle Peirano Crowhurst, who was known for
her column The Diary of a Housewife. The column was published
weekly in the Independent Herald, a Yuba City newspaper. The
award also honors Estelle’s son, Thomas J. Crowhurst, who

wrote The Sutter Notes, a column for the Appeal-Democrat, and

contributed to the sports pages.

The scholarship is awarded to a talented high school student.
Written in journalistic style, winning entries are fact-based and
Sfocus on local issues and concerns. The Sutter County Museum is
proud to participate in the essay contest and print winning essays
in the Bulletin. Students interested in a career in journalism are

encouraged to participate in this scholarship opportunity.

This past year, eight students participated in the contest. This year, we are printing
three of the entries, the first by Ryan Van Valkenburgh, this year’s winner, who
wrote about John Sutter’s Hock Farm. The second and third place essays were
only separated by one point. Miranda Garcia wrote about the Littlejohn House, and
Saihaj Kang wrote about the Yuba City Gurdwara in Tierra Buena.




WINNING ESSAY

Ryan Van Valkenburgh
RIVER VALLEY HIGH SCHOOL

THE LIFE AND DEATH OF HOCK FARM

The namesake of our county, John Sutter, left an
indelible mark on the surrounding area, and the whole
state of California. He is most commonly known for
helping to start the Gold Rush in California, a defining
moment in the state’s history. However, Sutter did

not just draw millions to California, but also laid

the foundation that the state would be built on. It is
difficult to live life in this area without seeing Sutter’s
name. He has cities, counties, and buildings named
after him. Undoubtedly the most well-known buildings
that bear his name are Sutter’s Fort in the Sacramento
area and Sutter’s Mill located today in Marshall Gold
Discovery State Historic Park. However, much closer
to home, in Yuba City, is Sutter’s Hock Farm. There are
many reasons why this complex is not as well-known as
Sutter’s other holdings, such as it not being physically
standing for over a century, but the importance this
collection of buildings has on the local community is
immeasurable.

Hock Farm, finished in 1841, was the first non-

Native American settlement in Sutter County. It is
worth noting that while Sutter is often lauded as

being a pioneer on the American frontier, a visionary

of the potential of California, most, if not all of his
achievements were built on the forced labor of Native
Americans. So, while he certainly set a precedent for
the development of Northern California, it came with
great devastation, and the farm was no exception to this
trend. Even with unethical methodology, the impact
Sutter made is seen in the burgeoning bread basket this
area is today. The farm contained cattle, grain, orchards,
and vineyards, all agricultural products made on large
and small scales in the Sutter County area to this day,
and first commercially farmed by Sutter at Hock Farm.
His early success with establishing the farm let the rest
of the country know the fertility of the land he was
tilling. Without Hock Farm, it is unlikely that Yuba City
would be the agricultural force it is today.

Hock Farm was where John Sutter intended to retire.
Not much is known about the house Sutter planned

to live out the rest of his days, except that it was two
stories and had a large patio. In short, we don’t know
much about the structures of the farm or this house
because they either fell into disrepair or were burned
down. I don’t consider much of what happened to Sutter
later in his life unfortunate, due to his brutal treatment
of Native Americans and general colonial behavior.

So, while for posterity’s sake Hock Farm would have
been important to preserve, its success and subsequent
destruction mirrors the path John Sutter himself took in
life. It can be seen as a great display of irony, of karmic
comeuppance for John Sutter that the place he intended
to house his legacy was destroyed, in essence, by his
own hubris. The gold rush, which he helped to start,
took all the workers from his farm and brought ruin
upon Sutter and his farm. Some twenty years after the
farm was built, Sutter could not maintain the farm, or
the mansion he had built on it. What property he did
still own was taken from him by swindlers, thieves, and
businessmen. And after he had already lost so much
land and money, Hock Farm was burned by an ex-soldier
who Sutter had whipped. While his home was gone,

his legacy would still stand in what he hoped was very
glorious. But much of his personal records and most
prized possessions burned too. These buildings could
have told a great story, but their brutalist, oafish owner
could not prevent the very change he started.

All that was left standing of the whole farm was the
doors to a metal storehouse, and even those were pulled
down and abandoned over the years. It took over 100
years for any restoration, with a brand new structure
built in the same design of what those metal doors
should be attached to. While the farm and the buildings
are not even there anymore, the former buildings on
this land would tell the story of the tumultuous time
during the entrance of European-Americans to the area
in the Sutter era. This isn’t quite as much of a story as it
is a eulogy, a remembrance of all the implications that
Hock Farm and its buildings had during the time, and
how their legacy carried into the future.

O3
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SECOND PLACE

Miranda Garcia
LIVE OAK HIGH SCHOOL

THE LITTLEJOHN HOUSE

This building was the home of James Littlejohn who was originally from
Ohio where he was orphaned at a young age. An aunt in Iowa then raised
him and then, in the spring of 1859 he left and came to California. James
arrived in California by an ox team via Salt Lake City and the Humboldt
River route. After finally arriving in Sutter County, he began to work as a
ranch hand and teamster. He worked for several years to save money to
buy a squatters claim in the Slough District. He remained in this district
for about 17 years until he purchased 160 acres of land from a gentleman
named James Gray. In 1879, when he bought the ground, he built a house
and barns. He lived in this house with his wife and nine children. They
raised racehorses in addition to the stock and orchards.

Then in 1893 the original house was destroyed by a fire. However, the
horse barns and horses were saved. The family lived in tents for a short
period and rented a farm nearby. Then about seven years later, in 1899, the
current house was built in a fashionable Queen Anne-Eastlake style. After
James Littlejohn died in 1908, his wife continued to live in the house until
her death in 1932. The house went through a period when it was rented
until 1938 when the youngest son and his family moved into it. In 1943,
the house and 18 acres that went with it were sold to Thomas and Margaret
Madden. The Madden family sold the home and property to Waremart
Foods in 1955.

The original interior living spaces of the Littlejohn residence included four
bedrooms and a bathroom upstairs. It also had a foyer, a front parlor, dining
room, back parlor, and kitchen downstairs. This building also had a full
basement, a mudroom, a pantry, and a front and back staircase. The home
has undergone some changes within the last century, but many original
architectural elements remain. The downstairs interior of the house is most
often notable for its foyer and its front parlor. Then as we move upstairs to
the north bedroom, it has many features such as a stained glass window in
the door that opens to a small veranda (and roof platform) on the front of
the house. This bedroom has a separate walk-in closet and a sitting area. All
of the bedrooms in this home have built-in wardrobes. A unique part, in my
opinion, is the restroom. This was designed with a large walk-in linen closet
and a laundry chute that opens in the hallway.

The City of Yuba City owns the Littlejohn house. It is where the Yuba-
Sutter Chamber of Commerce is currently. The home of James Littlejohn
tells a triumphant story of dreams coming true, and that anything is
possible.



RUNNER UP
Saihaj Kang

THE YUBA CITY GURDWARA

Yuba City, also known as “Mini Punjab,” is home to the largest Sikh
community in the United States. Punjabi Sikhs first started migrating to
the United States in the early 1900s, coming to Yuba City seeking a place
of refuge that still felt familiar to home. Yuba City held great potential for
agriculture work, presenting an opportunity for Punjabis to practice their
familiar farming skills from back home. Punjab, translating to “the land of
the five rivers,” is agricultural land, and because of the area’s rich farming
economy, the dominating occupation is farming. Yuba City is remarkably
similar to Punjab with similar agricultural features.

After Punjabi Sikhs established themselves in this town and fully made
Yuba City their home, the Yuba City Tierra Buena Gurdwara was officially
built. A Gurdwara, or “the door that leads to the Guru’s home,” is a place
of Sikh worship. Prior to the existence of the Tierra Buena Gurdwara, Sikh
families had to travel to Stockton to practice their faith at the gurdwara
there. Due to the rising population of the Sikh community in Yuba City,
there was a definite need for a gurdwara to be built here. A committee of
26 Sikhs alongside their families was established that worked for years to
bring this idea to life; finally, in 1969 the Gurdwara opened and symbolized
the major Sikh influence in Yuba City. In the late 1960s, the gurdwara
committee earned financing from the United California Bank, building the
building on three acres of land that was donated by two brothers, Udham
and Bakhtwar Singh Purewal. The Yuba City Gurdwara then slowly became
home to hundreds of Sikhs from all over California. The Tierra Buena
Gurdwara symbolizes the hard work of the Punjabi Sikh community that
worked tirelessly to create a safe and uniting place.

The opening of the new gurdwara and the increase of Sikh residents led
to the start of the Nagar Kirtan, also known as the Sikh parade, which
was founded in 1980. Nagar Kirtan translates to singing religious hymns
throughout the community. The Yuba City Nagar Kirtan celebrates

the guruship being passed from Guru Gobind Singh Ji to the Sikh Holy
Scripture, Guru Granth Sahib Ji. Starting off with a small group of local
Sikhs, the event now attracts over 100,000 Sikhs from all over the world,
making this parade one of the most well-known events in Yuba City.

This event is a month-long celebration that consists of three main days.
Starting off Friday with a firework show leading to a packed Saturday
consisting of the Nishaan Sahib (the flag) being taken down, bathed, and
then put back up. After that there are multiple seminars and events taking
place in the dashmesh hall (an extra praying building in the back), Kirtan
(devoted singing) beginning at 6:00 p.m. and ending at midnight, leading

to the last day, Sunday. This day

is the actual parade where floats
and the Guru Granth Sahib Ji are
taken around the city while singing
religious hymns. The Nagar Kirtan
has become a special event in our
town by bringing in many benefits
not only to the Sikh community
but also to our general town. It
provides a great cultural economy
and publicity and brings in a
significant amount of revenue.
This gurdwara represents the
strong bond of our inspirational
communities that have worked so
our future generations could grow
up in an environment that uplifts
and celebrates Sikh voices.
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To Los Angeles by Auto in 1924

By Isabella Dean Noyes

Ed. Note: This is the last travel diary that we have from Isabella Noyes. The

trip to Los Angeles in August 1924 was probably her last family trip. She

passed away in June of 1925. Much of the information in this diary came from
promotional materials that she picked up during their journey. The journal is
edited to reflect Isabella’s observations and the activities of her family rather than
the copious copying of public relations information she included in the diary.

1
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The travelers included her husband
Edward, their son Charles, and his
wife Maud. While they were staying
in Santa Cruz on the trip home,
they were visited by their daughter
Myrtie and her family, husband

Jim and their son Glenister. The
Noyes had a home and business in
Santa Cruz at one time, and it was a
favored vacation spot for avoiding
the heat of the Sacramento Valley
in the summer.

L J

;?'

(LEFTTO RIGHT) ED AND ISABELLA NOYES WITH THEIR CHILDREN CHARLIE NOYES, MYRTIE HAYNES, BERNICE HILL, ABBIE VAGEDES, AND EDNA MEYER.



32 ) COUNTRY LIFE ServensEn, 1934

Wednesday, August 6th, 1924
Mr. & Mrs. E. A. Noyes and Mr. & Mrs. C. A. Noyes
left their homes at Sutter in a new Reo auto! with

a trailer on a vacation going south. The ride to Ri‘]ﬂ 7
Sacramento was very pleasant as it was delightfully e N
cool. Drove to the Reo Station where Maud took ¢ Because an extremely moderate price corbines

the street car for Kimball & Wilsons to exchange with established fineness of quality,—

her hat for one that matched her suit. When she I};:sff:?o?fg:grb;?%;t f&ail;‘fmf“‘:’}fc}:}‘ﬁlt}ﬂgh
returned we were on our way. to, has been enjoyed by only the few.

Ate our lunch a mile out of Sacramento under a ] .

shade tree by the roadside then on to Stockton on

through French Camp, Manteca, a rich farming

belt, on through Ripon, Salida, then to Modesto

where we camped for the night. A pleasant little i R P
camp right on the highway and with the railroad A A“:
running along by the side of it. I should say there ;f.f_.f,*; S eraranais V«HMH\@/L‘,E,"‘E

were from 25 to 40 trains through that night.
ADVERTISEMENT FOR A 1924 REO AUTOMOBILE.

Thursday, August 7th
Thursday morning at ten minutes after eight o’clock we were on our way
through Hughson, Turlock, Merced and along a prosperous farming district
through large irrigation projects. Livingston is noted for fruit orchards and
vineyards. Atwater, Merced
County had the best rest room
and we had the nicest drink of
cold water.

Passed on into Madera Co.
where every dime is a baby
dollar.2 Chowchilla, Gateway
to 108,000 acres - it did not
appeal to me. Madera not
much of a town. Ate lunch half
a mile out of Madera. Passed
through Merced Co. where
they had the dreadful footand =
mouth disease. -

CHOWCHILLA GATEWAY.

! The Independent-Herald, a Yuba City newspaper, reported on July 3, 1924
that “E. A. Noyes has recently purchased a Reo Phaeton from A. K. Bossard,
Marysville.”

2 Madera County had a promotional slogan “Come to Madera, where every dime is

a baby dollar” to indicate that investments in the County were bound to increase.
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Fresno County, gateway to a 12,000
acre fig orchard then on to Fowler,
population 675, a post village of
Fresno Co. is nine miles southeast
of Fresno. It has important fruit
industries and is a shipping point for
wheat. As the town is surrounded by
a vast area of the finest wheat land
in the state. Then on to Goldsburg
where we camped for the night.

Here we had as neighbors a couple
with a sweet little girl of 7 years. As
they had no stove we let them cook
supper and breakfast on our stove

Friday, August 8th

On our way through Tulare County
we found Tulare, an up to date town,
nice clean streets, good substantial
buildings with a population of 4,500.
We passed on to Tipton and Delano
where we saw the largest vineyard in
the San Joaquin Valley, then through
McFarland and Formosa.

We ate our lunch in the shade of

a large China tree in front of a
residence in Bakersfield. Leaving
Bakersfield we came up Tejon Pass.
This was the hill climbing we had. It
was a hot day, a hot car and we made
slow progress. One hundred percent
of the cars stopped at Grapevine.
We let water out of the radiator and
filled it up and laid in a few supplies.
Had a good cool drink of beer. Drove
on five miles further and camped at
Tejon Camp for the night. A nice,
shady, clean place - coolest we have
found since leaving home and as we
could see nothing but hills ahead we
decided to remain over Saturday,
breaking our rule by traveling
Sunday. We slept fairly well. They
would not allow us to use our stove.
All cooking done in the community

-

AUTO CAMP AT ELYSIUM PARK.

kitchen which was a large building
screened all around above the gas
plates. There were tables to eat on.
A very pleasant place with natural
gas. There was to be a Barbecue
Sunday for all Chevy owners in Kern
County. That evening they built

a big fire in the pit, but finally it
burned down lower. Kept two trucks
busy hauling wood. The Chevies
came in and began preparation for
the next day. We went to bed early
as we were going out early. Did not
sleep much with the dancing and
carousing going on all around us.
Charlie and Maud were both sick.

Sunday, Aug 10th

Left Tejon Camp at 20 minutes to
seven. It was quite a pull up the
grade. Passed through Old Fort
Tejon and then into Lebec Station
for oil. The Lebec Hotel and
campgrounds are beautiful.

Entered Los Angeles County.
Coming down the Ridge Route,
passed through the following
places: Foleys Grove, Baileys
Ranch, Sanbergs Hotel and Garage
built of redwood logs, rustic style,

Tumbledown Inn and Restaurant,
Reservoir Summit National Forest,
San Marins Place, Evergreen Auto
Court, Foot Hill Service Station,
Saugus on through New Hall
Tunnel, Sylamar, which has the
largest olive orchard in California,
and here we are at Los Angles,
population 2,500,000.

We camped in the Municipal Auto
Camp near Elysium Park.

Monday, August 11th

Monday called Miss Whiting. Said
she would be out in the morning

but did not put in appearance until
about 2 o’clock in the afternoon. Did
not understand just where we were
located. She spent the afternoon
with us and was to go to Catalina
with us next.

Tuesday, August 12th

The next day we left camp at eight
o’clock, took the street car for the
station where Miss Whiting met us
and we took the electric street car.
After a ride of 15 miles we reached
the wharf and boarded the Catalina,
the newest and largest boat. There



AVALON.

were 900 people on the boat this trip. After a very pleasant
ride of 27 miles we reached the Island. We landed on the
pier at Avalon and walked down across the street and had a
fish dinner. One of the party ordered veal cutlets breaded.
When they were brought in they proved to be fish served as
veal cutlets.

After we took in the Cottage City and several curio stores,
we then went on the glass bottomed boat, the Emperor.
We had a very pleasant trip. The bottom of the ocean is
certainly covered with beautiful plants, all varieties of fish
and shells. We came back to wharf, crossed the street and
the men folks had a haircut?® then it was time to go on the

boat for the return trip. Had a very pleasant trip back. There

was music and dancing on the boat. When we reached

Los Angeles Harbor and were getting off the boat, people
jammed together worse than a band of cattle, then all

tried to get on one car. Finally everyone was seated and we
were soon at the station and had supper at one of the Boos
Restaurants.* Mr. N did not feel like climbing the hill at the
camp so we took a taxi and were soon there. Miss Whiting
took the street car for her home.

Wednesday, August 13th
The next day everyone was dressed for a trip to Pasadena,
but Mr. N was taken sick and we gave it up. Charlie and

3 This is my favorite moment in the narrative. I can imagine my
grandfather traveling 400+ miles, taking a boat ride to a beautiful
location, and then deciding to get a haircut while he was there so
as not to consider the trip a waste.

4 Boos Bros. Cafeterias were popular throughout Los Angeles.

Avalon, Main View,
from Park.

AN =7 -—-—-H
...__ \-\ . /_.“ j‘“ -.-."-

h‘"“n :_//_;A-'LL

PREPARE

for a good, hearty meal

But, whether vou eat a dime's worth or a full course din-
ner vou can feel absolutely sure of being satisfied in
every particular.

The tasti'ly arranged, wholesome and wenderfully well-
cooked foods, of almoest endless variety at every Boos
Bros.” Cafeteria, are evidences of thorough preparedness
on our part. Every effort is constantly being put forth
to please our ever growing list of patrens.

Bovs

—Where Quality Never Varies

328 South Broadway 648 South Broadway
436 South Hill Street 321 West Fifth Street
838-840 South Main Street

Our dining-reems at 321 W, Fifth St, and 648 5, Broadway are
. open daily from 6:30 a. m. till midnight; the others frem 6:30
amtodp m

BOOS BROS. RESTAURANT.
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LOS ANGELES OSTRICH FARM.

Maud went downtown in the
afternoon. All retired early.

Thursday, August 14th

Next morning we had breakfast
early. Left camp at eight o’clock
and took a street car downtown as
far as we could, walked a couple of
blocks to the Rosslyn Hotel where
we took the sight-seeing bus and
rode all over the city, getting back
to the Roslyn Hotel at 10 minutes
of 12. Went out to Boos Restaurant
where we had lunch, then back to
the Rosslyn where we remained
until two o’clock when we took the
sight-seeing bus to the Los Angeles

Ostrich Farm located near the

entrance to Lincoln Park, where you
see the eggs up to birds 39 years
old.® The black feathers are from the
male birds, the others of gray and
brown from the female birds. One
learns much as to the characteristics
and the habits of this bird at the
Farm.

As an amusement, birds trained

for the purpose are ridden astride
or harnessed and driven to a sulky.
After the visit to the farm, we

drove on to Pasadena, population
75,000. It was founded some thirty-
five years ago by a group of home
seekers from the middle west who

designated it the “Indiana Colony.”

Ed. Note: At this point, Isabella simply
lists locations they passed through

on their trip home until they reached
Santa Cruz, and then she gives more
detail. It is unclear how long they
stayed in the Los Angeles area, but

the next dated entry is Wednesday,
August 27th. I am including the rough
notes to show the different route they
took home to Sutter.

— Out Sunset Boulevard out to
Hollywood Bowl, through
Hollywood, a lovely place,
San Fernando Road.

— Hollywood 7 miles from

5 Ostrich farms were a big draw for tourists. The Museum’s collection includes several postcards showing ostrich farms in the

1920s.



Broadway, Town of Encino, Santa
Susana, Ventura, ate lunch by
roadside near El Rio, crossed
wooden bridge over Santa Clara

River.

— Ventura - stopped at Ventura
for gas. A very pretty
town with lovely homes, the
handsomest court house we have
seen. Ventura River then out to
the ocean, Merry Maid Inn, then
under the bridge, Stanley Park

and Cottages, Summerland.

— Reached camp at Santa Barbara
about three o’clock, traveled 108
miles.

— Santa Ynes, iron bridge over Ynes
River.

— Camped for lunch at the
Municipal Auto Camp, Santa
Maria, the first time we camped.

from Santa Maria. We came along
the ocean for twenty miles. Left
camp at 10 o’clock.

— Monterey Co., Salinas River,
Bradleys, then over the river,
King City, ate in camp ground, no
charges.

— Camped for the night at Pine

763 - The Loop, 17 Mile Drive , Monterey Co,Cal
SEVENTEEN MILE DRIVE.

— San Luis Obispo, Santa Maria

River.

— Reached Paso Robles at twenty

minutes to five, a windy ride

Grove. Left next morning at 10
o’clock. Took 17 Mile Drive and
into beautiful Carmel by the Sea,
then back to Hotel Del Monte,

through the grounds, then back
to Pine Lodge for the Trailer.

Wednesday, August 27th
Prepared lunch and left camp at 10.
Had a lovely drive to the Big Basin.
Part of the drive it was very warm -
very pleasant in the Basin. Reached
the Santa Cruz about 4 o’clock.

HOTEL DEL MONTE.

Drove around to several camps,
finally made camp in Sycamore
Campground. Had a gas plate with
three burners so cooking was easy
- only when it wanted money we
managed to keep it going. Drove all
over to see the many improvements
in Santa Cruz over the last seven
years.® Drove around to where Mr.
and Mrs. H. C. Meyer lived - a very
pretty home. Passed by (where)
Mrs. Graves lived but did not call.
Wrote a letter to Edna.

Thursday, August 28th

Mr. & Mrs. Look called before we
had finished breakfast. After we
finished breakfast and cleaned up

¢ The Noyes owned a house and service station in Santa Cruz at one time. Santa Cruz was a popular destination for hot valley

dwellers during the summer.
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camp, took our clothes up to Mrs. Look’s and washed. The first time we
had a chance to boil our clothes since leaving home. As we were at noon
time we took lunch with them. Charlie and Dad took the car to be washed.
Came back to the house where Mrs. Look fixed lunch for them. After lunch
Mr. Look took them back to the garage. Mr. and Mrs. F. D. McPherson and
son Freddie called just as we were getting supper — after Myrtie and Jim
called - and we heard the news from home.

After dinner went out to see the Polo game with Myrtie, Jim, and Glenister.
Nothing but a practice game, but interesting to us as we had never seen a
game. Coming home we drove around to see Uncle Lucy and Aunt Julia.
They were both looking well. Aunt Maud was there. She did not look very
well. Spent the evening with Mr. & Mrs. F. D. McPherson at the beautiful
new home at Walnut Avenue.

Friday, August 29th

Maud and Mrs. Noyes washed a few pieces at camp. Had Mr. & Mrs. Look
out to camp to dinner. Had fried codfish, potato salad, sliced tomatoes, and
sliced cucumbers. Mrs. Miller brought a berry pie and everyone enjoyed the
dinner. Maud went back with her mother and Mrs. Look. Charlie went after
her at 2 o’clock. After supper we all went over and played Dominos. Dad
got lost, was trying to get in someone else’s tent. A great many cars coming
into camp tonight. Myrtie and Jim called.

Saturday, August 30th

Had breakfast, cleaned up camp, took our washing up to Mrs. Look’s. I had
a large washing but had it done by eleven o’clock, our last washing in Santa
Cruz. Lunched with Mrs. Look. Then Charlie and I went back to camp.
Papa N. had prepared his own lunch. Charlie and I went back after Maud at
four o’clock. Done some shopping, returned, and got supper. Had liver and
stewed tomatoes. After supper went over to Mrs. Look’s to meet Charlie
and his wife. Played mahjong, cards, and dominoes.

Sunday, August 31st
As we are to leave Monday, Sunday will be busy. Mother Noyes was up early
and had all her ironing done before breakfast.

Monday, September 1st
Left Sycamore Car Camp at 20 minutes past 8. Mrs. Look was down to see
us off. Lovely ride.

Ed. Note: This is where the diary ends. They probably took another day to get
home to Sutter, staying overnight at another autocamp.



Living Through the Flood of 1955

By Ruth A. Dwyer

Ed. Note: Ruth A. Dwyer moved to Yuba City not long before the flood of 1955 and lived at 756
Cooper Avenue. Mrs. Dwyer was not able to evacuate her home during the flood, and this is her
account of events as she experienced them. She sent this letter to friends and family a few months
after the flood to explain her experiences. Mrs. Dwyer later operated the Dwyer Home for Special
Children. She passed away in November of 2000 at the age of 85.
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THE EXTENT OF FLOODING IN SUTTER COUNTY IN 1955.

Well, I suppose I have put off writing an account of the
flood as long as I decently can, so I will try to collect my
thoughts and put them down on paper.

Since so many of my friends and relatives want to know
just what happened during that time, I have decided to
make carbon copies so that I won’t have to write it all
so many times, and I hope no one will mind getting a
carbon copy.

! Author’s daughter.

It all started on Thursday, Dec. 22nd. Actually, it
started long before that when the rain and storms

kept pounding this country with torrential rains for
more than a week. We had an early snowpack in the
mountains and then the weather turned warmer

and the snow line kept getting higher and the rain
kept melting the snow and all the rivers and streams
kept pouring in the Yuba and Feather rivers and the
water in both of them kept getting higher and higher.
Marysville is located right between both of these rivers
and surrounded by levees and when both rivers are
high, Marysville is an island surrounded by water with
nothing but the levees to hold the water out of the
city. Yuba City is just across the Feather River from
Marysville and is also protected by levees but has a
much larger space between levees. In fact, it’s several
miles to the Sacramento River to the west of us and
most of Sutter County is in that large space, so no one
was concerned about Yuba City’s safety because it just
didn’t seem that we were in any danger, but Marysville
being just like a soup bowl, everyone was deeply
concerned about it when the water neared the top of the
levees and if it had broken, Marysville would have been
completely wiped out because there just wasn’t any
place for the water to go once it got into the city.

Tomi! had Wednesday and Thursday off from the
telephone company, but Thursday afternoon she was
called back on an emergency basis and the talk about
Marysville’s chances of surviving was going around

like wildfire. Everyone expected the levee to break and
wipe out Marysville, but they had to have operators
over there, so they boarded up all the windows in the
telephone company and sandbagged the whole building
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about ten feet high and
the operators were on the
2nd floor and considered
fairly safe. Every foot

of the levee had to be
patrolled for leaks and it
took hundreds of men.
Hundreds more were
working around the clock
filling sandbags and
putting them in the weak
spots.

Thursday evening around
seven the Salvation Army,
who was trying to keep the
workers supplied with hot
coffee and sandwiches,
sent out an appeal for
volunteers to help make
sandwiches and coffee, so
Jerry? and I went over to
Marysville to the Salvation
Army which is located
almost against the levee
in a leaky old building and
offered our services. Very
few people had responded
to the call for help, so a
few had to do the work
that many should have
been doing. We had no
facilities to do anything
with, but we did the best
we could with what we
had to work with. I made
sandwiches and coffee
until around 2 A.M. and
was ready to drop, so had
to give it up. Jerry was
hauling it out to the levee
workers as fast as it was
being made, and there
were several other men
helping do that. Tomi got

2 Author’s son.

off work at midnight and
came to the Salvation
Army and waited ‘til we
could take her home. She
had to be back on the job
at 8 A.M. Friday. On the
way home we went by the
levees to deliver some
more sandwiches and
coffee and took a look at
the water and some of the
houses on the river side
of the levee and they were
almost covered with water
and the marker said it was
at 28 feet, which is above
flood stage. Jerry brought
Tomi and I home and went
back to work some more,
but he came home again
in an hour or so and we
all got a little sleep (‘til

7 A.M.). Tomi went back
to work and Jerry went

to his job at the finance
company and the folks I
keep the baby for brought
the baby over at 8. I was
about dead on my feet,
but no one would think of
turning the radio off and
going to sleep at a critical
time like that. So I stayed
up and kept my ear glued
to the radio.

We only have two bridges
connecting Yuba City
and Marysville. One at
5th Street, and one at
10th Street. Being in the
700 block, we live about
halfway between them
and almost a mile west of
them.

HIGH WATER.

By noon on Friday the
water was lapping the

top of the levees and the
Marysville city council
decided it was time to
evacuate Marysville, so
they gave the orders for
everyone not working on
the levees or in a vital
capacity to evacuate
Marysville immediately.
All the stores and offices
who had a second floor
moved everything upstairs
that was possible to move
and within a couple of
hours Marysville was a
ghost town with only
patrols on the streets.
12,000 people had

S
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left their homes and

businesses on the day
before Xmas Eve and
didn’t know if they’d ever
see their homes again.
They were told to come
to Yuba City and the
surrounding communities
for refuge.

Due to its weakened
condition, they had closed
the 5th St. Bridge, so
there was only the one
bridge for them to get
out on and they had three
lanes going out over that
bridge and the cars were
bumper to bumper for
miles. The people who
had friends or relatives in



Yuba City came over here
where they thought they
would be safe because the
City Council and levee
commission kept telling
us that Yuba City was
safe and we had nothing
whatever to worry about.
Our levees wouldn’t break!
At 4 P.M. the 5th Street
Bridge went out and took
with it the railroad trestle
and the telephone cables,
but I see I am getting
head of myself. When
Marysville was evacuated
Tomi phoned me to say
she couldn’t come home
because they were keeping
the operators right in the
building and they would
be sleeping in the lounge
until the emergency was
over, and she didn’t even
have a change of clothes
or toothbrush with her
and to get some clothes
to her if possible. As soon
as Jerry had helped move
his company’s equipment
upstairs, he had come
home and changed clothes
and went back to work
with the Salvation Army.
Tomi’s phone call was the
last one our phone made
for nearly three weeks.
When the bridge went out
and took the telephone
cables with it, Yuba City
was completely without
telephone service, and a
lot of people still don’t
have telephone service
after two months.

LOCAL MEN AND AIRMEN FROM BEALE WORKED TO FORTIFY THE LEVEES.

The baby’s mother, who
also works for a finance
company in Marysville,
left her office and came
after the baby. She and her
husband had planned to
go to their folks in Chico
for Christmas anyway so
decided they might as well
leave a little early since
they didn’t have to work
Friday afternoon. After
they left I decided to do
what I could and filled
my huge canning kettle
full and kept it cooking
all afternoon and into

the night. I thought Jerry
would be back some time
that day to take it to the
Salvation Army to help
feed people who must be
pretty sick of nothing but
sandwiches by that time,
but he didn’t come back
and he was using the car
to deliver the stuff to the
levees, so I had no way of
taking it, and couldn’t call
anyone to come and get it
because of no telephone
service.

We have three local radio
stations between the two

cities and early in the
afternoon two of them had
to go off the air because
their transmitters were
under water and they
couldn’t get any news via
telephone or teletype,

so they all went to the
one remaining station in
Yuba City and combined
their efforts and took
turns broadcasting the
news around the clock,
and it was a steady
stream of nothing but
news and reports and
messages to people who
couldn’t communicate by
telephone. Rumors were
flying thick and fast about
breaks in the Marysville
levees. Actually, it did
break through in a couple
of places, but they got

it patched up before it
did much damage. They
kept assuring us that
Yuba City had nothing to
worry about, so I wasn’t
concerned about myself,
but I was terribly worried
about both the kids. More
about Jerry than Tomi,
because I knew she was in

as safe a place as she could
be and I felt fairly sure the
telephone people would
see that their operators
would be taken care of and
got out if it did break, but
with Jerry running back
and forth to the levees, I
knew he’d stay ‘til the last
minute and maybe not get
out in time, so I was very
much concerned for his
safety.

Next door to me lives

a little old lady 82

years old. She lives in

a tiny house right on

the ground. I mean the
foundation is not over a
foot high and she lives

all alone. Of course, she
is pretty childish and not
completely helpless, but
needs looking after and
shouldn’t be alone. She
came over several times
during the evening to
discuss the flood situation
with me and I assured
her that if we were in

any danger I would come
and get her and bring

her over here with me.
Since I live upstairs in a
strongly built house, I felt
we would be fairly safe,
even if the levee should
break over here, so I told
her to go home and go to
bed and I’d let her know if
and when we were in any
danger, so she did.

Around 8 P.M. a man came
to my door and said he had
been sent by my daughter
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to bring me to a telephone
so she could talk to me.
She had placed a long-
distance call for him, so he
took me to a phone near
Marysville that was still
working, and I called her.
She told me not to worry
about her and explained
how they were fixed over
there, and she had heard
rumors of Yuba City being
evacuated and wanted to
know that I’d leave and go
to my mother’s if we had
to evacuate, so I assured
her that I would and came
back home.

Around 10 P.M. a deputy
sheriff came to my door to
tell me that Tomi would
get off duty at midnight
and he would personally
bring her home. (I found
out later he was just a bag
of wind and was just trying
to make time with her

and he was supposed to
tell me that she definitely
wouldn’t be home.)
However, I told him to
send someone for the soup
and he did do that. Around
11 P.M. some girls from
the Salvation Army came
for the soup and were very
happy to get it. They had
moved over to Yuba City
and set up headquarters
somewhere over here and
I asked them about Jerry
and they said he was

still working and would
probably be working all
night.

The Yuba and Feather
rivers come together into
one mighty river below
Marysville and Yuba City
about a mile and there is
a bend in the levee there
(which shouldn’t be). It’s
known as Shanghai Bend.
There is (or was) a service
station and a store there
and a small community
called Gum Tree station.
It’s about a mile south

of the main part of Yuba

City. The city Fathers
decided the south part

of Yuba City should be
evacuated around 10 P.M.
just as a precaution. They
reassured us that there
was no danger, but just as
a precaution all residents
south of Franklin Ave.
should evacuate. Well, we
live about 4 blocks north
of Franklin so that didn’t
include us, and since they
kept insisting there was
no danger, very few people
paid much attention to

the evacuation business. It
wasn’t even an order like
it was in Marysville, it was
only a suggestion. People

were all busy getting ready

for Christmas and many
of them had people from
Marysville in their homes,
so not many people left.
Most of them went to bed
and ignored the whole
situation, but I stayed
glued to the radio. I also
had the TV on with the
sound turned down so I
could see the picture but
hear the radio until the TV
gave out news and then I’d
turn the radio down and
TV up long enough to hear
the TV news, but there

SANDBAGGING CONTiNUED‘ALL DAY AND THROUGH THE NI HT. -
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wasn’t much TV news.

Right at midnight they
said on the radio that
there was a rumor that
the levee had broken at
Shanghai Bend, but it
wasn’t an official report
and for people not to get
panicky until they had it
confirmed since there had
been so many rumors, but
to get ready to evacuate in
case it was official later.
They fooled around about
a half hour or more trying
to find out if it was official
or not and finally they said
that it was official and

for everyone in Yuba City
to evacuate and go west.
There were only two ways
out of here to the west,
and the people started
pouring out. Going by

our house the cars were
bumper to bumper, and
for several minutes at a
time the line couldn’t even
move. As soon as it was
official, I went downstairs
and woke the people in
the apartment below me
and told them they were
to evacuate and while
they were getting ready
that I would go over and



get Mrs. Smith out (the
little old lady next door).
When I pounded on Mrs.
Smith’s door she wasn’t
asleep, but had just gone
to bed and hadn’t had her
radio on, so didn’t know
she was supposed to leave.
When I told her what had
happened, she wanted

to take time to pack

her belongings and do a
dozen things including
putting on all her clothes,
but mostly she was just
turning around in the
middle of the room, so I
finally had to grab a few
things and lead her out

of the house as I would a
small child. She has a huge
cat she’s had for 16 years
and I told her to bring it
with her, but I couldn’t
make her understand that
the water might get deep,
so she insisted on just
putting the cat outside
like she always did when
she left the house for
anything, and there wasn’t
time to argue about it, so
I let the cat go and got her
out. When I came back

to our house the people
downstairs were just
leaving and they didn’t
ask if we had a way out

or wanted a ride, but I
felt certain that as soon
as Jerry knew we had to
evacuate that he would
bring the car and take

us out, but what I didn’t
realize was that with the
traffic all going one way,

he couldn’t get back into
Yuba City to get us out.
People kept pouring out
of Yuba City as fast as
they could and then I
heard on the radio that no
traffic would be allowed
going into Yuba City and I
finally realized that Jerry
couldn’t come after us, so
I went back down to the
street and started asking
people in cars if I could
get a ride for me and the
old lady, but they were

all so panic stricken that
they said they didn’t have
room for more or just

sat and looked at me and
didn’t say anything. One
man in particular was in a
car entirely alone without
even any belongings in his
car and I asked him if he
could take Mrs. Smith and
I out and he just stared

at me, so I finally just
gave up the whole idea of
evacuating. I came back
upstairs and prepared to
make the best of a bad
situation. Poor old Mrs.
Smith didn’t realize the
danger and childlike kept
up a steady stream of
chatter and drowned out
the radio when important
messages were coming
through. Her greatest
worry was what they’d do
to us for not leaving after
we were told to leave and
kept asking what they’d
do to us for not leaving.

I finally told her they’d
probably tar and feather

us and run us out of town
the first thing in the
morning. She did have a
sense of humor and got to
laughing and it was all a
big lark to her for a while
and I was glad she wasn’t
panicky about it all, and

I kept reassuring her that
the water wouldn’t come
into our part of town, but
I was far from convinced

myself.

BREAK AT SHANGHAI BEND.

By 2 A.M. Xmas Eve all the
cars were gone and all the
lights were out in town
except the radio station
lights which I could see
across town and catty-
cornered across the street
from me there was a neon
sign in the window, but all
the street lights were out
and all the houses were
dark except mine. There
wasn’t a sound anywhere
and it was so strange to

know we were the only
people left in our area.

It was rather frightening
too. I kept listening to
the radio and praying the
power didn’t go off so I
couldn’t hear what was
going on. They said the
sewage plant had gone
out and I thought about
the water supply so went
and tried it and found the
pressure very low, so I

filled all the pots and pans
in the house with water.
Fortunately, all during

the flood our gas or lights
didn’t go off. The lights
faltered a few times, but
they always came back on.
I kept going to the window
and looking every few
minutes, but there wasn’t
any lights to see by, so

I couldn’t see anything.
Then the man at the radio
station said the water
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was coming in the station
and they’d be off the air

a few minutes while they
moved to the next floor
and they assured us that
they would stay on the

air and keep us informed
as long as they could
keep their heads above
water and had power to
broadcast with. A few
minutes after they said
they had to move upstairs
I looked out of the
window again and there
was water everywhere.

I didn’t notice it when I
first looked because there
were no lights to reflect
from the surface and since
I didn’t hear anything I
just wasn’t quite expecting
it to come that way, but
then I looked towards

the laundry I saw the
reflection from the neon
sign and it looked ten feet
deep! My heart came right
up in my throat and for

a little while I never was
so scared in my life. I just
didn’t know what to do. I
thought that if the water
got deep enough to come
up in the house that I
might possibly be able to
save myself and our dog
could probably survive,
but I knew I couldn’t save
Mrs. Smith and I couldn’t
leave her, so I got pretty
panicky for a little while.
I must have gasped when
I saw the water because
Mrs. Smith came and
looked out the window

with me and then she got
scared too and finally
realized that we were in
danger, and I had quite a
time with her from then
on. Then she remembered
her cat and knew he had
drowned and bemoaned
his fate and blamed herself
for not bringing him with
her, and she also knew
her house was gone and
we couldn’t see it because
of the darkness and the
trees between our houses.
I thought it was time to
get down to some serious
praying and informed
Mrs. Smith, so we prayed
together for a while and
then some flood news
came on the TV and I
turned it up so we could
hear it and there as big as
life and twice as natural
was Jerry on TV giving
sandwiches to the men
on the levee. He was the
one closest to the camera
and there was no way

I could mistake him. It
seemed like the answer to
my prayers. I had no way
of knowing just when the
picture was made. It was
a news picture and not
live, so it could have been
made before the flood
came, but it made me

feel considerably better
anyway. I felt that he was
safe. I gathered up a lot
of rags and went and put
them in front of the door
downstairs to help soak
up the water if it got to

the door and put my boots
on and went out on the
porch to see if I could tell
how deep the water was.
Our house is on the high
side of the street and the
foundation is about 4 feet
off the ground and we
have 4 or 5 steps leading
from the sidewalk up to
the porch and the water
was just up to the bottom
step, so I stepped off the
step into the water to see
how high it came up on
my boot and it was only
up to my ankle, which
would make the water
about 4 feet deep in the
street. We saw all sorts

of things floating by in
the street and they were
moving north pretty fast,
so I knew the water was
still rising fast, so we
went back upstairs to wait
some more and listen to
the news. Patrol trucks or
Army amphibious vehicles
started going along the
streets on patrol and
every time one went by
I’d go to the bedroom and
try to signal them with

a flashlight, but none of
them paid any attention
to us. Then planes and
helicopters started circling
around and I tried to
signal them, but nothing
happened. Every hour

or less I’d go down and
check the water depth
again and it finally got

up to the calf of my leg

at the steps but didn’t

get any higher. Finally, I
noticed that things had
quit floating north and
had starting floating back
south, so I knew the water
had started to recede and
I quit worrying so much.
The next time I checked
the water it had gone
down at least three inches,
and I breathed a sigh of
relief and offered a prayer
of thanks. By that time it
must have been around

5 A.M. and they said the
rescue crews would start
out at 7 A.M. and get
everyone else out that was
still left in their homes

or in the trees or on roof
tops, so I knew we would
be rescued in a couple

of hours so there was
nothing to worry about. I
fixed breakfast and after
we ate, I did the dishes
and it started getting
daylight.

A little after 7 I heard
voices and ran to the
window and there was

a boat going along the
street. I yelled out the
window and they looked
up and waved and yelled
“Merry Xmas.” I waved
and returned the Merry
Xmas to them. Every time
a boat or alligator car
came by I hailed them, but
no one offered to remove
us, so I figured if we were
in any danger they would
have taken us out, so I
gave up the idea of leaving.



I had taken some pictures
by the first light because I
figured I wouldn’t be there
when it was light enough,
but I needn’t have wasted
the film. I was there from
then on and later on the
sun came out for the first
time in days and strange as
it may seem it was really
beautiful with everything
covered with water, even
if it was muddy water. It

PLUMAS STREET.

sort of gave you the feeling
that the powers that be
had worked themselves
into a frothing fit and

in a tantrum had done
their very worst and was
quite proud of the job
and had spent their wrath
and could now smile on
the world. Anyway, the
sunshine made things
seem more cheerful and
bright, so our spirits
were lifted a lot, and

Mrs. Smith’s house was
still standing right where
she’d left it, but we could
tell the water had got
inside and that made her

unhappy, and we called
and called for her cat, but
there was no sign of it

so she gave it up as lost.

I took more pictures in
color when the sun came
out and they are really
beautiful. I also took a few
in black and white that

I’ll try to send along with
this account, but of course
they were all taken after
the water had receded a

lot. There was all kinds

of debris in our yard
including about 30 feet

of railroad complete with
tracks, timbers, and all.
It’s not a regular railroad
track, but a light track that
they use in the canneries.
Incidentally, it’s still in
the yard after nearly two
months, along with a lot of
other timbers, barrels, etc.
that came in on the tide.

My mother was supposed
to come down here for
Xmas and since she is so
much out of touch with
the world I was afraid she

would try to come down
here, or that she would

be worried about us, so I
wanted to get a message
out to her on the radio and
to also contact the kids
and find out where they
were and if they were safe,
so I hailed a passing Army
Duck and asked them to
take a message to the radio
station for me and when
the message came over
the air it was so garbled
up that no one would
recognize it, so I typed up
one myself and gave it to
a man in a boat to deliver
for me, and when it came
over the air they only read
the first part of it which
was the message to my
mother that I was afraid
she wouldn’t hear, but she
did. However, there was
no word to or from my
kids and I worried a lot
about them. Finally late
in the afternoon the water
had receded to about a
block from our house, so

I took another note out
and waited for another
passerby, but I noticed
they were all going down
the other street, so I
waded down to the corner
where the water stopped
and waited ‘til a car came
along and asked them to
take the message for me,
but I never did hear it on
the air, and still no word
from the kids.

All this time the Xmas

tree stood forlornly in the
front window with the
presents stacked around
it and no one was thinking
much about Xmas. Around
10 P.M. Jerry came in

for a minute to see how
things were, but he didn’t
have time to more than
say hello and goodbye.

He was in a truck and I
found out that our car had
evacuated another family
to Colusa. Jerry had let
them take it because he
couldn’t get back here
with it and where he had
to go the car couldn’t go
so he was driving a truck.
I told him to come home
as soon as he could to get
some sleep and clean up
and to bring the car back.
I forgot to mention that
when the levee broke the
water had crested at 82
feet. Jerry had only been
gone a little while when
Tomi came in. The deputy
that had come with that
erroneous message had
brought her over. She just
came in long enough to
grab a few clothes and

left again. She assured me
she was safe and being
well taken care of. I felt
better after seeing the kids
and knowing they were
safe. It was a very dismal
Xmas for everyone here.
So many people lost their
lives and some only lost
everything they had, so we
had a lot of blessings to
count. Xmas Day the water
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had receded completely
from our area, but left a
thick layer of mud and

silt over everything.

We finally got into Mrs.
Smith’s house and found
her floors soaked and
started trying to dry them
out. We hunted all over
for her cat’s body, but
couldn’t find it so decided
it must have floated away.
I hadn’t slept a wink since
the few hours I’d slept
Thursday night and I was
really beat, so I came
home and tried to sleep
some, but I couldn’t sleep.
That afternoon late Mrs.
Smith came back over
and she was crying and
telling me her cat came

in and didn’t look like

he had been wet and she
was overjoyed, of course.
Yuba City was closed and
no one was being allowed
to come back to their
homes, but I figured that
if I couldn’t get out when
there was real danger,
then I certainly wasn’t
going to leave then even if
I had a way to leave which
I didn’t.

We had no water, but I had
some drawn up and had
everything else I needed
and I decided to just sit
tight unless they ordered
me personally to leave,
which they didn’t. It went
back to raining Xmas

Day and new crests were
coming down the rivers to

reflood a lot of the parts
that were flooded in the
first place, and a lot of the
area is still under water
and will continue to be for
months yet.

The day after Xmas
(Monday) around 4 P.M.
they put out a new order
to evacuate Yuba City

by 5 P.M. because a new
high crest was expected
by 6 and everything that
was flooded the first time
would go under again.
Jerry heard the news and
brought the car home and
told me to leave and go

to Mother’s and I had no
way of knowing if she had
got my messages or not,
and I didn’t think I could
take another night of
watching the water rise, so
I prepared to leave. I went
and got Mrs. Smith and we
drove up to my mother’s
place. It was after dark
when we arrived. We sat
around talking for hours
and finally put Mrs. Smith
to bed and then Mom,
Emmett, and I sat up all
night trying to hear some
news on the radio, but her
battery radio won’t pick
up our station after dark,
so we couldn’t find out
much, and not knowing
anything was worse

than knowing. Along
towards morning they

did hear a broadcast from
Sacramento that said the
main part of Yuba City

RERIAL VIEW OF YUBA Clﬁ FROM NORTH TO SOUTH.

was under 12 feet of water
again, which wasn’t very
good news. Come to find
out the water never got
over 8 feet high downtown
at that time, but out south
of town in those small
communities the water
got 15 feet deep and went
over the house tops in a
lot of places. By the time
it got daylight I wanted to
start back to Y.C. so I'd
know what was going on,
and I wanted to find Jerry
and insist that he take
time out to sleep and rest
some. He had been almost
down with the flu the

day before this all started
and I was afraid he’d get
down sick again. The rain
had lashed us in sheets all
night in the mountains,

so I knew it was dumping
thousands of tons of the
stuff into our rivers down
below.

Anyway, we ate breakfast
and started back down
here and it rained so hard
all the way that I couldn’t
hardly see to drive, but

we finally got here shortly
after noon and went

first to the telephone
company to see Tomi and
she happened to be out

in front of the building
talking to the parents of
the baby I keep. They had
come back from Chico

to see about their house
and to try to get some
more clothes for the

baby and themselves, but
the patrols wouldn’t let
anyone back into Yuba
City and they didn’t know
what they were going to
do. Tomi, being in vital
work, had a Civil Defense
pass to get in and out

of here so she gave me
the pass, and I took the
baby’s mother in our car
and passed her off for
Tomi and came through
the patrols. Edith is also a
blonde, but a little taller
and thinner than Tomi
and 25 years old, but they
didn’t question the pass.
I decided I’d better get
some things and go back
to my mother’s place,



since Tomi was insisting
on it. There was a bit

of a scare of a typhoid
epidemic breaking out,
but fortunately it never
happened.

I told Mrs. Smith to get
her things together while
Edith and I got ours and
we’d go out together. In
the meantime, I packed
and carried a car load of
stuff down to the car, and
in the meantime Mrs.
Smith was talking to some
people around here and
decided to not go back
with me, so I had to dig
under all my stuff and get
hers out and then I took
Edith back uptown to her
husband and they left for
Chico again. I told Tomi I
thought I was going back
to Mother’s, but would
find Jerry first before I
decided definitely. By this
time the Salvation Army
had made many moves
and now it was out at the
College in Marysville, so I
went out there and just as
I was driving in, Jerry was
driving a panel truck out,
so I stopped and talked to
him and he finally agreed
that he’d come home that
night if I wanted to stay
down here, so I came
back home and in just a
little while he came and
helped unload the car. All

DESTROYED HOUSE.

water had to be boiled
before it could be used.

It was running again by
that time, so I boiled a
whole tub full for Jerry to
bathe in and we went to
bed and slept that night
for the first time since the
Thursday before.

Wednesday they told the
people they could come
back in between the hours
of 7A.M. and 5 P.M. to
clean up their homes, but
no one could be on the
streets except the patrols
after 5 P.M. Jerry went
back to his office that day,
and I had the baby again
because her folks had
come back and had to go
back to work. They took a
chance and stayed in their
house at night. They lived
north of me about 5 blocks
and only their garage was
flooded. No water was in
the house so they were
lucky too. Then another
woman brought me her
six-month-old baby to
keep during the day while
they cleaned their house.
They had 4 feet of water in

3 This last line is cut off our photocopied copy of the letter.

their house and everything
was pretty well ruined.

I kept the baby ten days
and it was a very large,
active baby and the two

of them nearly got me
down. Oh, it was 11 days

I kept that baby. Anyway,
about the time people
who had homes left got
them cleaned up and fairly
livable again another flood
came and it was to do all
over again. Jerry’s job was
to repossess furniture and
autos, etc. that people
couldn’t pay for and
before the flood waters
had receded they were
asking their employees to
start hounding the people
for money and Jerry3... one
yet.

All this time the rain kept
coming down steady so
that people couldn’t get
their homes or belongings
dried out. They also
couldn’t get the levees
repaired properly, but in 3
weeks from the first flood
they had managed to get
the break in the Shanghai
Bend levee built up to

70 feet of mud and then

another high crest came
and they didn’t expect it
to hold and it wouldn’t
have if we didn’t have the
Army engineers working
out there day and night.
They covered the river
side of the levee with
canvas and sand bags and
the water came right to
the top of the levee and
by some miracle it did
hold, but everyone in the
south of town had been
evacuated again to within
four blocks of us, but me
and everyone else was so
flood weary by that time
that I went to bed and
slept right through the
scare. I figured I couldn’t
do no more than wake up
floating, but I didn’t feel
like being responsible

for Mrs. Smith again, so

I phoned her daughter in
Palo Alto and had them
come and get her. I told
her I would feed her cat
while she was gone and
she said she had it in the
shed. Well, she has a small
building on the back of
her place that you would
call a shed, so every day

Continued on page 24
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New and Renewing Members

January 2022 - May 2022

A.A.UW. - Marysville/Yuba City
Allen County Public Library
Mary Allen

Paulette Almeida

Jim & Noby Barringer
Karen Basra

Merilyn Beck

Sandy Becker

Kara Bell

Joe Benatar

Grace Berg

Kathryn Blair

Molly Bloom & Nick Lashway
Audrey Breeding

Jim Brosman

Brown Family

Terri Burroughs

Ann Burrows

Tonya Byers

Dianna Ceballos

Ann Chellis

Alice Chesini

Arlene Chesnut

Shari & Robert Coats
Kay & Ross Cockrell
David Coe

Katy Coladarci

Melanie Conover

Babs Cotter

Dealla Crother

Marnee Crowhurst
Roland & Roberta D’Arcy
Marilyn Elliott

Virginia Filter

Friends for the History of Yuba County

Renee Garcia
Kelly Gash
David & Jennifer Giampaoli

Gobel Family Mike & Debrah Reid
Joe & Nancy Goss Julie Rentner

Michelle Grar Steven Richardson
Judy Hale Gary Ries

Scott & Barbara Hankins David Rubiales

Jennifer Harris Merlyn Rudge

Adele Harth Rita Schmid]l

H. Allen Herr Bonnie Scriven

Diane Hilbert Kathleen Shannon

Vern & Phyllis Hill Denise Siller

Mike Hubbartt Tom & Barbara Silver
Patricia Jaeger Elizabeth Skelly

Greg Johnson Barbara Smith

Bob & Lee Jones/Harkey House Kenneth & Adrienne Smith
Maryann & Robert Just Phyllis Smith

Marilyn Kirby Edna Smyth

Steven & Marie Kroeger Tamara Spoto

Gail & Michael Kunsman R. James Staas

Anthony & Joan Kurlan Ron Stage

Ned & Debra Lemenager Jan Steffens

Barbara Lemos Marcia Stranix

Lois Licari Cynthia Struckmeyer
Donna & Michael Long Sutter Buttes Business Services
Laura Lush Kelly Swanson

Larry & Kay Matsumura John Taylor

Virginia McElroy Carol Trexler

Laverne & Maria McPherrin Victoria Tudor

Brendon Messina Damon Ullrey

Wayne & Judy Meyer James Van Dyke

John & Louise Miller Gabriela Wackerli
Zachary & Amber Milner Janice Wallace

Nadine Mitchum Jerry & Patricia Whitten
Andrew Neubauer Kathy Willert

Susan Odegard Williams Family

Jerry Paine Suellen Witham
Josephine Parker Lorene & Wyman Wong
Jan Madden Perry Joan Young

Lee Roy & Sarah Pryor Robert Zirzow

Priends jor the Preservation TTER

of Yuba County History BUSINESS SERVICES

(FPYCH)

P. O. Box 1993, Marysville, CA. 95901
Email: FPFYubaCol ]istory@aol_conl Coleen Morris 1510 Poole BlVd, Suite 201

Bookkeeping that adapts to your business.

A non-profit group dedicated to preserving, protecting, studying and
sharing the history of Yuba County

(530) 216-7394 Yuba City, CA 95993
(530) 237-5058 fax cmorris.sbbs@gmail.com

www.sbhsyubacity.com




Memorials & Gifts

January 2022 - May 2022

In Memory of Dorothy Coats
Darel & Christine Baer
Audrey Breeding
Kylee & Scott Campbell
Connie Cary
Peter & Cindy Jelavich
Patty & Steve Justus
Lois Licari
Jackie Onstott
Loadel Piner
Annette Reynolds
Margit Sands
Sharyl Simmons
Julie Stark

In Memory of Steve Garcia
Marika Garcia

In Memory of Martha Garrison
Marcia Stranix

In Memory of Ann Kenfield Graf
Marcia Stranix

In Memory of Richard “Dick” Huston

Stan & Jeanette Christopherson

In Memory of Gurdia Janda
Julie Stark

In Memory of Meredith “Mitzi” Morrison

Marnee Crowhurst
Lois Licari

Loadel Piner
Marcia Stranix

In Memory of Norman Piner
Margit Sands

In Memory of Chris Steidlmeyer
Donna McMaster

In Memory of Tom Williams
Stan & Jeanette Christopherson

Community Garden
Julie Stark

Exhibit Support
Yuba-Sutter Arts & Culture

Outright Gift
Tracy & Harris Belnap
Beth Shalom Congregation
Wade Kirchner
Virginia McElroy
Brett Meyer
Josephine Parker
Laural Schuler
Adelle Wapple
Rose Marie Wood

Special Project Gift
Harkey House Bed & Breakfast
Bob & Lee Jones, Owners

Trees & Traditions Sponsorship

Frank M. Booth, Inc.
Hilbers, Inc.

Holycross Funeral Home
Ullrey Memorial Chapel

Volunteer

We would not be
able to do what

we do without our
volunteers. Volunteers
staff the front desk
when the Museum is
open. This includes
greeting visitors,
answering any
questions they may
have, answering the
phone, and selling
items in the Museum
Store. Volunteers
also work on special
projects, assist at
events, and help
decorate for Trees
& Traditions. We are
always looking for
more volunteers, so
if you are interested,
please contact

us, or come by the
Museum!

Renew your membership today!

Funds from your membership directly support the work
we do, including taking care of our collections
and offering stellar education programming.
Not a member? Consider joining today!
And, don’t forget, a membership is a great gift!

For more information,
visit www.suttercountymuseum.org/support.
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continued from page 21,

Living Through the Flood of 1955
I sent food over there to
the shed. I kept watching
and saw all kinds of cats
around the shed and yard,
but I never saw hers. She
was gone for 9 days and
when she came back I
found out she calls her
back porch a shed and

the poor cat was locked
up in there all that time.
We went in with her and
expected to find the cat
dead, but it wasn’t. I fixed
it some milk and eggs and
in a few days it was as
good as new so I guess it’s
a pretty tough old cat. I
sure felt bad about it, but
it couldn’t be helped.

When the worst of the
first flood threat was

over the telephone
company rented motels

in Marysville for their
operators who lived in
Y.C., so Tomi was staying
at a real fancy one with all
expenses paid for over a
week until they said it was
safe for them to come back
home. Things have finally
quieted down now and
the sun has shone and the
wind has blown for over a
week now, and got things
pretty well dried out and
they’ve got most of the
levees repaired, but a lot
is still under water and
you have to see the utter
devastation to believe it’s
possible. All the water we
got was the back wash in

4 The official count was 38.

our part of town, but the
ones in the path of the
flood were just wiped out.
They are about to get the
city itself back to normal.
Most of the businesses are
open again and theater is
opening again this week
but more than 4,000
homes are completely
gone or unlivable. They’'ve
identified 38 bodies so far
but they’ll find a lot more
yet, and some will never
be found at all.*

We drove around in the
hardest hit area a week
after it happened and took
pictures and it sure makes
you sick to see the terrible
destruction everywhere.
Some houses were carried
more than a block and lots
of them were completely
demolished and no parts
of them have been found.
All through the orchards
you can see parts of
houses and furniture.
Down by Shanghai Bend
the sand and silt is 7 feet
deep through the orchards
and the highway down
there is covered over and
north of the highway it
was very low. The road
itself was a sort of levee
built up high with ditches
and low land at least 10
feet lower than the road
and when that wall of
water hit the cars on that
road it carried them as
much as 500 feet from the

road and covered them
over with sand and silt. I
saw one deputy’s car that
they had dug out and cut
the top out of to get him
and his son out of. The
sand in the car was to
within 8 inches of the roof
and I don’t know how they
ever found it buried so
deep. Later they dug down
(just the other day) and
found another deputy’s
car not far from the same
spot and his body was

still in the car, so that’s
how some of our people
died and the Lord only
knows how many more are
buried out there. It may
be years if ever when they
are found. All our orchards
are pretty well ruined, and
this is the peach bowl of
the world, so when you
have to pay a higher price
for peaches next year, and
other fruits and nuts, just
remember why they are so
high and youw’ll be lucky if
you can get them at all at
any price.

Every night from 7:30 to
8 they have a program

on our local station
called “What About The
Flood” and they have tape
recordings of interviews
with people who were
caught in the flood and
they tell what happened
to them and what their
opinion is about the
whole thing. Some of their

experiences make your
hair stand right up on end.
Not only did the people

of Y.C. get it, but a lot of
Marysville people who had
evacuated to here were
caught in it. And not only
did they have our people
to evacuate from here, but
the ones from Marysville
too, which only added to
the confusion. They blame
the City Council and Civil
Defense for the deaths
that occurred because they
should have warned the
people in time for them to
get out. They are holding
a grand jury investigation
now to find out who was
to blame for the disaster
and it won’t go easy on
the people at fault. They
say we have more floods
to look forward to from
now on ‘til after the rainy
season is over, especially
in March when the 12-foot
snow pack starts to melt
in the mountains.

Well, I could tell a lot
more about things, but I
think this is long enough
and more about it than
anyone cares to remember,
so I'll close for now.

I guess I'll use the rest of
this sheet to write you a
personal letter.

Ruth A. Dwyer
March 1956



Membership Information

Our members are vital to the success of the Museum.
The funds we raise from your membership help us

to properly care for our collection, bring in traveling
exhibits, and provide education programs.

For a complete listing of benefits by level, visit
WWW.suttercountymuseum.org/support.

Business
Memberships

Consider a Business Membership to
the Sutter County Museum! Annual
rates start at $250 and include
benefits such as advertisements in
the Bulletin, listings on the website,
Gift Shop discounts, and more. Visit
Www.suttercountymuseum.org/
support for more information.

Puzzling

Membership Levels

Basic* $35
Basic Plus* $60
Bronze** $100
Silver** $250
Gold** $500

Harter Circle** $1000

Business Levels

Business Basic***
Business Basic Plus***
Business Sustaining™**

$250
$500
$1000

All Business Memberships include

Basic benefits as well.

*$10 discount for Student/Senior/Military/Long Distance (200+ miles away)
*#§15 discount for Student/Senior/Military/Long Distance (200+ miles away)
*#** 20% discount for Non-profits
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NOYES
FLOOD
OSTRICH
CROWHURST
DWYER
LEVEES
BRIDGE
COOPER
DEPUTY
RADIO
TELEPHONE
RYAN
MIRANDA
SAIHAJ
PHAETON
CATALINA
SYCAMORE
GRAPEVINE
HOCK
CARMEL
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1333 Butte House Road
Yuba City, CA 95993

RETURN SERVICE REQUESTED

Sign up for our e-newsletter to receive the latest
updates about Museum exhibits, programs, and events!
Visit our website at www.suttercountymuseum.org.

Scroll to the bottom of the homepage and enter your
email address to subscribe.

Trees and Traditions
is Back!

The Museum’s 41st annual Trees & Traditions:
Home for Christmas celebration is scheduled for
Friday, December 2nd, 2022. \We hope you’ll save
the date join us for an evening filled with delicious
hors d’oeuvres, festive drinks, live music, and, of
course, holiday trees and traditions. Information on
purchasing tickets and full information on the event
will be available this fall.

Non-Profit Organization
U.S. POSTAGE

PAID

Yuba City, CA 95991
Permit No. 12

Donate

The Museum is a partnership between Sutter County and
the Community Memorial Museum Association, a non-profit
501(c) (3) organization. The Association supports all of
the public programming aspects of the Museum, including
education programs, fundraising events, temporary exhibits,
updates to permanent exhibits, and the Museum Gift Shop.
Donations made to the Association are tax deductible.

There are many ways to donate to the Museum:

O Mail a check to:
Sutter County Museum
1333 Butte House Road
Yuba City, CA 95993

O Come visit us! You can use a credit card, cash, or
check to donate in person

O Donate online through our website
O Legacy giving:
please contact megarcia@co.sutter.ca.us to learn more

We also offer corporate sponsorship opportunities for our
events and temporary exhibits.



